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EDITOR  
     2011 will mark the 10th anniversary of publication of the New Hungarian Voice, and            

I thought it would be nice to do things a little differently next year.  So, instead of our usual four 

issues per annum, we will produce four special editions ï that will hopefully be keepsakes for 

our loyal readers, and perhaps inspiration to anyone interested in our communityôs service. 

     To maximise content, next yearôs editions of the NHV will be free from advertising.  On our 

website, however, we will feature special ads for our loyal advertisers, free of charge ï our way 

of saying ñthank you for your support!ò  And our faithful subscribers wonôt be forgotten either! 

     The first 2011 special edition will be a ñbest ofò retrospective of our favourite pieces from 

the past decade. 

     Our second issue will be an essential Hungarian cookbook, which will feature easy to follow 

recipes of the most popular classics, with modern ingredient variations for the health conscious 

among us ï and we will be sure to include at least one vegetarian dish! 

     Issue three will be a specially written and illustrated Hungarian folk-tale.  This full-length 

ñnew old-schoolò story is especially for the children of immigrants ï and although it will be 

Hungarian through and through, it will speak to people of all cultural backgrounds.   

     And finally, the fourth edition will be a Hungarian volunteerôs omnibus ï a reassuring look 

at just what is possible if you arenôt afraid of a little hard work. 

 

Why did you come up with the New Hungarian Voice? 

     I was the vice-president of the Hungarian Cultural Society of Greater Vancouver back in 

2001, and I also worked on their publication, the Tárogató.  Following a particularly unruly     

annual general meeting, a number of members wished to have their opinions and concerns   

published in the Tárogató.  However, the editor refused to even entertain the idea of such an 

open forum, despite pleas from some of the oldest and most senior members of the society. 

     The policy of the powers-that-were was to sweep any dissent under the carpet, and ignore 

any form of criticism.  I printed a four page brochure, which I called The New Hungarian Voice, 

in English and Hungarian, explaining the situation and offering constructive criticism; and 

mailed it to each member of the Hungarian Cultural Society of Greater Vancouver. 

     I found that a great many people finally felt included in the community, not only because 

something new was offered to them, but because it was also in English ï the first language of 

the majority of British Columbian people of Hungarian descent.  

      

Why bother? 

     I think that the overall Hungarian immigrant community lacks cohesion, and very little, other 

than folk culture and right-wing political rhetoric has been offered to the descendants of the 

immigrants. I felt that it was very important to provide at least a small sampling of Hungarian 

culture and history, in English, in the hopes that it would spark further interest. Hungarian    

material in the English language was not very accessible ten years ago (it was definitely not part 

of the immigrant plan), in North America at least - it was the Hungarian language or nothing. 

     Over the years, I have constantly been reminded of how many children of immigrants know 

very little about their culture (although most seem to show interest) through no fault of their 

own ï and of how many non-Hungarians are seriously fascinated by our heritage.  

 

Youôve been criticized for giving the local Hungarian Hall a hard time ï  

why do you do that? 

     They are called the Hungarian Cultural Society of Greater Vancouver.  Originally, they were 
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known as the Hungarian Social Club, and if they had kept that name, there wouldnôt have been a peep out of me.  As a government 

supported cultural organization they are required to stand by their constitution and support Hungarian cultural endeavours and     

actively promote our culture to all Canadians ï so itôs the inequity that annoys me.  Itôs a 1950s pseudo-Hungarian clique which 

styles itself as the representatives of the Hungarians of Vancouver.   

     Some people mistakenly believe that over the years I have been trying to change the minds of those curmudgeons ï I am fully 

aware that that would be impossible.  The intention of my criticism has been to voice the feelings of a great many people ï not     

simply my own, as well as to document this embarrassing cultural aberration.    

 

How much work is involved? 

     The NHV editorial committee members contribute articles for each issue.  A single article alone can be a great deal of work ï 

inspiration doesnôt always come easily, and we all do our best to hone our pieces to fit into our very finite space with the maximum 

of content.  I design and lay out the publication, as well as edit every article, which takes about 40 hours per issue.  We get some help 

with local distribution, but Lorraine Weideman and I go back and forth to the printer, staple, collate, shop for office supplies, bundle, 

package, and go to the post office.  I personally answer thousands of NHV related emails each year, and answer hundreds of pieces 

of snail mail.  Lorraine does everything on our website. 

 

Who pays  for it? 

     All of us are volunteers and we receive no payment whatsoever for our work.  We receive donations from our subscribers and 

fees from our advertisers, which cover our printing and mailing expenses.    

 

Whatôs Mazsola all about? 

     Mazsola represents all that is new and hopeful.  Her ñownersò are Bal§zs and Fruzsina ï who are strictly old-school.  I love old-

school, but there are aspects of it that we donôt need anymore.  Racism and xenophobia are not welcome in Canada, and the younger 

generations are not particularly interested in communist vs. fascist feuds.  Cultural susceptibility to alcoholism and insensitivity to 

the needs of young people should be seriously addressed.  Of course there are so many wonderful immigrants who do not have these 

problematic traits, however, an alarmingly large number of their descendants suffer from their debilitating affects. 

 

Would you consider the NHV to be a success? 

     Absolutely.  The mission of the New Hungarian Voice has been to provide a spark to interest English speaking people about  

Hungarian culture and history.  There is no other publication like it here in North America, and it has filled a void.  I am constantly 

told by people from all sorts of national and ethnic backgrounds that the NHV has opened their eyes, and has excited them about 

Hungary.  I am certain too, that our work will inspire others to do the same. 

     But like any proper Hungarian, I laugh with one eye and cry from the other - a secondary motive for my producing the New   

Hungarian Voice has been to reassure the old curmudgeons that those of us born outside of Hungary can provide a useful service to 

the ñHungarian cause.ò  The board of directors at the Hungarian Hall who threatened us with lawsuits for criticising them, and who 

banned the NHV from their premises; and the immigrants who send us racist hate-mail for writing objectively about Gypsies and for 

not denouncing communism enough - they, unfortunately will never see the NHV as useful. From a deeper, psychological            

perspective, I suppose I hoped to impress them with my efforts, and just as that failed with my own 1956er parents, it was bound to 

be repeated in macrocosm. 

Whatôs next? 

     Hungarians, like all other peoples, move forward and improve themselves through trial and adversity.  Some struggle, and some 

leap ahead quickly, however, it will always be the minority that shapes what is to come.  I am not worried about the future ï there 

will always be a new Hungarian voice. 
P.Cz. 
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      The year 2011 is quite a big one in terms of its anniversa-

ries.  The New Hungarian Voice will celebrate its 10th birthday, 

and some commemorations are in the planning for that.  The 

Good Lord willing I shall also see a significant birthday, and it 

will be the 30th anniversary of my first having set foot on    

Hungarian soil - not to mention the 5th anniversary of the first 

published scribbling of mine in NHV. 

     I was not a child when I first     

visited Hungary, but I was in the final 

flush of youth.  However, I am not as 

old as one Canadian gentleman once 

implied - in 2006 I arranged my     

annual vacation to coincide with the 

splendid programme of events in  

Vancouver, arranged to commemorate 

the 1956 Uprising.  I was very kindly 

awarded the World Federation of Hun-

garian Veteransô 1956 Commemora-

tive Medal (for my involvement with 

its Vancouver Chapter), with which I 

adorned myself for the event arranged 

at the downtown Vancouver Public 

Library. I still had it on when I left  

the building, and as I seem to do,   

attracted the attention of a mildly  

deranged gentleman who engaged me in conversation.            

He asked about the medal which I had by then begun to clutch 

for fear of losing.  I explained about the 1956 Uprising and our 

commemorations, and he then enquired if I had taken part in the 

revolution! 

     I was in fact 20 years of age when I first visited Hungary, 

just in case you were wondering.         

I was then a student at Edinburgh  

University, and my best friend and I 

decided we would go inter-railing in 

Europe for a month.  We each decided 

which places we particularly wished to 

see, compared them, and worked out a 

route which included all those on our 

joint list, as well as the practical    

locations on our individual lists.  My 

priority was to venture behind what 

was then the Iron Curtain, not because 

I had communist tendencies and 

wished to demonstrate international 

solidarity with the workersô states - 

quite the contrary - but because           

I wanted to see things for myself. 

     At the time Romania was seen as a 

renegade member of the Warsaw Pact 

and as such received favourable cover-

age in the Western news media.  

Ceauĸescu was feted in the West and 

even invited to stay at Buckingham 

Palace.  Hungary, on the other hand, 

was barely on the radar in terms of British public perception 

and really an unknown quantity.  While I obviously knew    

Hungary existed, and a bit about its history and geography, my 

knowledge was pretty slender.  Romania was by far the most 

fascinating country and the one I was most keen to visit.  The 

language seemed a bit more accessible too.  

     Before the final preparations were completed, I chickened 

out of chickening out and was that the best chickening ever!      

I was required to obtain a passport.  In those days a passport 

was a passport, black with a stiff card cover and not a bar code 

in sight.  I also required visas.  The Romanian was far prettier 

than the Hungarian.  It looked like a proper visa, much more so 

than the blurry purple stamp which constituted my open sesame 

to Hungary. 

     I acquired a large blue rucksack and 

a hardbound Edinburgh University 

notebook, which would serve as a  

diary to record the adventures that 

were in store.  I still have the book 

stuffed full of receipts, maps, leaflets, 

tickets and all the stuff one tends to 

collect while abroad. 

     After Paris, Marseilles, Nice, 

Monaco, Rome, Florence, Venice, 

Athens and Belgrade, we ended up in 

Bucharest.  On the way there, the   

people we met on the train were quite 

friendly, although more so before we 

crossed the border from Yugoslavia.  

One chap could speak English, and 

when I enquired of him if there were 

any good dishes he would recommend in Romania (meaning 

what was good to eat, of course), he advised me that a packet of 

Kent cigarettes would find most Romanian women quite      

accommodating.  When a couple found that I was studying law, 

they tried to interest me in marrying their daughter.  Such was 

my introduction to communism.  While mildly humorous look-

ing back on it, what followed was  

anything but. 

     I was going to write that Bucharest 

was a vision of hell but it was only a 

glimpse.  It was bad enough to see 

some sort of a militia walking about 

with Kalashnikov rifles slung over 

their shoulders, but to have an        

extended bayonet on the ends was 

quite shocking - then to see some poor 

soul being struck with what looked 

like a cosh by one of those militia, 

within minutes of arriving, was down-

right frightening.  What was later dis-

covered about what had been going on 

in that country made my own little 

glimpse pale into insignificance, but 

surprised me less than many others.  I 

am sure we were followed, and not 

being able to find anywhere to stay, 

and no one at any agency purporting to 

be there to assist in such matters seem-

ing remotely interested in helping us, 

we decided to take the overnight train 

out.  That train was for Budapest. 

     I feel I should pause briefly to make something clear - my 

recollections of Romania were not very pleasant, but that is a 

reflection of the regime then in place and not of the average 

Romanian.  The ordinary people we encountered were very 

Continued on page 18... 
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      July 2010: Itôs near midnight in the Transylvanian valley of 

Gyimes.  Iôm hauling a fifty pound suitcase and an equal load of 

anticipation across an engorged stream which, with recent 

flooding, has swelled to four times its regular size.  Itôs now a 

churning, angry river.  Itôs dark, and the bridge is washed out.  

In anticipation of our arrival the local people have replaced the 

bridge with a log - there is no handrail and itôs a very good 

thing they serve our customary two pálinkas on the other side 

of the riveré  

     How did I get here?  Well, the short story is:  I fell in love.   

I fell in love with a country, its culture and its people.  The best 

story is: I fell in love with a man who changed my life through 

dance.  This is how we arrived in Gyimes, to spend our honey-

moon dancing in the mountains.  

     Our trip started in Budapest and took us into the Délalföld 

region of Magyarország.  We spent one week in the town of 

Kiskunhalas with our extended Canadian dance family (the 

Csárdás dancers from Edmonton) and were hosted by our    

generous friends of the Halas Tánc Együttes. Our Halasi friends 

saw us off to Gyimes at 3:00am after the World Cup final, too 

many pálinkas and those lingering good-byes Hungarians are 

known for.  Our bus, (in reality, a 15 passenger van) when 

loaded with twelve dancers and all their gear, felt more like an 

Austin mini. We trundled off down the road and into the night. 

     Romania sulked beyond the border in an off-putting mixture 

of heat and pollution.  We were inauspiciously detained at the 

border for close to three hours, a result of our Romanian border 

guard having handed over our bus driverôs papers to the     

eighteen-wheeler in the gate next to us, who drove off to     

who-knows-where. Our side-trip to the police station gave       

us ample time to nap.  When we were finally cleared to leave 

the border town, our delay put us into Gyimes much later than 

we had anticipated. 

     Gyimes is among the most remote regions of Transylvania.  

It is an ethnically Hungarian region inside the borders of      

Romania and which belonged to Hungary before the Treaty of 

Trianon transformed it into borderlands. Even today, the      

contrast between Romania and ethnically Hungarian Transylva-

nia is evident everywhere.  The Gyimesi homes, gates, gardens 

and people have a distinctly Hungarian look and the people of 

Gyimes speak with a deliciously accented Hungarian dialect. 

     Our original accommodation in Gyimes was ravaged by  

A FIELD REPORT FROM  

GYIMES  

by Mackenzie Kulcsár 

ñAn alpine meadow on the way to the 

kaliba at the top of the mountain.ò 

Mackenzie and 
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excessive rain and flooding prior to our arrival so we were relo-

cated to a new temporary home for our stay in the valley in  

Gyimesközéplok. Across that narrow log bridge was our     

sanctuary ï our csŤr, a barn-like structure where we danced and 

ate on the first floor and slept above.  We fell asleep to the 

rhythms of the intimate kettŖs and the jaunty hésza. 

     Our focus in Gyimes was to experience the complicated  

dynamics of the folk dance, music and culture of the region.  

Our instructor and friend Ignác Kádár along with Ferenc Sárá 

(Budapest born, but relocated to Gyimesközéplok) guided us 

through daily rehearsals and nightly táncház sessions.  Every 

minute was filled with the almost primitive sounds of the music 

of Gyimes provided by the Zerkula band, average aged 19, and 

so named for the famous gypsy primás, János Zerkula and his 

wife, Regina Fik· who made Gyimesô music famous before 

their deaths.  The zing of strings, the slap of the ¿tŖgardon and 

the emphatic stomping of the ropogtatás are the essence of  

Gyimes. 

     The band accompanied us on several day excursions also.  

One morning, under the guidance of Feri Sárá, our group 

tromped out to the edge of the village to hike the mountain for 

lunch and an afternoon with the family who lived and worked at 

the top. After a gruelling but beautiful hike in the high humidity 

of the day (during which the band carried their instruments in 

on their backs) we arrived at a kaliba ï a seasonal mountain 

home ï in the middle of an alpine meadow. The family of    

subsistence farmers who lived here fed us royally on home-

made cheese, bread, butter, puliszka, field mushrooms, fresh 

milk, source water, strong coffee and home-made liquor.  We 

appreciated our simple meal and in particular the people who 

provided it with love in their hearts to strangers from far away, 

but who were, for an afternoon anyway, Gyimesi in our hearts. 

     The barn was the scene of our afternoon táncház.              

We danced bare-footed and dirty, sunburned and happy in the 

10 x 10 square littered with hay and watched placidly by        

the horses who occasionally stuck their heads in to check on our 

group and the locals who trickled in, lured by the music         

and dance.  Our trek back down was lengthened by a brutal rain 

storm that launched itself at the mountain and left us soaked 

through, covered in mud and each person scrambling to       

convince the one person with a weather-proof coat to carry all 

of our cameras! 

     Our experience of Gyimes would not have been the same 

without the people of Gyimesközéplok and our true          

friends from Edmonton.  The Gyimesiek also became our 

friends.  They fed us simple and amazing food (and lots of it), 

they housed us and let us monopolize the one shower and the 

sauna at Feri S§r§ôs house (for most of us, the only shower we 

had all week!)  They laughed with us, even cried with us and 

patiently answered all our questions about their lives. One 

woman invited us to her home simply because we had shown 

her the kindness of talking to her casually in a local bar.      

Children of the village asked us to dance, and led us to the 

grave of Zerkula and Regina. The neighbours of our csŤr even 

added a handrail to our washed out log bridge for us.  

     Our honeymoon in Transylvania was unforgettable, and my 

husband and I will always remember the feelings we shared in 

Gyimes for our friends from Canada and our new friends in the 

valley.  Zerkulaôs music reminds us every time we hear it play 

and especially when we dance the kettŖs. 

ñThe bridge (with improvised 

handrail) to cross to our csur.ò  
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