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Biography

Noémi Szécsi (1976), is a writer and a translator. She graduated with a degree in Finnish and
English in Budapest, and studied cultural anthropology in Helsinki. She published her first
novel, Finno-Ugrian Vampire in 2002, which was reprinted in 2003 as a result to its success. The
script based on the novel was short-listed by the workshop of the Sundance Institute. Besides
being a historical novel and a saga of a family, Communist Monte Cristo is an artistic interpreta-
tion of the history of a communist idea in Hungary based on elaborate research.

Synopsis

‘It is late July, 1919". Sanyi, a handsome vegetarian butcher and an assistant labourer of the
Communist Party, sets out for Vienna to carry out a secret mission. He has the destiny of the
proletarian revolution in his hands. But the revolution soon fails and from that moment on all
of his activity becomes illegal. The dramatic changes set in motion a bloody comedy complete
with strange disguises and false identities.

But once a liar always a liar. Sanyi had nothing left but his syphilis after the failure of the pro-
letarian revolution. However, he starts again, building a new life with a wife, a daughter and
two sons, but keeping secret his real communist self even from his own family. Despite all the
differences within this right-wing family, by 1945 Sanyi’s only aim was to keep them alive. Gin-
gerly maneuvering through the world of politics, he survives the bloody decades of Hungarian
history up until 1956. Although, after almost 40 years of devotion to the Communist cause,
Sanyi starts to have his doubts and with good reason...

The novel turns the elements of the original Monte Cristo story upside down, for it is not a tale
about revenge but about political stupidity.’



Kommunista Monte Cristo
Noémi Szécsi

1. Fejezet

A dédnagyapam 1919-ben egy julius végi napon indult
el Bécsbe. A jobb kezében egy papirbdrond tele diadémmal,
tiaraval meg boglaros kosontytivel, a balban sétapdlca. Szivé-
ben rettegés. Szivében szerelem. Atizzadt inge atletikus fels6-
testére tapadt, de egy gombot sem gombolt volna ki, nehogy
kilatsszék a ‘Gesamtkunstwerk’ valamelyik magasabb betdje,
amit a mellkasara tetovaltatott.

‘Gesamtkunstwerk’, csupa hosszu, nyuldnk, hajladozé
betiivel. Mdr a tetovalomester — egy olvasottabb proletar,
aki tiz évet szolgalt le a Queen of Russia angol teherszallito
g6z0s6n - is megmondta, hogy ez egy hatartalan hiilyeség,
az Osszmuvészetnek ledldozott, Klimt is meghalt, megirta
a Tolnai Vilaglapja. De mit lehetett tenni? A dédnagyapam
valahol meglatta, és megtetszett neki. Az alkoholmérgezés
azon fazisaban provokativ és szofisztikalt 6tletnek tiint.

Mondani sem kell, ez még a masodik dicsdséges marcius
eldtt tortént, mielStt beiitott a szesztilalom, és egy egész poli-
tikai part tlizte zaszlajara, hogy a magyar must erjedését
meg kell akadalyozni. Mert a tartds jézansag sokat koptatott
a fényes idean. Mindazonaltal a dédnagyapam ettdl kezdve
ugy jart-kelt, mintha halott szerelme nevét hordozna a bérébe
égetve.

- Inkabb a homlokara kellett volna tetovaltatnia - sajnalko-
zott sokszor az apam. — Akkor legalabb lenne rola fénykép.

Sajnos sohasem latta senki a csaladbol, mert dédnagyapam 1919
utdn mar az uristen elétt sem mutatkozott atlétatriké nélkiil.
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Azon a juliusi napon is csak igazitott a nyakkendéjén -
félkézzel, mert a papirb6réndot le se merte tenni. O azt gon-
dolta, ugy sejtem, azt gondolta, hogy a proletarforradalom
ligyét tartja a kezében. A proletarforradalom elveszett tigyét,
de ezt senki sem merte kimondani a Szovjethazban, amikor
belemérték a husz kil6 kosontytit a papirbérondbe. Kun Béla
a migrénjét borogatta, Szamuely Tibor - akit dédnagyapam
személyes ellenségének tekintett — okollel totte az asztalt,
és a vérrél magyarazott. (Hogy van bel6le bdven, ha sok
folyik beléle, az csak megel6zi, hogy még tobbet kiontsanak
stb. Ilyesmiket.) Csak szegény Korvin Otté tudott nyugodt
maradni.

Otto listat irt, amilyet el6tte torok pasak irnokai, utana
nacik és nyilasok, késébb pedig avésok irtak:

45 aranynak latszo gytr zafir-, opal-, rubinkoves gytiri
(vegyesen)

kb. 100 db antik hatasu ékszergomb tiirkiz berakassal

1 db tiara (32 db brilidnssal)

12 db kisebb-nagyobb arany eszkdz (kb. 5 kg)

1 db igazgyongytiizér

kiilonféle 16-ékszerek (4db)

1 db. elefantcsontra késziilt miniat(ir gr. Palffy Geraldine
gyermekkori képével

De Otté nem gondolt sem elddeire sem utédaira. Egysze-
rien csak szerette, ha stimmel a dohany. Alig par hénapja
még egy bankban dolgozott.

A dédnagyapam alairta az elismervényt, lezdrta a béron-
dot és atvette a vizumot, valamint egy koteg kisebb cimlet
bankjegyet az esetleges koltségekre. Maris indult, hogy elérje
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az els6 induld bécsi gyorsot. Még hallotta, hogy Kun Béla
sirva konyorog a telefonba oroszul, biztos Leninnel beszélt és
voroskatonakért rimankodott. Mellette Szamuely rancolta a
szemoldokét. Ha valaki, 6 biztosan tudta, hogy Lenin szive-
sen ad arany karoérat, ad kézel6gombot vagy sarlo-kalapacsos
kitiz6t is, de katonat, azt nem ad. Tehat csak Otto, szegény
Korvin Otté kivant szerencsét.

Még mikozben Otté szamolta a brilidnsokat a tiaraban, a
dédnagyapam kiszurta, hogy felttinden rovid az életvonala,
ezért bucsuzaskor hosszan magahoz vonta, és megsimogatta
a pupjat. Szorny volt elgondolni, hogy ez a rémarcu, Gtlette-
len Ady-utanérzéseket iro, gerincferdiiléses, ortodox kommu-
nista, aki még rdadasul politikai nyomozo is, bizik benne, egy
bonvivanfejl, kisportolt testdi, minimalis szellemi élett for-
radalmi segédmunkdsban, akit rdaddsul néhdny hete ismert
meg. ‘Talan a kék szemem teszi’- tin6dott magaban. A déd-
nagyapam volt a csalddunkban az utolsé kékszemii.

De nem toprengett tovabb sajatos vonzerején. Inkabb azon
szorongott, eljut-e élve a vonatig. Ha az utcan megallitanak a
vOrosérok és atkutatnak a holmijait, még nyomatékos kéré-
sére sem hoznak vissza ide a Szovjethazba, hogy igazolhassa
magat, hanem lelénék, hogy osztozkodhassanak kincsein. Az
utca farkastorvényei miatt a dédnagyapam a nemzet erkolcsi
stillyedését okolta, amely altaldban a haboru és a forradalom
egyenes kovetkezménye.

Beleborzongott abba, hogy az utcan felfegyverzett, bes-
tialis, burzsujevé prolik csamborognak késd éjszakaig, és
mindenkire tiizelnek, aki jol szabott zakot visel, ugyanakkor,
ebbdl kovetkezden az is borzongatéan hatott ra, hogy nem
képes magat az egységes proletariatust alkoté porszemnek

hinni: homokszemnek, s6t, kavicsnak képzelte magat.
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Arra gondolt a dédnagyapam, hogy vajon azért adtak-e
a grofi szajrét a kezébe Kunék, mert szombatkor egyikiik se
nyulhat pénzhez. Pedig az a négy hdénap, amelyet a mozga-
lomban eltoltott, meggydzte arrdl, hogy egy hivatasos for-
radalmarnak nincs szombat, de még vasarnap se, csak az
osztalyharc sziirke hétkoznapjai. Ahogyan Kun Béla néha
maga mondta: zsidé volt az apam, de én kommunista vagyok.
Vagy ahogyan a dédnagyapam néha maga mondta: katolikus
pap volt az apam, én viszont zabigyerek vagyok. Nem tépel6-
dott tovabb, még a kijarasi tilalom eldtt el akarta érni a Keleti
palyaudvart. A Duna-parti Szovjethazat — ahol a népbiztosok
egyiitt laktak, sirtak és nevettek - maga mogott hagyva ciga-
rettara gyujtott, és fiityorészve nekiindult. Kisétalt a Klotild
térre, végig a Kossuth Lajos utcan, Rakdczi dton, tartva az
irdnyt.

Dédnagyapam antiszemita volt, ez, gondolom, vilagos.
Szebbnek, okosabbnak tartotta magat, mint izraelita isme-
rései, és a feltevése kinél-kinél félig be is igazolddott, hiszen
némelyiknél szebb volt, jollehet egyiknél sem volt okosabb.
O is enyhe fulladést érzett, ha zsidé hadimilliomosokat latott
a koruton grasszalni ragyogd szépségi urilanyokbol lett szi-
nésznékkel, de ha a tiikdrbe nézett, a latvany annyira meg-
nyugtatta, ellazitotta, hogy onfeledten tudta atadni magat a
zsid6 és félzsid6 nék irdnt érzett féktelen vonzalmdnak. Igy
allt szerinte méltd bosszut.

‘Tépd le a liliomot, amelyben forr a méz’- morzsolgatta
most magaban Alice elhald szavait, és valdsaggal belevo-
roso6dott az emlékképbe, hogy 6 bizony letépte, és mirabile
dictu: forrott benne a méz. Kifajta a cigarettafiistot és arra
gondolt, Bécsben talan nincs akkora élelmiszerhiany, mint
Pesten, ahol a Gyermekbarat Egyesiilet egyre csak lefoglalja
az Osszes cukraszsiiteményeket, és mindenbdl csak az éhes
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kis proletargyerekeknek juttat. A keresztényszocializmust
egyre inkabb az élvezetekben duskalassal tarsitotta, ki a fene
gondolta volna ezt I'V. Karoly koronazasi iinnepségén! Biztos
torta is van! — csillant fel a szeme. Sacher torta! - sikitotta
benne egy elére élvezd, onfeledt hang. Aztan ujra csak az
jutott eszébe: “Tépd le, tépd le!’

De hogy jon ez ide? Semmiféle frivol gondolatnak nincs

helye ott, ahol a sajat, valamint egyéb nemzetek sorsa forog
kockan. A hadi helyzet aggasztd, mormolta a dédnagyapam,
de ezt sem a napi sajtéban olvasta, a tavirasz felelte Ottonak,
mikor az sugva megkérdezte téle, miért fajdult meg Kun Béla
feje.
— A hadi helyzet aggaszto - igy mondta, vagy inkabb suttogta a
tavirasz. Romanok ante portas, a voroskatonak egyre kevésbé
érdeklddnek a proletariatus vilagfelszabadité habortjairant, a
felmentd szovjet csapatok pedig minden valdszintiség szerint
sohasem érkeznek meg (helyesebben: meglehetds késéssel,
huszonét év mualva. Rajuk most nem érdemes varni.) Lenin
elvtars mar megint bloffolt!

Pedig ott, a szemben 1évé hirdetéoszlopon a Szabadsag
gy6zelemre vezeti a barikadokon harcol6 népet. A mutatéuj-
javal elegansan int: elére. Induljanak el6ttem, kérem. Ezen-
kozben a bal karjaban egy agyas-fejes proletargyermeket tart,
aki a kebelébdl fogyaszt. A f6ldté] mar régen elrugaszkodott,
barmelyik pillanatban az elkeseredetten harcol6é vordskato-
nak fejére néhet. De a sulya elhanyagolhatd: hizottnak hizott,
de mégiscsak egy nemto.

Dédnagyapam mar az Astorianal gyalogolt. Az utcan
szinte senki sem jart, legfeljebb néhany merész férfi, a nék,
gyerekek, oregek, betegek otthon sziircsolték az iires potteat,
nem csaptak utcazajt. Ezért dédnagyapam mar messzir6l
meghallotta a gépkocsi hangjat. Ki autézhat ilyenkor? Senki
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jo ember, azt a dédnagyapam is tudta. Hatranézett. Egy terep-
jaro auté fékezett le mellette. Dédnagyapam egybdl felmérte,
hogy ez IV. Karoly gépkocsija, azt valahogy mégsem remélte,
hogy a tronkoveteld 6t szemelte ki egy rojalista puccsban val6
részvételre. De még igy is nagy meglepetésre szamitott.

S az nem maradt el. Az autébdl a nemrég még a Szov-
jethazban aggdédd Szamuely Tibor pattant ki, és egyenest a
dédnagyapam felé tartott. Mint mindig, most is military-
manidjanak aldozott egy sziirke zsavoly egyenruhdban, hat-
rabrillantinozott fekete hajan megcsillant a kozvilagitas.

- Elvtarsam! - kialtott fel némi patosszal a dédnagyapam.
Tibor hangulatat szerette volna felmérni.

— En elvtarsad neked nem vagyok, de szélithatsz nyugodtan
Szamuely urnak. - Tibor nem volt jokedvében.

- Ahogy tetszel gondolni. Mit tetszel akarni télem, Szamuely
ur? - alazatoskodott a dédnagyapam, mikozben félszemmel
azt figyelte, hogy lassan a Lenin-fiuk is el6kaszalodtak a kocsi
belsejébél. Szamuely mogé sorakoztak fel. O rezzenéstelen
arccal el@vette a hatalmas pisztolyat és kibiztositotta a zavar-
zatot. Szuggesztiv tekintetét a dédnagyapamra emelte, majd
az utca masik oldalan sétald, konnyt tyuaklabmintas feloltot
visel6 fiatalemberre mutatott.

— Idefigyelj, Sanyi! Latod azt a burzsujt az utca tuloldalan?
— Sose biztos az, hogy burzsuj.

- Mondom: latod?

- Latom.

Durr. Szamuely elvtars célratartas nélkiil, vaktaban 16tt egyet,
a kovetkezd pillanatban a fiatalember dsszerogyott, és elte-
rillt az utca kovezetén. Szamuely visszatette hatalmas fegy-
verét a pisztolytaskaba. Igazitott az 6vén. Felemelte jobb keze
mutatoujjat:
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- Létod, Sanyi, igyjaraz, akikart tesz a voros proletariatusnak.
- De nem tett kart!

- De igy jar - jegyezte meg lakonikusan Szamuely elvtars, és
ezzel Ujra helyet foglalt a kiralyi gépkocsiban. Fénokiik testbe-
szédébdl kovetkeztetve a Lenin-fiak is tudtak: megérett az idé
a tavozasra. Visszakaszalodtak. A hiiséges sofér gazt adott.
Eles kanyart vettek és mar robogtak is a Szovjethaz felé.

A dédnagyapam hatan a jeges futkosott. Arra gondolt,
vajon miért gyuloli 6t Tibor, akit maga is szivbdl utalt.
Megallt egy plakat eldtt, és ugy tett, mintha azt vizsgalgatna,
csak azért, nehogy ide-oda dobalt végtagokkal panikszertien
menekiilni kezdjen, mint egy bokan dobott mezei nyul. Ez a
nagy voros kéz (proletarkéz) a plakaton mar amugy is tobb-
szor gondolkoddba ejtette. Egyrészt sarga fényt bocsatott ki
magabol, masrészt elektrosztatikusan vonzotta magdhoz a
fém aprépénzt, a sotétzold boritéju konyveket, valamint a
sOtétvoros, husos szirmu viragokat. Ez a felirat diszitette: Pro-
letarkezet vagy antantkorbacsot?

A felvetés jo. Sok ember kiizd hasonlé dilemmaval. Lepra
vagy kolera? Kotél vagy golyd? Sésav vagy marolug? Tisza-
orvény vagy Duna-sodor? Goly6 vagy kotél? Am a dédnagy-
apam egyel6re nem kivant egy ilyen nagyjelentéségti dontést
meghozni. Nem felttinéen gyors, de céltudatos léptekkel tavo-
lodott az incidens helyszinétdl. Az a kevés jarokeld, aki ilyen-
kor is kimerészkedett az utcdra, hivta a mentéket. Jélesett
latni, hogy van még joérzés az emberekben. Ez a késébbiek-
ben gyokeresen megvaltozott. De akkoriban, ha a vorésérok
nem l6tték kozelrdl fejbe, és nem fosztottak ki, az embernek
minden esélye megvolt, hogy embertarsai segitékészségének
koszonhetéen Pronay Pal fehérterroristainak kezére jut, és
péniszére kotozott cukorspargan vezetik korbe a Nemzeti
Lovarda udvaran.
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A dédapam mar a Rdkdczi dton cipelte a Tanacskoztarsa-
sag igyét. Szerfolott aggasztonak talalta, hogy Tibor szamara
az eszme nagyobb sullyal esik latba, mint az emberélet. A bur-
zsoaziat végleg kiirtand, a parasztsag csak annyi neki, mint az
orran zimmogo légy. Azt zimmaogi: ‘Foldosztast, foldosztast!”
Tibor odakap, markaba zarja, aztan osszereccsenti, és ni, ott
van kiontva a sarga bele. Kun Béla meg csak szabadkozna, ha
kérdeznék, miért engedte, hogy Tibor likvidalja a fold népét.

- Hogy mit csinalt? Ejnye, Tibor, egy percre nem nézek oda,
éppen csak egy szikrataviratot kiildok el Lenin elvtarsnak, te
meg lemészarolod a polgarsagot, megtizedeled a parasztsagot!

- En ugyan nem tettem ilyet - mondané Tibor méltatlan-
kodva. — De szivesen kivégzem azt, aki rélam ilyet terjeszt!
- Pedig a hata mogé dugott kezében ott az dsszecsukhato
akasztofa! Kun elvtars oda se tekintene, ugy veregetné Tibor
vallat.

— En megbizom benned, Tiborom. Végezd csak a munkddat.
— Es nem nézne oda, oda se akarna nézni, pedig Tibor olyan
kapkodva csukta Ossze az akasztofat, hogy még mindig ott
himbaloézik rajta egy varjuszarny-bajszos zsirosparaszt!

A dédnagyapam letorolte gyongy6zé homlokat, és meg-
nézte zseborajat. Még tiz perc a kijarasi tilalomig. Nagyobbra
mérte lépteit. Kozben folyton csak figyelt meg hallgatozott,
hogy jon-e megint Tibor a terepjaréval, bérkabatos, kibiztosi-
tott fegyvert Lenin-fiukkal az oldalan. ‘Es még azt is jegyezd
meg, Sanyi...és olyat l6ne, hogy még a villamos kereke is
leeresztene, csak ugy sikoltozna rajta a sok prolinép. De aztan
hamarosan visszanyernék a lélekjelenlétiiket, és spontan
elénekelnék a Marseillaise-t.

A budapesti emberek egyaltalan nem biiszkék, viszont
rendkiviil alkalmazkodéak. Szornytlkodtek, amikor elloptak
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a Ferenc Jozsef-szobrot, mert maguk akartak szert tenni ilyen
nagymennyiségli fémre. Viszont megkonnyebbiiltek, amikor
kideriilt, hogy elszallitottak Ferenc Joskat, mert népgyilko-
sok szobrai nem éktelenkedhetnek az utcan. Marcius 21-én
még kevesen tudtak fejbol a Marseillaise-t, de most ha csak
oldalba bokik 6ket, mar éneklik is. Kiillonben nincs ebéd! A
dédapam személy szerint jobban kedvelte az Internacionalét,
modernebb, korszer(ibb hangzasa és elrugaszkodottan pateti-
kus szovegvilaga miatt. Mar dudolta is: igy még a gyaloglas is
gyorsabban ment.

- Vajon tényleg ez a harc lesz a végsé? — tlinédott dédnagy-
apam, és igazitott a fogason a bérond fogantyujan.

10 The European Union Prize for Literature 2009
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Noémi Szécsi

Translated from the Hungarian by David Robert Evans — Chapter 1

My great-grandfather set off for Vienna in 1919, on a day
in late July. In his right hand he held a paper suitcase full of
diadems, tiaras, clover-shaped earrings; in his left, a walking-
stick. In his heart, dread. In his heart, love. Damp with sweat,
his shirt clung to an athletic upper body; he would not have
undone a single button, lest he reveal the upper parts of the
letters of the word tattooed on his chest: ‘Gesamtkunstwerk’.

‘Gesamtkunstwerk™ all in long, slender, curving letters.
Even the tattoo artist — a relatively well-read proletarian who
had served for a decade on the British freight steamer Queen
of Russia - had said that this was utter nonsense, grand art
was over, even Klimt was dead, as he had read in Tolnai’s
World News. But what could be done? My great-grandfather
had seen it somewhere and liked it. By that stage of alcohol
poisoning, it had seemed a provocative and sophisticated idea.

It goes without saying that this occurred before the second
glorious March, before alcohol prohibition struck, when an
entire political party announced that Hungarian must fer-
mentation was to be stopped. For sustained sobriety rather
eroded the gleaming ideal. This notwithstanding, from here
on my great-grandfather went around the place as if he had
the name of a dead sweetheart burned into his skin.

‘He should have had it tattooed on his forehead,” my father
had often said with regret. “Then at least there would be a
photo of it.’
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For, sadly, no one from the family ever saw the tattoo:
after 1919, my great-grandfather would not show himself even
before the Lord without having at least a vest on.

And on that July day he merely adjusted his tie - with
one hand, as he didn’t dare put the paper suitcase down. He
thought, at least I think he thought, that he was holding the
cause of the proletarian revolution in his hand. The lost cause
of the proletarian revolution, but no one would dare say that
in the Soviet House as they measured out twenty kilos of ear-
rings into the suitcase. Béla Kun was nursing his migraine,
and Tibor Szamuely - whom my great-grandfather regarded
as his sworn enemy - was hitting the table with his fist, and
explaining about blood. (That there is so much of it, and if a
lot of it is flowing, that just prevents even more from being
spilt, etc. Things like that.) Only poor Otté Korvin was able
to stay calm.

Otté made a list of the sort once made by the scribes of
Turkish pashas, then by Nazis and the Arrow Cross, and later
by members of the AVH secret police:

45 gold-look rings with sapphires, opals and rubies (mixed)

Approx. 100 antique-look jewel buttons with turquoise
inserts

1 tiara (with 32 brilliant diamonds)

12 gold items of various sizes (approx. 5 kg)
1 string of real pearls

various horse jewels (4 items)

1 miniature from elephant bone with a childhood portrait
of Countess Geraldine Palffy
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But Otté was thinking neither of his ancestors nor his
descendants. Quite simply he wanted the dosh to add up.
Only a few months earlier he had still worked in a bank.

My great-grandfather signed the acknowledgement, closed
the paper suitcase and took the visa, as well as a bundle of
lower-denomination banknotes to cover possible expenses.
He set off straight away to make it to the first express train to
Vienna. He heard Béla Kun begging on the phone in Russian,
tears in his eyes; he must have been speaking to Lenin and
pleading for Red Army soldiers. Next to him, Szamuely
frowned. He of all people knew that Lenin would happily send
gold watches, cuff-links or even medals with the hammer and
sickle, but that he wouldn’t send any soldiers. So it was only
Otto, poor Otté Korvin, who wished him luck.

And while Otté was counting the brilliant diamonds in the
tiara, my great-grandfather spotted that his lifeline was con-
spicuously short, and so he gave him a long hug goodbye, and
stroked the hunch of his back. It was dreadful to think that
this hideous, hunchbacked orthodox communist and writer
of uninspired Endre Ady reminiscences, who was a secret
service detective to boot, trusted him, a well-toned assistant
labourer with a bon viveur face and minimal intellectual life
- and whom he had only known a few weeks. ‘Perhaps it’s
because of my blue eyes,’he pondered. My great-grandfather
was the last person in the family to have blue eyes.

But he did not ponder his unusual power to attract for
long. Rather he was worried whether he would make it to
the train in one piece. Were the Red Guards to stop him on
the street and search his belongings, no amount of pleading
would make them drag him back to the Soviet House to prove
his identity: they would shoot him on the spot so they could
divide the spoils amongst themselves. My grandfather blamed
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the street’s law of the jungle on the nation’s moral decline -
the usual direct consequence of war and revolution.

He shuddered to think that armed, savage, bourgeois-
eating proles were roaming the streets until late at night,
firing at everyone wearing a well-fitted jacket; yet at the same
time he was also horrified to find that he could not imagine
himself as a speck of dust making up a part of the unified
proletariat; instead he imagined himself as a grain of sand,
indeed a pebble.

My great-grandfather wondered whether Kun and co.
might have handed him the lordly loot because none of them
were allowed to come into contact with money on a Saturday.
Yet the four months he had spent in the movement convinced
him that for a real revolutionary there was no Saturday, and
no Sunday, either - just the grey everydays of the class strug-
gle. As Béla Kun had himself said on occasion: my father was
a Jew, but I am a Communist. Or as my great-grandfather had
himself said on occasion: my father was a Catholic priest, and
I'm a love-child. He didn’t dither any further: he wanted to
make it to the Keleti station before curfew. Leaving the Soviet
House by the Danube - where the people’s commissars lived,
cried and laughed together - behind him, he lit a cigarette
and set off on his way, whistling. He walked to Klotild Square,
along Kossuth Lajos Street, and kept going down Rakdczi ut.

My great-grandfather was an anti-Semite - that much, I
presume, is obvious. He considered himself more attractive
and smarter than his Israelite friends, an assumption which
in certain cases proved half-true, for he really was more
attractive than some of them, though smarter than none. He
too felt a suffocating feeling if he saw Jewish arms million-
aires strolling down Budapest’ s Great Ring with stunning
high society actress girls on their arm, but if he looked in the
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mirror, he was so reassured and liberated by what he saw, he
was able fully to surrender himself to his boundless attraction
to Jewish and half-Jewish women. Thus, he thought, did he
wreak adequate revenge.

‘Tear down the lily in which the honey boils,” he mumbled
Alice’s whispered words to himself, and he went bright red
with shame at this memory, that he really had torn it down,
and mirabile dictu: the honey was boiling in it. He blew out
the cigarette smoke and considered how in Vienna there
might be less of a food shortage than in Budapest, where the
Child Help Organization was slowly getting its hands on the
entirety of the city’s cake output and giving it solely to hungry
little proletarian children. More and more, he would associate
Christian Socialism with wallowing in pleasure: who would
have thought this at the coronation of Charles IV? ‘“There
must be cake!’ - his eyes gleamed. ‘Sacher cake!’screamed an
admiring voice inside him, enjoying it pre-emptively. Then,
again, all he could think of was: ‘“Tear it down, tear it down!’

But what has this got to do with anything? There is no
place for frivolous thoughts when the fate of one’s nation or
other nations is at stake. The military situation is worry-
ing, my greatgrandfather mumbled. This was another thing
he didn’t read in the daily press, but overheard the telegraph
operator telling Otté6 when asked why Béla Kun’s head had
started to hurt.

‘The military situation is worrying’ - so said, or rather
whispered, the telegraph operator. Romanians ante portas:
the Red Army soldiers are less and less interested in the pro-
letariat’s war to free the world, while the liberating Soviet
troops will most likely never arrive. (To be precise, they will
arrive, rather late, twenty-five years hence. No point waiting
for them now.) Comrade Lenin has bluffed us again!
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Yet just there on the advertising pillar opposite, Liberty is
taking the masses fighting on the barricades to victory. With
her index finger she is pointing elegantly: After you, please.
Meanwhile she is breast-feeding the strong, healthy prole-
tarian child in her left arm. She has long been up in the air,
and might at any moment be head and shoulders above the
valiantly fighting Red Army soldiers. But her weight is insig-
nificant: she is overweight, no question, but still a guardian
angel, after all.

My great-grandfather had already got as far as Astoria. The
streets were virtually empty, except for the occasional brave
man; the women, children, elderly and sick were all sipping
their empty tea substitute at home, and therefore not able to
fill the street with much in the way of noise. So my great-
grandfather was able to hear the sound of the motor vehicle
from afar. Who could be driving at such an hour? No one up
to any good, he knew that. He looked back over his shoul-
der. The vehicle braked alongside him. My great-grandfather
immediately recognised it as Charles IV’s car, yet he could
hardly hope for the successor to the throne to have singled
him out to participate in a royalist putsch. But even so he was
in for a real surprise.

The surprise was not long in coming. It was in the form of
Tibor Szamuely, recently so full of worry in the Soviet House,
who jumped out of the car, and headed straight for my great-
grandfather. As always, he paid respect to his military obses-

sion with a grey serge uniform; the street lighting glistened
on his slicked-back black hair.

‘Comrade!” exclaimed my great-grandfather, with certain
pathos. He wanted to judge Tibor’s state of mind.

T’'m no comrade of yours, but you are welcome to call me
Mr. Szamuely.” Tibor’s mood was not so good.
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‘As you wish. What can I do for you, Mr. Szamuely, sir?’
my great-grandfather said, obsequiously, one eye on the Lenin
boys climbing out of the interior of the vehicle. They lined up
behind Szamuely. His expression was motionless as he took
out and decocked his enormous pistol. He focused his sugges-
tive gaze on my great-grandfather, then pointed to the young
man across the street wearing a light, checked overcoat.

‘Listen here, Sanyi! Can you see that bourgeois kid on the
other side of the street?’

‘How can you be sure he’s bourgeois?’
T asked if you could see him.’
‘Yes.

Bang. Comrade Szamuely, without taking aim, fired a shot
blind. The next moment the young man collapsed; his body
sprawled all over the paving stones. Szamuely returned his
huge

gun to its holster, adjusted his belt, and lifted the index
finger of his right hand:

‘You see, Sanyi, that’s what happens to someone who
harms the red proletariat.’

‘But he didn’t harm anyone!’

‘But that’s what happens,noted Comrade Szamuely lacon-
ically, and with that he took his place in the royal vehicle. The
Lenin boys knew from their boss” body language that it was
time to leave. They retreated. The loyal driver put his foot on
the gas. They spun round a sharp bend and sped towards the
Soviet House.

My great-grandfather felt ice down his spine. He was won-
dering why Tibor, whom he himself detested, hated him so
much. He stopped in front of a billboard, and pretended to
inspect it, just to stop himself fleeing in panic with his limbs
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flapping all over the place, like a hare flung through the air
by its ankles. This giant red hand (proletarian hand) on the
billboard had many times given him cause for thought. For
one thing, it emitted yellow light; it also attracted to itself,
in some electrostatic fashion, small coins, books with dark-
green covers, and deep-red flowers with fleshy petals. It was
decorated with this slogan: The Hand of the Proletariat or the
Whip of Entente?

It was a good question. Many struggle with similar dilem-
mas. Leprosy or cholera? Rope or a bullet? Hydrochloric acid
or caustic soda? A Tisza whirlpool or a surge of the Danube?
A bullet or rope? Yet for the time being my great-grandfather
did not want to take such a momentous decision. He retreated
from the scene of the incident with decisive but not conspicu-
ously speedy steps. The few pedestrians who dared be on the
street at such an hour called an ambulance. It was good to see
that people still had feelings. Later this was to change radi-
cally. But at that time, if the red patrolmen did not shoot you
in the head at close range, and did not take everything you
have, you still had every chance, thanks to the ready help-
fulness of your fellows, to fall into the hands of Pal Prénay’s
white terrorists and be dragged round the National Race-
course by a patisserie ribbon tied to your penis.

My great-grandfather was already carrying the Hungar-
ian Soviet Republic’s affairs down Rékodczi Street. He found
it supremely worrying that, for Tibor, ideology seemed to
carry greater weight than human life. Tibor, it seemed, would
be happy to exterminate the bourgeoisie for good, while the
peasantry to him was no more than a fly buzzing on his nose.
Buzzing, ‘Land reform, land reform!"Tibor just grabs it, traps
it in his fist, then crunches it up, and hey presto, its yellow
gut is splattered all over the place. If asked why he let Tibor
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liquidate the people of the land, Béla Kun would just offer
excuses.

‘He did what? My dear Tibor, I take my eyes off you for a
single moment, just to send a lightning telegram to Comrade
Lenin, and you butcher the middle class and decimate the
peasantry?’

I did no such thing, Tibor would defiantly reply. ‘But I
would be happy to execute anyone who spreads such rumours
about me!” Meanwhile there in the hand stuck behind his
back is the collapsible gallows! Comrade Kun would turn a
blind eye even as he pats Tibor on the shoulder.

‘I trust you, Tibor. You just do your job.” And he would not
look, would not want to look, even though Tibor closed the
gallows in such a hurry, that a greasy peasant with a rook’s
wing moustache is still dangling from it!

My great-grandfather wiped his moist brow and looked
at his pocket watch. Ten minutes till curfew. He quickened
his steps. Meanwhile he was constantly watching, listening,
whether Tibor was coming back in that car, with the Lenin
boys in leather coats and with unlatched weapons at his side.
‘And let this be a lesson, Sanyi...’'and with that he would fire
such a shot that even the wheel of the tram would go flat, so
much would it make the proletarian masses scream. But then
they would soon regain their composure and sing the Mar-
seillaise of their own accord.

The people of Budapest are not at all proud - but they
are nothing if not pragmatic. They were disgusted when
Franz Joseph’s statue was stolen, because they wanted to lay
their hands on such a quantity of metal themselves. But they
were relieved to hear that Franz Joe had been carried away,
for statues of mass murderers cannot very well remain as
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an eyesore on the street. On 21 March few know the Mar-
seillaise by heart, but if they are given a nudge in the ribs,
they are happy to sing it. Otherwise no lunch for them! My
great-grandfather’s personal preference was for the Commu-
nist Internationale on account of its modern, contemporary
sound and the quixotic pathos of its lyrics. No sooner was he
humming it to himself: this made walking quicker.

‘Is this really the final struggle?” my great-grandfather
wondered, as he changed his grip on the handle of the suitcase.
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