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BALLADA A SENKI FIAROL

Mint nagy kalap, borult redm a kék ég,
€s hii baratom egy akadt: a kod.
Rakott télak kozott kivert az éhség,

s haldlra faztam rét kdlyhdk el6tt.
Amerre nydltam, csak cserepek hulltak
s szdjam sz€I¢ig dradt mdr a sdr,

utam mellett a rozsdk elpusztultak

s lehelletemtd] megfakult a nydr,
csoddlom szinte mér a napvildgot,
hogy néha még rongyos véllamra siit,
én, ki megjartam mind a hat vildgot,
megdldva €s lekopve mindeniitt.

Fagyott mez6kon birkéztam a széllel,
ruhdm csupén egy fiigefalevél,

mi sem tisztabb szdmomra, mint az éjel,
mi sem sotétebb nékem, mint a dél.

A matrézkocsmédk mélyén felzokogtam,
ahogy a temetSkben nevetek,

enyém csak az, amit a sirba dobtam,

s mindent megéltem, amit szeretek.
Fehér derével ldngveres hajamra

s halantékomra mér az Gsz fekiidt,

s gy megyek, fiityiilve egymagamban,
megdldva és lekopve mindeniitt.
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BALLAD ABOUT MR. NOBODY

[ lay beneath a giant hat, the sky,

and I was left with one true friend, the fog.
At feasts my hunger would intensify,

I'd freeze to death beside a burning log.
Old roof-tiles tumbled wherever I went,
the mud-flow reached my lips, it was so high,
the roadside roses lost their heady scent,
and summer faded when [ heaved a sigh.

I marvel at the sun’s beneficence,

for warming my time-worn old derriere.
I've been to places, all six continents,

and I was blessed and spat on everywhere.

In frozen fields I take the wind to fight,

a simple fig-leaf is my only dress,

[ know nothing brighter than the night
and nothing darker than bright sunniness.
I weep in taverns over a flask of wine

and laugh at tombstones in the cemetery,
what I rejected became truly mine,

I ruined everything that’s dear to me.

I feel the autumn chill in every bone,

[ feel it on my frosted, fiery hair,

and so I wander, whistling all alone,

I, who was blessed and spat on everywhere.
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A gy6ztes ég fektette rdm a sdtrdt,

a harmattdl kék lett a homlokom

s {gy kergettem az Istent, aki hatralt,
s a jovendGt, amely az otthonom.

A hegytet6kon 6rdkig pihentem,

s megbdmultam az izzadt k6tordt,

de a domok mellett fiityiilve mentem,
s kinevettem a cifra piispokot:

s ezért csak csok és korbdcs hullott drva
testemre, mely oly egyforman fekiidt
csipkés parndk kozott és utcasdrban,
megaldva és lekopve mindeniitt.

S bér nincs hazdm, borom, se feleségem
és 1abaim kozott a szl fiityiil:

lesz még pénzem €&s biztosan remélem,
hogy egy nap nékem minden sikerdil.

S ha meguntam, hogy aranytalbol éljek,
a palotdkat megint otthagyom,
hasamért kdnkdnt jarnak mdr a férgek,
¢s valahol az Gszi avaron,

egy vén tovisbokor aljdban, melyre

csak egy rossz csillag sanda fénye siit:
maradok egyszer, Francois Villon, fekve,
megdldva és lekopve mindeniitt.

(Budapest, 1934)
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Triumphant heaven veiled me in its tent,

my forehead was turned bright blue by its waters,
and so I followed God - backwards he went —
and future, my established living quarters.

I rested on the hills for many hours,

I marvelled at the sweating quarrymen

but whistled at the tall cathedral-towers

and mocked the dressy bishop with disdain.
My body knew that kisses tasted sweet

and the whip was harsh, but didn’t care.

I slept in silks or in a stinking street,

and I was blessed and spat on everywhere.

It’s true that I've no roots, no wine, no wife,
and in my boots the winds are whispering,
but I'll have money later in my life,

one day I will succeed in everything.

But when I've had my orgies long enough

['ll leave those princely mansions once again,
the worms will queue up for my rotting stuff,
and somewhere on a dank, autumnal plain

a thorny bush will rise above my head,

an evil star will watch the whole affair,

and I shall rest, Frangois Villon, dead,

a poet, blessed and spat on everywhere.

(Budapest, 1934)
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MICHELANGELO UTOLSO IMAJA

Ul16d a fold s az égi boltra &llvan
oly ivet irsz karoddal, mint a nap.
Hetvenhat éve allok fenn az dllvany
deszkdzatan, de nem taldltalak.

Vésdm alatt porladva hullt a marvany

s 0klomben torzd, vagy balvany maradt.
Nem leltelek meg, illand szivdrvany,

ki ott ragyogtdl minden kd alatt.

Magam lettem vén k§tomb, szdz bozétban
megszaggatott, mogorva, durva, szétlan,
de lelkemben még égi fény ragyog.

Hogy tudndm testem bortonét levetni?
Uss rdm, ha tudsz még vén blindst szeretni,
Istenszobrdsz! A marvdny én vagyok.

(Firenze, 1935)
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MICHELANGELO’S LAST PRAYER

Your anvil is the earth, spanning the sky
your arm describes the orbit of the sun.
I've worked seventy-six years on the high
scaffold but could not find you, mighty one.

I shape the marble, but it goes awry
into dead idols when the work is done.
The dreamy rainbows now elude my eye
that used to see them under every stone.

Now I'm a weathered rock, it is my turn
to be ill-temperaed, tortured, taciturn,
but in my soul the rainbows brightly shine.

How can I breach my body’s prison gate?
Strike me, if you can love this reprobate:
I am the marble, Stone-carver Divine!

(Florence, 1935)
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A JUDEAI HELYTARTO
Supka Gézdanak

Cumae feldl bicegve jott az alkony,
mint kék vitorlak dlltak a hegyek

s 0k ketten iiltek lenn a sziklaparton
és bamultdk a rozsdamart eget.

S middn az est kodot kevert a kertbe,
0k csak nézték némdn a kék vizet

s togdjukat fejiikre hiztdk, melyre
fehér holdat kaszalt hat évtized.

S midén a kert, mint régi palettdknak
utolsd zoldje, vén lett és sivdr

s midon Baiae felett a pinedknak
fejét az alkony egybefogta mdr,

s midén a Cap Misenumrdl a majus
narancsszagot hozott a mirtuszokra —
igy sz6lt az egyik:

— ,,Pontius Pilatus,
emlékszel-e még a régi mdjusokra?
Ma harminc éve voltam a vendéged,
hogy helytartéja voltdl Judednak:
biborban jdrtdl, liktorok kisértek

és rdm iizentél, hogy a kertben vérjak.

Aztén lejottél €s borodat ittad

s mig homlokunkra szallt a nydr pora,
zsidok legyeztek s te e népet szidtad,
mely halni gydva, €éIni ostoba;

e rit népet, mely rohog a Cézéron,
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THE GOVERNOR OF JUDEA
For Géza Supka

Dusk limped along the Cumae corridor,
the mountains rose like blue sails in the sky,
while two men rested on the rocky shore
and marvelled at the rusted clouds on high.
Though fog descended on the flower beds,
they watched the water all the afternoon,
their togas high to shield their chilly heads
- six decades cropped them shiny as the moon.
Now, as the garden, like the final green
on ancient palettes, turned tired and pale,
and as the Baiae pines became a scene
of sombre shadows joined under a veil,
and Cape Misenum sent the scent of May
to make the early myrtles smell divine,
one of them started:

“Pontius Pilate, pray,
can you recall that May in Palestine?
[ was your guest some thirty years ago,
you ruled Judea, purpled potentate,
guarded by lictors ex officio.
Your garden was the place. I had to wait,
then you arrived. Delightful wine was poured.
Hot dust hung in the air, the sun stood high,
your servants fanned us. You mocked them, my lord:
‘Jews are too dumb to live, afraid to die;
they laugh at Caesar, don’t follow the rules,

13
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€s nem tiir semmi béklyot, semmi jarmot,
de a keresztfan is vitatkozik,

e népet, mely semmit sem tud a széprdl,
mely ma eldjul egy korbdcsiitéstdl,

s egy kettdspontért holnap halni kész.

Aludni mentél. S én még aznap éjjel

az utcdkon bolyongtam szerteszgt,
mocskos ldnyok kozt, kik vad szenvedéllyel
hivtak magukhoz, mig szennyes, sotét
sikatorokban, szemét kozt, a sarban

kivert gyermekek, rokkant nagyapdk
hevertek, akik szemiik olajaban

hordoztdk népiik roppant banatét.

Egy kis lebujba tértem, hol a mécses
bizonytalan vildgot szdtt a kétes

falakra és egy meztelen lednyra,

ki ott tdncolt a rojtos szényegen.
Uszdlynak lengett mogotte az dmbra-

illat s fejét unottan dobta hatra,

mint hogyha hiiznd nagy, voros haja,

s nedves szemét, mint hogyha csékra vdrna,
félig lezdrta s a lasst, pardzna

tdncot oly dlmos, barbdr kéjjel jarta,

hogy szebbnek ttint nekem, mint Kleopétra
s azontdl minden nap megnéztem Gt.

Es hangja, amely durva volt és édes,
megrészegitett, mig a kormos mécses
mellett iiltem a néptémeg kozott,

€s mar nem kellett kérlelnem hidba,

Gydrgy Faludy
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they don’t accept the yoke, don’t do their duty.
They argue even on the cross, the fools,

a race without the slightest sense of beauty,
they pass out at the first touch of a lash,

yet shed their blood for one dot or a dash.’

You went to bed. I walked throughout the night
along dark back-streets, narrow alleyways,
bumped into filthy females who'd invite

me passionately to some squalid place,

while in the mud, behind a rubbish heap
abandoned children, men crippled or blind,
lay in their rags. Their eyes were dark and deep,
showing the boundless sorrow of their kind.

I found a tavern where a fitful flame

revealed a dirty wall. A naked girl

was dancing on a rug. Behind her came

a train of sweet ambergris in a whirl.

She tossed her head, rekindling every curl

of her fiery hair. Her misty eyes

promised a kiss, a sensuous surprise.

Her dance was lustful, she could hypnotize,
her rug became the road to Paradise.

This bronzed barbarian meant more to me
than Cleopatra meant to Antony.

I watched her by that fitful candlelight,

her voice, so coarse yet sweet as Persian roses,
intoxicated me with pure delight

as [ sat in that cluster of hooknoses.

One mild Judean night she changed her mind

15
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mig egy napon, kifestve, meztelen,
a langyos judeai éjszakaban

az Olajfék hegyére ment velem.
Még ott iiltiink a cédrusok tovében,
mid6n a dombok kozt kikelt a nap,
¢s ekkor néztem elGszor a szemébe,

mely hosszi volt, mint egy datolyamag.

Ezentil 6t kisértem €jrdl éjre
Jeruzsalem sotét kocsmain dt,

ahol a vdros fiatalja s véne

zenesz6 mellett itta rossz borat:
aranyifjak, zsebmetszdk, zsoldosok
kozott téncolt vords, megoldozott
hajdval, mig olajos, barna testét
kopasz frastuddk pihegve lesték,

s mellbimbdjat, min voroslott a festék —

mig egy napon nyom nélkiil elveszett.
Szolgdim hdrom honapig keresték

és én még nagyon sokdig €s titokban
a kocsmdkban toltottem minden estét
s nyomdt kutattam a sikdtorokban,
hirhedt hazakban, bortonben, gorog
keriténdk és leprdsok kozott,

de nem taldltam meg voros hajat.

S aztdn, egy év utdn hallottam réla,
és azt mesélték: egy ifjd zsiddval
14ttdk nemrégiben Cezdredban,

egy megszallott, bolyongd ldzaddval,
ki hdzrol hdzra jart tobbedmagdval

37 Poems

and took me to the Mount of Olives. She
came bare, still made-up, ambergris behind,
until we reached an ancient cedar tree.

We sat there when the sun woke up the skies,
when hilltops hailed the sunlight with a song
and then at last I looked into her eyes,

a pair of date-stones, luminous and long.

[ trailed her from then on, night after night,
in dingy taverns of the area

where juveniles and old men would unite

to drink some cheap wine from Samaria.

She sold her flaming hair, brown oily skin

to playboys, pickpockets and sailor-men.
Bald fatties eyed her nipples, ill at ease,
heavily panting pious Pharisees

adored her lustful, carnal witcheries.

One day she vanished. Where was she? Blank faces.
My slaves were trailing her for weeks and weeks,
I tried to find her in illicit places,

with crooks and thieves, disreputable Greeks,
procurers, lepers, whores of many races,

[ spent much time in secret, meeting thugs,

[ went to jails, I tasted dreadful drugs

but couldn’t find the red-haired prostitute.

A year went by when [ was told the news:

she joined a Jew of dubious repute,

a weird, obsessed, unsettled orator,

a mutinous adviser to the Jews

who went with his disciples door to door

16
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és prédikalt,

s kit dgy hivtak: Jézus, a Nazarénus,
s akit az Olajfdk hegyén, a kertek
mentén elfogtak és keresztre vertek.
Mivel hirmondé sem maradt utdna:
felelj, Pildtus, emlékszel redja?”

Pilatus, az emlékek kozt keresve

kezét hallgatva tette homlokdra.

Aztdn igy szolt:

—,,Jézus, mondod? Jézus, a Nazarénus?
Nem emlékszem redja.”

(Budapest, 1935)
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and spread the word.

The man was called Jesus the Nazarene.
He was soon arrested, he was tried

and, as [ heard it, he was crucified.

But, as we know, old memories grow dim,
so let me ask, do you remember him?”

Pilate was searching through his memories
hand on his forehead, silent and serene.
Then he spoke:

“Jesus, you mean? Jesus the Nazarene?

I don’t remember him.”

(Budapest, 1935)

18
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ANGOL OLVASOM

Itt Torontéban sokan mondtdk, hogy huligdnok
raboljak ki az embert parkban, utcdn €és téren,

de nem figyeltem. Aztdn, tavaszi délutdnon
nejlonszatyromban hissal, sajttal, tejjel, kenyérrel

mentem haza utcdnkon. Fiatal, magas néger

egyenest nekem rohant, csomagomat elvette,
és dtfogott erGsen. Azt gondoltam, megkésel.
Lihegett a futdstdl. En reszkettem mellette.

Megfojt alléhelyzetben ez az dtkozott barbar?
Felnéztem a magasba. Mosoly jart széles ajkdn.
Még €lvezte. Kidltsak: most 6l meg ez a ronda?

De az utca iires volt. Nincsen, ki megsegit.
0 meg csak egyre jobban szorongatott, s ezt mondta:
»Engedje, hadd 6leljem. Imddom verseit.”

(Toronto, 1989)
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MY ENGLISH READER

In Toronto the locals tried to warn me very soon

that young roughs rob pedestrians in parks and lonely streets,
but I didn’t listen. Then on a spring afternoon,

carrying a bagful of milk, various cheeses and meats,

I was walking on my way home. A tall young African

ran straight towards me, grabbed my shopping bag as he got near
and seized me firmly. No doubt, he will stab me, if he can.

He was panting after his spurt. I was trembling with fear.

Is he going to strangle me, this barbarous disgrace?
I watched his heavy lips become a smile across his face.
He was enjoying it. Shall I shout? “He kills me, the beast!”

But the street was empty. There was no help within sight.
He went on squeezing me harder and said, as he squeezed:
“Let me embrace you. I adore the poems you write.”

(Toronto, 1989)
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ELMENTEL HARMINC EVE

Elmentél harminc éve €s még mindig szeretlek.
Emlékszel csokjaimra mar halott ajkadon?

Nyolc gyermeket akartunk, de végiil csupdn egy lett.
Az emigransok léte nyomor és siralom.

Szerelmiink sziklakd volt, nem virdgdg, mely fonnyad.

Nem véltozott, nem gyengiilt tizendt év alatt.
Pedig a parzdst durva marcangoldsnak mondtad
és gy(lolted. Ezért csak ritkdn zavartalak.

De egyszer, haldokldsod el6tt alig egy héttel
oly szorosan dleltél karod kozé az éjjel,
hogy megprobdltam. Csupa rakseb volt mér a tested.

,Nem értem. Tulvildgi gyonyoriség”, lihegted
és rogton elaludtél. Feltérdeltem az dgyra.
ElGsz6r volt igy — sirtam. El8szor s utoljara.

(Budapest, 1993)
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YOU LEFT ME THIRTY YEARS AGO

You left me thirty years ago. I'm still in love with you.
Remember how I kissed your lifeless lips in vain?

We hoped to have eight children once, but only one came true.
In exile life is cursed with misery and pain.

Our love was like a rock, not like a wilting flowerbed.
For fifteen years it had been standing proud and tall,
though making love was laceration, cruelty, you said.
You loathed it, so I hardly troubled you at all.

But once, not long before you died, in the dark of night,
you held my body in your arms, embracing me so tight
that I did try. By then you were incurably diseased.

“It can’t be true. It’s ecstasy from paradise!” You wheezed
and fell asleep there. I was kneeling on the bed, aghast.
The first time in our life. I wept. The first time and the last.

(Budapest, 1993)
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A KOLTOROL

Faludy Gyirgy
(1910-2006)

Egy magyar méltatdja a huszadik szdzadi magyar koltészet
Odiisszeuszdnak nevezte 6t, aki messzi foldeket és tengereket
megjart, és megkiizdott kora mitologikus szérnyeivel, mielStt
sziiléfoldjére végleg visszatérhetett. A hasonlat f6leg akkor
helytdllé, ha nemcsak Homérosz Odiisszeuszdra gondolunk,
hanem a késobbi epikai hagyomdny hdsére is, aki a kérdkkel
vald leszamolds probatétje utdn €s az ebbdl tdmadt konfliktu-
sok miatt tjabb hosszu bolyongdsra kényszeriilt, és csak hajlott
kordban taldlt maradandé megnyugvast Ithaka foldjén.

Faludy Gyorgy zsid6 polgdri csaldd gyermekeként sziiletett
Budapesten, apja vegyészetet tanitott egy felséfoku ipariskola-
ban. Fidt a bolcsészeti pdlydra irdnyitottdk hajlamai, €s 6 kordn
jelentkezett vindordsztone, valamint nyelvi konnyedsége sugal-
latdra felsdfokd tanulmanyait kiilfoldon, a bécsi, berlini, parizsi
és grazi egyetemeken végezte el.

Hazatérve wjsdgiro lett, de igazdban a koltsi palya vonzot-
ta. 1937-ben adta ki Villon balladdi cim{ kotetét, amely dtkol-
tésekbdl €s Villon modordban irt sajdt verseibdl dllt Gssze.
wsemmilyen anakronizmustdl, semmilyen szabadsdgtél nem
ijedtem meg, és amennyire lehetséges, még a Villon-versek-
nél is jobb verseket igyekeztem adni”, irta e kotetérdl a koltd.
Elészér minden kiad6 elutasitotta a botranytdl félve, mire
Faludy sajdt koltségén, bardti kolcsonokbdl adta ki a miivet
a konyvnapra, és még aznap elkapkodtdk minden példanyat.

Gydrgy Faludy
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ABOUT THE POET

Gyorgy Faludy
(1910-2006)

One of Faludy’s reviewers called him the Ulysses of twen-
tieth century Hungarian poetry. He travelled across faraway
lands, sailed over distant seas and had to fight the mythologi-
cal monsters of his age before he could return to his native
shores. This is a fitting likeness, particularly if we have in
mind not only Homer’s Ulysses but also the one of the later
epic tradition who had to leave again before he could find his
final rest as an old man on the island of Ithaca.

George Faludy was born in Budapest into a Jewish middle
class family. His father was a professor of chemistry in a
vocational school. Faludy had a leaning towards philology.
His Wanderlust and interest in languages led him to various
foreign universities, in Vienna, Berlin, Paris and Graz.

Back at home he became a journalist and also yielded to
his poe-tical ambitions. In 1937 he published The Ballads
of Villon, which contained free renderings of the original
poems and many of his own conceived on the model of the
French poet. “I did not refrain from any kind of anachronism
or liberty, my intention was to write, if possible, even better
poems than Villon did”, Faludy wrote about his work. At first
no publisher was willing to risk a scandal, so the volume was
published privately for the National Book Day, financed by
loans from friends. All the printed copies were bought on that
very day. Consequently it became easier to find a publisher,
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Most mar akadt kiad6 is, és a siker tartésnak bizonyult. A
német megszallasig tizenkét, nagy példdnyszdmu kiadds kelt
el, a Zeneakadémidn rendezett Villon-esteken a legkivalébb
szinészek adtdk eld éveken 4t a balladdkat.

Az eredetihez képest tilszinezett, terjengds, hatdsvaddszd
és kajdnul szabad szdju verseket sok tdmadds is érte, nem is
minden alap nélkiil. Kétségtelen érdemiik volt viszont, hogy
rdirdnyitottdk a tagabb kozonség figyelmét az addig csak keve-
sek dltal ismert nagy kozépkori koltdre, €s mintegy kikovezték
az utat a miiveibdl késziilt hiteles forditdsok késdbbi fogadta-
tasahoz — ezek elsGsorban Szabd Lérincnek €s Vas Istvannak
koszonhetSk. Ami pedig Faludyt illeti, egynemzedéknyi idére,
s6t azon tdl is leginkdbb ez a kotet képviselte Gt a versolva-
sok sokasdganak tudatdban (vdlogatdsunkban kettd taldlhaté a
gytijteménybdl: Ballada a Senki Fidrol és A haldltdnc-balla-
da); a legutdbbi iddkig a negyvenet is meghaladta kiaddsainak
szdma. Egy {zben a koltd meg is jegyezte némi Onirdnidval,
hogy fél évszdzadon 4t gy volt Villonnal, mint a diva a hid
partnerével, aki mindig eléje 4llt a szinpadon.

Ausztria német megszdlldsa, a hazai szélsGjobboldal erdsodése
és egy Uj habord egyre érezhetSbb fenyegetése megérlelte a koltd-
ben az elhatdrozdst, hogy egy szabadabb vildgba tdvozik. Pesszi-
mizmusdt igazoltak az évek, sok koltS kortars sorsa, aki dldoza-
taul esett a fasizmusnak, a nyilas terrornak; az 6 otthon maradt
hiigdt is a Dundba 16tték, konyvei pedig mdglydra keriiltek. 1938-
ban kedves Pdrizsdba ment, ahol sok jeles honfitdrsdval taldlko-
zott, akik ugyancsak a barbérsdg el6] menekiiltek el. Es lam, két
év miilva a varos mdr a németek kezén volt, neki pedig most valé-
ban az életét kellett mentenie. Kalandos titon jutott el Dél-Fran-
ciaorszdgba, onnan egy rozzant hajon Marokkdba, és végiil az
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and the success proved to be lasting. During the seven years
before the German occupation of Hungary twelve large
editions of the book were sold, and for many years outstanding
actors recited his Villon poems in a series of popular evenings
in the prestigious hall of the Academy of Music.

Faludy’s poems — more colourful, wordy and intentionally
loose-tongued than the originals, were attacked by many and
not without reason. Notwithstanding, they had the saving
grace that they directed the attention of a wider public to the
great medieval poet whom very few had known, and so paved
the way for the reception of the more authentic renderings
of Villon’s poems, mainly by Ldrinc Szabé and Istvdn Vas.
As for Faludy himself, for many decades his name in the
public mind remained attached almost exclusively to his pseu-
do-Villon book (represented in our collection by Ballad About
Mr. Nobody and Danse Macabre). This was understandable
as the volume had run into more than forty editions. The poet
once remarked with a kind of self irony that for half a century
his relationship with Villon had been similar to that of the
actress with her vain male partner on the stage who always
managed to cover her from the audience.

The annexing of Austria by the Germans, the growing strength
of the extreme right in Hungary and the increasing threat of a
new war pushed Faludy towards the decision to leave for a freer
homeland. His pessimistic outlook came to be justified during
the following years, by the fate of many comrade poets and writ-
ers killed later by Fascism and the Arrow-cross terror. His sister
who remained in Budapest was amongst a group of people lined
up by the Danube and shot dead. His books were burnt. In 1938
he left for his beloved Paris where he met several remarkable
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Egyesiilt Allamokba. Ezeknek az éveknek az élményeit orokitik
meg kotetiinkben az Erzékeny utazds; Hulldk, kamaszok, tiicsok-
zene; Marokkd; Fagylaltmaradék; Arab tandrral sakkozom és
Sdnta teve cimd versek.

Uj hazdjiban Faludy sok kivl6 demokrata honfitdrsaval
taldlkozott, akik mdr el6tte oda menekiiltek, egyebek kozt
nagybdtyjaval, Szildrd Ledval, a neves atomfizikussal. Hama-
rosan a Szabad Magyar Mozgalom nev{ szervezet titkdrdvé és
a mozgalom Harc cim{f lapjdnak szerkesztGjévé valasztottdk.
Faludy hals volt az Egyesiilt Allamoknak, amiért tevékenyen
véllalta a fasizmus elleni hdbord tdmogatdsit, és ezt a haldt
azzal fejezte ki, hogy onkéntesen hadi szolgdlatra jelentkezett
hadseregébe. Am nem az eurdpai, hanem a japan frontra kiild-
ték, a csendes-dcedni szigetekre; itt toltott harom évet hiradds
szolgdlatban, majd a hadsereg lapjdnak a szerkesztGségében.

A hébortd befejezddése utdn egyre inkdbb erdt vett rajta a
honvégy, és megfogamzott benne a hazatérés gondolata. Nem
volt konny( a dontés szdmdra. Mér évek 6ta €lt benne a felisme-
1és, hogy Adolf Hitler és Joszif Sztdlin birodalma nem sokban
kiilonbozik egymdstol, és sejtette, hogy a bolsevizmus a szovjet
megszallds ald keriilt Magyarorszdg szdmdra silyos fenyegetést
jelent. Ovtdk a kockdzatos 1épést6] tapasztaltabb idds bardtai is,
de G ezt vallotta: ,,a magyar irodalomba és a magyar torténelem-
be sziilettem bele, teljesen fiiggetleniil attdl, hogy ez tetszik-e
nékem vagy sem”. Hosszd versben mondott istenhozzddot az
orszagnak (Biicsii Amerikdtol), ahol megizlelhette a szabadsi-
got, és 1946 szeptemberében hazatért Budapestre.

A koaliciés id6k torékeny, rovid életti demokracidja idGsza-
kdban a Népszava szerkesztGségében kapott helyet, régi bard-
tok kozott, verskotetei jelentek meg, de a biztatd mozzanatokat
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compatriots who also had fled barbarism. Within two years the
city was in German hands and Faludy had to run for his life.
He fled to the south of France, crossed the Mediterranean in
a dilapidated boat to Morocco, and after numerous adventures
crossed the Atlantic, and arrived in New York. The experi-
ences of those first years of exile are reflected in a number of
poems, in our collection by Sensitive Journey; Corpses, Teen-
agers, Cricket-chirp; Morocco; Ice Cream Leftovers; I Play
Chess with an Arab Professor and The Lame Camel.

In his new homeland George Faludy met a number of his
countryman, eminent democrats who had fled there before
him, among others his uncle, the renowned nuclear physicist
Led Szildrd. Soon Faludy was elected secretary of the Free
Hungarian Movement and the editor of its monthly journal
Combat. Faludy felt gratitude towards the United States for
support of the war against Fascism. To express that grati-
tude he volunteered to join the American army. He was sent,
however, not to the European front but to the Pacific one where
he served for three years, first with the signal corps and later
on the editorial of the army’s paper.

When the war was over he felt increasingly homesick and
conceived the idea of returning to Hungary. The decision was
far from easy to take. He had been convinced for a number of
years that the empires of Adolf Hitler and Joseph Stalin weren’t
all that different and could not help feeling that Bolshevism was
a severe threat to Soviet-occupied Hungary. Most of his more
experienced friends of an older generation warned him about the
risks of returning, but he said them: “I was born into Hungarian
literature and Hungarian history, and it matters little whether I
like this or not.” He wrote a long poem to say good-bye to the
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egyre inkdbb elnyomtdk a fenyegetd eldjelek. A Szocidlde-
mokrata Pértot, amelyhez a leginkdbb kot6dott, a kommunis-
tdk partja egyesiilésre kényszeritette, vezet§ alakjait @ildoz-
te, és a Mindszenthy-per, majd a Rajk-per végleg eltdvolitott
minden akadélyt a bolsevik diktattra ttjdbol.

1950 jiniusdban az dllamvédelmi hatdsdg letartdztatta
Faludy Gyorgydt, és honapokon 4t vallattdk az Andrdssy
iti féhadiszdllds hirhedt pincebortonében. Sok kinzds utdn
végiil ,beismerte”, hogy kémkedett az amerikaiaknak, és
beszervezd tisztjeiként Edgar Allan Poe szdzadost és Walt
Whitman &rnagyot nevezte meg. Hatévi kényszermunkdra
itélték, amelyet a magyar GULAG legrettegettebb telepén, a
recski rézbanydban kellett eltdltenie. Szerencsére 1953-ban
Nagy Imre feloszlatta a biintet6taborokat, és Faludy vissza-
térhetett a polgdri €let viszonylagos szabadsdgdba. A szorny(d
évek emlékeit Pokolbéli vig napjaim cim{ onéletrajzi préza-
mivében orokitette meg, amely eldszor angolul ldtott napvi-
lagot Londonban, 1962-ben My Happy Days in Hell cimen,
és tobb vildgnyelven sikert aratott, de a magyar kozonség csak
1988-ban ismerhette meg, és még akkor is csupdn szamizdat
kiaddsban. A gydtrelmes évek megrenditd verseket is ihlet-
tek, kotetiinkben a Zsuzsdnak — a tomlocbdl, Széljegyzet papir
nélkiil, Kihallgatds, Zdrt teherkocsi, Ehség, A felsdbbren-
dii ember és a Monolog életre-haldlra tartozik ide. Verseket
irni a rémségek kozepette papir nélkiil, fejben, hénapszdm-
ra Grizni és emlékezetben épiteni, varidlni és csiszolni ket
- ez egyike volt ama életment§ szellemi tornagyakorlatok-
nak, amelyek révén a recski tdbor jorészt értelmiségi foglyai
sikeresen Grizték meg lelki és szellemi épségiiket és emberi
méltosdgukat.
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land (Farewell to America) where he could taste free life, and in
September 1946 returned to Budapest.

In the brittle democracy during the short-lived coalition
period he got a job among old friends on the editorial board of
Népszava, the social-democratic daily. Now he could publish
volumes of poetry, but there were dark forebodings. The
Social Democratic Party to which he felt most attached was
forced into a merger with the Communist Party: its leading
members were persecuted, and the mock trials of Cardinal
Mindszenty and then of Rajk and his allies removed all
obstacles to a Soviet-type Communist dictatorship.

In June 1950 the State Security Department arrested George
Faludy and questioned him for some months in the dreaded
subterranean cells of the Andrdssy Avenue headquarters. After
extensive torture he “confessed” that he had acted as spy for the
United States, and he named Colonel Edgar Allan Poe and Major
Walt Whitman as his enlisting officers. He was condemned to
six years of forced labour to be served in the quarries of Recsk,
the most dreaded camp of the Hungarian GULAG. Fortunately,
prime minister Imre Nagy closed down the repression camps in
1953, and Faludy was free to return to the relative freedom of
civil existence. He related his memories of those terrible years in
his autobiographic prose account which first appeared in London
in 1962 in English translation, My Happy Days in Hell. While the
book was published in a number of other important languages,
his Hungarian public could not read it until 1988, even then in
an underground edition. Those tormented years inspired some
harrowing poems like For Susan from the Jail, Paperless Notes,
Questioning, Closed Wagon, Hunger, Superior Being, Neck or
Nothing Monologue. Faludy conceived poems among the horrors
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Az 1956-0s forradalom felemel§ és maradandd élmény
maradt Faludy szdmara (ahogy késéi vallomasa, az 1956, te
csillag tandsitja), de a hési kiizdelem bukdsa utdn mdsod-
szor is szdmiizte magdt az orszdgbdl, mert noha kozvetle-
niil nem vett részt a forradalmi eseményekben, joggal tartott
tdle, hogy djra a megtorldsok iddszaka kovetkezik. Hat évet
Anglidban, f6képpen Londonban toltott az emigrdns Irodalmi
Ujsdg szerkesztGjeként: ez a lap, amely a forradalom el6ké-
szitésének legf6bb szellemi féruma volt, odahaza nem jelen-
hetett meg tobbé, ezért inditottdk djra szabad f6ldon az emig-
rdns irodalmdrok. Ekkor érte a kolt6t a tragédia: meghalt
mdsodik felesége, Szegd Zsuzsa jsdgird, akit hazatérése utdn
ismert meg a szerkesztGségben, akihez verset irt a bortonbdl,
¢s szabaduldsa utdn feleségiil vette; réla emlékezik meg kote-
tiink utolsd versében (Elmentél harminc éve). Ezutdn négy
évet toltott Itdlidban és Maltdn, végiil 1967-ben Kanaddban
telepedett meg, és Torontoban €lt emigrdcijanak hdtralévé
két évtizede alatt.

Két kanadai egyetemen tanitott hosszabb ideig, és tbb
amerikai egyetem hivta meg kiilonboz6 idSkben vendégpro-
fesszornak. Mindeniitt tevékenyen vett részt a magyar emig-
rdcié munkdjdban, tagja volt az Otdgii Sip cimi folybirat
szerkesztGbizottsganak, a chicagdi Szivdrvdny cimd folyo-
irat szerkesztdségének, szivesen latott eldaddja az amerikai €és
kanadai magyar egyesiileteknek. frdsait és verseit gyakran
kozolték Bécstdl Haifdig és Montevidedig, mig sziil6foldjén
konyvei eltintek a kozkonyvtdrakbol, még a kataloguscédu-
laikat is megsemmisitették. Sikeresen illeszkedett be Kana-
da szellemi életébe, €s vezéregyéniségnek szdmitott a magyar
irodalmi emigrdciéban. Tobb kotetben jelentek meg régebbi és
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in the absence of paper, keeping each one in the mind for weeks
or months, building them up, altering and polishing them there.
This was one of the life-saving mental exercises that helped
many captives of the Recsk camp, mostly intellectuals, to keep
up their spiritual integrity and human dignity.

The Hungarian revolution of 1956 was an elevating and last-
ing experience for our poet (attested by his later confession My
Shining Star, My Nineteen Fifty-Six), yet after the defeat of the
heroic uprising he exiled himself once again; although having
taken no direct part in the revolutionary events, he had good
reason to suspect that a new era of reprisals was ahead. He
spent six years in England, mainly in London, where he edited
the new Irodalmi Ujsdg (Literary News), the successor of the
Hungarian weekly which had been the most important politi-
cal and intellectual forum for the architects of the revolution;
when it was banned in Hungary, emigré men of letters restart-
ed it abroad. In 1963 the poet’s wife, the journalist Zsuzsa
Szegé died. He had met her after his return to Hungary. He
sent her a poem from the jail and married her on his release;
our collection closes with a commemorative poem he wrote to
her thirty years later (You Left Me Thirty Years Ago). Faludy
spent the next four years partly in Italy and partly in Malta.
Eventually he settled in Canada in 1967 and spent the remain-
ing twenty years of his exile in Toronto.

He taught for an extended period at two Canadian universities,
and he was also invited to several American campuses to lecture
on East European literature. He was active everywhere to help
Hungarian emigrés, he edited the short-lived periodicals Otdgii
Sip (Five-Fold Flute) in Canada and the Szivdrvdny (Rainbow)
in Chicago, and was frequently invited to meet members of
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tijabb versei magyar €s angol nyelven is, koztiik gydjteményes
kotetek, valamint kiilonféle prozai frasok.

1988-ban Faludy el6szor 1dtogatta meg sziil6foldjét harminc-
két év utdn. Az enyhiiltebb légkort és a szives, s6t lelkes fogad-
tatdst megtapasztalva egy év utdn véglegesen hazatelepedett.
Elsdként versforditdsaibdl jelent meg egy terjedelmes kotet
Test és lélek cimmel, azutdn sorra napvildgot ldttak kiilfoldon
létrejott frdsai, és kozben 1] versekre ihlették az élmények.
Négy kotete is megjelent a huszadik szdzad utolso éveiben,
kozottik két szonettgy(jtemény 200-200 verssel; 1994-ben
Kossuth-d{jjal tiintették ki.

Odiisszeusz tehdt végleg hazatért az ¢ Ithakdjdba, ahol annyi
hényattatdsaért és keservéért kdrpotlasul nyugalmat és méltd
elismerést kapott. Patridrkai kort megérve, olvaséi szeretetétdl
ovezve vehetett bicstit életétdl.

Faludy verseinek angol valtozatdt Zollman Péternek ko-
szonhetjiik, aki 1932-ben sziiletett Magyarorszagon, és egy
dont6 pillanatban, 1956-ban maga is az emigracié ttjdt vélasz-
totta. Anglidban telepedett le, mérnok-fizikusként és feltaldlo-
ként igen sikeres pdlydt futott be, nyugdijas kordban pedig
visszatért elsé szerelméhez, a koltészethez. Verseket ir €s
fordit 1993 6ta; a magyar koltészet megismertetéséért sokat
tett azzal, hogy klasszikus és kortdrs koltSink sok szdz versét
szélaltatta meg angolul, a tartalmi és formai hliség magas
fokdn. Egyebek kozt atiiltetett harom fontos verses dramat,
Vorosmarty Mihdlytol a Csongor és Tiindét, Babits Mihdly
Laodameidjat és Baldzs BElatol A Kékszakdllii herceg vardt,
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various Hungarian societies in North America. His articles and
poems appeared in a wide circle from Vienna to Haifa and to
Montevideo, while in his native land his books were withdrawn
from certain public libraries, and even catalogue cards were
destroyed. He found his place within the cultural life of Canada
and was counted amongst the leading figures in the Hungarian
literary emigration. His old and recent poems were published
in several volumes, even collections, both in Hungarian and in
English, together with various prose writings.

In 1988 George Faludy paid a visit to his homeland, for the
first time in thirty-two years. Seeing and feeling the milder
atmosphere and the warm reception from friends and readers
he repatriated in the following year. First his poetry trans-
lations appeared in a voluminous collection, entitled Body and
Soul, then his writings from abroad were published one after
the other, while his experiences inspired new poems, too. In
the last years of the twentieth century he produced four new
books of poetry, two of them containing 200 sonnets each; in
1994 he was awarded the Kossuth Prize.

So Ulysses returned at last to his Ithaca where he enjoyed
peace and due recognition as a recompense for the vicissitudes
of his life. He died in an age of patriarchs, amidst the af-
fections of his readers.

In this bilingual volume George Faludy’s poems were trans-
lated by Peter Zollman. He was born in Hungary in 1932, and
in a decisive moment of 1956 he also chose the path of emig-
ration. He settled in England and made a highly successful
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s ezeket szinpadon is elGadatta Budapesten, Edinburgh-ban és
Indidban. A Maecenas Konyvkiadd kétnyelvii koltdi sorozatd-
ban a jelenlegi koteten kiviil az 6 nevéhez flizddik Kosztoldnyi
Dezs6, Jozsef Attila és Nemes Nagy Agnes vilogatott verse-
inek forditdsa.

Totfalusi Istvdn
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career as engineer, physicist and inventor. In his retirement
he returned to his first love, poetry. He has written and trans-
lated poems since 1993, and has done much to introduce
Hungarian poetry to a wider readership through his ren-
ditions into English of many hundreds of poems by our classic
and contemporary poets, with a high fidelity to form and to
content. His translations of three important verse plays, Cson-
gor and Tiinde by Mihdly Vorosmarty (entitled The Quest),
Duke Bluebeard’s Castle by Béla Baldzs and Laodamia by
Mihdly Babits were staged in Edinburgh, Budapest and India.
In Maecenas Publishing’s bilingual poetry series he has ear-
lier provided collections from the works of Dezs8 Kosztoldnyi,
Attila Jozsef and Agnes Nemes Nagy.

Istvan Totfalusi
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Kanyadi Sandor: There is a Land. Corvina (Weidenfeld-dijra jelolve);

Kosztoldnyi Dezs: 36 vers — 36 Poems. Maecenas;

Baka Istvan: Selected Poems. Abbey Press (Weidenfeld-dijra jelolve);

Orban Otto: The Witching Hour of the Night — Az éjnek rémjdro
szaka. Atlantis / Centaur;
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ABOUT THE TRANSLATOR

Peter Zollman’s published work includes translations of

Janos Arany: Nine Ballads and the Nightingale — Kilenc ballada és
A fiilemile. Atlantis / Merlin;

Séndor Kanyadi: There is a Land. Corvina (shortlisted for the
Weidenfeld Prize);
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szaka. Atlantis / Centaur,

The Audit is Done. A Taste of 20" Century Hungarian Poetry — Kész
a leltar. Egy évszdzad félszdz magyar verse angolul. Ed. and
trans.: P. Zollman, European Cultural Review;

Attila Jozsef: 43 vers — 43 Poems. Maecenas / Abbey Press (Seamus
Heaney Nobel Laureate’s selection for Books of the Year in 2005);

Agnes Nemes Nagy: 51 vers — 51 Poems. Maecenas;

*

and substantial contributions to such major anthologies as:

The Lost Rider. Ed.: G. Szirtes, Corvina;
Attila Jozsef’s Poems and Fragments. Ed.: T. Kabdebo, Argumentum /
Cardinal,
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Island of Sound. Eds.: G. Szirtes and M. Vajda, Harvill;

Hide and Seek. Contemporary Hungarian Literature. Eds.: G.
Horvath and A. Benedek, JAK;

New Order. Ed.: G. Szirtes, Arc Publications.

1997-ben megjelentek sajdt Osszegydjtott forditdsai Babel.
Translations, mainly from Hungarian, 1993-1996 cimen.

Versesdrama-forditdsai — Vorosmarty Mihdly: Csongor and Tiinde,
Baldzs Béla: Duke Bluebeard’s Castle €s Babits Mihdly:
Laodameia — az Atlantis / Merlin Szinhdz kiaddsdban jelentek
meg, €s tobbszor sikeresen eldadtdk Sket Edinburgh-ban, Buda-
pesten és Indidban.

Miforditéi munkdssdgdnak elismerései:

Fiist Milan-dfj, 1999.
,»Pro Cultura Hungarica”-emlékplakett, 2002.
Times Stephen Spender-dij, 2007.
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In Quest of the Miracle Stag, vols. I and 2. The Poetry of Hungary
from the 13" Century to the Present. Ed.: A. Makkai, Atlantis /
Centaur;

Island of Sound. Eds.: G. Szirtes and M. Vajda, Harvill;

Hide and Seek. Contemporary Hungarian Literature. Eds.: G. Horvéith
and A. Benedek, JAK;

New Order. Ed.: G. Szirtes, Arc Publications.

In 1997 he produced a well-received collection of his own work
under the title Babel. Translations, mainly from Hungarian,
1993-1996.

His published verse-drama translations — Mihdly Vorosmarty:
Csongor and Tiinde, Béla Baldzs: Duke Bluebeard’s Castle
and Mihdly Babits: Laodamia - published by Atlantis / Merlin
Theatre, had several well received performances in Edinburgh,
Budapest and in India.

Recognitions for his poetry in translation:

Fiist Milan Prize, 1999.
“Pro Cultura Hungarica” Medal, 2002.
Times Stephen Spender Prize, 2007.
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