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M A T U I I A 

I F L E D f r o m my home t o w n , Sop
r o n , i n H u n g a r y , w h e n I was 
eighteen. D u r i n g the Firs t W o r l d 

W a r , I had been the leader of a stu
dent pacifist movement at the Gym
nasium, and I had also taken part in 
the t w o revolutions that fo l lowed the 
wa r . W h e n A d m i r a l H o r t h y success
ful ly staged his counter- revolut ion, I 
was expelled f rom school by the new 
Fascist regime, imprisoned, and fo r 
bidden to attend any other Gymnasium 
in H u n g a r y . As soon as I was released 
f r o m prison, I escaped to Aust r ia . M y 
situation as an emigre was miserable, 
but wha t I regretted most was that I 
had been forced to leave school just 
before my final examinations and 
therefore did not receive the much 
coveted Matúra, the Certificate of 
Maturity, wh i ch , under solemn cir
cumstances, was presented to graduates 
f rom tlie Gymnasium. A l t h o u g h i n 
Vienna I made up for my interrupted 
Stud ies and entered medical school, I 
could not seem to r id myself of the 
disappointment. F 
nightmarish drear 

stood before my class in Sopron, unab l 
to recite my lessons. I had forgotten 
math , biology, physics, h i s to ry—al l m y 
subjects. I w o u l d never get the Ma
túra, never. 

F o r another t w o decades, I heard 
no th ing fur ther . T h e n in the spring of 
1965 an envelope postmarked Sop
ron arr ived at m y office in N e w 
Y o r k , where I had been practicing 
medicine for a good many years. T h e 
envelope contained a pr in ted invi ta t ion 
to the fo r ty - f i f th reunion of the class 
of 1920 on the last Saturday in J u n e — 
the tradit ional day for graduations. I n 
H u n g a r y , Gymnasium reunions take 
place w i t h regularitv as long as any 
a lumni are st i l l alive. A note f r o m the 
principal of the school, a M r . L a k y , 
accompanied the invi ta t ion. H e hoped 
that I w o u l d he able to attend. " T h e 
teaching staff, the pupils, and last but 
not least your former schoolmates w i l l 
be happy to greet you , w h o have 
achieved fame in the outside w o r l d , " 
he wro te . M y whereabouts had been 
discovered through the publication of 
one of m y stories in a Viennese maga
zine. 

I was greatly touched by the inv i ta 
t ion . Homesickness, intense when I first 

ides later, a left Sopron, had passed away w i t h the 
repeated itself: I years, but I stil l had a desire to see the 

places of my youth. A t the end of the 
Second W o r l d W a r , I longed to re
visit my home t o w n . B u t then had 
come the terrible reports that the Jews 

f Sopron had been deported to exter-
As time passed, ties w i t h m y home minat ion camps, and that the H u 

t o w n slackened to an occasional greet
ing card f rom distant relatives ( m y 
parents and brothers left H u n g a r y 
soon after m e ) and a few schoolmates, 
and finally ceased. Before the Second 
W o r l d W a r , I emigrated to France, 
and eventually to Amer i ca , so I was 
s e p a r a t e d geographically, too. I t 

garians had behaved no better—even 
worse—than the Germans. I thought 
at the t ime I could never go back into 
that w o r l d where a l l those close to me 
had been murdered . A s I reread the 
invi ta t ion , I found that m y feelings had 
altered. A new generation had arisen, 
I told myself—a generation free of 

seemed unlikely that I w o u l d ever gu i l t . W o u l d n ' t i t n o w be possible to 
again hear any news f rom Sopron. B u t see everything w i t h m y o w n eyes, w i t h -
at the end of 1944 Sopron made the out anguish? 
headlines. T h e war communiques an- M y wife opposed the t r ip , and so did 
nounced that this westernmost city of everyone I spoke to. A t best, they said, 
H u n g a r y had been stub
bornly defended by the Nazis 
and their Hunga r i an allies 
against the ons torming Red 
A r m y . T h e strategic location 
of Sopron, half enclosed by 
m o u n t a i n s , had made its 
defense easier, but finally 
the city fe l l . W h a t T u r k s 
and Ta r t a r s in past history 
could not achieve the Russians 
d id . A l t h o u g h , of course, I 
was glad to see the Nazis 
defeated, I was somehow 
sorry. I could imagine 
how badly the t o w n had 
been damaged—my school, 
the li t t le baroque house 
where I was born destroyed. 
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l iberation, I answered the principal 
w i t h a gently worded letter, avoiding 
any th ing that m i g h t offend the sponsors 
of the reunion—professional obligations 
made it impossible to leave my office in 
J u n e ; I had already planned a vacation 
to Europe for the m o n t h of Augus t . 
A n d I added that I was not a bona-fide 
member of the class of ' 2 0 — I had not 
achieved the Matúra. 

T w o weeks later, I received a sec
ond letter f rom the principal . T h e an
niversary celebrations had been post
poned to the last Saturday in Augus t , 
he wro te , and as to m y argument about 
not being a member of the class of 
1920, i t had no val idi ty . H a d n ' t I been 
expelled by the Fascists? W a s I w i l l i n g 
to accept their verdict? O f course not. 
I w o u l d be greeted w i t h open arms. 

T h i s t ime, I said to m y wife , I could 
not refuse—anyway, du r ing the last 
week in Augus t we w o u l d be only a 
few miles away, in Vienna . M y wife 
remained adamant, and so we com
promised; whi le I made my overnight 
t r ip to Sopron she w o u l d remain in 
Vienna. 

A T eight o'clock on a sunny Augus t 
m o r n i n g , I left Vienna to t ravel 

the eighty kilometres to Sopron. T h e 
ceremonies had been scheduled for 
noon, and I remembered that the t r ip 
took three hours or a bit longer. T h e 
Reichstrasse led t h r o u g h numerous 
towns and villages. O n e s low-moving 
ca r t—to be expected at harvest t ime— 
could b r i n g traffic to a standstill. A n d 
th i r ty kilometres f r o m the A u s t r o - H u n -
garian border the road to Sopron 
branched of f the main route; i t was a 
d i r t road, and that w o u l d be slow. 

B u t I found that things had changed. 
A modern Autobahn n o w bypassed the 
populated places, and the d i r t road had 
been paved. A f t e r only an hour and 
twen ty minutes, I a r r ived at the Aus 

tr ian frontier . T h e customs 
official, a typical gemütlich 
civi l servant, barely glanced 
at my passport and wished 
me a gute Riisr. I continued 
on the na r row strip of no 
man's l and to a level-cross
ing gate painted w i t h the red, 
whi te , and green colors of 
H u n g a r y . T h e gate rose 
high, and I drove into a wide 
square surrounded by barbed 
wi re . T h e Hunga r i an flag 
flew f r o m the eaves of the 
customs house—the old flag, 
except that the c r o w n of St. 
Stephen had yielded to a red 
star. 
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breeches and h igh 
boots—a Russian-style 
u n i f o r m — a p p r o a c h e d 
my car and in broken 
G e r m a n asked for m y 
passport. T h e Vo lks 
wagen I had rented in 
Vienna natural ly bore 
Aust r ian license plates. 
M u c h to his surprise, I 
answered in H u n g a r i 
an and at the same 
time presented h im 
w i t h my Amer i can 
passport. " H o w come ?" 
he asked, point ing sus
piciously at my pass
port . I explained that I 
had been born in H u n 
gary and had left many 
years before but had 
never forgotten m y 
mother tongue. " T h a t ' s 
another mat te r , " he 
said, obviously pleased, 
and he smiled as he 
shifted his carbine h igh
er on his shoulder. H e 
was a handsome, very 
young man, w i t h close
ly set black eyes. W h i l e 
he took my passport to 
the customs bui ld ing , I 
gazed ahead to the 
mountains that encir
cled Sopron, only t w o kilometres 
away. T h e soldier re turned w i t h m y 
passport and wished me a good journey. 
I waved goodbye to h i m , my first 
coun t ryman . 

A few minutes later, I turned a 
sharp curve, and there was the pano
rama of Sopron t r i c k l i n g d o w n the hills 
to its compact center in the valley. 

I n a l ong and enthusiastic response 
to my acceptance of his inv i ta t ion , L a k y 
wro te that he had made a reservation 
for me at the Red Star H o t e l , on the 
main boulevard. I did not recall a hotel 
of that name and assumed it was one 
that had not existed in my t ime. W h e n 
I a r r ived, I was amazed to f ind that i t 
was the good old Ho te l to the H u n g a r i 
an K i n g , a bit shabbier, and scarred 
w i t h bullets. O v e r the flag on a rusty 
signboard was the image of the K i n g , 
w i t h c r o w n and sceptre; he alone 
seemed to have survived the change of 
his realm into a Communi s t state. 

I parked m y car r igh t at the hotel 
entrance. T h e r e were no other cars in 
sight. ( I learned there were only t w o 
taxis of prewar model and one newer, 
official car in t o w n . ) A s I took m y 
suitcase f r o m the luggage compart
ment , a man in a black jacket w i t h 
gold buttons rushed out to meet me. 
" A r e you Berczeller doktor úri" he 

And ix:hen did it first occur to you that perhaps life is not a cabaret?" 

said. ( I n H u n g a r i a n , titles and other 
forms of address are put after a name. ) 
I nodded yes and he bowed sl ightly. " I 
am Boross elvtárs [ c o m r a d e ] , " he said, 
adding that I was expected later. H e 
was the hotel clerk and, he said smi l 
ing] v, Jack-of-all-trades. He took my 
suitcase and opened the door w i t h a 
g rand gesture. H e was a man about 
f i f ty , w i t h a round gypsy face and a 
t r i m m e d mustache. 

Before the wa r , a l l hotels, even at 
the remotest corners of the A u s t r o -
Hungar i an Empi re , had emulated the 
big hotels in V ienna : giant lobbies w i t h 
columns, thick carpets, luxurious sofas 
along the walls, deep chairs upholstered 
in red, crystal chandeliers. W h e n I 
was a boy, I had thought that the Ho te l 
to the Hunga r i an K i n g was the only 
one of its k ind and was immensely 
proud of i t . N o w the carpeting had dis
appeared, the chairs and sofas were 
w o r n , and the crystal had been replaced 
by shaded bulbs. Boross elvtárs f o l 
lowed m y glance at the ceiling. " D i r e c t 
hi t , w i t h your k ind permission," he 
said w i t h an expression of regret. Pic
tures of S c h ö n b r u n n and of the H o f -
burg sti l l h u n g on the walls, but the 
portrai t of F r a n z Josef had been dis
placed by one of L e n i n . 

Several guests si t t ing in the lobby 

looked up f rom their newspapers when 
I entered. I studied the gentlemen w i t h 
gray hair or bald heads, w o n d e r i n g if 
one or another could be a former 
schoolmate. None of them appeared to 
recognize me, and in a momen t they 
re turned to their reading. Boross urged 
me to fo l low h i m . T h e room on the 
second floor into which he led me was 
furnished w i t h ye l low embroidered 
draperies, a faded Or i en t a l carpet, and 
a large bed piled high w i t h quilts and 
covered w i t h a ye l low velvet spread. 
Boross elvtárs was b i t ing his mustache, 
apparently wa i t i ng for my response to 
all that opulence. I n a capitalist coun
t ry I knew how to express my gra t i 
tude, but weren ' t tips forbidden in the 
Communi s t w o r l d r St i l l , I took a 
t w e n t y - f o r i n t bi l l (e ighty cents in 
Amer i can cu r rency) f rom my pocket 
and held it out on m y pa lm. Those gyp
sy eyes widened, and w i t h an elegant 
gesture Boross elvtárs l i f ted the b i l l 
into an upper pocket of his vest. B o w 
ing , he left . 

I opened the w i n d o w and looked out 
over the gabled, medieval roofs. T h e 
bluish silhouettes of mountains—the 
spurs of the Alps , already par t ly cov
ered by snow—looked deceptively near. 
T h e scent of the approaching au tumn , 
which starts early in that part of the ek
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THE ONE-LEGGED MAN 
Once there was blood 
as in a murder 
but n o w there is no th ing . 

Once there was a shoe, 
b r o w n cordovan, 
which I tied 
and it did me w e l l . 

N o w 
I have given away my leg 
to be brought up beside orphans. 
I have planted my leg beside the d rowned mole 
w i t h his fifth pink hand sewn onto his mouth . 
I have shipped off m y leg so that 
it may sink slowly like gr i t into the At l an t i c . 
I have jettisoned m y leg so that i t may 
fall out of the sky like immense lumber . 
I have eaten my leg so that 
it may be spit out like a fingernail. 

Y e t al l a long . . . 
Yes, a l l a long 
I keep th ink ing that wha t I need 
to do is buy my leg back. 
Surely i t is for sale somewhere, 
poor broken tool , poor ornament . 
I t might be in a store somewhere 
beside a lady's scarf. 
I wan t to wr i t e i t letters. 
I wan t to feed it supper. 
I wan t to carve a bowstr ing out of i t . 
I wan t to hold i t at noon in my bed 
and stroke i t slowly like a perfect w o m a n . 

L a d y , lady, 
w h y have you left me? 

I did not mean to fr ighten her. 
I wanted only to wa tch her quietly 
as she worked . 

— A N N E S E X T O N 

w o r l d , filled the clear air. F r o m the 
momen t m y car had rumbled on Sop-
ron's old cobblestones, for tv-f ive years 
of absence had vanished. N o w I felt I 
could not wa i t to see the t o w n . I left 
my suitcase unpacked and walked d o w n 
to the lobby. I had t w o and a half hours 
before the reunion. 

T h e boulevard was n o w called L e 
nin körút. W h a t had been a solid row 
of one- and two-s tory buildings was i n 
terrupted here and there by dark 
holes—ruins s t i l l , twen ty years after the 
war . I looked in vain for the Ca fé 
H u n g á r i a , our hideout, where , in the 
back room, we boys had smoked for
bidden cigarettes and played b i l l ia rds— 
a deadly sin for pupils of the Gymnasi
um. Once , we were so deeply involved 
in our play we d idn ' t notice M r . H a r -
sánvi , our math teacher—the spy w h o 
investigated the illegal activities of the 
student body—standing at the door. I 
was no good in math but was excellent 
at billiards. M r . H a r s á n y i directed wha t 
I considered his cruel eyes at me while 
I was ho ld ing the cue. T o m y amaze
ment , he challenged me to a game. I 
beat h im three times in a r o w , al though 
m y hands were t r embl ing . "Ejnye, ej
nye [ L o o k , l o o k ] , " he cried, shaking 
his head. " I wonder how such a stupid 
boy can be so good at bi l l iards ." Never
theless, f rom then on my marks in math 
improved. T h e r e was another dark 
hole where the bui ld ing w i t h the can
dy store had been—where we w o u l d 
stand about for l ong stretches of t ime, 
unable to decide which of the m u l t i 
colored sweets we w o u l d choose. T h e 
lending l ibrary , w i t h its N i c k Carters, 
Sherlock Holmeses, Buffa lo Bil ls , had 
given way to a dark hole, and so had 
the house where I had taken dancing 
lessons. 

N o t every l andmark was gone. T h e 
ellikapu, the entrance door to the 
medieval inner ci ty, and the h igh , 
Gothic city tower , a l though riddled 
w i t h bullet and grenade holes, both 
stood in place, and the baroque co lumn 
commemora t ing a plague in the sev
enteenth cen tu ry—a tall monument , 
s t r iv ing toward heaven, an ideal tar
get—also stood unharmed. Bu t a block 
of houses only a stone's t h r o w away had 
vanished, and in its place a t r iangular 
park had been laid out w i t h grass and 
acacia trees. A n uncle of mine, a physi
cian, had l ived , w i t h his family, in one 
of those houses. He died of natural 
causes before the Second W o r l d W a r , 
but his w i d o w and li t t le daughter had 
perished in an exterminat ion camp. Be
yond the l i t t le park, I walked w i n d i n g 
streets so n a r r o w that one could touch 
he buildings on either side, and then 

came to the house where I was born 

and spent my early years. A l t h o u g h 
the walls were pocked, the fine baroque 
ornaments f raming the windows had 
not been touched. But the tall lime trees 
in the cour tyard ( G r a n d m o t h e r used 
to tell how a former owner , a bishop, 
planted them two hundred years he-
fore) had been hacked out, and there 
was now an unhampered view from 
the street to the arches on the second 
floor. I l ingered unt i l a stranger ap
peared at one of the windows and stared 
at me anxiously. 

T h e r e had been three schools for 
boys in Sopron—my school, the Bene

dictine Gymnasium, and the Evangel i 
cal Lyceum on the main square. T h e last 
t w o , badly damaged by bombs, had 
been left unrestored. I could guess that 
the new regime did not plan to re
vive ecclesiastic schools. T h r e e hundred 
years o ld , both had taught La t in ami 
Greek as their main subjects. M y school 
hail had a modern cu r r i cu lum of French 
and G e r m a n , as we l l as the sciences. I n 
my day, the rivalry between my school 
and the two ecclesiastic schools was no
torious, hut seeing them now in their 
pitiable state I could feel only compas
sion. 

I continued my w a l k to the S z é 
chenyi t é r , a square shaded by w i l d 
chestnut trees—our playground. O n 
the stone benches entwined w i t h plants 
we w o u l d place our jackets and books 
when we stopped on the way home 
f rom school to play soccer. A t one side ek
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of the square was the tw in - towered 
fifteenth-century Domin ican church 
f rom which the yearly Corpus Chris t i 
procession w o u l d start, scenting the 
whole t o w n wi th incense. One tower 
r e m a i n e d intact, but the other had been 
broken in half by a bomb hit . T h e 
structure looked like an i n v a l i d leaning 
on a cane. 

T h e n I turned a corner, and it 
seemed as though I had been leading 
up to this moment . Of t en through the 
years—in Paris, on the I v o r ) ' Coast, in 
N e w Y o r k — d u r i n g the most t r y i n g 
periods of m y life, I had seizures of i n 
somnia when , to calm myself, I w o u l d 
conjure up a t iny octagonal square and 
an old cloister of the Ursul ine Sisters 
over looking i t . I n the middle of the 
square was a spherical baroque foun
tain, topped by a fragile M a d o n n a and 
C h i l d standing on a serpent. T h a t was 
a l l . L e a n i n g on the r i m of that foun
tain, I had waited for m y first love (her 
name was R ó z s i ) to emerge f rom the 
cloister, wh ich had housed a school for 
girls of "better families." T h r o u g h the 
ornamented Gothic w indows , the t i n 
k l ing of the piano had sounded (better 

girls had to learn to play an instru
m e n t ) . N o w the Ursul ine cloister had 
disappeared, and so had the fountain 
w i t h the M a d o n n a . I closed m y eyes, 
and for a moment saw it as it used to 
be. 

I looked at m y w a t c h — i n half an 
hour I had traversed the realm of my 
childhood, wh ich once had seemed an 
enormous te r r i to ry . T h e r e was plenty 
of t ime to visit the Jewish cemetery, 
on the outskirts of t o w n . T h e district 
leading to i t was that of the Bohu-
•zilchter—the Bean Growers—so called 
because of the cranberry beans they 
had cult ivated in the vineyards. T h e y 
were wel l - to-do people, Germans, who 
had immigra ted to Sopron at the time 
of the Reformat ion . T h e y had retained 
their language, and in my day their 
sons comprised half the student body 
of the Gymnasium. As most of the 
Germans in lands bordering N a z i Ger 
many had done, they became Nazis, 
and at the end of the war retreated 
w i t h the G e r m a n armies, leaving their 
possessions behind. T h e i r baroque houses 
were n o w occupied by Hungar i an peas
ants—men wear ing li t t le round hats, 

and women in bright red-and-white 
dresses. 

TH E cemetery was on a h i l l . L o o k 
ing beyond the low fence that sur

rounded i t , I could see that, unlike most 
Jewish cemeteries in lands occupied by 
the Nazis, it had not been desecrated. 
N o t h i n g was changed except that the 
small morgue at the entrance had been 
replaced by a huge b u i l d i n g — i n recent 
years, j u d g i n g by the clean whi t e 
washed walls and the shining golden 
dome. Above the entrance door was an 
inscript ion: " T h i s house was dedicated 
by Jewish communities of the Diaspora 
to our M a r t y r s . " 

T h e bui lding contained only a stone 
bench and, on the w a l l opposite the en
trance, a marble plaque that reached 
f rom the dome to the floor. A t the 
summit of the plaque I read the names 
of the last rabbi of the communi ty , 
P o l l i k Miksa , and his wi fe . U n d e r 
neath, arranged alphabetically in seem
ingly endless columns, was name after 
name. I recognized the names. T h e y 
were m y elders, m y teachers, the com
panions of ni)- ch i l dhood—two thou-ek
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"What makes it especially hard for me being a nobody 
is that I happen to be an egotist." 

sand men, w o m e n , and children of the 
old Jewish communi ty . I came to the 
name of m y A u n t Eszt i , the sister of 
my father, and I could read no more . 
I sat on the bench and wept as I had 
never wept in m y life. 

I n the silence that fo l lowed, I could 
almost hear m y heart beat. I began to 
th ink . I had prepared myself for this 
long before, but f rom thousands of 
miles away everything had looked dif
ferent. I t was good that I had come, I 
thought—these moments had given me 
a feeling of participation I had not had. 
Hut they also made me feel I must re
treat, leave t o w n as quickly as pos
sible—slip away f rom the hotel and 
re tu rn to Vienna . T h e other members 
of the class of 1920 could celebrate 
wi thou t me. 

OU T S I D E the hotel, Boross was 
standing w i t h another man . He 

caught sight of me and rushed f o r w a r d , 
l i f t i ng his arms in a gesture of relief. 
" T h a n k G o d , doktor úr, you're in one 
piece!" he exclaimed. " T h e principal 
and I began to w o r r y . " 

T h e man I took to be M r . L a k y 
embraced me. " W e ' v e hunted for you 
a l l over t o w n , " he said. " W h e r e were 
you h id ing o u t ? " H e held me at arm's 

,'Jength. " B u t you look much younger 
Hhan I expected." 

He himself, in his too t ight blue suit, 
looked not much older than a Gytn-
nashum graduate—a t a l l , handsome 
man w i t h sky-blue eyes. H e peered at 
me. " Y o u look t i r ed , " he said. " T o o 
much w a l k i n g . Come, let's get a bite to 
cat. W e ' v e not much time l e f t . " 

H e took m y a rm and led me toward 
the d in ing room. I was still numb , and 
made no protest. I n a minute , L a k y 
and I were seated at a table covered 
w i t h a red-green-and-yellow check
ered c lo th . T h e smell of goulash per
vaded the air. I was not hungry , but 
I felt a b u r n i n g thirst . W h i l e I drank 
a beer, L a k y asked questions about m y 
tr ip and said repeatedly how happy he 
was to see m e — u n t i l the very last he 
had been apprehensive that something 
w o u l d prevent m y visi t ; I was, after 
a l l , a doctor. Bu t n o w that I was here 
he and everyone in t o w n would do their 
utmost to make my stay enjoyable. 

A s he talked on , I wondered how I 
could interrupt to tell h i m I was not 
staying. H e talked excitedly about h o w 
Sopron had developed since the w a r — 
f r o m rubble. A n d new industries and 
several schools were on the d r a w i n g 
board. A f t e r the siege, the city had 
been left in a state of near extermina
t i o n . T h e city fathers had even con
templated erasing the few structures 
that remained and rebuilding i t . " W h a t 

w o u l d you have thought , 
doktor úr" he said, " i f , 
instead of your familiar 
medieval buildings, you 
had found skyscrapers!" 
H e laughed heartily. B u t 
then his face turned 
earnest and he spoke of 
the new school system. 
T h e educational p r i v i 
leges of fo rmer middle 
and upper classes no 
longer existed. M o r e 
than ninety per cent of 
the students were sons 
of peasants and workers . 
" I n your t ime, how 
could I , the son of a 
coal miner at B r e n n -
b e r g b á n y a , have studied 
in a Gymnasium and at 
a university and become 
a principal? Y o u , an old 
anti-Fascist, must cer
tainly approve of wha t 
has happened—no?" H e 
scrutinized my face for 
a sign of dissent and then 
smiled. " B u t we have 
kept wha t was good in 
the old system—the for
eign-language courses, 
the old c u r r i c u l u m , the 
Matura. . . . " He looked 

at his wr i s twa tch and said reluctantly, 
" W e must go, doktor úr, and there is 
still so much to talk about ." 

T h e school was only a few blocks 
f rom the hotel , and we set off at a 
brisk pace. O n our way we passed the 
former count ry club, a l andmark of the 
t o w n . T w o giant red flags emblazoned 
w i t h hammer and sickle flew f rom the 
eaves. I t was n o w the House of C u l 
ture. 

"Las t season," said L a k y , " w e had 
the Budapest Phi lharmonic here. T h o u 
sands of people came for the concerts— 
M o z a r t , Beethoven, Bach, K o d á l y , 
B a r t ó k . By the w a y , " he asked anxious
l y , "do Americans appreciate K o d á l y 
and B a r t ó k ? " 

M y school looked dilapidated and its 
gray facade had l ighter patches here 
and there where i t had been repaired, 
but otherwise i t was exactly as I knew 
i t . I began to recall the names of m y 
classmates—Ambrus, Becker, B ö r ö c z , 
Drobni t s , Hel le r . . . H o w many w o u l d 
I f ind here? O n e - t h i r d of the class had 
been Jewish. 

As we approached the school, boys 
and girls rushed past us, dressed in their 
Sunday clothes, hair combed neatly and 
glistening f rom a w e t t i n g d o w n . T h e y 
greeted their principal respectfully and 
looked curiously at me. I t was t radi t ion
al for the entire school to participate i n ek
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the reunion ceremonies, but i t seemed 
odd to see girls in these environs. I n m y 
day, the Gymnasium admit ted boys 
only . " A n o t h e r change for the better," 
L a k y said when I remarked on i t . 

W e made our way across the school
yard framed w i t h poplar trees. T h e 
audi tor ium was on the second floor, 
reached by a broad staircase. A s we 
cl imbed, I could hear a c lamor of young 
voices. T h e spacious hall was u n 
changed, and for a momen t I felt lost 
in t ime. W o u l d our old principal , M r . 
W a l l n e r , a man w i t h the mustache of a 
grenadier, appear on the dais and ha
rangue us about the virtues of his for 
mer students—old men si t t ing behind 
h im : 

T h e pupils sat in rows, m o v i n g rest
lessly and chat t ing. I n one corner of 
the hal l , near the door, stood the group 
of men I assumed to be the new gener
ation of teachers, t h i r ty to for ty years 
o ld—mere youngsters compared w i t h 
my venerable teachers. L a k y took me 
by the a r m to guide me i n . 

" W h e r e are the other graduates?" 
I asked. 

L a k y stopped, looked at the floor, 
and then l i f ted his eyes sadly. " Y o u are 
the only one," he said. " N o one an
swered but y o u . " H e had w r i t t e n to 
everyone at his last k n o w n address. H e 
had waited and waited for replies, 
hopeful un t i l this last day. " I d idn ' t 
dare tell you before n o w . " 

Once again he took me by the a r m 
and led me t oward the wa i t i ng group 
of teachers. T h e y came f o r w a r d , and 
suddenly all eyes in the audi tor ium 
were turned on us. T h e r e were v igor
ous handshakes, applause, and shouts of 
"Eljcn!" ( " L i v e l o n g ! " ) f r o m a h u n 
dred young girls and boys. T h e solemn 
sounds of the national anthem, " G o d 
Bless H u n g a r y , " fi l led the large hal l . I 
sang a l s o — I had not forgot ten one 
single w o r d of the long text I had sung 
from the t ime I had learned to speak. 
L a k y escorted me to the dais. A young 
g i r l wi th a led bow in her blond hair 
mounted the three steps to the dais and 
presented me w i t h a large bouquet of 
field flowers whi le the music teacher 
played an etude of K o d á l y on the 
ha rmon ium. 

L a k y stood at the ros t rum, t u r n i n g 
the pages of a manuscript. His face was 
flushed; he was nervous. T h e students, 
who had been standing, noisily settled 
in their seats. I t was silent in the hall 
as L a k y began his speech. "Comrade 
teachers, students, I herewi th solemnly 
declare open the forty-f if th-anniversary 
reunion of the graduat ion class of 
1 9 2 0 . . . . " 

Hungar i an orators are enthusiastic 
and lengthy. A speech of t w o hours is 

regarded as a short one. I n his tr ibute 
to me, L a k y began w i t h the year 1912 , 
when I entered the Gymnasium. 

I looked d o w n at the youngsters. I 
recalled h o w we hated these ceremo
nies—the reunions, the countless na
tional holidays. I watched the y o u n g 
faces t u r n repeatedly to the sunny w i n 
dows. 

Laky ' s speech had reached the years 
of the revolutions after the Firs t W o r l d 
W a r , in w h i c h , he emphasized, I had 
taken part as a leader of a great cause. 

H e described as i f he had witnessed it 
(he was born ten years after the event ) 
h o w I was expelled f rom school. " B u t 
Richard had not lost courage," he wen t 
on . " A w a y f rom his homeland, his 
friends, everything that was dear to h i m , 
he started a new l i f e — a life of great 
achievements. W h a t else could have 
been expected of h i m , who in school 
was a paragon of scholastic excellence, 
and uncompromising in his f ight against 
the dark powers of reaction? I t is n o w 
m y privilege to present to h i m the 
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"Well, there goes the last of the Old Guard!" 

honor of which he was w r o n g l y de
prived for ty-f ive years ago." L a k y 
stepped down from the rostrum and 
embraced me. T h e n he presented me 
w i t h a framed d o c u m e n t — m v Mat ura. 

T h e r e was vigorous applause, and 
the ceremony was at an end. T h e stu
dents jumped up f rom the chairs and 
rushed f rom the hall into the courtyard. 

FO L L O W I N G the ceremony, a re
ception took place at the city hal l , 

w i t h another lengthy speech by the 
mayor , and that evening a banquet 
was tendered in my honor at the Red 
Star H o t e l . T h e meal was delicious, in 
the best t radi t ion of the Sopron cuisine: 
a thick bean soup, roast goose wi th red 
cabbage, and, of course, plenty of kék
frankos, a s trong wine whose tradi t ion 
had originated in Franconia , f rom 
where i t had been brought to Sopron a 
half m i l l enn ium before. M o r e speech
es—expressing more delight at m y 
homecoming. Some of the speakers 
spoke of the improvement in relations 
between Amer i ca and H u n g a r y , and 
urged me to do m y utmost to help it 
develop in to a genuine friendship. Sud
denly on the threshold of the d in ing 

room appeared Boross c a n ) ing a giant 
torta, which he placed on the table, i n 
dicating by a gesture how heavy the 
cake was. I t was decorated w i t h the 
Hunga r i an and Amer i can flags. T h e 
latter, I could see, was improvised. A b 
sently I counted the stars: fifty-six a l 
together. 

A l t h o u g h I was exhausted, the 
speeches wou ld not end. F ina l ly , short
ly after midn igh t , L a k y suggested that 
the party break up. T h e r e were disap
pointed faces—Hungarian affairs could 
go on unt i l late afternoon of the f o l 
l o w i n g day. Before we separated, L a k y 
said that at eight in the m o r n i n g he 
w o u l d call to take me around Sopron, 
to show me the sights I had missed. 

Boross was in a hilarious mood 
(af ter b r ing ing in the cake, he had 
been invited to join the pa r ty ) as he 
accompanied me up to my room. H e 
took the yel low velvet cover f rom the 
bed wi th a g rand sweep and folded it 
w i th care. He tapped his forehead as 
Hungar i an peasants do when they 
th ink they have a good idea. " O n c e , an 
S.S. Obcrgruppoijiihrtr slept here," he 
said. " L a t e r , a general of the Red 
A r m y . A n d now an A m e r i c a n doctor. 

Good night , doktor úr!" He laughed 
w i t h gusto. 

I tossed for a l ong t ime before I fell 
asleep, and then mv sleep was inter
rupted bv bad dreams. I n one, I found 
myself at the cemetery. The re in the 
middle of the marble plaque I saw my 
Matúra. I awoke ; i t was only three. 
Before l ong , pale dayl ight filtered 
through the curtains. A t five, I got up 
and dressed. I took a prescription blank 
f rom my wal le t and wrote a note to 
L a k y — a few words of excuse explain
ing that I had miscalculated the t ime 
of mv departure f rom Vienna. I left 
the note downstairs on the desk o f 
Boross, w h o fortunately was still sleep
i n g . T h e m o r n i n g was brisk. I started 
m v Volkswagen, and soon I was t ravel
l i n g on the road to the front ier . 

I never again dreamed of my Ma
túra. — R I C H A R D B E R C Z E L L E R 

8:00 p.m. W K . M T (98.7)—Concert by 
the Philadelphia Orchestra, conducted by 
Bonwit Tel ler in the Drake Oak by 
Brook Mote l . 
—Radio listing in the Chicago Sun-Times. 

A night off for Eugene O r m a n d y . ek
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