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To
MY MOTHER



AUTHOR'S NOTE

In the time which has elapsed between the
completion of this manuscript and its publication,
there has been a change of leadership in Hungary.
Count Bethlen has resigned and has been succeeded
by Count Karolyi as Prime Minister. Very sub-
stantially, though, the policy of the new government
is the same as that of its predecessor. Its most entire
energies are being directed towards the maintaining
of the full Hungarian national life in the present
exceedingly difficult times. That the present govern-
ment (and all subsequent governments) may succeed
in this task, I most earnestly hope and pray. For
not only have I a deep affection for Hungary, but as
well I feel most strongly that the welfare of the whole
of Europe is bound up in the closest connection with
the welfare of this one country in Europe.

CHARLES CUNNINGHAM.
Rye, Sussex.
October 4, 1931.
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WHAT I SAW IN
HUNGARY

CHAPTER 1
ON GETTING THERE

EFORE starting for a place it is always as well
to know just where it is located. For this
reason I would advise anyone making for Hun-
gary to look at a map and see where they are aiming
for. One of the great grievances of the Hungarians
is that the average foreigner coming into the coun-
try has not the remotest idea whether Budapest or
Bucharest is the capital. I did not believe this when
I first heard it, but, after receiving a number of
letters addressed to Budapest, Roumania, and
Bucharest, Hungary, not to mention one jewel
which bore the inscription:

Hotel Ritz,
Budapest (or Bucharest?),
Central Europe,

I decided that there might be something in my
friends’ complaints.
So I would emphasize that Budapest is the
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20 WHAT I SAW IN HUNGARY

capital of Hungary, and that any of the international
routes I shall mention will take you there.

The first time I went out to Hungary I travelled
by the Orient express, via Strasbourg, Munich, Salz-
burg, and Vienna. It is an exceedingly comfortable
train, providing as it does shower-baths, single-berth
coupés, latest type wagons-lits, immunity from hav-
ing your baggage inspected at the frontiers en route,
and a bewildering number of servants in very smart
liveries. But you have to pay a great deal extra
for these luxuries; more, I think, than the luxuries
are worth. Moreover, personally I greatly prefer
having someone in the coupé with me to travelling
in solitary and boring state. Nor does it greatly
upset me to go for one or two days without a bath.
Altogether my advice is: leave the luxe trains for
the languid (or very wealthy), for it is much more
amusing travelling ordinary.

If, however, money is no object and time is, and
you want to travel Orient, then bear in mind that
this train leaves London on three days of the week
only—Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays.

Another expensive way of travelling to Hungary,
and this time worth it if you have the money to
spare, is to go from London to Marseilles and there
take one of the Adria Line steamers to Fiume,
whence there is a through train to Budapest. This
is a wonderfully good route. You travel via Mar-
seilles, Malta, and the Italian coast, and you have
the opportunity of seeing the port on the Adriatic
where the Serbs and the Italians are, so to say,
joint half-owners. Fiume is an excellent example
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of the futility not so much of wars as of the divisions
of the spoil which follow in their wake. Before the
War, Fiume was a Hungarian seaport, and a
remarkably well-conducted one at that. In the old
days, ships berthed at the quays, and the cranes
rattled and swung wide their arms in cheerful
abandon as they raised cargo up from, or lowered
freight down into, the depths of steamers’ holds.
To-day there is still powerful machinery on the
quays of this port, but it is no longer in use, is
depressingly silent. Now there is little activity
except that of the weeds and rust, which daily grow
thicker, and of the rather ludicrous Serbian and
Italian sentries who guard, with comic opera fer-
ocity, their respective frontiers in this shadow of a
fine port.

Perhaps, though, I am wrong, and the vigilance
of the sentries is not comic. It is possible that they
really have been warned by their different authori-
ties that they must be eternally on the qui vive!
There is a rumour in Hungary, which you can
hear discussed with the most amazing lucidity in
coffee-house or castle, that Italy wants all the
Adriatic Sea coast before she will feel really safe;
and that rather naturally the Serbs do not wish to
give up their share of the thing; and that when two
countries want the same thing sufficiently badly,
then a war is the only way of deciding who is to
get it. ‘

Mr. G. A. Birmingham suggests, in his excellent
book, A Wayfarer in Hungary, that everyone
ought to come into Hungary by way either of
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Constantinople or Belgrade, the idea being that
they provide such a contrast to the ordered effi-
ciency of Hungary. I do not know either of the
places mentioned by Mr. Birmingham, but I imagine
that Roumania would make a good substitute for
them. In Roumania one obtains such really amaz-
ing treatment at the hands of the authorities that,
even if one has a preconceived prejudice against
the Hungarians, one will weep tears of sheer relief
on arriving at their frontier.

In Hungary you are at least allowed to break
railway by-laws in a civilized manner. Such trifling
irregularities as putting your feet up on the seat
opposite, or travelling too far on the ticket you have
taken, are quite rightly looked upon as being the
natural eccentricities of a foreigner. In the case of
feet and seats, you smile sweetly at the guard and
murmur “Angol”’, meaning Englishman: he is
charmed; he salutes and passes on. In the case
of excess fare, you pay the amount and are similarly
saluted.

In Roumania it is quite different. Once, when
from sheer desperation at the slowness of the train,
I placed my feet on the seat opposite to that on
which I was sitting, a guard came along and wished
to fine me 700 lei. Now 700 lei is a lot of money,
nearly a pound, and I objected. The result was that
I had to fill in a form saying when and where I was
born, as also my father and mother, what I lived
on (an appallingly difficult question to answer), and
had I ever been in prison, and if so where? 1 filled
in the thing and gave my address, and nothing more
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was heard of the matter. But it was all very irritat-
ing and stupid.

On another occasion I forgot to get out at my
station—an excusable omission, since the place was
utterly unlighted—and went on to the next stop, a
distance of seven kilometres. When I told the
guard what had happened and offered the extra
money he would not take it, but wished to fine me
2,000 lei. We had the same exchange of birthplaces
and residences and so on, and eventually I was
allowed to depart with the assurance that a sum-
mons would reach me in due course. That summons
has not reached me, nor will it ever; but that does
not alter the fact that it is objectionable to be treated
in such a childish manner. The explanation, I have
been told, lies in the fact that a Roumanian guard
is entitled to take for himself half of whatever he
may make in fines!

East of Hungary, the trains are incredibly slow
and dirty and are inclined to be unsanitary; also,
the stations are masterpieces of untidiness and ineffi-
ciency . . . Yes, go through Turkey, or Jugoslavia,
or Roumania en route for Hungary, if you can man-
age it, and, if you cannot, be thankful!

But I shall assume that you cannot manage such
a journey, and that you are anxious to hear about
the cheap route via Ostend. So, revenons a nos
chemins de fer Européens.

The cheap train from Ostend to Budapest is not
an international “through” express, but attached to
it are a number of coaches which go direct to the
Hungarian capital, being transterred and coupled
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up with new trains at the various frontier stations
cn route. These coaches comprise all three classes,
as well as wagons-lits, and the cost between London
and Budapest for a second-class sleeping-car berth
is a fraction more than £10. From London to
Vienna costs about one pound less. Registration
of heavy luggage on all trains is terribly expensive,
so that it is worth while to bear in mind the old
advice: travel light. This train leaves London at
half-past ten in the morning, and, travelling via
Ostend, Brussels, Cologne, Frankfurt, Nuremberg,
Passau, and Vienna, you are at Budapest two days
later at six-thirty a.m.

This is a peculiarly dreadful hour to arrive any-
where, let alone a station where you may not be
able to speak the language (German or Magyar) of
the porters, and the intelligent traveller will take a
ticket only so far as Vienna, disembarking there and
making his own way into Hungary.

Vienna to-day, though still amazingly lovely, is a
poor city; its poverty puts the voyager in the right
frame of mind to go on to a country which has
suffered even worse from the War than has Aus-
tria. As well, the atmosphere of Vienna, an
atmosphere of we-are-stricken-and-it-is-all-the-fault-
of-that-awful-War, will cause a visitor to Hungary
to realize that there is something fine, vital, in the
attitude which the Magyar has adopted towards the
fate that has overtaken his land. Austria in these
days gives the impression of acceptance. Hungary
shouts (even though it may be a trifle shattering to
our ears to listen to it):



ON GETTING THERE 25

“Nem! Nem! Soha! No! No! Never! We
will not put up with it!”

One of the reasons for leaving the train at Vienna
is that you can continue your journey to Budapest
by the steamers of the Hungarian Steam Naviga-
tion Company. Many people maintain that the most
satisfactory way of entering Hungary is to sail down
the Danube from Vienna to Budapest. But with
them I do not entirely agree. If you wish merely
to see Budapest, then by all means take the river
route. But I should advise anyone intending to go
right through Hungary to cross the frontier at
Sopron on the Vienna-Graz line, and to make his
temporary headquarters in the cathedral town of
Szombathely, of which I have written later on.
Although I have planned this book—insofar as
one can plan a necessarily rambling book—on the
assumption of a traveller selecting the latter of these
two methods of entering Hungary, I want here to
give a brief account of the journey down the
Danube.

Two hours after leaving the Austrian capital,
at Hainburg, the steamer passes the former “Gate-
way of Hungary” which, since the dismemberment
of the country by the Treaty of Trianon, is the Gate-
way of Hungary no more. Here there are two
objects of outstanding interest: a ruined castle,
symbol of the loyalty of the Magyars to the Habs-
burg Monarchy; and the Millennium Monument,
which commemorates Hungary’s thousand years as
a nation. The castle, standing on a towering rock
that has ceased to be Hungarian territory, was
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destroyed by the French after the Hungarians had
refused Napoleon’s suggestion that they should dis-
own Francis of Austria and elect a ruler of their
own. The Millennium Monument, which stands
beside the ruin, was built at a time when Hungary
was at the height of an unique period of prosperity.
It is a striking piece of work, but, looking at it, one
cannot help feeling sad. The Magyars had been
through so much before attaining to their nineteenth
century prosperity. They had struggled and fought
for wealth, culture, and recognition by the rest of
Europe. This monument had been one of their
grand gestures. Now it has ceased to be a
triumphant mermorial, has become a witness to
the awful mutilation of the country it once
glorified.

Half an hour’s steam from the “Gateway” is
Bratislava, where you have a good example of the
sort of thing with which the Hungarians have had
to contend for a long time. When the first Habs-
burgs were crowned there, this town was called
Pressburg. Then, on April 11, 1848, King Ferdi-
nand V had read before him at Pressburg the acts
which turned Hungary from a dependent Austrian
province into an independent, constitutional, self-
governing state. DBudapest went mad on that
occasion. Bitter enemies embraced in the streets.
The people shouted for joy. Petofi's famous
question—“Shall we be slaves or free?”’—was
answered. “No!” the majority cried. “Newm!
Nem! Soha! No! No! Never! We shall not
be slaves!” The name of Pressburg was changed
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to the Hungarian Pozsény. . . . By the Treaty of
Trianon, Pozsény was handed over to Czecho-
Slovakia, which state promptly rechristened it
Bratislava.

Undoubtedly the Hungarians suffered many a
snub and many a cruelty under the Austrian rule,
but those snubs and cruelties produced a reaction
which was as nothing compared with the feelings
that the nation now has for the Czechs. Which is
one of the great characteristics of the Magyars.
They know how to love, and as well they have the
virility to be grand haters. A nation which can hate
with the conviction that can the Hungarian must
have a tremendous amount of enthusiasm; and
enthusiasm is the quality which keeps alive peoples
and places.

“No! No! Never! We will not put up with
it!” You can see that determination almost any-
where that you care to look in Budapest to-day. On
the doors of houses and on the boards of trams it
is written; it is everywhere in the speech of the
people.

The laws of 1848 which were enacted at Press-
burg were a gigantic (though temporary) victory
for the majority of Hungarians; but the epic event
in connection with the place is the oath of allegiance
to Maria Theresa which the nobility of Hungary
swore in 1741, at a time when the young Queen (she
was twenty-three) was at the height of her misfor-
tunes. With Europe in arms against her, and the
Viennese openly disloyal, Maria had retired in des-
peration to Pressburg. There, with her infant son,



28 WIHAT I SAW IN HUNGARY

she spent the summer; and there, in September, the
young Queen made her appeal to the chivalry of the
Magyars. The nobles did not stop to think of past
indignities suffered at the hands of Austria, nor did
they take counsel among themselves as to the advis-
ability or otherwise of fighting the whole of Europe.
Their Queen—a young woman, a defenceless and
beautiful woman—had asked for their help: she
should have it. They answered her with a mighty
shout:

“Vitam et sanguinem ! moriamur pro rege nostro
Maria Theresia.”

That was an exceedingly beaw geste of the Hun-
garian nation, but I admire just as greatly the genius
of the Queen in provoking it.

When she was secure on the throne again, Maria
showed her gratitude by giving to Hungary the port
of Fiume and by restoring throughout the land, in-
sofar as she was able, the buildings which had been
devastated during the Turkish occupation.

Between Bratislava and Koméarom there is little
to be seen save the river. Since summer is the best
season to visit Hungary, and since summer there is
amazingly hot, there are only two things to be done
during the hours taken by the steamer in paddling
through the stretch of barren water separating those
two ports. Either you can go to sleep, or (remem-
bering to keep in the shade of an awning) you can
watch the water. You will do whichever you are
best at. If it be the former, I can recommend the
deck-chairs, which are of the long wvariety, with
excellent footrests. If you want to watch, the



ON GETTING THERE 29

Danube hereabout is fascinating in a heavy
way.

Having memories of Strauss’s “Blue Danube”,
you will probably be disappointed. For the Danube
is so seldom as to be almost never blue. I have
watched it in various countries from such divers
vantage points as boats, embankments, trains, and
back gardens. In my enthusiasm, 1 have even
bathed in it! It has been pale jade-green, Thames-
brown, black, yellow—never blue. But always
wonderful. Here, between Bratislava and Komé-
rom, it is fascinating.

At this stage the river flows very fast, smooth,
and broad, strangely sinister. The country stretch-
ing away back to the horizon from either bank is
table-flat, cut and cut again, intersected by innumer-
able channels and rivulets which radiate from the
broad, hurrying, determined main river on which
your boat is moving. The effect of the flat, motion-
less land stretching away from the river, untenanted
it would seem by a single soul, is strange, remini-
scent in parts of Suez, where also it can be hot and
where mirages are a commonplace. Suez reminds
me of India, where, despite a gigantic and tangled
thickness, vegetation can be unreal, lifeless. You
get the same effect here, a sense of the end, and of
world without end, and of a lack of healing water
which this great river cannot supply. . . .

Even in an endless world, time passes. It passes
too on the Danube. You come to Kom4rom.

' Before the War Komarom was in Hungary : now
it belongs to the Czechs. Jo6kai, one of Hungary’s
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major novelists, was born there, and for that reason
alone the loss of Komdrom was a bitter one.
Although Joékai was not a Hungarian Shakespeare,
he was a fine writer, who came nearer to having a
European reputation than perhaps any other Hun-
garian novelist. But Komdarom’s greatest claim on
the affections of patriotic Magyars lies in the history
of its fortress, parts of which date from the fifteenth
century. On one of the walls of the inner fortress
there is this fine inscription: “Nec arte nec Marte:
Neither by force nor treachery can this place be
taken.” Twice, during the period of their occu-
pation of Hungary, the Turks tried to capture
the fortress. On neither occasion did they
succeed.

Above all else, your modern Hungarian thinks
of Komarom in connection with the struggle against
the Austrian Imperialists.

In January, 1849, so soon after the triumph of
Pozsény, Windischgritz, after quelling the revolu-
tion in Vienna, had taken possession of Buda, thus
necessitating the removal of the Government to
Debreczen. Towards the end of the month, how-
ever, the pendulum swung over in favour of the
Hungarians. By sheer genius, the Hungarian
generals, Gorgey and Klapka, had transformed an
army of raw recruits into a disciplined force of
troops, and a series of brilliant victories over the
invading Austrians was the sequel. By these vic-
tories Hungary proved to the rest of Europe that
she was well able to defend her constitution and
national existence. But unfortunately her diplo-
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macy was not so good. In the moment of victory,
instead of making an advantageous peace with
Austria—as had been done before by Bocskay and
Bethlen—the country determined to continue the
war and punish the overbearing dynasty. This was
fatal, for the Emperor Francis Joseph, making an
alliance with the Czar, soon had a reinforcement of
quarter of a million Russians at his back. The Hun-
garian army was unable to withstand this fresh
onslaught, and, on August 13, 1849, Gorgey, the
Commander-in-Chief, was compelled to sur-
render.

But above the fortress of Komdarom, the largest
in the country, the Hungarian flag continued to fly.
Already the fortress had been besieged by Windisch-
gratz and relieved by Gorgey, and now, besieged
again, it was held by Klapka for six weeks in the
face of overwhelming odds. Not until it was seen
that the national cause was utterly lost did the heroic
general and his garrison submit. And when eventu-
ally Klapka decided to haul down his flag, he did
so on the most honourable terms.

After Komirom come Esztergom and Visegrad.
The boat may or may not stop at these places; and
if it does, it will not be for long enough to enable
you to see anything of them. Since Esztergom and
Visegrad are, historically, of the first import, and
because they happen to be rather lovely in them-
selves, both are well worth visiting. I have written
of these two places on the right bank of the Danube
in another chapter, telling what I know of them and
showing how much more satisfactory it is to revisit
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them from Budapest, instead of merely glancing at
them in passing.

That, then, is the way down the Danube from
Vienna to Budapest. If you wish to go that way,
you most certainly will. But do not follow the
example of some American friends of mine, who,
determined to see everything, bought a collapsible
canvas canoe in Vienna and paddled downstream
into Hungary. Those unfortunate people had their
boat removed (I will not say stolen) once a day on
an average, and the police in Austria and Hungary
were able to come to the most friendly relations
mutually cursing them. Do not, I repeat, however
great your zeal and your powers of endurance,
embark in a canoe to sail down the Danube. That
is an uncomfortable way of travelling, and totally
unnecessary, considering the excellence of the river
boats!

I have already suggested that anyone intending
to go right through Hungary would be well advised
to make Szombathely, in the west, his first port of
call. Let me now give my reasons for such a move.
They are very simple. Firstly, Szombathely is a
most attractive town (to which, for some inexplic-
able reason, practically no publicity is given in the
official guide books and lists of excursions from
Budapest), and should certainly be seen. And,
secondly, this town is the centre of a large district
which is typically Hungarian and exceedingly
beautiful. Moreover, by starting from Szombathely,
it is possible to work through western Hungary
towards Budapest without the annoyance of retrac-
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ing one’s footsteps that would be necessary if one
set out from the capital to see this district.

Anyone going direct from Vienna to Szom-
bathely has a very easy journey ahead of them. The
distance between the two points is not more than
one hundred and fifty kilometres, a matter of three
hours by fast train.



CHAPTER 1II
SZOMBATHELY

ZOMBATHELY is a town with a history. A few
years before Christ, the Romans came there,
and in the year AD. 34 the Emperor Claudius
founded the city which for a long time was called
Sabaria Claudius. The place grew and was soon
the capital of the Roman colony of Pannonia. In
the third century, the Emperor Severus was pro-
claimed Emperor of Rome at Sabaria. Palaces, fort-
resses, walls, houses and temples in stone grew thick
over the surrounding country; and when, in A.D.
315, Saint Martin of Tours visited the city, it was a
place of high rank in the Roman Empire.

Attila and the first of the Hun hordes invaded
this part of Europe in the fifth century. They
surged against the stone city of Sabaria, cast out
the Romans and so completely demolished the place
that Charlemagne, passing with his soldiers through
the ruins in the nintli century, gave to them the name
of Stein am anger, meaning stone in the desert, a
name still used by the Germans.

The founder of the modern town of Szombathely
was John Szily, to whom the Bishopric was given
after its foundation by Maria Theresa in 177%. Szily
reigned for twenty-two years and was a good bishop
and a great man. It was he who built the magnifi-

34
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cent palace and the fine cathedral; he, too, who was
responsible for the beautiful smaller dwellings of
the canons which stand opposite the cathedral. I
shall describe the buildings later on. Here it is
most interesting to reflect that when the cathedral
was completed the inhabitants of Szombathely as
it was then remarked to the Bishop:

“But, your Lordship, we are only three thousand
strong in Szombathely, and if every one of us turned
out for Mass we should not half-fill the cathedral.”

Szily quite agreed. “But,” he added, ‘I
imagine, vou know, that Szombathely will grow.”

He was right. It has grown. To-day the town-
let of three thousand souls is the fifth town in
Hungary, having a population of more than fifty
thousand, much too many to fit into the largest cathe-
dral in the world. I like the idea of Szily. There
was something peculiarly good in building what is
probably the most perfect classic-baroque cathedral
and palace in all Hungary, and doing it in a village
no larger than the average Mould-on-the-Marsh that
one finds in the south of England. The bishop,
though, should have lived in the days of the Renais-
sance, for then he could have revived the glories
of ancient Sabaria, which same glories must have
been considerable.

When you arrive in present-day Szombathely
there is nothing apparent that even remotely sug-
gests a Roman town. The station is large, one of
those vague, French-looking affairs with scores of
very clean and polished lines and only one plat-
form. The porters there, as at a great many of the
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provincial stations in Hungary, are rather worse
than oneself at German. To assist anyone who
should find himself attempting to cope with them,
I will give away three of my most precious words
of Hungarian. They are as follow, with the pro-
nunciation in brackets: Port4s (Portarsh), meaning
porter; Kis-Kocsi (Kish-Koachshee), meaning taxi;
and Szdllo (Sahlow), meaning hotel. With these
you cannot go far wrong. And if you know Nem,
which means No, and Koosh (wrongly spelt, that),
meaning Shut-up, you are absolutely invincible.
The hotels in Szombathely are good, the wine and
music excellent, and the baths adequate.
Although the population of Szombathely has
grown from a mere handful to more than fifty thou-
sand, it is not a large place. Or, rather, it is large
but compact, not the rambling, uneven, unfinished
thing that is your Central Hungarian town. Here
there are three main centres: the street in which are
the hotels and the shops and the chief cinema, and
the market and the cathedral squares. From these
three centres the residential streets of the town
radiate. These residential quarters, architecturally
and asthetically unimportant, are worth walking
through. For this reason, that you will see two types
of residence only: town-peasant places which are
not picturesque in their poverty, and extremely pre-
tentious upper middle-class villas which strive, with
awful futility, to be aristocratic. What you most
certainly will not see is the type of house which is
the outward emblem of all the amazing solidity of
an English or Colonial or American middle class.
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And, when you know Hungary a little more fully,
you will, I imagine, have the same impression as I
have: that the absence of a genuine town bour-
geoisie is perhaps the country’s greatest misfortune.

In England, a country of gregarious folk, the
national meeting-places of the various classes are
the clubs, the ballrooms, the playing-fields, and the
sports grounds. In Hungary, the aristocracy meet
mostly (except in the case of Budapest) in each
other’s houses. For the class inhabiting the pre-
tentious villas there are the coffee-houses. For the
peasants, the market which is held twice a week in
the market-square. In Szombathely, this square is
cobbled, lined on three sides by shops (mostly run
by Jews), banks and insurance offices. (In pass-
ing, I would remark that, although dreadfully hard
up, Hungary must possess more banks and insur-
ances in proportion to its size than any other country
in the world.) These shops and offices are good build-
ings, some of them fine, and they have a Western
flavour. The square, though, on a market day, has
a flavour entirely its own: Hungarian.

A fascinating thing this flavour, composed of
peasant men, women and children, excited, away
for an hour or so from the soil, arguing, sweating,
bargaining. Arguing because they love it; sweating
on account of the energy that they put into their
discussions; bargaining about the most amazing
variety of things you could imagine.

Variety! And life! Here are colour, jostle,
warmth, movement, smell, sound, suspicion, satis-
faction, sorrow. But never boredom. Even in
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sorrow, your Hungarian peasant is an enthusiast.
And the diversity of the wares displayed! A woman
there sells mauve-coloured cabbages from a heap on
the ground beside her. The man next door cobbles
shoes and shouts the price of leather. To the right
of him a slip of a girl with wispy, untidy hair, and
enormous black eyes, mounts guard over a stall of
tawdry orange and red embroidery. Further to the
right again, a heavy fellow has charge of a meat
barrow on which are arranged sides of bacon,
unbroken masses of greyish-white fat, dreadfully
pungent Salami, and limp-looking pieces of steak.
The next pitch is occupied by a woman with a veil
over her head, and looking like a Russian madonna
grown old, who is selling scarlet Paprika fruit from
her twin basketsful. Huge, dark purple-black, or
rich lime-yellow dahlias are the stock of the aged
madonna’s neighbour. A wild gipsy fellow, with
oiled black hair, jutting thin nose, and the hands of
a conjurer, has a booth a little further on into whose
cavernous depths he lures people with incredible
success and persuades them to part with a few heller
in return for flashlight photographs of themselves.
On his right a very young boy with deep wrinkles
in his brow and exceedingly white teeth is doing a
brisk trade in pairs of ducks, tied together at the feet
and held up at arms’ length with the blood running
purple in their heads. An old man and woman, the
neighbours of the duck boy, chant a monotone litany
in praise of the brown, coarse clay drinking vessels,
bowls and wine jars which are strewn on the ground
in front of them. . . .
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And so on the whole way round the square, a
diversity of goods and a medley of people. Men,
women, children. Old, young, fat, thin, ugly, lovely,
Jews and Hungarians, peasants and gipsies. No
peasant dress, for in this part of Hungary they are
only brought out on very special occasions. No
coloured dress, that is. But the women wear their
many voluminous skirts, which give them the air
of being perpetually with twin, the married with a
dark cloth over their heads, the virgins with their
hair exposed, and the women have an air about
them which is distinct. The men with their tightish
trousers tucked into their long black boots, the
second best black Sunday hat covering thick dark
hair. Those are the peasants, the men strong and
amazingly handsome, the women over twenty look-
ing twice their age. The Jews who shop at the
market dress in western style, have gloves on their
hands or rings on their fingers, and do not compare
well with the peasants.

At midday the market is at its height. The
peasants and the Jews are packed together in a solid
mass on that cobbled square. Peasant carts, in the
shafts of which stand patient oxen or disillusioned
horses, form a ring round the mass. The air is hot
and thick, and the meat and the dahlias which have
not been sold are wilting. A self-conscious motor-
car picks its way through the stragglers. A tram
clangs past, ridiculously small, clanging importantly.
A policeman in a wonderful helmet salutes the
occupant of the car and moves on, murmuring the
equivalent of “Now then, you, order there!” No
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one in the mass takes the slightest notice. It is too
hot, too crowded; there are too many good bargains
to make, too many flies . . .

Two hours later the market is over, the throng
gone, and all that remains is a litter of cabbage leaves
and dahlia petals on the cobbles. If you should
happen to be leaving the town at that hour, your car
will overtake and pass a series of creeping carts
drawn by tired oxen and horses, filled with peasants
and purchases, going back to tiny mushroom houses
and very large fields.

From the market square, a narrow street, the
narrowness accentuated by the tallness of the build-
ings on the left side, leads to the cathedral square.
There is an antique shop well worth visiting in this
street. This shop is typical of Hungary, a place in
which a larger proportion of good than bad things
can be bought. If you want to buy something, go
in. The proprietor is an old friend of mine, and even
more of a recommendation is the fact that he can
speak reasonably good French or English. In this
shop there is always something worth while to be
had: a piece or so of old Herend, that most exquisite
Hungarian porcelain; or a bowl or wine jar of the
lovely earthenware which the Szekelys in old
Transylvania were fond of hundreds of years ago;
or one, two or three, of the richly jewelled trinkets
which your Magyar aristocrat loved so childishly
less than a century ago. Buy, if you wish to buy
at all, your remembrances of Hungary in the smaller
towns of the provinces. There you can find genuine
stuff at bargain prices. Budapest is impossible, for
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already in the capital it is necessary to pay dearly
for indifferent fakes.

Over the way from the antique shop is a bakery,
into the windows of which you should look. There
you will see bread and cakes baked in two entirely
characteristic Hungarian shapes, the tulip and the
human heart.

The cathedral square in Szombathely is genuine
Austro-Hungarian. Szily, the man who conceived
the idea of this square, was, despite a cosmopolitan
education, a fervent Hungarian. The men who
carried out his idea were Austrians. One of them,
an architect named Héfele, a Tyrolese, had already
to his credit a number of very beautiful buildings in"
Austria and Germany, including the fine palace of
Cardinal Batthyany at Pressburg. Twenty years
after the founding of the bishopric of Szombathely,
the two most perfect buildings in that square also
stood to his name.

The whole of the north side of the square is taken
up with the palace, the cathedral, and the seminary,
standing side by side. Of the three buildings,
externally at any rate, the palace is by far the most
striking. This is a perfect specimen of classic-
baroque architecture, an edifice having line, propor-
tion, and a marvellously controlled richness of
movement. It answers all the tests of beauty in a
building, even that most difficult of all, which is
whether it is living or not. Rarely—in Hungary
never—have I seen a wonderful piece of architec-
ture which gave a more certain impression of having
a soul. Looking at this palace from the outside, at
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the rounded columns supporting the balcony, at the
square pillars of the whole fagade, at the delicate
tracery of the upper windows, at the classic sim-
plicity of the lower ones, one is compelled again to
marvel at the force of that first bishop, who caused
this magnificent place to be raised in the midst of a
village of three thousand inhabitants.

Before going on to look at the cathedral, you
should see the interior of the palace. The main
staircase, leading out of a highly domed inner court,
is a lovely affair of slightly worn limestone. It is
broad enough for six horsemen to ride up abreast,
and the middle of the stairs is covered with a dark,
wine-red carpet. The stretch of the walls, washed
white as are those and the dome of the court, is
unbroken, save for a gigantic representation in oils
of the crucifixion, which takes up the whole of one
panel. This painting is a glorious thing in dark,
tortured colours which are thrown into living (no,
dying) relief by the surrounding white walls. Quite
apart from its beauty, incidentally, the painting is
of great value, for it is a middle sixteenth-century
work by a Mexican.

At the top of the staircase, a corridor, hung with
the portraits of all the bishops of Szombathely from
Szily to the present day, has a number of guest
rooms opening off from it. Each of the rooms is
furnished and hung in a different period, but the
first, a fairly large Empire room, is the most interest-
ing. For it was here that a piece of post-war
Hungarian history was made. It was in this room
that King Karl of Hungary, who had been crowned



SZOMBATHELY 43

Emperor of Austria, spent ten days, from March 26
to April 5, in 1921, on the occasion of his first return
to Hungary to try and regain one of his thrones.

Shortly after his arrival in Szombathely a
message was sent to the King stating that the Small
Entente were mobilizing, and that if the King
remained Hungary would suffer yet another
invasion. At the time, Karl was ill in bed, suffering
terribly with pain; but he took no notice of hisillness
and insisted on getting up and making ready to
leave the country. This, however, he could not do.
He was too weak. He fell down in a faint. For a
further four days this unfortunate king lay in the
palace suffering terribly. His kingdom was lost to
him, his health already failing, and every moment
that he remained in Hungary he was endangering
his country’s further existence. By the servant who
tended him at the time, I was told, that out of many
Princes, Bishops, Ministers, and celebrities that he
had encountered, none could equal Karl for stoical
calm and fervent piety. Itis a good thing to reflect
a moment on that servant’s words. Many harsh,
many cruel, few kind things have been said of
Hungary’s last King. Here, at least, was something
good.

From the passage in which are the guest rooms,
a turret staircase leads to the third floor of the
palace, where is the large library. This is worth
seeing. It was the second bishop, Cardinal Herzan,
who, compelled by the revolution to fly from Rome,
and given this bishopric, founded the library. From
Rome he brought with him five thousand volumes,
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and from that time to this the number has hardly
varied. Indeed, it would be difficult to add to such
a collection. Any single book which you take down
at random from the shelves is an exquisite piece of
work, and the folios of Renaissance engravings are
sufficient to induce kleptomaniacal tendencies in the
most sternly proper of people. In the library there
are, too, the fifteenth century antiphonalia collected
by Szily and a wonderfully preserved thirteenth
century manuscript of a nocturnale.

One could go on indefinitely almost through this
palace, from room to room and from object to object
in each of them. The place is a museum of beauti-
ful things. But I am not writing a catalogue, so let
me conclude this description by saying that, no
matter what is #ot looked at, it is absolutely impera-
tive that you see the large banqueting room. Here
is the sort of place in which one can imagine great
things being done, the sort of room where occasions
arise and are dealt with promptly. The proportions
of the banqueting room are magnificent, the length
and breadth of the parquet floor being forty-five
feet, and the height of the frescoed ceiling thirty-five
feet from the ground. The walls, as well as the ceil-
ing, were painted by Maulbertsch, the scenes being
taken from the days of Roman Sabaria.

Externally the palace is the most strikingly lovely
of the cathedral buildings. By the side of it, and
bordered on the left by the seminary, the cathedral
has a little the air of having been sandwiched in at
the last minute. But if the outside is not very good,
the interior is amazingly beautiful. The moment
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one is inside the doors, the tremendous loftiness,
combined, so to say, with a human expansiveness,
causes one to experience the same ecstatic struggle
for realization that do the coastline of North Africa,
the blue of the Southern Seas, the lights of Buda-
pest by night, or any of the special beauty one
knows.

Africa, the Southern Seas, and the lights of Buda-
pest are not good symbols. There is too much colour
in them. They are, despite an unmistakable fine-
ness, too carnal. And there is nothing the least
carnal about this church. Its beauty is quiet, pro-
portioned, restrained, peaceful. At the same time,
startlingly like the beauty of a sleeping person. It
is a body—being built in the form of a cross—the
only difference between it and a human body is that
the church is resting with its arms outstretched and
a human being generally sleeps with the arms at the
sides. After visiting this church many times, I came
to the eventual conclusion that it had the air of
Christ taken down from the cross, lying there with
shut eyes, his arms outspread, a look of extraordin-
ary tranquillity having dismissed the signs of heart-
break from his face.

Maulbertsch who made the paintings in the
banqueting room in the palace was to have done
the same thing here in the church, but he died
immediately after completing the preliminary draw.
ings, and his pupil, Winterhalder, completed the
work. The colouring in all the work is beautiful,
but that and the figuring of the painting in the ceil-
ing of the high-domed sanctuary are simply magni-
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ficent. In this domed sanctuary, all the peaceful-
ness of the whole church is centralized.

The cathedral organ is a powerful instrument,
but on Sunday, when the church is filled for a low
mass and the congregation, mostly of the type of
peasant whom you saw in the market place, is sing-
ing the Hungarian hymns, it can hardly make itself
heard above the packed voices. The building is still
amazingly beautiful, but it has lost its air of quietness
and restraint. Lost, too, its Austrian character.
Héfele, Maulbertsch, and Winterhalder . . . between
them they made a church which, empty, is amaz-
ingly lovely. But filled with a Hungarian peasant
congregation, packed tight into naves and side
chapels, calling their hymns with every atom of sheer
physical force, the church is transformed into a
passionately worshipping body; it becomes, in a
word, Szily’s finest memorial.

The seminary which stands next to the cathedral
must, once upon a time, have been a fine building.
The proportion is still there, but recently it has been
restored, and that is an art of which the Hungarians,
generally speaking, are quite supremely ignorant.
With very few exceptions, the whole way through
Hungary one cannot help being struck with the
uniform unsightliness of the older buildings which
have recently been restored. Any vestige of life or
spirit that these buildings might once have possessed
has been, with the most utter impartiality, squeezed
from them. The explanation of this unhappy state
of affairs lies, I imagine, in the fact that Hungary
has always been late in catching up with the architec-
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tural feeling of the rest of Europe, and that at the
present moment the Victorian era, which inspired
so many horrors in England, is only now making
itself fully felt in Hungary.

Externally, the hospital on the outskirts of
Szombathely is a classic example of the Victorian
mode. Inside it is the most delightful and modern
institution of its kind that I have seen anywhere in
Europe or America. If for no other reason than to
have an illness in this hospital, it is well worth any-
one’s while to journey to this town in Western
Hungary. Everything that is most up-to-the-
minute in the way of operating, sterilizing, X-raying,
automatic-massage,sun-bathing,and electrical-treat-
ment appliances is installed, and the accommoda-
tion for private patients is infinitely superior to that
for which I have paid £20 a week on board ship.
Actually, this accommodation consists of bedroom,
bathroom and sitting-room, food a la carte, service,
nursing, lighting, and medicines, all in at a charge
of £2 5s. a week in English money. A peasant can
secure treatment in a ward for not more than ten
people, with a communal sitting-room and sun-
balcony, and all food and incidentals, for the sum
of one shilling and tenpence a day in English money.
If he (or she) is unable to pay, admittance is secured
on a doctor’s order, the State defraying the expenses.
It sounds like a Bolshevist advertisement, but it
happens to be true.

Itis something typically Hungarian, this hospital.
Here you have a building which must at the very
least have cost £500,000 to put up and equip. The
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place, besides housing a maximum number of 800
patients a day, has a large staff of resident surgeons
and nurses to pay and provide for. As well as this
there are electricity for treatment and cooking and
heating, supplies of radium, and servants to be
accounted for. If every patient paid £2 5s. a week,
the weekly income would only amount to £1,800,
and as it is, of course, it is very much less than that.
Yes, this hospital is something typically Hungarian,
an institution conceived on magnificent lines and
run, I am very certain, at a magnificent loss.



CHAPTER 1III
FULL FIELDS

DO not know where I first saw that phrase,

“the smell of a full field”. All I can say is that I
came across it many years ago, and that invariably
when I have loved a fertile countryside it has
recurred to my mind. I have been in several lands
to which the phrase was applicable, but never such
an one as Hungary.

When 1 first went to Hungary, I stayed for an
eventful and exceedingly tiring week in Vienna en
route. On the morning that I left the capital of
Austria for Szombathely I was so tired that I slept
from the moment the train pulled out of the
stidbahnhof until we reached the frontier at Sopron.
It may have been the excitement—if you can call it
that—of having my luggage scrutinized that caused
me to wake up, or it may have been the knowledge
that I was on the threshold of Hungary. Which of
these two factors contributed to my awakening I
cannot definitely say, but I like to feel that it was
the latter, that I was being influenced by the land of
full fields.

The smell of a full field . . . Itis a good phrase,
worth stopping a moment to look at. The notion
one derives is of those things that two dissimilar
poets have loved. Rupert Brooke wrote about wet,
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scarred ploughlands, and his words are inspiring.
But Brooke—as is here right—comes second; the
man who has best suggested the fields of Hungary is
a Magyar, Elek Benedek. Listen to this:

“List’ to the threshing machine,
Mellow and rhythmic its tune,
Kemels of finest ripe grain,
It renders to us as its boon.
It starts at the dawn of the morn,
It stops but late in the day,
And ever and ever we hear
The mellow and rhythmic lay.”

He writes of the song of the threshing machine, a
song vitally reminiscent of Hungary. I knew this
poem before coming to Hungary, and, thinking of
it on this first morning, I marvelled again at its
beauty.

For outside, on either side of the single railway
line, were field after field, and then more fields, of
ripening corn. Not only did these fields stand side
by side bordering a railway track, but as well they
stretched so far as the eye could see, and then, when
the eye could no longer definitely distinguish corn,
there was a haze of gold which told of further crops.

‘““‘And ever and ever we hear
The mellow and rhythmic lay.”

There is no song of the threshing machine to
listen to and be moved by in the earlier summer
months, but the crop which is to be threshed is there.
In Vienna, a friend had said to me: “Going to
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Hungary? I am sorry for you.” Well, I am sorry
for him, who has missed much. For what is there
more beautiful to see than an expanse of living gold
which sways in the breeze and can croon to itself ?
Field after field of deepening corn, splashed at inter-
vals with the red of poppies and the ripe blue of
cornflowers.

Walking, or standing still, by the side of a corn-
field, there is a suggestion of many things bright and
beautiful; of creatures like the field-mouse; of the
grain which will be bread, which will feed millions;
of the effort which peasants have put into the tilling
of the ground and the sowing of seed; of the grey
dust, thick about your feet, which trailed after those
peasants as they tramped to and from their work;
of the white and fragile acacia blossoms which in
spring turn the peasant man’s thoughts to the image
of his warm, dark maid; of many of the things
which go to make up life in Hungary.

Corn, whenever you see it growing, is like that.
It makes you feel that it is an adjunct of life
peculiarly Magyar. Other countries need corn, but
not so tremendously as Hungary. The Chinese have
their rice; the Maoris sweet potatoes; Americans
can live on a hot dog; the Hindus chew betel-nut.
But the Magyar must have his corn. It is a part of
him. Corn to the Hungarian peasant means bread;
as well, it means life. At his worst, your Magyar
peasant would live to eat; generally, though, it is
the other way round.

When you are in Hungary, make a point of seek-
ing out the peasant embroideries of the eighteenth
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and nineteenth centuries. (The museum at Szom-
bathely has a good selection.) You will see then
what I mean about their love of corn. Look at these
embroideries, especially the church ones, and notice
the motifs. They are almost always flower or
“nature” motifs; and the ear of corn, full and golden,
poised at the top of a slender, darker stalk, is
generally the most beautifully worked.

One day in the early part of July I got up early
to watch the peasants at work on the harvest. I
drove with my host in an open, two-horse carriage
from the chiteau to the cornfield, a distance of two
kilometres through thick and slightly swaying lanes
of stalks. It washot when we arrived at the particu-
lar field to be cut, the sort of heat that can be seen
as well as felt, the kind of weather that causes one
to sweat at the mere thought of exertion. The sky
was like the Indian ocean on a dead calm day; and
the horizon, stroked by unreal-looking acacias, was
also Eastern. The corn had deepened, overnight
almost, from gold to a full, lightish brown. A pity,
I thought, to massacre this glorious, living stuff. And
while I was thinking thus stupidly the hagvesters
arrived. They looked already a little tired and
worn, as though life could be hard in Hungary, and
I remarked to my friend that eight o’clock was an
appalling hour to start work!

“Eight!” he replied, “they don’t start at eight.
They have already cut one field, and now they will
mow this one.”

They had been working since four, and they
would continue, with an hour at midday for food
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and rest, till sundown. Fifteen hours a day cutting
corn they spent during the harvest. Fifteen solid
hours of wielding a scythe. I once had six months
on a tea plantation in India: the natives there were
puny in their capacity for work compared with these
Hungarians. In New Zealand I have ploughed and
worked on my own soil, and as well I have milked
cows and acted as midwife to ewes in season. I
thought I was doing rather well in those days,
but it was nothing compared with these peas-
ants.

In the sight of a field of corn being mowed by
hand you have perfect rhythm. There were twenty-
four workers in that party which arrived at eight
o’clock of a perspiring morning to cut a particular
field. Twelve men and twelve women. The first
man led off with a few easy strokes of his scythe,
cutting his way through the rich stuff. The woman
who was working with him followed in his footsteps,
two metres behind, gathering up in great armfuls
and stacking the stalks cut by the man. Then a
second man started, and a second woman; then a
third pair; and so on, until the whole two dozen
workers were spread out in a diagonal across the
field. The scythes of the men rose and fell, from
left to right and back again, in long, powerful
sweeps. With each forward movement of a blade
an army of cornstalks was mowed to the ground and
raked into line by the three-pronged, wooden fork
attached to the mowing implement.

Soon the entire line of scythes was working
together in unison. The blades flashed backwards
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and forwards with a metronomic regularity; and the
sun, catching sight of the shining steel, sent out
ripples of pale gold on to it, making a play of light
incredibly lovely. Backwards and forwards, for-
wards and backwards, a multiple, living metronome,
setting the pace of Hungarian life.

The aristocracy of Hungary are a fine people.
They have a superb culture, ideals, and breeding;
but the peasant has my greatest affection. He is
staunch, strong, brave, and neither too imaginative
nor the reverse. Full fields, and the peasants who
fill and to an extent empty them! For it is
impossible ever completely to empty a Hungarian
field. Cut the corn, and, when it is gathered and
taken off to be threshed, you will find a clover crop
peeping through the baked ground. And when,
after time and rain and sun, that clover has grown
tall and immensely green and has been cut for hay,
after the plough has turned over the soil, and the
discs and harrows have smoothed it, then a catch-
crop of vivid emerald oats appears with magic
suddenness to delight your eye.

I must repeat that corn is something vitally
important in the life of the peasant. It has for him
the significance that the Manna in the desert had
for the children of Moses. Speaking generally, most
of the corn produced in Hungary is owned by the
Seigneurial class, and in return for gathering the
golden crop the peasant is paid in kind. Thus he
lives, since corn is the material of his bread, directly
from the hand of his master. In this way corn has
come to be a link, symbolic as well as actual,
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between master and man. A peasant labourer
when he sees a field full of corn does not, I imagine,
consciously think of it as being either tall, or grace-
ful, or golden; his immediate thoughts are probably
something like this:

“The Count (or Prince, or Baron, or plain Mister)
has a good (or bad) crop this year. There is much
(or little) corn to be cut. I shall sweat greatly (or
moderately) and shall be burnt more (or less) than
usual. And finally I shall earn enough (or insuffi-
cient) bread to live on until next harvest.”

Those are his immediate, quick, conscious
thoughts. While he is working, he may or may not
notice the “form” of the crop. But he has been able
to stitch silken, golden cornstalks into his embroidery
because of those first thoughts of his, which were so
vital, essential, and complete.

But corn and its brothers are summer crops; they
come and they go, and already autumn is beginning
to think of appearing on the scene. Here, in
September, there is a difference in the content of
those full fields and the sky above them, in the whole
ensemble of the countryside, in the mind of the per-
son regarding that countryside. The song of the
threshing-machine can be heard throughout the
hours of daylight, and in the green and gold mystery
of the evening sky there is a foreboding. In Hun-
gary, summer is wonderful and the richness of corn
glorious, and one hates to part from them. But corn
is golden stuff, a shining dazzle which, if seen for
too long, can obscure the pattern of a whole country-
side.
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In autumn one sees the country in detail, the land
of the peasants. It was not until I had spent much
time in gazing at autumn fields in Hungary that I
began to see into the mind of the peasant. There is
much of the matter of a full field in their character.
They are dark, vivid, smelling a little of effort and
even the plainest has something overwhelmingly
attractive.

On first going to Hungary, one is inclined to
wrinkle one’s nose at a tang of sweat clinging to these
field-workers, but one cannot help noticing them.
The young are short-limbed, straight and sturdy of
body, with warm, dark, or rich blue eyes, and hair
that is thick and magnificently black. Emotion plays
easily across their faces, the colour of well-ripened
corn, over which the usually high, rather Mongolian
cheekbones cast a subdued shadow. There is grace
in their movements, the grace that comes to bodies
in which every muscle and sinew, while toughened
by labour, still remains pliant. The mothers and
fathers of these young peasants look old enough to
be their grandparents. Their hair, though still thick,
is grey, or even white. Their bodies are bent, their
faces lined and sallow; and one must look deep into
the eyes to find the sparkle of life. Yet about these
people—as about their children—there is an atmo-
sphere—I do not say air—of vitality! At first you
do not notice this atmosphere; but later it comes
easier to look into the lines of faces and the distor-
tion of bodies, to analyse wrinkles and swellings, to
peer and search. The result of this analysis is that,
seeing with more sympathetic eyes, one finds oneself
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gazing at the people who are the backbone of the
country.

I wrote of the rhythm of the harvester as he
swung his body to and fro to the stroke of his scythe.
Take a look at his work when the harvest is over
and done with and you will see the same harvester
as an artist with a very definite knowledge and love
of hisart. As well you will see him as an individual-
ist, and individualism is a thing to bear in mind when
you come to look at Hungarian art as a whole. The
peasant as conscious artist and conscious individual-
ist is represented by his own strip of land, which you
may see him tending in the autumn months. Later
on I shall show the personal strip of land as an
important item in the peasant household budget.
Here it is something better than revenue-producing;
is, rather, self-expressing.

In October when the plough is running through
the earth, there is a sight of passionate beauty. Not
the great traction plough which the Seigneur used
to scatter up his immense square fields, but the
single-furrow implement of the peasant. Twin oxen
draw this small plough, which is guided by a man
as brown as the soil being thrown up like water cleft
by the bows of a ship. The soil comes asunder in
shining, coarsely shaped clods that glisten like great
dulled lumps of cut steel. If the morning is cold, as
it often enough is, grey clouds of vapour escape from
the mouths of men and beasts, and a cloudy thick-
ness of grey-white incense rises from the ground
itself, floats upwards out of sight, and is received by
God as an offering of prime worth, since it is the
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result of good effort in the world which He exerted
Himself to create.

When I ploughed my land in a colony, I felt
differently altogether to the Hungarian peasant culti-
vating his strip of personal property. I used to
think: “Well, here are four acres to be ploughed.
Let us get into it—horses and myself—and get it
done as quickly as possible.” I hated my land!
Not so the peasant. He loves his soil in the manner
that the earlier Forsytes loved their mite of property;
in the manner that the genuine artist loves the sub-
jects of his paintings; in the way that Bach, say,
loved the slowly increasing number of symbols on
his score-sheet. The peasant, I am certain, expresses
himself more fully in the cultivation of his plot than
he does in the creating of his children. He is in
greater sympathy with his ground than he is with
his wife.

In the earth which has been cultivated by him
one sees something of the peasant’s mentality. The
Magyar agricultural labourer is an emotional being.
His music, his poetry, his house, his church . . . all
go to show that colour—often the more obvious
colour—will to an extent dominate him. Yet it is
impossible to go through an anthology of popular
Hungarian songs, through the most average Hun-
garian village, without experiencing that strong
sense of solidity that the idea of permanence always
produces. The Hungarian peasant is often emotional,
but at the same time his roots are very firmly
embedded in the soil of Hungary. In the strip of
private property, when it has been ploughed, disced,
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harrowed, rolled and sown, one sees the peasant
ideas and ideals of life exposed. And those ideas
and ideals, preserved intact through a thousand
years of battling history, have enabled Hungary to
remain to-day what she has always been since her
beginning as nation: The Bulwark of the West
against the Tide of the East.



CHAPTER 1V
THE VILLAGE

NYWHERE within twenty minutes’ drive of
Szombathely you will see those full fields.
Driving out of the town is a great joy. One is so
quickly in the country, the real Hungary which is
gloriously friendly. The roads in the west are good
to motor over and beautiful to look at. Cornfields
to right and left, sprinkled with red and blue flowers;
acacia trees dividing road and fields; lumbering
wagons and carts, drawn by oxen with huge curving
pairs of horns; casual statues of Our Lady or her
son at the turn of the road; and the air! . . .

A priceless thing this air, something like the finest
Tokay. A blend of the perfumes of hay drying in
the sun, and corn ripening, and clover already
coming through where hay has just been cut down,
and dust and openness and life. You go on drink-
ing the air, and, like Tokay, it has the effect of intoxi-
cating you, so that you suddenly accelerate like a
lunatic and send the car round impossible corners
at impossible speeds.

One of the most delightful things about motoring
in Hungary is, that no matter how impossible your
speed you never seem to kill anyone. Geese, yes,
dozens of them if you motor sufficiently ! buthumans
almost never. This is strange when you consider
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that villages are very often just round the most
unlikely corners, and that small children stray about
the road in just as haphazard a manner as do flocks
of geese. The beginning of a village is unmistak-
able. You drive through an avenue of tall and dark
green, closely-planted Lombardy poplars, emerging
on to a broad, badly formed main and only street,
inhabited by the most amazing collection of living
beings. Flocks of beautifully white, terribly wicked
geese which screech and scream in a demoniac
manner; long, lean, grey peasant pigs rooting in the
dust for some stray morsel of food; stray broods of
fluffy yellow chickens, which have lost their mothers;
and young, very young, children, generally without
any form of underclothing, all these play together
in the main street. If you stop your car, they will
come up to you and be friendly, all except the geese
who are invariably bombastic, and of whom I am
terrified.

D. H. Lawrence would have been happy in a
Hungarian village; so, too, would most of those who
have broken their hearts over the state of the world
to-day. Lawrence would have loved it for the
simple reason that in such a place is to be found the
quality which he worshipped, vitality; the heart-
broken would have been happy for the same reason.
This vitality is not easy to describe. It is composed
of many ingredients: the utter refusal of the geese
to go away until their curiosity has been satisfied;
the indefatigable energy of the pigs rooting so per-
sistently in barren dust; the inability of the children
to get killed; the absence of the children’s parents,
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whom one knows to be busy either in field or cottage;
the strength of the chestnuts growing to the side of
the road in defiance of a heat so great that it ought
to wither them away; the magnificence of that heat,
which is quite surely ripening corn in adjoining
fields, which corn when cut will be replaced by some
other upward-thrusting crop. Like the heat of the
sun, shimmering almost imperceptibly on the
horizon, the force of this vitality hovers over the
Hungarian village, compelling it to live fully.

If the first impression of a Hungarian village
high street, with its geese and chickens and tiny
children, is one of haphazard, that impression will
to an extent be correct. The Hungarians, for quite
some time after their conquest in the ninth century
of the territory which is now Hungary, lived a nomad
life, moving from place to place, and camping en
route, in a manner remarkably akin to that of the
gipsies. The vagueness of the layout of a village
to-day is a vagueness which has lasted through ten
centuries. As a proof of my statement, I would ask
any traveller in Hungary to notice that it is only
when he shall come to a village inhabited by Ger-
mans that there is to be remarked that depth of
housing which one is accustomed to find in an
English village. In villages inhabited by genuine
Magyars the houses are strung out in a long line on
either side of the road, and it is this prolongation
that gives the appearance of a place begun and never
properly finished.

As a matter of fact, a Hungarian village to-day,
though it still retains the picturesque air of casual-
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ness of the old days, is a beautifully united thing.
The unofficial chief man in any village not occupied
by Germans is the catholic priest. He is more
important in the eyes of the people than the Grand
Seigneur’s principal agent, who invariably inhabits
the most attractive house in the village. The priest
stands for God and baptisms and marriages and
burials, together with corn, the most important
things in Hungarian peasant life. The priest is the
father of the village, and rightly so, for the catholic
religion is the most powerful organization that can
be brought to counteract the spiritual powers of the
- Soviet in Hungary.

Generally of peasant stock, the village priest has
but one fault, a passion for ruining the lovely altar
of his church by swathing it in bad modern
embroideries. Apart from this one weakness he is
in every sense of the word admirable. He is almost
invariably poor, which is a mercy, since it means
that he has not sufficient money to “restore” and thus
make hideous his delightful parish house. He is
exceedingly hospitable, and will insist on giving you
wine and displaying his latest acquisition (generally
a new kitchen stove) when you go to see him. His
reverence for spiritual authority is splendid, and,
when during the Bolshevist outbreak, some of the
bishops were seized by the Reds, the village priest
carried on with courage and wisdom, preventing the
spread of the Soviet idea in the provinces. I admire
this man, who has the fighting qualities of the Irish
priests I have known in the colonies. And, more
than admiration for his fighting qualities, I have a
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love of the childlike enthusiasm he displays when
exhibiting his precious baroque chalice or his one
piece of exquisite church linen.

The houses of the peasants are beautiful, remind-
ing one more than anything else of something by
Rackham or Dulac in a book of fairy-tales. Long
and low, with brick and plaster walls washed white
and roofs of thatch on which grows fairly heavily
yellowish-green moss, they stand at right angles to
the road and extend backwards for about half the
length of the strip of land on which they stand. The
windows are small and square, the sills being
- generally lined with boxes of crimson and white
geraniums.

Superficially, as I have said, a Hungarian village
may give the impression of not quite knowing the
reason for its existence, but closer inspection leaves
one with the feeling that there is perfect coherence
behind that seeming outer carelessness. In England,
the Englishman’s home is supposed to be his castle;
even more so does this idea apply in Hungary.
Indeed, the peasant home, with its small piece of
ground, is more of an individual kingdom than a
castle. Within the walls of his home, each separate
peasant has gathered all the accessories of a king-
dom; wife, children, food for family and animals,
the animals themselves, firing, oil for lighting,
bedding, furnishings, family relics, and all the
details that a reasonable king would require for
ruling over a dominion. I like greatly this idea of
individual kingdoms which one gets in Hungarian
villages; hundreds of tiny states acknowledging one
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superior force, which is the Holy Crown of Hungary.
In each village there is an official chief man, who
is not the priest. In France, his title would be M. Le
Juge. Thisis a charming individual, a peasant like
all the other villagers, but one who on account of a
superior intelligence or some similar quality has been
selected by the authorities to act as a liaison between
the village and the crown. The house of this official
chief is so typical of a village dwelling that it is
worth while describing one such place.

The dominant note in a Hans Andersen exterior
is the veranda which runs three-quarters of the
length of the house, parallel to an unformed drive
over which the farm cart or wagon is driven to the
stable at the rear of the house. Though this veranda
is typical throughout Hungary of the village house,
it has always struck me as being reminiscent of Italy.
The reason for this, I think, is that the rounded
arches, with their coating of whitewash, and the
scarlet and golden cannae growing about the pillars,
stand out shimmeringly against a sky of such vital
blue as I have seen nowhere other than in the Bay
of Naples. However that may be, these arched
verandas are typical of peasant architecture
throughout Hungary, and they give a very definite
poise to an architecture otherwise inclined to be
undistinguished. On the veranda, as you are going
into the house, you will see splashes of rich colour-
ing: either ripening golden maize cobs, or strings
of scarlet Paprika fruit, hung from the wall out of
harm’s way.

There are four rooms in the house, a show bed-

E
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room, a connubial bedroom, a parlour, and a
kitchen. In parts of Hungary, such as Mezokovesd,

where embroidery is still an art, the show bedroom
is a glorious affair of beautifully worked pillow-
cases and bedspreads and curtains and attractively
painted furniture, but in most parts it is of interest
principally because it is the greatest visible sign of
respectability and surplus wealth. This chamber is
never by any chance used by a guest; butitis always

there, a symbol of the seaworthiness of the domestic

bark. The connubial apartment is barely furnished

with two tall beds piled high with many pillows and

covered over with a quilt embroidered with the

inevitable tulip. This embroidery is not usually
good, the imported dyes used in colouring the

threads being vastly inferior to the old-fashioned

variety which were made from herbs and wild

flowers. Colouring in general is nowadays a crude

affair in Hungary, the crucifixes and embroideries

to be seen in most peasant houses being of a blatant
rather than an original hue. Besides the peasant

and his wife there are in the connubial bedroom

three or four children. Where they sleep I could
never quite discover, but I imagine that the floor is

their resting place. Such a lack of privacy as exists
in a peasant household would be unendurable to a
more ‘“refined” people than the Hungarians;

fortunately for them, though, they regard the fact
of their children sharing the same room as the
parents as being perfectly right and proper and an
indication of the spirit of give-and-take existing in
the home-circle.
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Once when I visited the widow of an old man
who had died, I was taken into the bedroom and
shown the corpse lying lonely in its coffin. In
accents of pity, the old woman told me that it was
the first time in his life that her husband had slept
by himself in a room.

The parlour of M. Le Juge’s house is the centre
of village officialdom. Here there are a huge safe,
a table with a few forms and rubber-stamps on it,
and photographs of the Archduke Otto, or Admiral
Horty, the Regent, sometimes of both. The village
chief is very proud of the Regent’s photograph, and
will explain how he holds office directly from him;
but in homes where the peasants belong to the
Legitimist (Otto) party, the photograph of the young
Habsburg is an object of worship.

The long, inverted V-shaped roofs of the houses
are used during the winter months for storing, not
only the grain harvested in summer, but also root
crops for the animals’ winter feed, logs for the fire,
tools and any odds and ends which cannot be
accommodated in the sheds below. In these sheds,
as in the rooms inhabited by the family, is to be
found the most scrupulous cleanliness. Whether it
be pigs, or geese, or chickens, or grain, or oil, or farm
implements which are kept there, the various sheds,
no matter at what time of day you may happen to
visit them, always have the appearance of having
just been swept and dusted. At the end of the
narrow strip on which the cottage is built is a larger
building, and in this, when the harvest is over, you
can see all the wealth owned by a peasant. For this
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shed is used for the storing of the hay, oats, or maize
grown during the earlier summer months on the per-
sonal strip of land to which I referred in the previous
chapter, and which is to maintain the pigs or cows
or poultry which the peasant will rear during the
winter, and which when sold next year will return
him the only fluid cash he will handle for twelve
months.

For peasants, as I have said, are paid in kind for
the corn harvest; and the same applies to the gather-
ing of maize, oats, grapes, sugar-beet, or whatever it
may be. As well as a percentage of the harvest, the
Seigneur makes an allowance of the personal strip
of arable land, in addition to the cottage in which
the labourer is housed. No actual money, though,
is given to the servant by hislord. If he wants cash
to buy himself luxuries, he must procure some live-
stock and rear and eventually sell it at market.

M. Le Juge himself will tell you all these details
if you question him, but he is an awkward sort of
person to get hold of. During the day, his exalted
office will not excuse him from working on the land
like his less important fellowmen; but if you go
down to the village csdrda (inn) of an evening, you
are quite likely to come across him exchanging a
glass with his friends.

A village inn, or csdrda, in Hungary is some-
thing unique. There is a mixed perfume of slightly
bitter wine, sunshine, sawdust, recent exertion, and
Paprika, which I, for one, find quite enchanting.
Next to the wooden table on which stands your
Gothic bottle of wine there is sure to be a dark
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peasant with an earthenware bowl of pig-and-
Paprika stew in front of him; or, if it isn’t a peasant
with stew, it will be a gipsy with a fiddle and a
carafe of wine. There is vitality in the types to be
seen in the csdrda of Hungary, a sense of something
kept in hand with which to make a sudden, unex-
pected effort. Vitality and superb physical fitness!
Which is tremendously important among peasant
men in Hungary, being, I am sure, a mode of self-
expression. Games as we play them are unknown
among the peasant class; there are no soccer, rugger,
or cricket clubs in the various villages; thus, no
means of determining championships. So it is that
the men who work in the fields take a pride in the
ripples of their muscles and the peculiar shade of
tan to which they can induce their skin by exposure
to the sun. By comparison with her menfolk, the
average Hungarian peasant woman is physically
decadent. Strikingly lovely, with her dark com-
plexion, large eyes, regular teeth and fine hair, so
far as the early twenties, she is more often than not
wrinkled, grey and toothless, by the age of thirty.
But when you see these prematurely aged women
in church on Sunday, dressed in their bulging, best
black dresses, their hair veiled with a dark kerchief,
you cannot but be struck with the fine purposeful-
ness of those lined faces and the look of pitiful
understanding in their tired eyes.

I spoke of a gipsy. He has a hooked nose, and
mad eyes, and slim, long fingers. He looks as if he
would like to steal the eye out of your head; but,
as that feature is not usually detachable, he will be
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quite content to play for you in return for a litre of
wine.

Here is music! thin, wild, leaping notes which
rush after one another in clutching ecstasy, breaking
off unexpectedly into a phrase which is full and soft
and strangely troubling. Then it is away again.
The brief, soft phrase has done its work in plucking
at your heart for a moment; now feeling must leap
up and follow this madman’s thoughts and fingers,
till at last neither he nor you can stand any more
and you both sink back and drink deep of your
wine. It takes long for night to fall in Hungary in
the summer, but the time passes quickly when you
listen to a gipsy. When they fiddle, it is their hour.
They are of a dynasty of fiddlers, men who have
wandered over the earth, torturing others as well
as themselves with their music. Even Hungarian
peasant men love the gipsy when they listen to his
fiddle. For your Hungarian worships music, and
the gipsy knows all the Magyar folk tunes. Simple
things of half a dozen notes and as many words,
which have a softness and a passion that tear at the
deepest feelings. Wine is drunk quickly when the
gipsy gives his concert in a village csdrda; and the
music and the wine flow to the head; so that a light
comes into the peasants’ eyes, and they croon and
shout their songs in a manner to make one reck-
less.

When it is over, you will walk through the vil-
lage to the chateau of your host, vaguely thinking
of plausible excuses for having missed his excellent
company and dinner. But do not tell him lies. Say,
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simply, that you have been to the csdrda, where you
listened to a gipsy playing the melodies of the
Magyars. Your host will be well satisfied; he will
tell you that you have been listening to the real
Hungary.

At night the village is strangely lovely, gloriously
strange. The sky is green as the colour of a pea-
cock’s feathers, and the white coats of houses stand
out dully against the night. Trees have grown much
taller, and the road is enormously broad. The softer
light of oil lamps chinks through an occasional
window. Of street lamps there are none. Mostly the
village sleeps. The church is good in this light, tall
and commanding. The gates of the chateau stand
out fine and delicate, reminding one of the graces
of Maria Theresa’s court. In the air there is an
extraordinary stillness, which a moon, rising late
and the colour of the flesh of ripe melon, seems to
interrupt. A movement passes through the sky as
you go indoors to sip Tokay. You will be in bed by
twelve; the peasant in his fields at five.



CHAPTER V
COUNTRY HOUSE LIFE

FTER the War, when Bolshevism broke out
{ in Hungary, a friend of mine was taken off to
prison and his house and lands were confiscated.
In the course of time, the Red Commissioner, who
had taken up his quarters in the Count’s chateau,
offered to the local peasantry the cornfields of the
estate. At that time the revolution was at the pin-
nacle of its success, and there was no apparent
reason why it should not continue to flourish. It
would have been the most natural thing in the world
for the peasants to leap at the chance of getting
some valuable arable land for nothing, had they
happened to be lawless rabble instead of the
amazingly fine people they actually are. But
the peasantry did not avail themselves of this
excellent chance of getting rich quickly. Instead,
they made to the Commissioner this answer:

“The fields you propose to give us are not yours
to dispose of. If the Count offers them to us, then
we shall take them. Until he does so, they are his
property.”

Apart from the fact that it was a good gesture,
this answer of the peasantry to one whom they
regarded as an interloper is interesting in that it
indicates the excellent feeling existing between the
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two predominant classes in Hungary, the peasantry
and the aristocracy. In any country house in which
you may happen to stay in Hungary, you cannot
fail to appreciate the sympathetic bond existing
between your host and the people of his village. As
well you must notice that feudalism in a modified
form still exists in the relations of the Seigneur and
his dependants. Which is not to say that there is
much truth in the story, told me by a friend in
London, of the host of a shooting-party in Hungary
who, on one of the beaters getting in the line of fire,
discharged both barrels of shot into the unfortunate
man’s body, and insisted on counting him in with
the day’s bag.

The same friend whose peasants behaved so
remarkably well during the revolution grumbled to
me one day that his butler, who is a marvel of charm
and efficiency, and who incidentally saved his
master’s life when it had been arranged for the Count
to be shot in prison, was obsessed with the notion of
educating his son into a “gentleman”. Now I may
be wrong in saying so, but I do not think that it is
possible to educate a boy who is not quite a member
of the superb peasant class into a gentleman in one
generation.

But I do most emphatically imagine that the son
of a Hungarian butler would make a first-class
member of the so deficient and so necessary
bourgeois class, always assuming that the son was
willing to avail himself of the sacrifices his father
was prepared to make in order to realize an ideal.
I have written this because it gives an excellent
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example of the mentality of the average Magyar
aristocrat, who, though he can love and respect a
peasant, does not appear to realize the value to his
_ country of an undistinguished and solid middle
class.

But to return to the butler, who had been respon-
sible for the shattering of yet another of my few
illusions concerning life. After fairly extensive
wanderings about the world, I had, before visiting
Hungary, been under the impression that the Eng-
lish were the best menservants. Some of the bearers
one had met in India, and an occasional butler in
Southern Germany, had been marvels of efficiency
and kindness; but on the whole, taking one thing
with another, and not being unduly patriotic, one
had been able to lean back after dinner and bore
everyone most satisfactorily by pointing out the
exact reasons for the superiority of the English. The
keynote of an English manservant’s superiority is
dexterity and a natural superiority of manner. An
even greater superiority of manner shifts the odds a
shade in favour of the Hungarian butlery. As an
illustration of this superiority, there is the classic
servant of another friend of mine, who, when his
master was compelled to entertain a party of
Bolshevist officials, refused to serve the champagne
which my friend had so thoughtfully ordered.

“But Janos,” said his master, “these gentlemen
like champagne; they have asked me to provide
some for dinner.”

“I am very sorry, sir,” replied Janos, looking like
a scandalized Bishop, “but I cannot serve the cham-
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pagne. I have been in this house for forty years,
sir, and I must tell you, sir, that your father, had he
been alive, would have refused to entertain the
gentlemen.”

The champagne was not served, and Janos is
alive to-day, odd and unrevolutionary though it
may sound. Where the Hungarian butlery really
score, and their reason for being interesting as well
as admirable, is that, more than any other class in a
country which is to-day living on its history, they
have the idea of tradition tremendously strongly
developed.

Bacon and eggs, I am pleased to say, still taste
best when eaten in Great Britain. In Hungary, they
are terrible. To begin with, Hungarian bacon is
nauseatingly fat; and secondly, the method of cook-
ing, which consists of beating the eggs and the bacon
into a sort of omelet paste and then frying the mix-
ture, is discouraging, causing the person who is
about to breakfast to wonder whether he was not
perhaps a little too generous to himself overnight
with the Tokay. But if the English breakfast dish
is quite rightly a failure in a Hungarian country
house, the rest of the cooking is very good, if you
can stand rich food. Dinner, taken at the time that
other people lunch, is a small meal but perfect. It
must be small for the reason that one is expected to
play tennis almost immediately afterwards; it is per-
fect because, though the actual dishes may be Hun-
garian, the cooking is frequently French. Paprika,
a hot-sweet plant, is freely used in seasoning various
dishes. Paprika should be treated with caution—it
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is both very hot and very sweet. The only distress-
ing feature about staying in a Hungarian country
house is, that if you are there more than a week your
figure (if you possess one) will begin to disappear.
This tendency to put on weight is accounted for by
a positively wanton use of cream in the preparation
of the various dishes, more particularly the soups,
which are the most delicious I have ever tasted. If
your figure is a matter of vital importance, and if at
the same time that you are growing fat you hate the
idea of curtailing your visit, be of good cheer, for
the mineral waters at Budapest are possessed of
magical properties which are guaranteed to remove
all superfluous weight.

The wines of Hungary apart from Tokay, which
on account of its extreme perfection is indescribable,
are almost unknown in England. This is unfortun-
ate, for the wines, and more especially the white
variety, are remarkably good. In the Badacsony
district, in the vicinity of Lake Balaton, there are
white wines very nearly comparable to those of
Rhineland. It seems a pity that these wines are not
sent to England, for the export trade which could
be built up would do much to help the revenue of
the Hungarian Government, and apart from that
one might be enabled occasionally to buy a good
wine at a price which was not prohibitive. There is
a champagne which one often drinks in Hungary for
the production of which the princely family of
Batthyanyi is responsible. Of this drink, though an
English wine merchant informs me that it is not a
champagne but a mere sparkling wine, I can only
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say that it is excellent, and that its originators
deserve to be frequently and publicly venerated.
The liqueur most generally drunk is Barack, which
means Apricot Brandy. This liqueur, though a
shade sweet, is not in the least sticky, and is
possessed of a soft warmth which extends after two
glasses to the uttermost extremities of the body. Be
careful of Barack! It is insidious, and has been
known to cause the downfall of many a better bridge
player than myself. As an antidote to this liqueur,
there is nothing quite like the coffee which you get
after dinner, and which is the best I have tasted any-
where. The requisite conditions for the making of
this coffee, according to a Hungarian bishop of my
acquaintance, are that the brew should be:

HOT AS HELL
STRONG AS A MAN
SWEET AS A WOMAN . . .
AND WELL MIXED !

Two things which one misses in the country in
Hungary are cocktails and dancing. Before dinner
or supper it is quite impossible to procure the most
ordinary gin-and-something. Should your host go
so far as to ask you whether you drink cocktails, be
sure to say that you do. In return, you will be told,
always in the most witty, and frequently in a charm-
ing, manner why cocktails are abominations. One
good friend of mine, who, if witty, is never polite in
my presence, told me when I asked him for gin and
ITtalian that the only reason why I wanted a cocktail
was that I was too lazy to carry on a conversation
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without one; and that anyone who found it neces-
sary to take stimulants before he felt competent to
express an opinion about the weather would do
much better to keep silent. . . Perhaps he was right!
. . . In the summer evenings, after supper is over,
country-house parties in Hungary settle down to
play bridge. This is a pity! The evenings, not to
mention the ladies, encountered in that country in
summer are so lovely that one is conscious of the
strongest feeling of futility at discussing for hours at
a time the possibility of making four spades or six
diamonds. Even bridge, though, when you least
wish to play it, is interesting. For one thing the
standard of play is remarkably high, and secondly
you meet so many different nationalities in a country
house that it is the most likely thing in the world for
a foursome composed of Hungarian, English, Ger-
man and American players to sit down at a table.
Fortunately it is the fashion nowadays in Central
Europe to speak English, and on this account people
like myself, whose knowledge of Hungarian and
German and American is extremely microscopic,
are saved much trouble.

In general, one can say that when he is in the
country the Hungarian Seigneur is as simple and
natural a man as you could wish to find. In season,
he is enthusiastic for his tennis, his partridges, and
his pheasants. His wines, his courts and his birds
he likes to have of the most perfect quality, but more
for the sake of his guests than for his own pleasure I
am quite certain. For your host in Hungary is
famous for his hospitality and generosity.
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I have only visited Hungary since the War,
during a period when the country has been so hard
hit that none but the most wealthy have been able
to entertain at all extensively. But there was a time,
if one may believe what one has heard and read,
when hospitality was so liberal as to be almost
embarrassing. Marriage festivals were—and to an
extent still are—the occasions for displays of pro-
digal liberality. The best example of this was the
marriage of Bishop Thurzd, which took place in
Nagy-Bitse. The feastings in connection with the
event lasted for precisely a year from the wedding
day—ample time for a modern couple to be divorced
and remarried—and I shudder to think of what it
must have cost the worthy man to wine, dine, and
dance the hundreds of his guests.

The country-gentry class, which to-day is
remarkable almost entirely by reason of its absence,
were great lovers of entertainment. For hundreds
of years they lavished the greater part of their time
and wealth on receiving and visiting their friends.
Months at a time they would spend away from their
estates, going through the country on apparently
interminable rounds of country house visits. Should
visitors ever prove so unnatural as to wish to return
home and attend to their affairs, the simple
expedients of removing the wheels from their
carriages and of turning astray their horses were
adopted to compel them to linger on. One direct
result of so much social intercourse was that the
various families intermarried considerably. To-day
there is not much trace of such marriages in a greatly
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depleted gentry class; but right through the country,
wherever one goes, it is the most common thing to
find that the people with whom one is staying are in
some way related to those whom one has just left.
In spite of all past liberality and present hardship,
the aristocracy of Hungary continues to flourish;
but the generosity of the less powerful gentry has
recoiled on their own heads, resulting in the loss of
their lands and houses, which have been bought up
in many cases by the thrifty Jews.

In himself, as I have said, the Magyar aristocrat
is charmingly simple. Yet, despite this fact, he
manages to surround his entertainments with a
courtly glamour and to place that glamour within
the restricting bonds of an etiquette unexpectedly
rigid. The explanation of this atmosphere of the
court is traceable to Maria Theresa. After the great
rally of 1741 of the Hungarian nobility to her cause,
Maria Theresa swore that her heart was full of grati-
tude to the nation. This was true. The Queen did
much for Hungary, and it is a tribute to her influence
that the majority of the houses rebuilt after the
Turkish evacuation of Hungary are in the style of
her reign. But as well as being a grateful Queen,
Maria Theresa was a fine diplomat. Where her pre-
decessors of the Habsburg dynasty had failed to
impress their will on the Hungarian nobility by
force of arms, she was completely successful in
accomplishing her object by making use of the
attraction of her personal charm and of the glitter
of the Viennese court. With their seduction to
Vienna, the nobles of Hungary lost not only their
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somewhat uncouth manners but also for a time their
glorious fighting spirit, and it would have been bad
indeed for the country had not Stephen Széchenyi
in the nineteenth century, by guile as perfect as
Maria’s own, won back his estranged countrymen
to an interest in their land. To-day, the nobles are
passionate in their loyalty to Hungary, but a sug-
gestion of the court of Vienna still clings to them
with a peculiar charm.

A post-War movement in Hungary which has the
support of the Seigneur in every village is the raising
of boy-scout troops. When one reflects that, by the
Treaty of Trianon, Hungary is allowed to keep an
army of but 30,000 men, it is obvious that the scout
movement can do much to further the growth of
discipline, courage, and unselfishness which, in the
ordinary course of events, would be developed
during the period of military training. The aims
and ideals of B.P. (as the Chief Scout is known
throughout Hungary) are being taken to heart by
the boys and youths not only of the villages but of
the larger towns as well. Many of the scout-leaders
are still at the universities or have just graduated,
and these older members of the movement have
gone into partnership with the various landowners
for the purpose of giving a lead to the movement.
Thus it happens that the Seigneur of a certain dis-
trict, on being approached by a scout-leader, will
suggest that the troops come and camp in his
grounds, where he will see to it that they receive
food supplies and like assistance towards the
expense involved.

F
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The scout movement is helping to foster dis-
cipline, courage, and unselfishness; and, even more
important, the spirit of the Hungary of the Arpads
is being maintained by it. This spirit is over a
thousand years old, and never so greatly as at the
present time has it been necessary that it should
stand up straight and strong, a staff on which
Hungary, sickened and mutilated by Bolshevism
and the effects of war, may lean while she recovers
her strength. I remember hearing a certain Count
M— telling this to a troop which was camping in his
park.

We had been invited, the Count, an opera-singer
who was staying in the house, and myself, to attend
a campfire meeting. It was the most inspiring
meeting at which I have ever been present. We
walked from the house to the camp through a long
avenue of Lombardy poplars and oaks. The
poplars were slim and tapering, the oaks huge and
spreading, with giant roots digging into the ground
as if to steady their massive trunks. Stretching
ahead of us, the avenue was like deep, black velvet;
but overhead, through gaps in the leaves, the sky
was radiant with peacock-feather green. A night-
ingale sang in the darkness to the left, and in a field
on our right a Linden gave off a perfume which
seemed like the essence of life. As we turned a
corner at the end of the avenue, a cloud of sparks
rose from the camp fire. We were greeted with a
yell from the troops; then we sat in a circle about the
fire, and the Count began to speak in a friendly,
conversational voice.
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He was clever, and struck at once the right note
to hold his mainly youthful audience. Speaking
reflectively, feeling again what he had already
suffered, he told them of his experiences during the
Bolshevist horrors which swept over Hungary in
1919: of his arrest and imprisonment, first in Gyor,
later in Budapest; of privations and starvation; of
the betrayal and murder of many of his friends; of
his escape and of days of hunted hiding; of the
shame for his country’s fall that had been in his
heart; of the ultimate collapse of the Bolshevism,
and of the magnificent fight which Hungary had
made and was making to keep her balance in a world
which had turned upside down . . .

The whole time he was talking his voice kept
low; yet in it there was the power to hold still the
circle; so that the fire sank lower and lower, and the
shadows deepened on faces. When he had finished
speaking of the Bolshevism there was deep silence
for almost a full minute. But an extraordinary
silence! such as enables one to hear sounds like
the breathing of fireflies and trees . . . Then he con-
tinued, urging the scouts to be men; to remember
their nationality, their tradition. He spoke of the
Lost Provinces, which were taken, north and south,
east and west, from Hungary after the War; and he
spoke not bitterly but with a hope of some restora-
tion in his voice . . .

Later, when the fire was blazing high once more,
we sang together of the great days of Hungary, when
John Hunyadi and his son, the Magnificent Corvin,
were a scourge to the Turks, and the daring of the
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Magyar horsemen was a byword in Europe. And
later still the opera-singer, a Transylvanian with a
magic voice, sang of the land from which he was
exiled. A simple song he sang, a thing of few but
passionate notes, with the sorrow of a lost people in
its lingering words.

Sheer emotionalism, I know! Green sky;
Youth; Lindenbaum,; Campfire; Red Horrors;
Moving Tunes! But there is this to be remembered,
the Hungarians are an emotional race. Personally,
I admire, and am grateful to, the Seigneur for having
the enthusiasm to be bothered playing on emotions.
That is his way of keeping his country alive. And
it would be a sorry thing for the rest of Europe were
Hungary to die.



CHAPTER VI
JAK

UNGARY is an amazing place. You can never

be quite definite about Hungary, for you are
never quite sure what is coming next. In the pre-
Trianon days, when Hungary owned Transylvania,
you could go practically to the Roumanian frontier
of that province, there to find Saxon villages in
plenty reminiscent of Rothenburg-uber-Tauber.
That must have been gloriously surprising: to step
out of the train at Brasov, say, in the shade of the
magnificent Carpathians, and to find oneself in the
midst of a small and beautiful Germany of which
very nearly nobody knew. Then there were the
oldest Magyars, the Székelys, who inhabited counties
next door to the immigrant Saxons. These Székelys
had a culture and a tradition and a charm which
were indeed astounding. To-day Transylvania is
Roumanian, and for that reason it has little place in
a book on Hungary.

Transylvania is a long way from Szombathely,
close on forty-eight hours’ rail journey. The
Romanesque church of Jak, some twenty kilometres
distant by road, is much nearer, and in its own way
as fascinating as anything to be found in Transyl-
vania. On the way out to Jdk, the country is totally
different from the motionless, golden cornlands

85
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which are the full fields of Hungary. The road for
this short journey leads over small, humpy hills,
through sudden thicknesses of forest, past nurseries
of oak and acacia, by way of villages tinier than any
to be seen throughout the whole of Hungary. With
the exception of the stretches of forest, the country
hereabouts is in miniature, as it would be from an
aeroplane flying fairly low, or as it might have been
had Hungarian-born Diirer drawn it. Diirer, as a
matter of fact, supplies the right note. When you
have emerged from a forest-shadowed strip of road
and see to right and left of you gradual hillocks of
indefinite colour, smallish pine and larch and birch
trees spiralling rather vaguely about the slopes to
the summits, yet with the whole scene in perfect pro- .
portion and in perfect pattern, you will think of a
Diirer drawing. Which will be an excellent thought,
for it will put you in the right frame of mind to appre-
ciate the two grey-black towers of the church of Jak
which are standing suddenly, superbly striking,
perhaps ten kilometres still distant, on the horizon.

About the church of Jék there are many impres-
sive notes, but the dominant is that struck by its
twin towers. Everything combines to help them
impress. You have emerged from dark, tree-
shadowed road into Diirer country; and Diirer
country has the effect of conjuring up visions of
eternity. When you see those towers for the first
time, before you have set eyes on the body of the
church, you have strongly the impression that they
are going on for ever and ever, within the limits of
this world. Grey-black, standing high above trees
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and scenery and hills environing them, the towers
of Jak assert themselves to be made of stone, which
has such a blessed sense of permanence.

I greatly like those towers and the impression
they make of continuity. All the time in Hungary
one has felt the notion of tradition. Here, in a pair
of very lovely stone towers, is the symbolization of
that notion. In them, the mysticism, the inborn
sadness, the reserved strength of the nation stand
out stark and compellingly alert.

The first time one sees those towers, one has a
feeling of inevitableness. The atmosphere of the
village, lying at the foot of the short steep hill on
which stands the church, strengthens such a feeling.
At the beginning of the village, to the right of the
road, there is a shrine: rough white plaster over
unevenly laid bricks; an up-slanting roof; on the
inner walls a fresco, not so withered that it is
impossible to marvel at its wonderful naiveté;
within, a flower-burdened statue of Our Lady. The
dust on the road is thick as sand on the seashore,
and as your car navigates the village street it throws
up great clouds of this dust on to the shimmering
white walls and heavily thatched roofs of the houses.
The sun is peculiar: perfectly round and compact,
and not very shiny, but colossally strong. The sky
blue as overripe cornflowers . . . Inevitableness?
Yes! Eastern? Yes! . . . Yet when the road winds
round the side of the short and steep hill, out of the
sun and dust, and the car stops outside a rather
battered Renaissance gate in the brick wall sur-
rounding the churchyard, the East has faded out,
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and you are left with an atmosphere which is purely
Hungarian.

Although Jidk was started to build in 1150, its
history can be taken back the better part of two
hundred years to the time in which the gigantic
religious movement of Cluny began. Iimagine that
this movement, originating in a French monastery,
did as much as any movement since Christ has done
to pull the world together and set it on its feet again.
King and Saint Stephen of Hungary was born of
the time of Cluny; and Jék, built only after the
death of Stephen, is yet a product of that great man’s
efforts. In order to grasp the full significance, thus
the fullest beauty, of Jak, we must glance for a
moment at what were Stephen’s efforts. We know
that this first, and probably greatest, King of
Hungary was born at a time when the influence of
Cluny was at its height; that influence could be
taken to account for his becoming a Catholic. But |
what is not so generally realized is that Stephen,
besides being a good man, was a great statesman, a
profound observer. I do not think that it is too
much to say that this first King of Hungary foresaw,
broadly speaking, the twentieth century menace of
Bolshevism. It is quite certain that he realized the
inevitable danger to Hungary, and thus to the rest
of Europe, of the Tartars and the Turks who, in
turn, actually did attack, occupy, but never con-
quer, his country. Stephen was a pious man and a
statesman : his alliance with Pope Sylvester of Rome
was exactly what might have been expected of him.
By this alliance, Stephen brought his nation to
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Catholicism; in addition, he brought the resources
of the Catholic religion to Hungary. Pope Sylvester
was pleased with Stephen: among other privileges
he granted him that which still belongs to the King
of Hungary, the right of nominating his own
bishops. Stephen made bishops and divided the
spiritual authority over his kingdom among them.
Throughout the land he built churches and fort-
resses, which should consolidate the new religion
and the notion of the danger from the East in the
hearts of the people. He was successful. The
Hungarians embraced the Catholic faith with the
same passionate zeal which they had hitherto
devoted to paganism, and in time it came to them
to feel that it was their duty to protect not only them-
selves but the rest of Europe as well against the
dangers from the East. From the time of Stephen
to the present, Hungary has suffered so many
invasions and such widely distributed destruction
from Mongol, Tartar, Turk and Trianon, that to-day,
journeying through the length and breadth of this
war-mangled kingdom, it is rarely indeed that one
finds a building of an earlier age than Maria
Theresan. It is partly its uniqueness, partly its
tradition, partly its associations with Stephen, a
blending of all three qualities that causes the village
church of Jdk to be an object so outstandingly
striking.

As well, of course, there is the fact to be taken
into consideration that the church is extremely
lovely.

People (other than Hungarians) whose opinion
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I respect, have told me that Jak is the finest piece
of Romanesque architecture in Central Europe.
Whether or no this is so I cannot say, for I have not
seen every specimen of such architecture in Central
Europe; moreover, I am not unduly clever about
architecture. My own feeling is, that as a piece of
architecture pure and simple, Jak is splendid but
imperfect. You can walk right round the church,
and everywhere you will find evidences of restora-
tion. And, when you have finished your tour, two
things will have impressed themselves on your
mind: the first is the beauty of the form, the second
that there is life in every line of the church. The
marvel of the beauty of the church’s form, which is
not large, lies in the fact that it is in complete pro-
portion and sympathy with the fagade, which is dis-
tinctly dominating. For sheer richness of design,
I do not think that I have seen anything superior to
this facade, either in Germany or England. The
exquisitely wrought stone arches, rising up from
stone pillars arranged in groups of six, frame very
deeply the finely carved oak doors, above which is
a remarkably good piece of stone carving represent-
ing the three persons of God. Above the arches
again are the apostles arranged on either side of
Christ. As in almost all Hungarian carvings, the
bodies of the figures are supremely well done; but
the faces, equally typically, are naive in the extreme.
Lastly, on either side of the arches framing the door-
way, there rise up from the ground, so superbly
slender as to be incapable of destroying the small
body of the church, the twin, dark, stone towers
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which, at a distance of ten kilometres, caused you to
thrill unexpectedly. At close quarters, it is not easy
to look upwards at these towers: the sky is so
brilliantly blue that, even if the sun be not in your
eyes, the dazzle is painful. But if you stand some
distance off you can see the towers at an angle. As
often as not you will notice a giant stork standing
quite motionless on each pinnacle.

Before going inside the church, it is worth while
to visit the small, round chapel which stands, hidden
by trees, at a little distance from the main doors. In
this chapel, there is not a great deal which is beauti-
ful, but on three panels of the ceiling there are paint-
ings which tell in crude and vivid language the
reason for Jak’s having survived the period of the
Turkish occupation of Western Hungary. Two of
these panels are relics of the time when the church
was used by the Turks as a mosque. The third was
over-painted after the expulsion of the invaders, and
shows God sending out from Heaven the most
frightful flames of lightning with which the Christian
Magyars are driving the Infidel horde from their
country.

From an architectural point of view, the interior
of the church is imperfect. The Turks used this place
as a mosque, but, as in the case of the Coronation
Church at Budapest, they took no care of it and
allowed it to decay to such an extent that in parts
restoration had to be drastic indeed in order that
complete collapse might be averted. Thus most of
the pillars and carvings to the right of the nave were
renewed or built-up in the eighteenth century,
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though in the dim light of the interior there is no
apparent difference in the texture of the stone or in
the quality of the carving. Still, if the pillars and
the figuring to the left of the nave be carefully
examined, they will be found to possess that hall-
mark of great age which is only to be described as
hallowedness. People with whom I have visited
Jék have remarked that the restored part of the nave
was all wrong; that the men who did the work were
not possessed of the spirit of the original time which
conceived it. With these people I do not entirely
agree. Technically, for self-confessedly I am not
expert in this matter, they are probably quite right;
but Jak, I always feel, is so much more than a mere
piece of show architecture. Jak is one of the few
remaining outward symbols of the inner spirit of
the Hungarian nation—and I do not think that that
inner spirit was so greatly different in the eighteenth
century from what it was in the twelfth, or from what
it is to-day in the twentieth.

On the inside walls of the church, to right and
left of the doors, and behind the high altar, you can
see the remains of the frescoes which originally
adorned the whole of the interior. In most lights
these remains can be seen as nothing more than
faded, pinkish patches of colour; but occasionally,
if there is a particularly brilliant sun shining through
the rather dark windows, one is enabled to pick out
odd lines, bits and pieces of figures. I was pleased
when I discovered one day that these almost com-
pletely withered frescoes had at one time been vivid
scenes of Saint George hunting and killing the
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dragon. The notion of Saint George and the dragon
is very Hungarian—you cannot drive far in the
country without coming across a village bearing that
saint’s name. It may be obvious, it is certainly
good, to think of the Hungarian nation in its
struggles against, first the Tartar, later the Turk, and
finally the Bolshevist menace as a Central European
Saint George fighting against an Eastern dragon of
exceeding (and, in the case of Bolshevism, generally
uncomprehended) dreadfulness.

I feel ashamed and I feel glad to have written
about Jik in the way I have. I feel that I have
not done justice to its singular architectural beauty;
yet I wonder who could do justice to something so
lovely as this church. But, even while ashamed, I
am glad! For in Jak there is so much of the essen-
tial Hungary; and if I have managed to give some
slightest notion of the essence of that essential Hun-
gary, then I feel that this chapter is of value to those
who will see J4k at the outset of their seeing Hun-
gary for the first time.



CHAPTER VII
TWO FRONTIER TOWNS

& your train was drawing near to Szombathely,
you may have noticed from the window on the
left a range of tallish hills rising up, blue-grey, from
the sweep of plain-country in which corn was grow-
ing. Those were the hills of K6szeg, which take their
name from the small town lying in the centre of
the valley that they form at a point where Hungary
and Austria meet. Either by train or by car, Készeg
is easy to reach. Driving, the town is an hour and a
half north-west of Szombathely by a road which
traverses lovely and changing country. For some
kilometres the way lies through cornlands, but soon
great sweeps of this crop give way to smaller hold--
ings of mixed growth. As the countryside begins to
undulate, small peasant vineyards, beautifully regu-
lar in their cultivation, line the road. It is typical
border country, with here a few flat fields of corn,
there a series of irregular hillocks giving promise
of the fine woodlands of Burgenland. As the undu-
lations grow more pronounced, rising in places
to steep hills, pine trees become numerous and
thick, and a view unfolds on either side of the
road.

The approach to Koszeg is not unlike that to
Graz or Salzburg, if you come to these places by
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road from the east. There is the same upward curve
of the road, the same feeling of anticipation as you
see the town clustered below you. The environs
of Graz and Salzburg are more magnificent than
the neighbourhood of Ké&szeg, but the country sur-
rounding this Hungarian frontier town is more
lovable than that which girdles the capitals of
Styria and Salzburg. Itis one of the most attractive
of Hungary’s qualities that one is able to feel at
home with the scenery. Which is not to say that
the country through which one passes is too facile
—it is anything but that! But for all its diversity—
and it has reminded me of such dissimilar places as
India, New Zealand, and Scotland—there is about
it something familiar, which comes to you from off
a hilltop or out of a valley and says: “We know each
other.”

So, when you are at the peak of the hill on the
further side of which is Készeg, you agree: “Yes, we
know each other.”

Koszeg will always be famous in Hungarian his-
tory as the place which, in the sixteenth century,
was responsible for an exhibition of heroism that
not only saved Vienna from the possibly fatal effects
of a siege at the hands of the all-conquering Turks,
but which raised as well in the eyes of the Hun-
garian nation the reputation of the people. In the
early years of the sixteenth century the condition
of Hungary was not good. Under King Louis II
the Magyar nobles had acquired so much power
that civil war must have broken out in the kingdom
had not the Turkish invasion concentrated attention
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to a certain extent on outside affairs. The actual
cause of this invasion was undoubtedly the over-
bearing conduct of the nobles. For when Solyman
the Magnificent, who had succeeded Selim as Sultan
of Turkey, sent an ambassador to King Louis to
seek a prolongation of the peace between the two
countries, the nobles who received the ambassador
refused even to listen to what he had to say, but
seized the wretched man and threw him into prison.
There, by way of amusement, they cut off his nose
and ears before returning him to his master.
Solyman, furious, determined on an immediate
invasion of Hungary. He gathered together an
army of 300,000 men, with 300 cannon, and started
out to avenge an insult as savage as it was uncalled
for. The kingdom of Hungary, torn by internal
strife, fell easily. Fortress after fortress was taken,
till, finally, on August 29, 1526, the battle of Mohécs,
probably the most fateful in the nation’s history,
was fought, resulting in an overwhelmingly Turkish
victory. After this battle, it was a matter of but
twelve days before Budapest was in the hands of
the Infidels. )

In 1529, Solyman made his next move, an unsuc-
cessful attack on Vienna. Three years later he made
his second advance against that city. The progress
of the Turkish Army was rapid indeed until its
arrival at the Austrian frontier, by which time six-
teen fortresses and fortified towns had fallen before
the invaders. Solyman was certain that Koszeg
would prove an easy seventeenth victim. He was
wrong.
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To the commander of Koszeg, Michael Jurisics,
Solyman sent a demand for surrender. The strength
of the garrison was not great—twenty-eight hussars
and ten cuirassiers in all—but the demand of
Solyman was refused, and the small force swore
to die before surrendering the fortress. Jurisics took
immediate steps to strengthen the fortifications,
purchasing with his own money gunpowder and
provisions. On August 10 the siege was begun, and
in a very short time the superior guns and mines
of the Turks had blown a hole sixteen feet wide
in the main wall of the citadel. Of the seven hun-
dred defenders whom Jurisics had hastily recruited,
three hundred and fifty were soon lying dead.
Solyman, who had moments of mercy, then with-
drew and sent a demand for surrender, which
demand was promptly refused. On the twenty-
fourth of August the Sultan sent to the commander
of the garrison a fresh envoy, who was told to return
to his master and say that, so long as he lived,
Jurisics would not give up his fortress. By this
time the garrison had but one hundredweight of
gunpowder left, and the renewed assault which fol-
lowed the rejection of the Sultan’s terms accounted
not only for much of this powder but for the lives
of half the remaining defenders as well. Jurisics
was severely wounded in the second onslaught, and
the Turks were able to force a way into the town.
Now the citizens played their part, attacking the
invaders with such ferocity that for a while they
were driven outside the town walls. But this
triumph could not last. The commander was

G
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wounded, the ammunition exhausted, the garrison
reduced to a handful, and the food supplies gone.
Jurisics saw the futility of further resistance, and,
in order to save the remaining inhabitants from
death, he allowed the Turkish flag to be hoisted over
the town. The Sultan, seeing the flag, thought that
he had taken Ko6szeg, and retired from under the
walls on August 31.

Solyman never reached Vienna. He had a great
chance when he got so far as Koszeg in 1532; but
the glorious resistance of that town ruined his plans.
Close on four weeks, during which priceless time the
troops at Vienna had been enormously reinforced,
and tremendous quantities of ammunition, men, and
food supplies had been lost in the siege of Koszeg.
The Turkish Army was so weakened that it would
have been useless to approach Vienna. By its
resistance to overwhelming odds, Koszeg set
the seal on Hungary’s right to call herself the
Bulwark of the West against the Surge of the
East.

To-day, anyone walking through the town would
find difficulty in conjuring up an image of a tiny
garrison and a handful of citizens delaying the vast
horde of the Turkish Army. The fortress is more
remarkable now as a well-preserved collection of
beautifully mellowed bricks than as a citadel stand-
ing between an invading force and its desired goal.
The moat, into which the bodies of Magyars and

"Turks tumbled from the walls of the fortress in
those other days, is thickly overgrown with birch
trees, whose fragile swaying branches droop in
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places over the rust-red bricks. In the High Street,
opposite the church of the Benedictines, sole memo-
rial of the siege, is a house, in one wall of which is a
carefully preserved hole where a Turkish cannon-
bullet landed.

With the exception of that bullet-wound in the
wall of a house, the atmosphere of K&szeg is extra-
ordinarily peaceful. Bruges, the most soothing town
in Belgium, has the same effect on one. In Koszeg,
there is no canal such as slides through Bruges, nor
is there a magnificent art collection, but in the
Benedictine and Franciscan churches you can see
paintings, statuary, and superbly worked church
robes which are amazingly lovely. The fortress and
the churches I have mentioned are all in the High
Street, where stands as well the Town House, a fine
specimen of Louis XVI architecture. The town
gates at the end of this street have an amusing little
history attached to them. In the middle of the last
century the wife of the town commandant, whose
house was situated next to the gates, complained
that she was unable to see from her salon window
the people who came to and went from the town.
The gates, a lovely pair of things, were removed
from the line of vision in consequence of the good
lady’s disability.

There is a street running parallel to the one of
which I have just written that is as lovely as any-
thing T have ever seen. In this street are some very
good examples of the arched and carved wooden
doorways, leading on to carriage drives, that are
becoming increasingly rare in Hungary. You are
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strolling along this street, admiring the design of the
doors, when you come quite suddenly to a driveway
whose doors are thrown back. The drive stretches
away before you, steeply walled on either side by
bricks washed white and glistening in the sun. Only
an extremely narrow strip of deep blue sky can be
seen overhead, and what little of this blue there is
does not clash with the rich scarlet cannae growing
on three sides of the cobbled courtyard at the end
of the drive. On the fourth side of the square is a
house—the home of some fairly unimportant mem-
ber of the official class. In front of the door of this
house two or three of the prettiest small children in
the whole of Hungary are playing. Why the chil-
dren of Ko6szeg should be so lovely as they are I
do not know. I can only say that their eyes, hair,
skin, lips, and teeth have a fineness of texture and
colouring that one sees nowhere else in the country.

Sopron, the second border town to be visited, is
sixty kilometres north of Szombathely by road or
rail. Contrary to what one would expect, owing to
its proximity to the Austrian capital, Sopron has
always been decidedly Magyar in character. I do
not propose to discuss in this chapter the ethics of
the handing over to Austria after the last war of
a portion of Hungary, her ally; my statement con-
cerning the national sentiments of the inhabitants
of Sopron will be justified when I point out that
that town—the only one on the revised borderline
between the two countries which was given the
chance—voted solidly, when a plebiscite was taken,
for remaining Hungarian.
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Architecturally, Sopron is pleasing. The narrow
streets of the old town, and the closely packed,
sloping buildings which increase that narrowness,
have an air of antiquity about them. This is not
to be wondered at, for the town dates, as a Hun-
garian possession, from the twelfth century; and
long before that a Roman colony, Scarabantia,
flourished there. Moreover, the Turks, who ruined
so much that was lovely in Hungary, never
touched Sopron; for which relief one is very grate-
ful. The most attractive thing in Sopron is the
Frans Josef Square, where, among others, is the still
beautiful house of King Matthias Corvinus. This
residence of the Magnificent Corvin, originally a fine
piece of Renaissance work, but restored in the time
and in the style of Maria Theresa, typifies the Hun-
garians’ method of restoration. They will not be
faithful to a period, but must go on adding bits and
scraps until the original beauty of a building is suc-
cessfully hidden, if not destroyed. In the Frans
Josef Square there is variety of architecture. To
the right of Matthias’ house are a number of lovely
Louzis seize buildings, while the church in the centre
of the square is good Gothic. The building, though,
which I like best is the inn, a low, whitewashed
affair of arched windows, with a broad, sloping roof
of weathered tiles. This fine example of the archi-
tecture of the country must be visited, for it
is stocked with some exceedingly good white
wines.

The town of Sopron is charming, but the two
features for which it should be noteworthy—features
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unknown, strangely enough, to many Hungarians
living in the district—are to be found a few kilo-
metres north of it. The first of these is the stone
quarry of Sopron, the second the Grotto of Mithras.
Both of these places are approached by the same
badly formed track which diverges from the excel-
lent main road some ten kilometres after it has left
the town. As the car bumps its way over the rising
track on the final stage of the journey, one has an
extraordinary sense of having come to the end of
the world. The horizon is immediately in front, and
the crops growing in the chalky, parched earth to
right and left give the impression of things that have
died but not completely withered away. At the top
of the hill the car turns right, then again half-right,
and descends a smooth, fairly broad roadway into
the depths of the quarry. After winding downwards
for a hundred and fifty feet this roadway ends in a
superb natural square, having a sheer fall of a hun-
dred feet to the left to the deepest part of the quarry.
Straight ahead of where the car has stopped, a series
of finely proportioned caves open off from the
square, while to the right is a wide sweep of level
ground.

In the eighteenth century the quarry was much
used by Viennese builders, but I doubt if any of
them ever conceived an interior to compare, in line,
proportion and strength, with the series of rooms
which the workmen, in the ordinary course of their
labours, shaped from this great limestone pit.
Look, for example, at this room. It is tall, not very
deep or broad, but in exact proportion. Into it there
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is no doorway at which liveried footmen would
stand and bow; simply, you take a step and are
away from the other caves, where shafts of sunlight
turn white walls and columns to gold, in a room
where any tremendous happening from the birth of
our Lord to His burial had been appropriate. On
the walls of this room is a soft, cool, green tapestry :
moss. I never thought to ask whence came the stone
to build the palace at Szombathely, but I imagine
it was from Sopron. Which would be a good
thing indeed, for the palace has great beauty,
which at rare moments is akin to that of the
quarry.

Half-way between the quarry and the Grotto of
Mithras, a distance of one and a half kilometres
from either point, one sees that broad stretch of
water, Lake Fert6. I have been told that there is
excellent duck-shooting to be had in the shallow,
reed-stocked waters of the lake, but I believe that
this inland sea is dead, devoid at least of any life
other than a variety of the serpent which helped
kill the Mithraic bull. Anyone passing the lake on
a hot and rather breathless and very typical Hun-
garian summer day should stop the car for a few
moments. Only a very short while will be required
to convince the watcher that it is unnecessary to go
to the Hungarian Lowland in order to see mirages.
After gazing at the motionless, grey-blue surface of
Fert6 for a few moments, a nebulous heat-haze will
be noticed hovering over the lake, and from out of
that haze floats a very creditable imitation of the
melancholy Delibab.
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If the treaty-makers of Trianon were considerate
in nothing else, they did at least arrange the post-
War Hungaro-Austrian frontier in such a manner
as to leave Sopron’s Mithraic temple in neutral terri-
tory. There is no need for alarm when armed
guards are encountered on the Hungaran side of
the frontier: they will not demand to see the pass-
port you have left behind, if you explain to them
that you wish merely to see that fairly small, subter-
ranean cave which is hidden away in the depths of
the jungular undergrowth to the left of the road
which traverses No Man’s Land. The grottoisin a
marvellous state of repair, considering that it is fif-
teen hundred years since last it was used as a place
of worship by adherents of the cult. The most
interesting thing in this small, dimly lit place is the
bas-relief cut from that wall which faces the finely
shaped entrance. In this relief, in excellent detail,
can be seen the strangely born Life-god, Mithras, a
young man, clinging with one hand to the sacred
bull which he has been ordered by the Sun to slay,
while in the other hand is the weapon which has
inflicted the death wound. The scorpion is there,
attacking the genitals of the bull; and as well, the
serpent drinking its blood and the dog flying at the
wound in the animal’s side can be distinguished.
The Sun-god and his messenger, the raven, which
are seen in some of the Mithraic sculptures, are not
visible in this particular one. Whether these two
figures have become obliterated by time, or whether
they were never there, I am unable to say. Informa-
tion as to the history of the grotto at Sopron is hard
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indeed to acquire; but it is certain that Roman
legionaries, stationed at Scarabantia, were res-
ponsible for the introduction of the cult to
this distant province of the former Roman
Empire.



CHAPTER VIII
AN INLAND SEA AND A BENEDICTINE MARVEL

AKE BALATON, Hungary’s great inland sea,
is rather more than a hundred and fifty kilo-
metres north-east of Szombathely on one of the
main roads to Budapest. If you wish to have a par-
ticularly good first impression of the lake, you should
do as I did on my first visit there: get up at half-
past four and go by road, arriving at the attractive
town of Balatonfiired in time for breakfast some
three hours later. Between five and six in the morn-
ing in Hungary it is extraordinarily cold. A mist
rises from the ground and creeps into the bones,
causing one to fear pneumonia and to curse the local
climate. But it is worth going on for the pleasure
to be derived from eating a hot breakfast on the
shores of this gloriously beautiful stretch of water.
After traversing the county of Vas, the road lies
straight across Zala megye, perhaps the loveliest of
the twenty-five counties comprising post-War Hun-
gary, and passes through the town of Keszthely
situated at the most westerly corner of the lake. For
half an hour before arriving at Keszthely, while the
car was still skirting the foothills of the Bakony
chain, the atmosphere has been growing steadily
warmer; and, after leaving that town, on entering
106
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the lake district proper, the heat is as astounding as
it is gratifying. I have spent many days at Balaton,
and the peculiar power there of the sun has never
ceased to delight me.

From Keszthely, the road runs parallel to the
northern shore of the lake for more than half of its
total length of a hundred and four kilometres, separ-
ated from the water by a narrow strip of brilliantly
green lowland.

The scene is good. . . . To the right of the per-
fectly even road along which one is travelling, the
lake, a not very broad strip of azure-blue, velvet-
still water, stretches infinitely further eastward than
the eye can follow. Lining the southern shore for
the whole of its visible length are thick pine woods,
black rather than green from this side, beyond
which, on the horizon, are the tips of a range of hard,
purplish hills. The yellow-gold rays of the sun,
which splash the smooth surface of the water, give to
the reeds fringing the northern shore a lightness of
colouring that is usually found only in early spring
growth.

To the left of the road the dominant colours are
green and red. Every conceivable shade of green—
copper green, olive green, pale and dark jade
greens, an occasional splash of emerald—and very
nearly every sort of crop: clinging grape vines that
have been sprayed with some insect-destroying mix-
ture, broad canna leaves, turnip and beet tops, a
catch crop of oats, small squares of ripening hay-
grass, smaller beds of ripening Paprika, all grow
with tremendous energy in the dull red, volcanic



108 WHAT I SAW IN HUNGARY

soil that is drenched in the sun’s colossal heat. The
road itself, so broad and perfect with its dressing
of reddish gravel, stretches before one in a pro-
longed curve, on which a faint, smoky heat-haze
dances. The lake is a vivid reflection of the motion-
less blue sky, so vivid that it is a relief to turn one’s
eyes towards an approaching field of pale white
poppies.

After driving by the side of the lake for an hour,
one comes to the broad peninsula of Tihany, on the
highest point of which stands the Benedictine mon-
astery in which the late Emperor Karl and the
Empress Zita spent some days as political prisoners
following the disastrous failure of the second attempt
to regain the Hungarian throne. Never have I seen
anything so horribly pathetic as the two small rooms
in which the last ruling Habsburgs found their final
lodging in Hungary. The furnishings are a mixture
of baroque and Victorian, a combination of richness
and solidity depressing in the extreme. Here (if one
had been a king) it must have been easy indeed to
realize that one’s throne was a thing of the past. 1
do not know how strict was the confinement of the
Emperor and his wife, but, looking from the narrow
window of the sitting-room, over this narrowest and
most perfect strip of the lake, at the woodlands
across the water, and at the exquisite curve of the
bay between Tihany and Balatonfiired, it is not diffi-
cult to imagine that so much freedom as they were
allowed can only have produced a proportionate
longing for complete liberty to roam at will through
such lovely country.
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Balatonfiired, the largest of the numerous towns
bordering the lake, and the centre of the two import-
ant industries of viticulture and fishing, is twenty
minutes’ drive from Tihany along the shore road.
The wines of Balaton, made from the grapes which
grow so abundantly in the volcanic soil on the
northern side of the water, have only to be tasted
to be appreciated; which is more than can be said
for the fogas which are taken in large quantities
from the lake. I am quite prepared to believe that
the fogas, which is a cross between perch and pike,
would be capable of giving excellent sport on light
tackle; but I do not agree with those Hungarians
who claim this to be the finest of all fish to eat. For
one thing, there are too many bones in it, and, even
when cooked by an expert chef, the flesh is distinctly
coarse. Originally, the fishing of the lake was in
the hands of the local peasants, who sailed in boats
hollowed from tree-trunks and did their business
with nets and harpoons. Now the industry is owned
by a company which, while organizing it most effi-
ciently, has completely banished the angler.

In summer, Balatonfiired is delightful. The first
time that I went there I arrived early on a July
morning, thinking to go on to Budapest before
noon. Actually I did not continue my journey till
ten days later, by which time I had fallen completely
in love with the place. From the pier at Fiired one
can take steamer and sail right round the lake. If
you enjoy cruising through motionless blue waters,
it is worth making this trip, which is even more to
be recommended if you are thrilled, as I am, at arriv-
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ing back after a day’s sgil to a harbour where square,
whitewashed villas and avenues of broad chestnut
trees stand down to the edge of the water. But you
should be certain of your seaworthiness before
undertaking a cruise on Balaton; for strong gusts
of wind spring up very suddenly, turning the tropi-
cal calm of the water into a fiendishly good imitation
of the Channel on a bad day. As an antidote to any
unpleasantness which may arise at sea, the alkali
mineral springs and carbonic acid baths of the town
are highly efficacious. The bathing at Fiired is won-
derful. The water is warm—temperature posted
daily in the hotels—and regulations as to the amount
of body which may be exposed to the rays of the
sun are delightfully negligible. Next door to the
bathing-place is the anchorage of the Balaton Yacht
Club, the smartest sailing club in the country.

Apart from being the centre of the Balaton wine
and fishing industries, Fiired’s main raison d’étre is
its attractiveness as a holiday resort. For the week-
ends between May and September, the place is full
of people from Budapest and the other towns.
Among the Hungarians themselves the lake is
deservedly popular; but so far little or no effort
has been made to realize its enormous potentialities
as an internationally popular plage. Which is a
great pity! To-day Hungary is the poorest country
in Europe; yet here is a place capable of attracting
thousands of visitors annually, and nothing is done
to put it into commission.

It is not only in summer, indeed, that the Balaton
would attract visitors. In winter the lake freezes
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to such an extent that carriages can cross its surface
in perfect safety. On the surface of the lake there
are stretches of several miles extent admirably suited
for skating, while the warm wind which blows from
the surrounding hills makes ice-boat sailing comfort-
able as well as exciting. The Hungarians should
look to the possibilities of Lake Balaton, and do so
immediately; if they do not, they will find some
enterprising foreigner stepping in and coining the
money which is merely waiting to be made.

Fifty kilometres due north from Balatonfiired,
on the centre one of three tall peaks of the Badac-
sony range of hills, is the Benedictine Abbey of
Pannonhalma, which towers over the tiny village
of Gyorszentmarton, where St. Martin of Tours is
said to have been born. The surrounding country
is an utterly flat plain, which makes it possible for
the abbey, perched on its hill-top, to be seen from
a great distance. From twenty kilometres away the
place is superb, a huge pile of white buildings,
flanked by towers and having the air of a fortress,
which stands out against the hilly background, a
symbol of the might of Christianity, and a fine
memorial to the man—King Stephen—who estab-
lished it in Hungary. Actually, the foundations of
the abbey date back to the time of Duke Geyza,
Stephen’s father; but it was Hungary’s first King
who conceived the notion of Pannonhalma as one of
a chain of fortified monasteries which should, both
by prayer and, if necessary, force of arms, defend
Europe from the menace of the East. The first
Abbot of Pannonhalma was Astrik, Stephen’s friend



I12 WHAT 1 SAW IN HUNGARY

and envoy to Pope Sylvester, from whose hands
he received the Holy Crown of Hungary. Saint
Gellért, who was martyred in Buda, was one of the
monks of this place.

Hungary’s second royal saint, Imre, son of
Stephen, whose anniversary is celebrated every year
in Budapest with such amazing splendour, is also
identified with Pannonhalma. Once when he was
visiting the monastery, Stephen took with him his
son, then aged seven. As the procession climbed
slowly up the steep, winding roadway leading to the
monastery, the monks came forth to meet their
sovereign. The sight was a good one—the gold and
silver trappings of the horses, the arms of the body-
guard flashing in the sun, and the flags and banners
of the monks streaming behind them as they
advanced downhill to give welcome. While on the
hilltop, dominating the scene, stood the church, then
by far the grandest of the buildings. Imre, irritated
by the slowness with which the two cavalcades
approached one another, left his father’s side and
ran towards the monks. Following him, Stephen
saw that he kissed some of the monks only once,
others of them two or three times, while one Bene-
dictine, Maurice, he kissed seven times. Anxious to
discover the reason for these preferences, Stephen
questioned his son, who told him that he had been
instructed by God to give so many kisses to each of
the monks as they bore signs of piety and devotion !
To-day, the magnificently hedged drive which
winds round the side of the hill to the broad
carriage square of the monastery is called Szent
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Imre Ut, in honour of Hungary’s most romantic
saint.

The abbey church is a good, but much restored,
piece of Romanesque architecture. The main part
of it was built in the thirteenth century, but portions
of the crypt are even older. The crypt contains the
throne and the cloak of King Stephen, and miracul-
ous cures are said to have been worked on people
who have sat on the throne. The sacristy, an
eighteenth-century addition, magnificently panelled
with gold and wood carvings, contains chalices and
vestments that are wellnigh priceless.

As it now stands, the monastery is a modern
building, having been almost completely rebuilt in
the early nineteenth century. By far the finest
apartment in the place is the refectory, which is
rococo. The floor and the simple furnishings of this
long and broad room are of oak, and the walls and
ceiling are decorated with stucco-work and frescoes.
The painting which T liked best was a scene from
the life of Saint Benedict in which we are shown the
Saint removing from his wine glass a number of
fiery serpents. The story is that Benedict, at that
time a very young Abbot, had made himself unpopu-
lar owing to the rigour of his rule of life. On this
account, his monks conspired to murder him by
placing poison in his wine. Benedict, warned by
God of his danger, picks up the glass containing the
deadly drink and turns the poison into serpents,
which, without being fanged, he removes. The look
of consternation on the faces of the conspirators, as
the holy Abbot points out their folly, is superb, and

H
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leads one to imagine that whoever it was—I could
not discover his name—who made the paintings
must have had an appreciation both of wine and of
its possible effects on the drinker.

Should anyone visiting Pannonhalma be fortun-
ate enough to secure an invitation to inspect the
200,000 litres of wine stored in the monastic caves,
he ought certainly to accept. The bursar, who con-
ducts one on such a tour, is a most charming man
who might well have emerged for the occasion from
some not too expurgated pages of Rabelais. When
the tour is over, the visitor may be inclined to agree
that there are serpents in all wine, but while he is
actually moving from one huge barrel to another,
being offered a sip from each, he will be quite certain
that heaven is not up in the sky, as formerly he had
imagined, but that rather it is in the depths of a
Hungarian wine cave, where drops of cool moisture
stand out on the walls, and where the sands of time
are spread over the cool stone floor.

The library at Pannonhalma is a magnificently
proportioned Empire room, around the walls of
which are arranged the 200,000 volumes that go to
make this the finest private collection in Hungary.
Various smaller rooms opening off from it contain
collections of coins, porcelain, and weapons. Among
the porcelain are some exquisite pieces of Herend.
But the library, like the church, the refectory and
even the wine caves, is only one of the individual
units that go to make up the whole great notion of
perfecting for which Pannonhalma—or for that-
matter any Benedictine monastery throughout the
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world—stands. From the windows of this library,
there is a view which does more than all the books
in it to stress the notion of this perfecting aim. From
these windows, one sees the flat country stretching
in all directions from the foot of the hill on which
stands the monastery. On all sides this country is
in a high state of cultivation, very different from the
bog-infested waste that it was when a handful of
Benedictine monks first received the charter to it
from King Stephen. Effort went into the draining
of that bogland, and effort unimaginable was needed
to haul each separate stone which went to build the
cool church we now admire up the steep slope of St.
Imre’s Hill.  Effort and effort and effort, for the
draining of swamps, the civilizing of a people, the
constructing of towns and villages, for the continu-
ance of effort.

King Stephen wes a wise man, who realized very
well that effort, and continued effort, would be
needed if Hungary were to attain to and keep her
allotted place as a Christian nation at the end of
Europe. Pannonhalma is a memorial both to the
wisdom of the King and the greatness of the men in
whom he placed his trust.

From Pannonhalma to Gyor is a short journey,
the only reason for making which that I know of is
that Gyor, the second largest, and quite the least
attractive, town in Hungary, is the junction either
by road or by rail for Budapest. Before the War,
this town, on account of its large railway shops, was
one of the wealthiest in Hungary. Then came the
Bolshevism, during which it was a Red centre; and
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later still the Roumanians, an even greater trial to
Hungary than the Bolsheviks, stole much of its
vitally needed plant and machinery. To-day, Gyor
—and in this respect it is fortunately unique in
Hungary—nhas the air of a dog that has been unfairly
and unmercifully beaten and has not yet made up
its mind whether to trust men again. This is a pity,
for the place has a not inglorious history. Arpad
fought there, and there also Nicholas Pélffy gained
a great Hungarian victory over the Turks. Napoleon
twice fought at Gyor and for a time it was occupied
by the French. But, unkind though it be to say so,
my most pleasa