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EDITOR  
     Throughout my childhood I brought home my fair share of unimpressive report cards, and I 

suppose I got into as much trouble as the next kid, and with each offence I was threatened with 

being ñsent back home to Hungaryò as possible punishment.  In hindsight, I wish my parents 

had followed through. 

     But my perspective was very much different back then ï being born in Vancouver, my only 

picture of Hungary was emblazoned in my imagination by my mother and father ï a picture that 

was very clear in my mindôs eye.  Hungary was a perpetually black and white, gloomy prison, 

peopled by brutal secret policemen, whose sole purpose in life was to drag people out of bed in 

the middle of the night to beat them senseless in the streets.  My mother made it clear to me that 

a simple stroll down the main boulevard would require stepping over smouldering corpses of 

Soviet tank crews lined-up on the sidewalk, competing with local merchantôs window displays.  

I was taught that children were beaten once or twice before breakfast in that country, and politi-

cians, once fallen out of favour, ended their careers dangling from makeshift gallows ï a fate 

that also awaited anyone who chose to be even the slightest bit outspoken. 

     Later, I devoured any Hungarian-related literature written in English ï a small amount of it 

trickled through my hands thanks to some of the immigrants who considerately wished to edu-

cate the younger generations.  That material mostly consisted of lists of Hungarians who won 

the Nobel Prize, and it seemed like nothing good happened in Hungary between 1945 and 1989 

ï no great artists, scientists, writers, etc. ï unless they defected to the West, of course.  My eth-

nic Hungarian elders, now with rare commodities like oranges filling their fruit bowls, looked 

on the brethren they left behind as yokels, deprived of our Western treasures like jeans (farmer 

nadrág) and Rare Earth albums. 

     These myths still exist today.  The relationship between the people of Hungary and the immi-

grant communities was devastated by the ignorance and misinformation perpetuated by our 

need to toe the Western - capitalist line, and we still have a lot of unlearning to do.  I still endure 

a constant barrage of immigrantsô well intentioned attempts at convincing me how to think 

about Hungaryôs current political situation, and I have been informed on many occasions that 

Hungarians now in official positions are most likely the children of communists, and cannot be 

trusted. 

     Thankfully, despite the rhetoric, my interest in Hungarian culture has flourished, and for 

years now I have been dealing with Hungarians of all types and ages ï even ones who have 

lived through the years of communism.  And although I donôt like to generalize when it comes 

to such a large group of people, I can say quite confidently that I have encountered only friend-

liness and encouragement from a people that my elders rarely gave credit to.  Young people in 

Hungary seem to be progressive and open minded ï these ñchildren of communistsò seem as 

well-rounded as any others ï and I have yet to see the very obvious self-esteem issues in them 

that torment so many of the offspring of immigrant Hungarians.  The older people I have dealt 

with are equally encouraging ï yes, even people who lived and worked through the years of 

communism. 

     I think that what I have un-learned over the years is perhaps just as, if not more valuable, 

than what I have been taught ï if Hungary was ever a perpetually black and white, gloomy 

prison, peopled by brutal secret policemen, it was the fault of a small minority.  That small   

minority, however, makes up a small percentage of Hungarians (or any other people), no matter 

where they might settle.  The people of Hungary today are the same as those who have lived 

there for the last thousand years, and you will find that they will embrace you lovingly, as long 

as you have an open mind.  See page 13. 
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      Sitting on a bus recently, heading to an NHV meeting, I was surprised to find myself beside a young couple talking                 

authoritatively about Hungary.  I regret that I didnôt hear every word of the conversation, but I do remember thinking that some of 

the things that were being spouted as gospel were less than accurate.  One thing that does stand out in my mind is the young woman 

asking confusedly, ñWhy would the Hungarians have left after the Revolution?ò  I donôt remember the reply, but I suspect that  

whatever it was, it would have made for great fiction.  Clearly, these young folks didnôt know that the Revolution wasnôt a raving 

success and that many Hungarians left the country rather than continuing to submit to oppressive rule. 

     That conversation got me thinking about the other silly things Iôve heard over the years about Hungarians.  I remember watching 

one of Robert Kleinôs comedy routines years ago (he just happens to have a Hungarian background).  He was talking about how 

Hungarians have ñthe diet of the average puma,ò i.e. ñMeat! Meat! Meat!ò  Okay, I suppose they do eat a fair bit of meat, but what 

about the classic Hungarian dish lecsó ï not a speck of protein in there (optional additions of scrambled eggs or kolbász               

notwithstanding). Or how about káposztás tészta or krumplis tészta or my all-time favourite túros palacsinta?  At least one of my 

cousins back in Hungary is a vegetarian, for Heavenôs sake! 

     Then, of course, thereôs that scene in My Fair Lady where, after having suffered through weeks of Professor Higginsôs elocution 

lessons, Eliza Doolittle was mistaken at the ball for a Hungarian.  Why a Hungarian?  True, Hungarians do tend to have very clean 

articulation when they speak English, but you could say that for people of many ethnicities.  I think sometimes that the obscurity of 

Hungarian, or just the funny-sounding name itself, lends itself to such misguided abuses. 

     When I was in elementary school, I played on a girlsô soccer team, as did one of my classmates.  Our parents would take turns 

driving us to games and to practices.  One day as we sat in the car, Mrs. Wilson asked me, ñWhat are you, Yugoslavian?ò  I said, 

ñNo, Hungarian.ò  She said, ñClose enough.ò  Um, yeah, geographically, I guess.  And yes, Yugoslavia used to be part of the Austro-

Hungarian empire way back when.  But they are, in fact, people of different cultures speaking different languages, so what exactly 

does ñclose enoughò mean?  How many Canadians do you know who liked to be referred to as Americans because thatôs ñclose 

enough?ò 

     I wondered what other misconceptions I could find.  Before long, I had amassed a motley mix of all kinds of erroneous beliefs, 

some comical and some more academic.  I even came across one webpage that listed a number of fallacies, like Hungarians eat only 

gulyás, salami, hot peppers, and tomatoes.  I was chatting with a fellow at the gym last night, and in his opinion, Hungary has the 

best food in Europe, and everyone else just copies their food.  Never mind vanilla slices, he said, try the Hungarian pastries!  Perhaps 

being half Hungarian, heôs somewhat biased, but the point is that there is much greater variety in Hungarian cuisine than gulyás    

and salami. 

     Another silly assumption is that Hungarians all still ride horseback, the rebuttal being that if they do, they are police officers,  

racers, enthusiasts or village peasants (and not the general populace!).  That ranks right up there with the old American belief that all 

Hungarians were Gypsies or even Mongols.  Apparently, such erroneous notions about Hungary are much less prevalent than they 

were early in the 20th century, due to the high profile of the Hungarian Revolution and consequent profusion of information about 

the country.  But still, only the more educated classes in America have a more realistic idea of the character of Hungary.  A 1992 

article I came across noted that a few years previously, another author had been dismayed to find misconceptions and falsehoods 

about Hungary in American textbooks at all levels. 

     Some hold the false notion that Hungarians are not open to foreign ideas and customs.  Certainly you might encounter resistance 

or the famous Hungarian sense of superiority, but the fact is that Hungary would not have survived if it had not accepted foreign  

nationalities within her borders.  This website of fallacies points to the culture of thermal baths as a Turkish tradition that Hungarians 

YOU THOUGHT WE DID WHAT?  

Continued on page 22... 

SILLY THINGS IõVE HEARD ABOUT HUNGARIANS 
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     I have known Susanna B²r· for at least 25 years.  She has been my teacher, friend, and mentor.  In all these years, Sueôs commit-

ment to promoting Hungarian culture has never faltered, and her work is always highly professional, complete with grace and     

modesty.  The New Hungarian Voice is proud to support those who contribute to the promotion of Hungarian culture, and Susanna 

Bíró is an important and respected ambassador of our culture. 

     Sue has studied dozens of Hungarian folk dance dialects from well-respected instructors from Hungary and has attended over 50 

formal teaching workshops, both nationally and internationally.  In 1985, Sue became the Artistic Director of the Csárdás Hungarian 

Dance Ensemble of Edmonton, and since then has directed performances and created over 30 choreographies, including large-scale 

productions and festivals within Canada.  These have all taken place in high profile venues and involved collaboration with the likes 

of symphony orchestras and large-scale multicultural festivals.  Sue has always striven to present Hungarian culture on the broader 

community stage. 

     In addition, Sue has directed performances for the Csárdás ensemble at the annual Western Canadian Hungarian Folk Festival 

from 1985 to the present.  In 1980, 1987, 1998, and 2005, Edmonton hosted this festival; Sue served as artistic director for the last 

three events, organizing weekend workshop events and multiple performances for 200-300 participants.  Early on, she recognized the 

enormous value of encouraging dance groups to perform to live music; since 1994, she has supported Edmontonôs Cifra Ensemble in 

its collaborations with dancers, and the WCHFF in its ongoing commitment to live music at its festivals. 

     The Csárdás ensemble has been invited to perform internationally and represent Edmonton and Alberta at festivals in Europe on 

the following occasions: 1979, 1981, and 1985 Anyanyelvi Konferencia Cultural Festivals, and 1989, 1993, and 1999  Minden Mag-

yarok International Folk Festivals in Hungary. Performances in Budapest, Békéscsaba, Sárospatak, Gyomarendrõd, Gyula, Erdõbé-

nye, and other communities in Hungary and Slovakia took place on these occasions.  Sue has also provided lecture-demonstration 

programs and workshops in Hungarian folk dance/folk culture for a variety of schools in the Edmonton area, including Edmonton 

Academy, Vimy Ridge, Talmud Torah, Victoria School, Garneau School, J. Percy Page School, and St. Josephat School. 

     A talented and experienced writer, Sue is credited for bringing in tens of thousands of dollars in grants to facilitate travel,        

concerts, special projects and more.  In 2005, she was invited to sit on the board of the Canada-Hungary Educational Foundation.  

This group is a registered educational charity set up to ñécreate awareness of Canadaôs role in accepting more than 38,000        

Hungarian refugees in 1956-57 and highlighting the contributions those refugees eventually made to Canadian life.ò 

     If these activities have not kept Sue busy enough, she is also a huge supporter of the arts in general, specifically of dance and  

music. Outside of Hungarian folk work, she has served on arts peer juries for several funding bodies including the Alberta         

Foundation for the Arts and the Edmonton Arts Council, where she served as the Board Representative for Amateur/Community Arts 

Groups on the inaugural board and for two successive terms. She has served on the Board of the Edmonton Folk Arts Council in 

various capacities for a number of terms as well.  Most recently, Sue was asked to travel to India with Usha Dance Entourage, an 

Edmonton professional dance company, to stage-manage a dance and music production tour. 

     Without question, Sue Bíró is an important member of our community, clearly in her contribution to the Hungarian community 

and the promotion of Hungarian culture, but also as a kind and well-respected individual.  Sue Bíró, in our opinion, stands out as one 

of the most exemplary Hungarian-Canadians in this country.  

     It is with great excitement that the NHV welcomes Sue to the editorial committee. Stay tuned for her upcoming contributions! 

An important and respected ambassador 

of  Hungarian culture joins the NHV team  

SUE BÍRÓ  

     It would be hard to overstate Sue's contribution to Hungarian culture in Western Canada.  Under her leadership, 

the Csárdás group has been at the conceptual and artistic vanguard for as long as I have known them.  It was largely 

on account of her efforts and advocacy that Csárdás became the first Western Canadian group to feature live musical 

accompanimenté  Jim Cockell, Founder & Primás, Cifra Folk Music Ensemble, Edmonton, AB 

 

 There are very few people like Sue who have the knowledge, dedication, and drive to keep the Hungarian tradition 

aliveé  Tünde Vári, Csárdás Dance Ensemble Alumna, Edmonton, AB 

 

 Sue is an icon.  One cannot think of Hungarian folk dancing in Western Canada for half a minute without Bíró 

Zsuzsika entering one's mindé  Kamill Apt, Active Member of the Hungarian Community, Victoria, BC  

by Andrea Szilágyi 
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VANCOUVERçS DISAPPEARING HUNGARIAN RESTAURANTS 
      Vancouver is missing something: a Hungarian restaurant.  Now that Sz§szôs, Bandiôs, and The Budapest Restaurant and 

Pastry Shop are fading memories, whatôs a poor Canadian to do if they want some dependable paprikás, pörkölt or gulyás 

for dinner?  Certainly there are some Vancouver establishments, such as Accents, Ukranian Village and Transylvanian  

Flavour to name a few, that dish up ñeastern Europeanò fare like chicken paprikash and goulash, but they lack the devotion 

to pull off the singular wonderfulness that is Hungarian cuisine.  Is there no one in town serving meat-laden wooden plates, 

orgasmic roasted ducks, or a decent liver dumpling soup?  Sadly, I think not.  Iôd like to pay some tribute to the departed 

eateries, now sorely being missed, that we used to be able to turn to when we wanted to satisfy a craving for robust,     

properly spiced, uncomplicated and mouth-watering Hungarian food.  

     First on the list of lost but not forgotten Hungarian restaurants, is Sz§szôs.  The iconic and cherished 13th and Granville 

restaurant/delicatessen was opened in 1966 by the Sz§sz family after 4 years of operating Zaroôs at Hornby and Robson.  

Peter, one of three sons, became synonymous with the restaurant that bore his name and was recognized in 2005, after 35 

years of culinary service, by the BC Restaurant Hall of Fame in the Pioneer Category.  Mr. Szász joins a distinguished list 

of groundbreaking British Columbia restaurateurs with renowned members like Nat Bailey (White Spot), Frank Baker (The 

Attic), Mario Corsi (Park Royal Hotel and Corsi Trattoria) and Joe Troll (Trollôs Restaurant).  Sz§szôs was a Granville 

mainstay, serving meticulously prepared and delicious meals to appreciative locals and tourists for decades.  The Sz§szôs 

were also related to celebrity sisters Eva and Zsa Zsa Gabor who were seen enjoying a meal there from time to time.      

Incidentally, it was at Sz§szôs that Agn®s and I celebrated our first meal in a restaurant as a married couple: of course we 

shared a heaping fatányéros (mixed grill for two served on a wooden platter). 

     Bandiôs is another missing landmark Vancouver Hungarian restaurant.  Located at 1427 Howe in a converted yellow 

Victorian character-house (circa 1905) with a fireplace, the legendary eatery, helmed by the proficient Bandi Rinkhy, 

served honest, traditional Hungarian specialties like carefully prepared crispy roast duck, pan-fried trout, pork tenderloin, 

sour cherry soup, Tokai wine braised cabbage, bogracs gulyás (little iron pots of goulash) and galuska, for meals that 

would last hours ï long before slow-cooking was a movement, Bandi advocated slow-eating.  This was another successful 

and unadulterated Hungarian eatery that seemed to be as consistent as BC rain: always in the back of our minds,            

unpretentious and ready to envelope us completely with its power.  And again Bandiôs absence, like Sz§szôs, after decades 

of unforgettable meals, leaves a hole in the foundation of Hungarian cuisine here in the city. 

     The Budapest Restaurant and Pastry Shop, located at 16th and Main was physically small, consisting of only 6 or 7  

tables, but it was a giant on flavour and worthy of its advanced bookings and common line-ups.  The original owner, 

known simply as G®za, was an eccentric proprietor, manufacturing the caf®ôs artsy lamps and whimsical wall sculptures 

himself and offering a menu of Hungarian fare with such low prices that he had to keep 

raising them during the first months of operation. The Budapestôs mixed grill was        

phenomenal and insanely cheap at $24.95, it easily fed 3 people: two kinds of schnitzel, 

cabbage rolls, sausages, Egri Bikavér braised apples and red cabbage, pickles and 

a generous mountain of pan-fried potatoes and nokedli (dumplings).  There 

would sometimes be a liver dumpling soup on offer that was complex, 

hearty, and delicious.  Desserts were also a specialty at The Budapest, 

with faithfully recreated Dobos torta (chocolate cream layer cake with 

caramelized sugar wafer) Gundel palacsinta (Hungarian crepe filled 

with walnut, jam, brandy and hot chocolate sauce ï ouch!) 

and sky-high krémes (custard, whipped cream and meille 

feuille pastry) luring patrons from the display case.  After 

changing owners a few times, Milos, one of the original 

chefs, ended up purchasing and revitalizing it and making it 

a popular destination again for a short period of time.  

But regrettably, The Budapest Restaurant closed its 

welcoming door, along with Sz§szôs and Bandiôs, leaving 

us wishing we could have just one more neighbourhood 

helping of Hungary. 

     If anyoneôs going to Hungaryôs capital and wants to 

learn how to cook a few classic dishes they can check 

out this institution: www.chefparade.hu (lessons 

available in English) and donôt forget to study hard, 

write down the recipes, and open a Hungarian restaurant 

when you get back to Vancouver! 

Jó Étvágyat! 

                                                       Angus MacDonald 
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     Freedomôs Fury: written and directed by The Sibs: 

Colin Keith Gray & Megan Raney Aarons, executive 

produced by Quentin Tarantino, Lucy Liu, Amy   

Sommer and Andrew G. Vajna.  Narrated by Mark 

Spitz. 

     Perhaps, as peace-loving Canadians, revenge is a 

theme we donôt often think about, we like to imagine 

ourselves as being above that harmful sentiment, and 

besides, who ever did anything to us?  But this     

privileged outlook was not born in a vacuum.  Canada 

is a relatively new country and has yet to really get 

pissed-off about anything.  We like to think weôre 

globally sensitive humanists but weôve never really 

had to swallow bitter pills and live under someone 

elseôs rule like Hungary has.  Revenge and a sense of 

destiny are not Canadian ideals; weôre far too comfort-

able to get directly involved.  

     When I first went to Budapest, in 1985, one of the 

first things I noticed was that 

Hungarian people were politically 

aware, they had to be, they were 

forced to live a life dominated by 

doctrine, implemented mostly by 

hapless self-serving villains, and 

their directives affected the popu-

lace on a daily basis.  Life was not 

easy, it never is when someone 

tells you what to think, what to do 

and how to do it.  But this com-

munal hard-done-by-ness is the 

fuel of solidarity, linking the   

oppressed together, opening eyes, 

minds and hearts, driving a shared 

vision, to action, to exact revenge. 

     ñLiberation was really a devas-

tation,ò says Karoly Nagy, Hun-

garian teacher, during one of the 

filmôs many interviews.  In 1945, 

the Soviets liberate Hungary from its own fascist   

government and the occupying German forces. In  

return for this magnanimous act the Soviets impose 

their version of freedom on weary and ravaged      

Hungary.  This marginalization, this oppression, this 

imposed way of life, are part of a collective sickness 

infecting the spirits of all Eastern European Soviet 

Bloc countries.  The stage is set for a national reclaim-

ing of the right to autonomous government.  

     Landlocked Hungary is rife with natural mineral 

springs.  In Budapest there are more swimming pools 

than shopping malls so it is no wonder that the country 

is dominant in water sports, especially water polo.  

Over the years, Hungaryôs water polo team has won 15 

Olympic, 9 World Championship, 5 FINA World 

League, 8 FINA World Cup and 21 European Champi-

onship medals, and is widely regarded as the best in 

the world.  But in 1956, the Soviets wanted to show-

case Communismôs athletic prowess in aquatic sport, 
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 ñONE TEAM.  ONE COUNTRY.  ONE CHANCE FOR REVENGEò 

Freedomôs Fury - (2006)  Directed by ñThe Sibsò  

by Angus MacDonald 

but first they wanted the Hungarians to teach them 

how to do it.  

     Freedomôs Fury is the award winning documentary 

about Hungaryôs 1956 Revolution and the Melbourne 

Olympic water polo match of the same year, between 

Hungary and the Soviet Union.  The film successfully 

contextualizes Hungaryôs political climate under    

Soviet rule, the popular peopleôs revolution and the 

subsequent aftermath in a clear and comprehensible 

manner.  The film sets the stage for one of the 

ñbloodiest game[s] in Olympic history,ò by finally 

telling the world about the fateful moment in the fall 

of ó56 when the Hungarian people chose to stand up 

against their Stalinist oppressors.  

     The story is told by the original players in a series 

of flashbacks, interviews and archival Olympic      

segments, some fifty years past the historic match.  

The documentary film follows the journey of the team 

and young water polo sensation 

Ervin Zádor as he is called up to 

the Olympic level to compete with 

his countrymen for what is      

unarguably the greatest water polo 

playing nation in history. 

     Brother and sister Colin Keith 

Gray and Megan Raney Aarons, 

or ñThe Sibsò as they are known 

in film industry circles, trium-

phantly unravel the intertwined 

stories of Hungarian nationhood, 

revolt and the heart-wrenching 

Soviet response. The legendary 

Olympic gold medal-winning 

swimmer Mark Spitz narrates the 

film, now second only to the 

bong-sucking American Michael 

Phelps.  Hollywood icons and 

producers Quentin Tarantino and 

Lucy Liu were inspired to help finance the ñgreatest 

story never toldò in Olympic history when they heard 

about the project.   Liu is interviewed for the DVDôs 

bonus ñmaking ofò feature.  

     Without giving away all of the filmôs magic, it 

should be seen to be fully appreciated, I will say that 

no other piece of filmmaking (that Iôm aware of) more 

successfully explains and analyzes the 20th century 

political situation in Hungary, or pays respect, raises 

issues and makes deep emotional connections with its 

people than this one.  Required viewing for all people 

interested in understanding the human spirit and the 

1956 Hungarian Revolution.  
 

     The website www.freedomsfury.com 

offers a wealth of information about the film, 

its production and links to various related sites. 
 

The Freedomôs Fury DVD may be purchased at: 

www.filmbaby.com/films2438 
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realistic and practical take on both his experiences and 

Hungaryôs history, which are softened with his confes-

sion that he ñwas in love with Hungary,ò along with 

his cry ñat the sight of [their] first horse-drawn cart 

trundling along the ragged roadsò in the Mecsek.    

Romantic?  Yes!  Quaint?  Yes, again!  Stereotyping?  

Maybe, sometimes, but with good intentions, such as 

lamenting on communist era cars, ñraping, pillaging 

and conqueringò Attila the Hun and Hungariansô    

attachment to christening their sons after such a     

ruthless ruler. 

     On the other hand, he might be right in seeing  

Hungarians as a breed out of this world.  Jeffreyôs ac-

curate perception comes alive with Hungarian        

culture.  He summarizes it in one moving sentence: 

ñItôs true that for all their fondness for boulevards, 

string quartets and the rest of it, Hungarians do have a 

certain something that makes them stick out on the 

continent, and it isnôt just that their tongue isnôt even a 

member of the Indo-European group.ò  This catchment  

includes Béla Bartók and Zoltán Kodály, the two   

musicologists, who contributed to Hungaryôs 20th    

century fame. Jeffrey follows up on his Hungarian folk 

music roots and enrols in a week-long bagpipe camp at 

Szenna , where we can follow him to the táncház.  The 

Trianon Treaty and its current rhetoric, the Battle of 

Moh§cs in 1526, Szigetv§rôs Ottoman history, the 

greatest Hungarian Count István Szécheny, and the 

House of Terror on Andrassy Street are also part of 

Jeffreyôs historical contextualization.  Jeffreyôs take on 

the author P®ter Esterh§zyôs conviction about ñthe 

overriding pride of the Hungarians and their eagerness 

to take offenceò rounds off his historical and cultural 

overview.  What really enamoured me in Jeffreyôs text 

is his poignant inserts of Hungarian the expressions of 

ñjaj,ò ñja, ja,ò ñh¼ ha,ò along with the indismissable 

motifs of ñpog§csa,ò ñguly§s,ò and ñduda.ò  It might 

not make sense to second and more generation      

Hungarians outside of the motherland, but perhaps it 

encourages them to check them out, along with some 

of the most difficult and most adored Hungarian 

words, such as gyöngy, csók, and vihar.  And we can 

just about hear Zsa Zsa G§borôs voice in Eszter      

addressing Jeffrey in an endearing Anglicized diminu-

tive: ñJimmyk®m.ò  

     Relatives, friends and acquaintances mingle with 

historical figures of the present and past, carried on the 

delicious smell of szalámi and gulyás to the rhythm of 

the duda and contemporary pop on the pages of the 

book.  Trust me, you will feel it as you read along.  

Wonderful black and white photographs introduce 

each new chapter, sometimes depicting Jeffrey and his 

family members, sometimes a young man with a    

bagpipe, and other times a village street scene. 

     Congrats, James Jeffrey, and welcome home!  

Helló, helló!  

N
H

V
 B

O
O

K
 R

E
V

IE
W

 IN LOVE WITH HUNGARY   
James Jeffrey. Paprika Paradise: Travels in the Land of My Almost Birth. 

Hachette Australia, 2007. $30.02 

by Ágnes Vashegyi MacDonald  

      James Jeffrey is a Hungarian-British-Australian 

journalist who is familiar to the readers of The New 

Hungarian Voice, as a contributing author.  (You can 

read two of his pieces in the NHV Fall 2003 - Volume 

II, Issue 4 - ñNo Escaping from Gastronomic Gigan-

tism,ò and the NHV Summer 2004 - Volume III, Issue 

3 - ñHello from P®csò)  Jeffreyôs 270-page Paprika 

Paradise reads like a novel based on his own memories 

and experiences with and in Hungary.  

     Jeffreyôs own life story begins in 1972: an exotic 

and young divorcee with two children, Eszter, marries 

an English mining engineer, Mr. Jeffrey, stationed in 

Pécs.  They move to England with little James already 

in the oven. Jeffreyôs humour about his parentsô     

romantic dalliance at the foot of the Istvánkakna on the 

first few pages of the book signals what is more to 

come: a hilarious yet sensitive account of a second 

generation half-Hungarian manôs take on Hungary, 

Hungarians, and being ñalmost Hungarian.ò  The story 

of Jeffreyôs parents structures the plot, as refrains of a 

song, it comes and reinforces his existence and his 

attachment to Hungary.  What provides the juice, or in 

this case, the spice to the novel, is exactly paprika, and 

all those things we know as Hungarian: ñlurid green 

Zsolnay porcelain,ò and ñopening presents onéthe 

night beforeò Christmas, etc. Jeffrey also gives us a 

brief glance about the Australian Hungarian commu-

nity where Hungarians had ñscarcity value,ò and saw 

the motherland as a ñpint-sized Hungary.ò 

     Jeffrey learned Hungarian from his mother and felt 

strangely attached to Hungary, which he always had 

known spurred by occasional visits in his childhood: 

ñheading off toward the Iron Curtain,ò a never-to-be-

missed descriptor of Soviet Bloc Hungary.  But it was 

not until Jeffrey, as a goung groom, and his wife, Bel, 

revisit Hungary as a side trip while stationed in     

Moscow as a journalist in the late 1990s, now that the 

infamous Iron Curtain has been replaced by the ever-

present ñPork Curtain.ò  That visit made it clear to 

them that they have to return, but for this time for 

much longer.  

     It is during the Gyurcsány-Orbán political battle 

when the Jeffreys, now with their two young children, 

Daisy and Leo, spend six months in Hungary, hanging 

out with relatives mostly in Pécs, and awaiting their 

now long-time divorced parentsô visits, who arrive 

separately. ñUr§nv§ros,ò ñfagyiò and ñNagyiò appear 

side by side as designators of Jeffreyôs halcyon    

childhood memories.  With each new encounter with a 

relative or friend, Jeffrey weaves the historical saga of 

Hungary into his own story, making the well-known 

facts like ñuntil 1989, this frontier was marked by 

electrified barbed wire,ò and ñcommunist Hungary, 

which like all communist countries, was distinguished 

by not actually having communismò into almost-folk 

song rhymes.  His accurate observations ensure a   



     ñYes, sir.  That is mine.  Thank you very much, and I 

promise I will work hard with it so that I may tend to my dear 

mother well.ò 

     The spirit smiled upon the woodcutter, ñYou are an 

honourable man.  As a reward, I will give you both 

the silver axe and the gold axe.ò 

     The spirit took out the other two axes from a sack 

and gave them to the woodcutter, who reached 

for them with trembling hands.  The spirit then  

disappeared, and the woodcutter started home. 

     The next day, he showed the silver axe and 

the gold axe to his fellow woodcutters and told 

them of the peculiar events he had just         

experienced. 

     One greedy woodcutter, after listening 

to the entire story, asked where this magi-

cal river is and ran straight to it. 

     ñIs this the river where I can get a 

gold axe?  Well, here is my axe,ò he said.  

And with that, he threw his tool into the 

river and began crying loudly.  Suddenly 

the water began to gurgle ï maybe the 

spirit really would appear. 

     ñWhy are you crying so bitterly?ò 

The spirit asked the greedy woodcutter. 

     ñMy axe fell into the river.  Without 

it I canôt work, and my sick mother 

and I will both starve!ò  

     Without a word, the spirit dived 

into the water, and returned 

quickly with a shiny gold axe. 

     ñIs this your axe?ò 

     The greedy woodcutter 

reached for the axe, beaming 

with pleasure, ñYes, sir, that is 

mine!ò 

     Hearing the greedy wood-

cutterôs answer, the spirit was 

suddenly seeing red. 

     ñYouôre lying!  The cheap, 

worn-out axe is yours!ò 

      Together with the greedy 

woodcutterôs axe in hand, the 

spirit disappeared and never returned. 

     That day, the greedy woodcutter lost his axe at the river, 

and now he had a reason to cry: without his axe he could not 

earn enough for another morsel to put in his mouth. 
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The Silver Axe  

HUNGARIAN FOLK TALES  

      A poor woodcutter was 

working in the forest.  

     ñItôs about time I had some 

lunch,ò he thought to himself, and he sat on a nearby 

stump to have a few bites of bread.  After his snack, he 

leaned over the river and took a long drink to satisfy 

his thirst.  Before he could catch it, his axe slid out of 

his belt and fell into the deep water. 

     ñJaj!  What should I do? I canôt swim, and this river is 

bottomless!  How am I to work without an axe?ò He 

thought about his sick mother, who was waiting for 

him at home, and this made him even more       

disheartened. He became so bitter that he 

started crying.  

     Suddenly the water began to bubble, and a 

blinding light appeared.  A water spirit rose up 

slowly from the depths, and with a friendly 

tone of voice, he spoke: 

     ñWoodcutter, why are you crying so         

bitterly?ò The downcast woodcutter told the 

spirit what had happened. 

     ñYou poor woodcutter! 

      Since you are so good to 

worry about your dear mother, 

I will find your axe for you.ò  

With that, the spirit disappeared 

into the water. 

     In no time, it appeared again, showing the 

woodcutter a shiny gold axe. 

     ñIs this your axe?ò 

     ñOh, goodness no!  Mine is a common wood-

cutterôs axe; it is not made of gold, and it does not 

have any impressive decorations,ò replied the 

woodcutter. 

     Again, the spirit dived back into 

the water, and just as the water 

started to bubble again, the 

spirit appeared again.  This 

time it held a silver axe. 

     ñIs this your axe?ò 

     The honest woodcutter 

shook his head and said, ñNo, 

sir.  Mine is not shiny silver.ò  

     The spirit dived into the  water once 

more, and in a short time returned with a shabby, jagged axe. 

     ñIs this your axe, woodcutter?ò asked the warm-hearted 

spirit. 

 

TRANSLATED BY 

ANDI SZILćGYI 

and the Gold Axe  
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     The smell of the Danube river.  Warm summer water flows roughly past us.  A converted barge: 

A38. DJ Badmarsh.  The security force, a crew of stocky clones, looking hard, one so beefed he 

looks absolutely square.  Accelerating through the gears and years. 

     The silent dead speak from a revolving door. 

     At 10:30 last night, huge explosions from the street: fireworks light the sky.  Not just a            

few limping Roman candles but a full-on display of gunpowderôs might.  Lasted 10 minutes.      

Sulphur smelling clouds drifted in the neighbourhood.  We thought it had to do with someoneôs  

favourite team advancing in the World Cup.  We found out the next day that it was just a birthday 

party.  Today is the final, France versus Italy: perhaps a human sacrifice would make a worthy    

tribute. 

     Stuffed peppers in tomato sauce for lunch.  In the morning we walked: from Szabolcska             

to Gellért, up to the Citadel, down the other side, up to the castle, down the north face, across        

the Chain Bridge to the MTA.  I was soaked.  Drank a pint of Stella and watched some kind           

of a religious procession, the cast of peasantly dressed observers sang as they marched with           

an icon. 

     In the afternoon we took a tram then rode bus #21 to Normafa Park.  We had another hike up to a 

restored multi-tiered lookout tower for the best view of the city in my opinion. 360 degrees of   

Hungary.  Along the way we saw lizards and butterflies, tourists and locals, sport hotels and TB 

clinics.  

     A tour-giver, a girl born 18 years ago, talked to her group: ñunder the Communism, vee had a red 

star maybe 2 or 3 meters big on the bridge, can you imagine?ò  This post-communist nostalgia is 

mostly only for the tourists, particularly Americans.  We saw a group of yanks looking out from the 

vantage point under the shadow of the Liberation statue on the Citadel.  One of them asked about a 

factoryôs smokestack that protruded into the skyline: ñis that a nuclear missile silo?ò  Exasperate.  

Dad wasnôt exactly sure, ñprobablyò he said.  Seen enough movies?  

     The Szenteczky family dog, Csini (Pretty), was picked up one night for running loose in 

Solym§r.  Csaba thought to himself, thatôs a relief.  Unfortunately the tears of his children motivated 

him to go in search of the generally beloved pet, ñI found her and it was very far away in the dog-

catcherôs prison.ò  It was two in the morning.  The fine was set at 10,000 HUF, ñbut I donôt have, I 

am a simple teacher of drawing at a small school.ò  Csiniôs captor asked: ñyou can draw?  Well then, 

draw for us on this wall.ò  Csaba began to draw.  In the same room a pot of krumpli was cooking 

and the rest of the workers hungrily eyed the nervously pacing animal.  Csaba told us he thought 

that if he hadnôt rescued Csini that night he would have been the main course.  He managed a few 

drawings on the wall of the filthy kennel, ñthey werenôt very goodò he said, ñbut I managed it.ò  He 

still had to pay some money on top of the artwork but Csini was released. 

     We take in the Rembrandt exhibition at the Sz®pmŤv®szeti M¼zeum (Museum of Fine Art).  

Prints of the Dutch masterôs early works line the walls. Religious and military themes dominate.  

Welcome AC is pumped in to slow timeôs desire to consume fragile art.  A jazz club occupies one of 

the coffered rooms: Serrano ham, champagne and olives create a cultured atmosphere that the upper 

class loves to be immersed in. A bookstore with Csabaôs graphic history book, his jacket picture, 

himself. 

     In the street below our window a Trabant is double-parked.  It is raining, but the sun shines on 

the medical building across from us.  A tour bus tries to mount the curb bumps separating the tram 

tracks from the street but is pushed back against the fibrecar.  There is contact and the length of the 

bus is scraped down the side.  The Trabantôs bumper guard is broken off.  The tour bus Odessa 

abruptly halts in mid-chafe.  The bus driver, his security guard and the tour guide exit the bus     

together.  The elderly man who was waiting in the double-parked DDR car scrambles over and gets 

out of the passengerôs door.  There is a waving of limbs, release of emotion, and measurement of 

damage.  The tour busôs customers wait; this wasnôt on the itinerary. 

     The Trabi is hand-lifted, by the burly operator and guard, away from the side of the bus.  The 

damage to both vehicles is reexamined.  A purse is retrieved from the Ukrainian bus, and from a 

thick envelope full of US dollars some currency is peeled.  Several greenbacks are thrust into the old 

manôs hands.  He shortly waves a bemused ñitôs enough.ò  The drama concludes.  The bus drives 

away with its fresh scar. 

     The old man looks down at his handful of money, pushes his hat up and smiles. 
 

 (The End of Budapest Chronicles II) 

BUDAPEST CHRONICLES II  
by Angus MacDonald 

P
H

O
T

O
: 

A
N

G
U

S
 M

a
c
D

O
N

A
L
D 

A literary junket through the streets of Hungaryõs Capital 

...continued from our last issue: 



NEWS  
been inhabited in the 11th to the 13th 

centuries.  Roman coins and stone carv-

ings were also found.  

 

 HUNGARIAN -AUSTRIAN  

ENVIRONMENTALIST PROTEST  

2009.III.04. 

     Several hundred Hungarian and  

Austrian environmentalists protested 

against a planned waste incinerator to 

be built in eastern Austria near the  

Hungarian border.  Representatives of 

the Hungarian border town of Szentgot-

thárd recently said they would mount a 

campaign to block the construction, 

however, authorities in the state of   

Burgenland, Austria, have already    

released a building permit.  It is planned 

to have the capacity to burn an annual 

325,000 tonnes of common waste. 

 

 PRESIDENT DENIED 

ROMANIAN LANDING PERMIT  

2009.III.13. 

     Hungaryôs president, L§szl· S·lyom, 

has visited ethnic Hungarian communi-

ties to celebrate national holidays for 

years.  President Sólyom said he will do 

it again, however Romania has tried to 

keep him out by cancelling his airplane 

landing permit.  Sólyom decided to take 

another route and took the 500 km trip 

by car to Transylvania - a region in  

Romania with a large Hungarian popu-

lation.  He met with representatives of 

the Hungarian community, and then 

returned to Budapest the same day.  

There are more than 2 million Hungari-

ans living in Romania, Slovakia and 

Serbia, in territories that were once part 

of Hungary, but were lost after the First 

World War.  

 

 ANTI -GOVERNMENT PROTESTS 

MARK NATIONAL HOLIDAY  

2009.III.15. 

     Several thousand people held anti-

government protests on Sunday, March 

15th, and police detained 35 people.  No 

violence was reported, however Hun-

garyôs current economic crises has in-

tensified anti-government sentiment in 

the country. 

HUNGARYôS ECONOMIC 

STIMULUS PACKAGE  

2009.II.18. 

     Hungaryôs government has com-

pleted putting together an economic 

stimulus package that aims to provide a 

lifeline to businesses suffering the    

effects of the global financial and     

economic crises.  As part of the two-

year package unveiled in November last 

year, 560 billion HUF is already     

available through banks. That package 

is worth a total of 1,400 billion HUF. 

     The government has also put       

together another 2,000 billion HUF that 

aims to help small and medium enter-

prises keep their orders over the next 

year and a half.  Around 1,800 billion 

HUF is aimed to support the construc-

tion sector.  

 

HUNGARY CAN ADOPT EURO 

2009.II.18. 

     Hungaryôs Prime Minister Ferenc 

Gyurcsány told foreign journalists in 

Budapest that the Euro cannot be intro-

duced in Hungary before 2012, and not 

later than 2014. 

 

 AUSTRIAN AUTHORITIES  

HAND OVER TWO SUSPECTS 

2009.II.21. 

     Sándor Raffael and Gyözö Németh 

were transported in two high-security 

vans to Veszprém police.  Romanian 

handball player, Marion Cozma was 

attacked and stabbed to death in front of 

a bar in Veszprém on February 8th.  His 

teammates, a Serbian and a Croat player 

were also seriously injured.  Two sus-

pects were caught by police in Austria, 

a third suspect gave himself up, and a 

fourth suspect was arrested. 

 

 ÁRPÁD ERA VILLAGE FOUND  

2009.III.04. 

     Archaeologists from the Budapest 

History Museum have uncovered an 

Árpád era settlement on Hajógyári   

Island north of Budapest.  The excava-

tions are still ongoing but 19 dwellings 

are already visible on the surface.  It 

appears that the settlement may have 

 HUNGARYôS PM RESIGNS 

2009.III.21. 

     Hungaryôs Prime Minister Ferenc 

Gyurcsány tendered his resignation, due 

to his governmentôs low popularity and 

the worsening financial crises.  Speak-

ing at his partyôs (MSzP) congress he 

indicated that he will officially notify 

parliament of his decision and called for 

a new meeting of his party to choose a 

candidate to head a new administration. 

Gyurcsány became the Prime Minister 

in 2004 and was re-elected in 2006. 

 

ELECTIONS NOT UNTIL 2010  

2009.III. 21. 

     MSzP members are searching for a 

prime minister. A large  number of 

Hungarians would like to hold an    

election now and not go through a    

political upheaval again in the spring of 

2010, only 11 months away 

 

 THE SEARCH FOR A NEW PM  

2009.III.28. 

     The Hungarian government has    

proposed several candidates to replace 

PM Gurcsány, whose resignation will 

take effect on the 19th of April.  The 

proposed candidates are former bank 

governor György Surányi, economist 

András Vértes and historian Ferenc 

Glatz, but all were either rejected by the 

Free Democrats or withdrew their 

names.  The newest proposal had been 

former Finance Minister Lajos Bokros, 

but he also declined the nomination.  

His name was put forward by the Free 

Democrats, whose votes the MSzP need 

for a majority in parliament. 

 

 GYURCSÁNY TO RESIGN 

AS PARTY PRESIDENT 

2009.III.28. 

     Gyurcs§nyôs resignation as PM was 

followed by his resignation as party 

president on March 28th. At an extraor-

dinary congress, planned for the near 

future, they will nominate a new party 

president.  Their newest nominee for 

Prime minister is Gordon Bajnai, who 

has been in leading positions in differ-

ent ministries since 2006. 

by Magda Sasvári 
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HUNGARIAN HUNGARIAN   

LANGUAGE LINKLANGUAGE LINK   

Certified Translation ServicesCertified Translation Services   

Personal Å Medical 
Legal Å Technical  

and Immigration Matters 
 

ESTHER VITALISESTHER VITALIS   

Certified Translator  
 

English English --  Hungarian Hungarian   

Hungarian Hungarian --  EnglishEnglish   

 

#301 - 1717 West 13th Avenue 
Vancouver, B.C.  V6J 2H2 

 

604 738604 738 --68696869   

cel: 604 789cel: 604 789 --00270027   

fax: 604 738fax: 604 738 --68056805   

  

evital@shaw.caevital@shaw.ca   

  

www.evitalis.com www.evitalis.com   

Magdolna Kabok  
Pharmacist 

MAGGIEõS 

PHARMACY  

tel: 778 371-8721 

fax: 778 371-8722 
 

2591 Commercial Drive 

Vancouver, BC Å V5N 4C1 
 

Working hours:  

Monday - Friday 8:00am - 6:00pm 

Saturday - 10:00am - 3:00pm 

Hungarian  

Crossword  

By andi szilćgyi 

Across: 1.   To wake up 

 4.   Good bye 

 5.   4th day of the week 

 6.  Entrance 

 9.  For Thanksgiving 

 10. Wine from Eger  

 11. Tomorrow 

 12  e.g. the Nyugati 

 
 

Down: 2.   1526 

 3.   A dozen 

 7.   A child 

 8.   A cold treat 

Solution on page 23é 

No peeking ôtil youõre done! 
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     Oliver Botar is a Canadian-born art 

historian, university professor and an 

expert on Hungarian artist and theorist 

L§szl· Moholy-Nagy.  Dr. Botarôs most 

recent project, which wrapped-up in  

August of 2008 at the Hungarian        

National Gallery in Budapest, was an 

exhibition which travelled from New 

York to P®cs, entitled ñTechnical       

Detours - The Early Moholy-Nagy     

Reconsidered (1916ï1923).ò 

     Botarôs parents were in their forties 

when they came to Canada in 1956.  His 

father was an engineer - one of the lucky 

ones who had a job already waiting for 

him.  His mother was well educated and 

languages were particularly important to 

her.  Gabrielle Botar not only taught her 

three sons several languages, she also 

taught many others in her community 

through the Edmonton Separate School 

system and at St. Emeric Hungarian 

School.  As a result of his motherôs    

enthusiasm for languages, her son Oliver 

is able to function in English, French, 

German and Hungarian. 

     Dr. Botar feels that ñéI was lucky 

enough to be raised speaking Hungarian, 

I feel privileged in being able to conduct 

research and write on a rich culture that 

is still little known outside Hungary,  

especially in North America. In a sense, I 

wanted to use my ability to read and 

speak Hungarian to my advantage and to 

the advantage of Hungarian culture at the 

same time.ò 

     Oliver Árpád István Botar was born in 

Toronto in 1957, and was raised in            

Edmonton.  His interest in photography 

and  architecture eventually earned him 

an exhibition at the Centennial Library in 

1975 - at that time the gallery in Edmon-

ton devoted to photography. While 

studying at the University of Alberta, he 

focused on urban geography, while    

minoring in English and philosophy. In 

1978 he travelled to Hungary with his 

mother, and it was during that trip that he 

discovered his passion for Hungarian 

avant-garde art and literature, when he 

purchased a facsimile edition of an artis-

tic publication called Ma (the Hungarian 

word for ñtodayò).  Ma was published by 

avant-garde activists in Budapest from 

1916-1919 (and then in Vienna from 

1920-1925), and was founded by painter, 

poet and writer Lajos Kassak.  It was also 

during this visit to Hungary that he was 

introduced to the work of Krisztina    

Passuth, an art historian who has pub-

lished widely on László Moholy-Nagy, 

as well as other key figures in Hungarian 

and Central European avant-garde art. 

     In 1979, he received his Bachelor of 

Arts in Urban Geography from the     

University of Alberta. That year, he went 

to Budapest on a Canadian-Hungarian 

undergraduate exchange program - a 

twist of fate in the form of an administra-

tive oversight enrolled him in Art History 

instead of his intended Urban Planning.  

During that year he made some wonder-

ful and long lasting connections, and 

returned to receive his Master of Science 

from the University of Toronto. 

     He returned to Hungary in 1984 on a 

Canadian-Hungarian graduate exchange 

program, this time with the intention of 

continuing his studies of art history.  In 

1986, while a graduate student of art  

history at the University of Toronto, he 

was contracted by the Edmonton Hungar-

ian Cultural Society to research and   

construct a pictorial exhibition of the 

Hungarian presence in Canada from 1886 

to 1986 which toured Canada and was 

exhibited at the Provincial Museum of 

Alberta in Edmonton.  In 1987, he     

received his Masters in Art History and 

in 1998 his PhD from the University of 

Toronto. 

     Since 1996 Dr. Botar has been the 

Associate Professor of 20th Century Art 

History at the University of Manitoba, 

has written numerous articles, has      

lectured extensively and organized a 

number of exhibitions across Canada, the 

United States and Hungary.  His 20th 

century Hungarian art expertise had also 

qualified him for the curatorial position 

of the Salgo Trust for Education in New 

York, whose Hungarian collection has 

been promised to the Jane Voorhees 

Zimmerli Art Museum at Rutgers      

University in New Brunswick, New   

Jersey. (Nicolas Salgo, who founded the 

Salgo Trust, entrusted it to Botar as   

curator in 1996.)  While working with 

this collection, Botar discovered a previ-

ously unknown, early Dada period paint-

ing by Moholy-Nagy on the back of the 

well-known Constructivist painting,  

Architektur I, that had been hidden for 

more than 75 years. 

     Three very interesting subjects of  

Botarôs research that have a distinctly 

Hungarian-Canadian flavour are Andor 

Weininger, a Hungarian Bauhaus artist 

who lived in Toronto in the 1950s; Tibor 

Pólya, a Hungarian artist who visited 

with the Group of Seven in Toronto in 

1925; and Gyula (Julius) Marosán,          

a painter, sculptor and graphic artist who 

settled in Toronto in 1956 and made a 

successful art career in Canada.  In 1989, 

he curated an exhibition and publication 

of Hungarian art in Toronto collection, 

including work done by Pólya in        

conjunction with the Group of Seven, in 

1993 he curated a retrospective of      

Maros§nôs Canadian-period work at the 

Ernst Museum in Budapest, and in 2001 

Botar initiated and coordinated the     

donation of 150 pieces of art to Gallery 

One One One at the School of Art in the 

University of Manitoba, from the    

Weininger Foundation of New York. 

     Currently, he is putting the finishing 

touches on a 280-page book on Andor 

Weininger and is the curator of ñA    

Bauhausler in Canada: Andor Weininger 

in the 50s,ò ï an exhibition of sketches 

and paintings by the late Andor       

Weininger that was on display in Winni-

peg at Gallery One One One in 2004 and 

that will open on May 9th, 2009, at the 

Robert McLaughlin Gallery in Oshawa. 

     Oliver Botarôs commitment to his 

work is a gift we can all enjoy, and is 

summed up in his own inspiring words: 

ñI think what is most important for those 

who share my passion for Hungarian 

culture is to emphasize that it is the best 

of Hungarian culture that is worth    

transmitting to the wider world. One 

must be selective. And of course this is 

true of all cultural transmission. I am also 

passionate about transmitting another 

little-known culture, Canadian culture, to 

the wider world. And the same rule of 

thumb applies in this case!ò 

 

Lorraine Weideman  
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