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Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta
Budapest, c. 1919 
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Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta are among the forgotten authors 
of Hungarian avant-garde literature. Today, their works are less 
well-known and less accessible, despite the fact that critics of 
the 1910s and 1920s followed their work closely, and in many cases, 
regarded their new poems and volumes as equivalent to the poetic 
works of Lajos Kassák. The 2022 exhibition in the Kassák Museum 
and the volume based on the exhibited material, aim to close this 
gap. Our aim is to present a representative cross-section of Újvári 
and Barta’s work, covering their entire oeuvre, and thus not only 
focus on the early avant-garde period but also on their later, partly 
unexplored works. 

To date, literary history has largely dealt with 
their avant-garde period, when Kassák’s younger sister, Erzsi 
Újvári, and her husband Sándor Barta, co-editor of Ma, stood at 
the forefront of the Hungarian avant-garde for around five years, 
between 1917 and 1922. Their poems and manifestos were published 
in Kassák’s journals while they were active participants in shaping 
Ma’s revolutionary programme. However, in 1922, like their colleagues 
who also had come under the influence of the Communist Party, 
they left Kassák’s group, and moved to the Soviet Union in 1925. The 
decade or more that followed was an exciting, but little-researched, 
and even partly unknown period of their work. While partly on a 
continuum with their earlier avant-garde art, they also significantly 
transformed their public and literary image, and placed their art 
in the service of Soviet state propaganda. In 1938, despite his 
embeddedness and commitment, and like hundreds of thousands of 
his fellow revolutionaries and émigrés, Barta was executed following 
a show trial, while Újvári died of illness two years later. 

Their legacy was rescued and brought to 
Budapest by their children, yet after the Second World War, writers 
who had been executed during the ‘Great Purge’ were considered 
taboo by the post-war Stalinist regime that was also established 
in Hungary. In the 1960s, in the spirit of Kádár-era consolidation, 
when the rehabilitation of left-wing writers, who had been side-
lined or executed during that earlier period, began, which was 
euphemistically referred to as an 'unlawful' era. This was the 
period when Barta’s novels, shorter epic works, and poetry were 
reprinted, or even published for the first time. Yet, the emerging 
generation of literary historians who focused on the twentieth 
century were not motivated by the ambition to rehabilitate the 
revolutionary literature of the heroic era, but to re-read the 

Introduction



8

interwar period from the perspective of Western modernity. In this 
context, the avant-garde was regarded as an experiment without 
a sequel, and was essentially limited to Kassák’s oeuvre.1 From the 
1960s onwards, Ferenc Botka’s primary research and bibliographies 
included information on Barta and Újvári’s Proletkult2 and Moscow 
periods,3 while László Illés published analyses of the Új Hang journal 
and Barta’s show trial based on materials from the Moscow secret 
police archives that were opened following the regime change.4 
The first post-war analysis of Barta’s poetry, including the avant-
garde period, was Gyula Illyés’s perceptive work published in 1962, 
in the volume Ki vagy? [Who are You?], containing Barta’s selected 
poems.5 Both Géza Aczél, Kassák’s monographer, and Pál Deréky, 
a researcher of the avant-garde, published studies focusing on 
Barta’s avant-garde period.6 Erzsi Újvári’s work received even less 
attention than Barta’s during the Socialist era. The first detailed 
study of her avant-garde poems was by György Kálmán C., part 
of a volume of her collected works in 1986, published on Zsuzsa 
Barta’s initiative.7 Kálmán C. returned to Újvári’s poems in 2008, and 
more recently, Györgyi Földes has dedicated a detailed analysis of 
Újvári’s literary works as part of her research into the forgotten 
female writers of the Hungarian avant-garde.8 Unlike all these works, 
our primary aim here is not the evaluation of the two writers’ works 
within the matrix of the Hungarian literary Modernism(s), but rather 
to provide a contextual analysis of the two political and literary 
oeuvres with the help of recently discovered archival sources. 

Until recently, research into those artists who, 
like Barta and Újvári, emigrated to the Soviet Union, represented a 
difficult academic challenge. Methodical international research into 
these figures has only begun in recent years.9 The challenges were 
as follows: first of all, while a reading of national literary histories 
presents these figures who emigrated and even changed languages 
many times as atypical, within the international avant-garde, they 
were the rule rather than the exception.10 Any examination of such 
works is hindered by the fact that archival research must be 
carried out in territories that are difficult to access. This is partly 
due to obvious logistic, linguistic, and expertise reasons – which is 

1  Szeredi 2022, 124–130.
2  The word "Proletkult" is an abbreviation for the Russian expression "Proletarskaya 
Kultura" (Proletarian Culture). It emerged from the need for a movement to organise 
and support proletarian art in the revolutionary Soviet Union. It became an international 
organisation in 1921 and dissolved in the mid 1920s.
3  See, for example, Botka 1969; Botka 1984; Botka 1990. 
4  Illés 1961; Illés 1962; Illés 1994.
5  Illyés 1962. 
6  Aczél 1976; Aczél 1977; Deréky 2000.
7  Kálmán C. 1986.
8  Kálmán C. 2008, 32–48; Földes 2021.
9  For more details, see Dobó 2022. 
10  On the theoretical background, see, for example, Latour 1993. 
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why it is no coincidence that whole research teams are often set 
up in nearby border fields.11 Moreover, the exploration of nomadic 
oeuvres also poses a major theoretical challenge (but also an 
opportunity), since they cut across the logic of national literary 
histories.12 The second challenge is that the basic narrative scheme 
of avant-garde historiography and museology is that of the heroic 
epic, which accentuates the countercultural, emancipatory, and 
norm-breaking strategies of avant-garde actors. However, many of 
them were not heroes, or not heroic in every stage of their lives: 
from Míra Holzbachová to Erzsi Újvári, many such figures took part 
in the running of Stalinist regimes for periods or even decades after 
their avant-garde phase. The field of Modernism studies offers more 
accessible narratives to present, for example, the avant-garde 
dancer at antifascist cabarets or the poet using Expressionist 
language to convey the bodily experiences of women struggling in 
the wartime hinterlands, than it does to characterise the work of 
a Czechoslovak Party functionary or a publicist helping create the 
Soviet international propaganda of the 1930s. This says nothing of 
the fact that these different fields and periods are dealt with by 
separate, specialised disciplines that are not necessarily in contact 
with one another. It is debatable whether the ‘heroic’ avant-garde 
periods can be separated from the entire oeuvre, nor is it obvious 
how these clearly different periods of life should be linked. 

The present volume represents an attempt 
to interpret all the available archival material, from Hungarian, 
Viennese émigré, and Soviet sources. This work also has significant 
implications for the history of the collection. Zsuzsa Barta and 
György Barta, with the help of their father’s former colleague, 
Andor Gábor, successfully rescued their parents’ literary archives 
from the basement of their Moscow flat evacuated after the 
Second World War.13 Most of this material was brought to Budapest 
in 1948 by Zsuzsa Barta, and later, in the 1970s, parts of it were 
transferred to the library and manuscript archives of the Petőfi 
Literary Museum. During that time, museum staff purchased Sándor 
Barta’s original manuscripts, as well as the official documents of the 
Association of Revolutionary Writers and Artists in the Hungarian 
Language operating in the Soviet Union, along with copies of 

11  For example, the research group Red Migrations: Marxism and Transnational Mobility after 
1917 at Ohio State University (u.osu.edu/redmigrations) is currently working on various 
figures active in the international workers’ movement (more precisely, within the Soviet 
Union’s cultural politics network) similar to Erzsi Újvári, Irén Réti, and Erzsébet Kádár. 
One further example is the six-year ERC project at Ghent University, Agents of Change: 
Women Editors and Socio-Cultural Transformation in Europe, 1710–1920 (WeChangEd) completed 
this year, which examines women’s roles in European transnational journal networks 
(wechanged.ugent.be).
12  Schein 2019; Neubauer – Török 2009. 
13  Recollections of Zsuzsa Barta, transcript of an unknown recording, undated. Kassák 
Museum, KM-AN-2021.3.46.
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Barta’s publications in Russian.14 In the 1980s, Zsuzsa Barta made 
several trips to Moscow researching her parents’ estate, where 
she had photocopies made of her father’s manuscripts held at 
the Gorky Institute of World Literature. These photocopies were 
also included in the Petőfi Literary Museum’s collection.15 However, 
one part of the photo albums, letters, and manuscripts in Zsuzsa 
Barta’s possession ended up not in the Museum’s collection, but 
were transferred to the family of her brother, György Barta, after 
his death. In 2020-2021, the Kassák Museum purchased these 
items from György Barta’s daughter, Katalin B. Barta, and her family. 
Several previously unknown manuscripts and photographs from this 
collection are published in this volume for the first time. 

This volume follows the structure of the exhibition 
at the Kassák Museum. It includes literary as well as primary 
sources, as well as notes and analyses to aid interpretation. Our 
aim is to present the works of the two authors within the context 
of the relational structure – one that has now become completely 
submerged and is therefore difficult to grasp – in which both 
artists considered themselves professional revolutionaries, if not 
revolutionaries first and foremost. The selection of poems, novellas, 
and essays in this volume was guided by the desire to present 
the two artists’ lives during their Budapest, Vienna, and Moscow 
periods. The first section contains a biographical chronology of 
Újvári and Barta. This is followed by a more detailed presentation 
of their two most important works, both published in 1921. Erzsi 
Újvári’s Prózák [Proses] and Sándor Barta’s Tisztelt Hullaház [Highly 
Esteemed Morgue] are the defining works of the Hungarian avant-
garde movement’s Expressionist and Dadaist periods. The third 
part of the volume offers an overview of one particular aspect of 
Újvári and Barta’s complete oeuvre, namely their perceptions of 
family, child-rearing, the role of women, and how these perceptions 
changed. Sára Bagdi’s essay places the primary sources in a 
broader cultural historical context. In the final section, we present 
biographical micro-stories based on the legacy collections of the 
Petőfi Literary Museum and Kassák Museum, which provide insights 
into Barta and Újvári’s works, as well as the social and political 
context of their lives. Cross-references are also provided to help 
navigate between sections of the volume. 

The present volume, A Wonderful Story?, is the 
second in the Kassák Museum’s Kassák Workshop series of open 
access digital publications, dedicated to providing access to the 
Museum’s various research activities in art, literary, and social history. 

14  Petőfi Literary Museum, Manuscript Collection, V. 3667/1–36.
15  Ibid., V. 4334/1–15.



Chronology of the Life of 
Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta



Sándor Barta

Erzsi Újvári

Erzsi Újvári and 
Sándor Barta

Context

Sándor Blau (Barta) is born into an assimilated Jewish family in 
Budapest on 7 October. His father is a tailor and the family lives 
in modest circumstances. He contracts tuberculosis as a child. 
Apprenticed to his father, he graduates from secondary school in 
1914 and works as a trainee in the grain traders Strasser und König 
for six months. In 1915, he enters the Ministry of Finance as trainee. 
He changes his surname to Barta in 1917. 

↗[131] Sándor Barta in the Ministry of Finance

Erzsébet Kassák, Lajos Kassák’s youngest sister, is born in 
Érsekújvár on 14 July. She moves with her mother and two sisters to 
Budapest in 1906, where she subsequently works in the Angyalföld 
shroud factory and continues her school studies with some breaks.

A Tett, the first Hungarian avant-garde periodical, is launched by 
Lajos Kassák in November. Less than a year later, it is banned for 
its anti-war stance.

1897

1899

1915

A Tett
vol. 1. no. 1, 1 November 1915 
Kassák Museum

Chronology of the Life of 
Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta



Kassák launches a new magazine, Ma, in November. 

Erzsébet Kassák starts to publish prose poems in her brother’s 
magazine in 1916 under the name Erzsi Újvári. Her first piece entitled 
Háború! Asszony! Holnap! [War! Woman! Tomorrow!] appears in the 6 
May issue of A Tett.

↗[132] The Early Work of Erzsi Újvári

On 3 December, Kassák holds a talk entitled Szintetikus irodalom 
[Synthetic Literature] on avant-garde poetry to the Galilei Circle 
of freethinking young people and university students. According to 
Kassák’s autobiographical novel, Sándor Barta delivers a vehement 
criticism of Kassák’s and Újvári’s poetry.

After the incident in the Galilei Circle, Barta brings his avant-garde 
poetry to Kassák, who publishes his first poems in the February issue 
of Ma. He later becomes a permanent member of the Ma editorial.

After the Aster Revolution, the Ma circle becomes politically 
radicalised. In the first special worldview issue in November 1918, 
Barta formulates the group’s demands in the Kiáltvány a kommunista 
köztársaságért [Manifesto for a Communist Republic].

In January, Sándor Barta’s first book of poetry is published in the 
Ma imprint with the title Vörös zászló [Red Flag].

↗[137] Sándor Barta: Red Flag

Ma
vol. 1. no. 1, 1 November 1916 
Kassák Museum 

1916

1917

1918

1919

Sándor Barta 
Vörös zászló [Red Flag]
Cover design: Sándor Bortnyik 
Budapest, Ma
1919

Kassák Museum



The fourth worldview special issue of Ma publishes excerpts from 
Lenin’s The State and Revolution (1917), translated by Sándor Barta 
and Mózes Kahána. 

The Hungarian Soviet Republic is proclaimed on 21 March. Kassák 
and his circle support the new system but continue to work 
independently of party directives. The last issue of the Budapest Ma 
appears on 1 July.

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári regularly take part in performances 
organised by the Ma circle in Budapest and elsewhere. They are 
married on 28 June. 

  
Kassák relaunches Ma in Vienna in May, starts to build international 
contacts, and becomes familiar with the Dada movement.

After the fall of the Hungarian Soviet Republic, Sándor Barta and 
Erzsi Újvári follows Kassák into exile in Vienna. They regularly 
publish their poetry and other writings in Ma.

Ma folyóirat világszemléleti negyedik 
különszáma [Fourth Worldview Special Issue 
of Ma]
Cover design: Sándor Bortnyik 
January 1919
Kassák Museum

The Ma-group
Színházi Élet [Theater Life]
20 April 1919
Kassák Museum

1920



Sándor Barta is deputy editor of Ma from May 1920 to July 1922. His 
drama Igen [Yes] is published as a book in the Ma imprint at the end 
of the year.

	
Erzsi Újvári’s book of poetry, Prózák [Proses], is published in the Ma 
imprint in June with illustrations by George Grosz. 

Sándor Barta’s book of manifestoes Tisztelt hullaház [Highly 
Esteemed Morgue] is published in the Ma imprint in September.

Sándor Barta’s Mese a trombitakezű diákról [Tale of the Trumpet-
handed Student], a book of tales and short stories is published by 
Ma in April.

↗[146] The Tales of Sándor Barta

Ideological differences lead to the break-up of the Ma circle. In 
May, the previous co-editor Béla Uitz, together with Aladár Komját, 
launches a Proletkult magazine, Egység, which is critical of Kassák.

Gogol’s Diary of a Madman and Rabindranat Tagore’s Nationalism, 
translated by Sándor Barta, are published by Julius Fischer Verlag 
(Jenő Tamás Gömöri) in Vienna. 

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári also leave the Ma staff during the 
summer and break with Kassák and Jolán Simon.

↗[148] Debate on Proletkult in Vienna

In November, Sándor Barta launches the Proletkult magazine 
Akasztott Ember, in which he attacks Kassák. This periodical survives 
for only three issues in 1922/1923. 

1921

1922 The Ma-group in Vienna (Hietzing) 
From left to right: Sándor Bortnyik, Béla 
Uitz, Erzsi Újvári, Andor Simon, Lajos 
Kassák, Jolán Simon and Sándor Barta 
1922
Petőfi Literary Museum 



↗[151] The First Gathering of the Mad in a Garbage Bin
↗[162] Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta in Akasztott Ember

In March, Sándor Barta changes the title of his magazine from 
Akasztott Ember to Ék, and it runs for six issues in 1923/1924. 

↗[170] Crystal of Time: Moscow

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári publish their poetry and other writings 
in Akasztott Ember, Ék, and Egység. Their daughter Zsuzsa Barta is 
born at the end of the year.

↗[179] Zsuzsa Barta’s Birth Date

Lenin dies on 21 January, and after a brief contest for power, Stalin 
secures leadership of the Soviet Union.

↗[181] The Death of Lenin

Sándor Barta enters the Communist Party of Hungary.

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári move to Moscow with the help 
of International Red Aid. They are first accommodated in János 
Mácza’s flat in Sretenski Boulevard. In 1926, they get a flat of their 
own in a Moscow suburb, Sokolniki Park, and around 1932, they 
move into a newly-built condominium in Tisinskaya Street, also in the 
suburbs.

↗[183] Miniatures from Red Moscow

Akasztott Ember
vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922
Kassák Museum 

1923

1924

Ék
vol. 2. nos. 4–5, 20 April 1924 
Kassák Museum



Sándor Barta’s first novel, Csodálatos történet, vagy mint fedezte 
fel William Cookendy polgári riporter a földet, amelyen él [A Wonderful 
Story, or How the Bourgeois Reporter William Cookendy Discovered 
the Land on Which he Lived] is published in instalments in Nőmunkás 
[Woman Worker], a Sunday supplement of the Košice-based 
Communist daily newspaper Kassai Munkás. It later appears in book 
form, and the same year, it is published in German translation by 
Vorhut Verlag. A Russian translation is published in Moscow in 1926.

↗[190] Sándor Barta’s Books Published in the Soviet Union

In October, the Hungarian section of the Russian Association of 
Proletarian Writers (RAPP) is formed in Moscow, and Sándor Barta is 
a founding member.

The Association of Revolutionary Writers and Artists in the 
Hungarian Language is formed in Moscow. Their first publication 
is the Sarló és Kalapács Évkönyv [Hammer and Sickle Yearbook], 
published in Vienna.

↗[193] The Association of Revolutionary Writers and Artists in the 
Hungarian Language

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári are active members of the 
association, and their poetry and other writing is included in the 
Sarló és Kalapács Évkönyv. Barta is a member of the editorial board. 
The same year, Erzsi Újvári’s two sisters Mária and Teréz, and 
Teréz’s husband Béla Uitz, also move to Moscow. 

Sándor Barta takes a job at the Soviet censor’s office Glavlit in 
the German and English section, where he works for Deutsche 
Zentralzeitung and Moscow News.

Sándor Barta’s and Erzsi Újvári’s Hungarian-language writings start 
to appear in 100% (Budapest), Új Előre (New York), Párisi Munkás 
[Paris Worker] (Paris), Új Március [New March] (Vienna) and Munkás 
[Worker] (Košice).

↗[195] Erzsi Újvári in Új Előre

The Hungarian Group of the Society of Former Political Prisoners and 
Exiled Settlers premieres Sándor Barta’s play Vörös 1919 [Red 1919].

1925

1926

1927



Trotsky is expelled from the Party in November.

Stalin announces the first Five Year Plan and the collectivization of 
agriculture. 

↗[202] The Collectivization of Agriculture in the Soviet Union

Erzsi Újvári’s last known poem A vörös Fekete tenger partján [On the 
Shores of the Red Black Sea] appears in Munkás- és Parasztnaptár 
[Worker and Peasant Calendar] of Košice.

↗[177] A vörös Fekete tenger partján [On the Shores of the Red Black Sea]

Sarló és Kalapács, a magazine for Hungarian speakers in the Soviet 
Union, is launched in December. Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári are 
regular contributors. 

↗[205] The Sarló és Kalapács
↗[207] Sándor Barta: Pell-mell

Their second child, György Barta, is born on 3 September. Erzsi 
Újvári writes less and less, spending her time looking after her 
children.

Sándor Barta’s short stories Misa [Misha] and Pánik a városban 
[Panic in the City] are published in Russian translation in Moscow.

1928

1929

1930

Máté Zalka, Antal Hidas, Béla Illés 
and Sándor Barta 
Moscow
1928
Kassák Museum

Sarló és Kalapács
vol. 3. no. 5, May 1931 
Petőfi Literary Museum



Sándor Barta is involved in drawing up the manifesto for Hungarian 
proletarian literature, which is published in Sarló és Kalapács. Sándor 
His short stories A kilyukasztott szavazólap (350,000) [The Pierced 
Ballot Paper] and Menedékjog [The Right to Asylum] are published in 
Russian translation in Moscow.

↗[209] Erzsi Újvári: The Bell

RAPP is closed down in April. A few months later, the Hungarian 
section reports its dissolution in Sarló és Kalapács.

Sándor Barta goes on a tour of the Urals as a member of an 
international writers’ brigade together with the French writer 
Louis Aragon and the Dutch writer Jef Last. He writes about his 
experiences in several reports and poems.

↗[214] The Ural Journey
↗[221] Tuberculosis

Sándor Barta’s novel Nincs kegyelem [No Mercy] is published by the 
Publisher of Foreign Workers Living in the Soviet Union in Moscow. He 
writes an autobiographically-inspired novel Aranyásók [Gold Diggers] 
about pre-First World War Budapest but it is not published until 1957.

At the First Soviet Writers’ Congress in August, the literary 
requirements of Socialist Realism are announced. From Hungary, 
Gyula Illyés and Lajos Nagy attend the congress.

1931

1932

1933

1934

Sándor Barta and Zsuzsa Barta 
on vacation 
Crimean peninsula 
1931
Kassák Museum

Sándor Barta and the International 
Brigade of Proletarian Writers at the 
monument of the glass factory workers 
executed during the white terror 
Konstantinovka
14 August 1933
Kassák Museum 



Barta Sándor’s short story Kétszer kettő – öt [Twice Two is Five] and 
an excerpt from his novel Nincs kegyelem are published in Moscow in 
Russian translation under the title A győzelemig [Until Victory].

Erzsébet Istenes moves to her daughters – Mária, Teréz, and 
Erzsébet – in Moscow for two years, and mainly lives in the flat of 
Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári.

↗[226] “The Mutter” in Moscow

Erzsi Újvári is diagnosed with a chronic disease that leads to 
disability (multiple sclerosis) and regularly goes to a sanatorium for 
treatment.

↗[231] Sándor Barta’s Autobiographies

Sándor Barta watches the Mayday parade from the grandstand on 
Red Square. His novel Amnesztia [Amnesty] is published in German.

In a move to consolidate his power in the Soviet Union, Stalin 
launches the Great Purge. The official reason for the politically-
motivated imprisonments and executions is to rid the country of spies 
and saboteurs but most of them are based on trumped-up charges.

Sándor Barta launches a people’s front magazine of literary and 
social affairs, Új Hang. The pilot issue appears in late 1937 and the 
first issue in the following January. Its principal staff include Béla 
Balázs, Andor Gábor, György Lukács, and József Madzsar. After 
Barta’s arrest, Andor Gábor takes over as editor. 

↗[235] Sándor Barta and Új Hang

1935

1936

1937

Erzsi Újvári in a Soviet sanatorium
September 1935 
Kassák Museum



Sándor Barta is arrested on the night of 14 March and held in 
Taganka prison. On the trumped-up charge of counter-revolutionary 
spying, he is sentenced to death and executed at the end of May. 
His family is not informed of the execution, and they search for him 
in vain in Moscow prisons.

↗[237] The Great Purge

Erzsi Újvári’s health deteriorates rapidly and she dies in a Moscow 
hospital on 11 August. Her sister Mária Kassák takes care of her 
children. They weather the Second World War in Chistopol in the 
Urals and afterwards move to Hungary.

↗[240] The Life of Zsuzsa Barta
↗[246] The Life of György Barta
↗[249] Rehabilitation of Sándor Barta
↗[251] The Books of Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta after 1957
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Új Hang
vol. 1. no. 1, January 1938
Petőfi Literary Museum 
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Two Books from 1921
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Women in the Hinterland: 
Erzsi Újvári’s Proses and their 
Illustrations

Erzsi Újvári started to publish her Expressionist numbered poems 
(Prose: 1, Prose: 2…) in A Tett in 1916, and continued in Ma. Most were 
written during the First World War, and the war was their central 
theme. Scenes set in the intimate spaces of small communities in 
the hinterland convey the wartime experiences of working women 
from their own point of view. Újvári was alone in the early Hungarian 
avant-garde in examining such serious and neglected issues of the 
time as disintegrating families, the sexual desires and loneliness 
of isolated women in the hinterland, and the problems of battlefield 
injuries, pregnancy, and the life of children living in poverty – all 
in a specifically women’s narrative and from the perspective of 
physical sensation. In 1918, Sándor Bortnyik made illustrations of the 
descriptions of apocalyptic landscapes that set the background 
of the Prose series. Bortnyik made naïve, folk-tale-like images of 
scenes of brutality, with an expressly interpretive intention.

Újvári’s poems were published in book form 
in Vienna in 1921. There, she included only one poem on a family 
theme, number 7, about the experience of childbirth. Foremost in 
the anthology are revolutionary poems written around 1919. The 
three illustrations in the book, drawn by George Grosz, radically 
reinterpret the original message of Újvári’s poems. Grosz belonged 
to the left-wing Dada group in Berlin. His graphics represent 
workers and urban poverty in the public spaces of the city after 
the war and the revolutions. They portray people as victims of 
the war years and class oppression. By contrast, Újvári’s 1919 
poems speak of revolutions and the productive power inherent 
in grassroots movements. She ascribes a definitive role in social 
resistance to women, unlike Grosz, in whose work women appear 
typically as prostitutes serving the haute bourgeoisie.
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Sándor Bortnyik: Airplane
Illustration to Erzsi Újvári’s Proses, 1918
Museum of Fine Arts – Hungarian National Gallery 
Archive photography

Well-fed women stretching in the lap of white houses. 
Silence. 
The eaves dripping, four black drops sitting at the base of the walls. 
Somewhere, the butcher is chopping meat. 
Silence. 
Liquor frothing at the bottom of smelly pots. 
Dazed heads hiccupping softly. 
Then only the gigantic blue sky dominates. 
And silence… silence. 
Bony child hands building their castle in the dust,
and the sun flows away too in viscous mud. 

Under dancing nails the knees of sad, identical people 
break. Their heads fly, gums flayed by the black mud. Above them 
silence – din – fire – droning – clouding over. The machine deals out 
blows, clattering – growling, stopping with outstretched wings, and 
like the eagle – plummets. 
One hundred eyes fix at once on the red spot. 
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Somewhere singing stops. 
They go and they go. Women open their silent mouths
Where to?
Where to?
The train in motion. Heavy wheels break the stones, widening 
cannon muzzles deal out terror. Sweating horsemen pull the cross-
bearing wagons ahead. Girls throwing flowers, their burning eyes 
shining into the blind void. 
Just a drop!
The wagon turns, the vanishing sun burning great holes into its roof. 

The flames reach the sky!
Give me a hoe!
What about the cows!
We need water!
Wagons!
My rocking horse!
Help!!
People!
Just my money!
Wait up!!

Fire falls. The broached houses collapse on one another. 
Water!
A hoe!
Disoriented, they seek the way out. 
To the West!

Under swaying lines, crying mothers pull their naked children towards 
them. People running into clumps, shouting for their partners. 
A blinded horse trampled into their midst – they fell silent. 
A priest officiating without arms ran out from the church. 
Storming horsemen filled the town with blaring proclamations. 
To the train!

They rushed into red smoke. 
Before the last well, a broken pole thrusts into the sky. 
The grunting herd rolls down the hill. 
A frightened woman gave birth to her dead son in a ditch. 
Thick fatty smoke lashes the sheep pen roof, horses burn, 
whinnying they lower just their heads, the burning lantern illuminating 
through the grille. 
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On trampled fields, bell clappers clang farewell in their ears.
A bull is still bellowing somewhere. 

Bloodily they slip and slide on narrow steps. 
The other softens their crooked backs. Smelly smoke settles in 
their burned throats. 
Red and blue eyes signal atop sooty stone mounds 
Shaking hands rattle gold. 
Enough?
Mine too!
Departure!
They stuck to the windows. 
The cows!
My Dad!
Into gaping mouths roils only the moon as conciliator.

� Ma, vol. 1. no. 2, 15 December 1916, 23.
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Heavy-smelling beds in the depths of the room. Sharp bodies 
stretching out from the corners illuminate the darkness. Muscly 
arms interlink above heads. Shirts opening on chests. Large 
colourful blotches spread angrily across resting skin. 
A black wheel rattles on the wall. Its leaden legs stretch far down. 
The chambermaid knocks at the door. 
A yellow gas flame splatters across the faces. 
Five o’clock!
Get up get up!
It’s already late!
Sweating faces peer out from beneath the thin blankets. Only one 
waited. And waited. And then he too moved. Cautiously sliding his 
swollen feet to the floor. Could not get up. Spat blood in the night. 
Bitter saliva blistering in the mouth. 
Somewhere, the factory sounds the horn: ten minutes. 

Sándor Bortnyik: Village II.
Illustration to Erzsi Újvári’s Proses, 1918
Rómer Flóris Art and History Museum 
– Imre Patkó Collection 
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They laid him back down.
No!
Me?
Just my back!
Bluish pearls shining on his luminescent brows. 
Just my back!
Bricks and boiling ashes are placed on his body. 
Ow!
Cover him up!
Black and yellow wheels turning in a circle. Feels like he’d grown a 
beard. It will grow bigger and bigger. 
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Terraced houses thrown high up. Suddenly, roads open before 
them. Sunday. Pals. The boulevard glimmering at the end of dark 
streets. A wild vine fence, green tables, colourful lamplights. Yellow 
posters. A clanging tram. An empty hearse. 

Is he asleep?

Somebody opened the oven’s jammed grate. 

Cinema. Dark alcove. Red slips of paper. Coins jingling. Faces staring 
into coffee house mirrors. Sparkling electric wires. Music in the 
basement. Dolled-up girls. Soldiers. Tired soldiers. 
A yellow terminus. 
Damjanich Street. 

A young mother rubs smelly oil into the weak body of her child lying 
on the table.

Lads playing the accordion. Hurdy-gurdy. Old street-sweeper 
couples timidly swing their veined legs. 
Play the csardas!
A burning-eyed girl lifts her glass and the glistening wine runs down 
between brown breasts. 

Now he sensed the smell of her body. 
One mouth moistening on the other’s. Cold fingers intruded with  
a knife edge between his teeth. 
Help me!
A head in a black scarf leaned towards him. 
My chest!

Someone laid a wreath of blood red flowers at the tea light. 
A singing child pulled his watch-chain to the ground. 

Horses, grey and black horses. 
A boat setting off underneath the bridge. 
Girls in white dresses with Easter pillows. 

Oh!

A bent-beaked parrot yelled in his ear:
Money!
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Money!
In the forest three roads offer their body. 

Oh!
It’s burning!
Soon!!
Cold compresses placed on the temples. The woman from next door 
pulled a thick eiderdown across his shivering body. 
Then they left on tiptoes, only an old man remained next to his bed. 

Greasy steps. The machine is running. Petrol. Sparks. Burning. The 
machinist runs. Late. Falls on the strap. Falls to the floor. Takes it 
again. 
Firehose. 
From his ribs, a mighty spray of water escapes. Maybe up to the sky. 
On the wall: a bloody head and foot. 
His teeth continue moving in an empty barrel. 
His eyes fell on the apron of a lamenting girl. 
And in the door, someone stopped his heart. 

!Water!
He sat up. Struck the old man in the face with all his strength. 
Then fell back. His body like ice. Only his eyes swivelled last at the 
burning. He grabbed his chest. One more attempt. 
Give it here!
His eyes fixed on black nothingness. 
A-a-á…
His mouth remained open and shone like a round mirror. Shining 
dangerously with chattering teeth. He dug his nails deep into his 
flesh. Exerted his bones once again. 

Then…

Somebody moved at the back. 

Stepped forwards. 

And indifferently tied up the dead man’s fallen chin. 

� Ma, vol. 2. no. 4, 15 February 1917, 58–59.
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20 December. 
The houses reach white and hunched right down to the lands. 
Knotty tree branches propping up the sky. 
The milk loaf crackling at the bottom of overheated ovens. 
In a broad courtyard the pig is squealing, a knife thrust into his 
stomach right up to hilt. A frightened woman scoops up the flowing 
blood into a white bowl. 
The houses’ wounds are dressed with long poles. 
The fools are resting on fresh straw. 

She had also prepared. Forgetting everything, she threw herself 
into doing things, 
The dress sticking, stinging to her body. 
The brother-in-law chopping thick logs in the storeroom. 

Sándor Bortnyik: Village I.
Illustration to Erzsi Újvári’s Proses, 1918
Rómer Flóris Art and History Museum 
– Imre Patkó Collection 

E
rz

si
 Ú

jv
á
ri

P
ró

za
: 2

 [
P

ro
se

: 2
]

While she just turns and turns, turns and turns. 
The hungry man eyes tickle her skin. 
She pulls her headscarf tighter. And blows hard into the crook of 
her palm. 

The wind is playing. 
The bell rings. 

Their fingers draw a cross on their bodies. 
And they keep working. 
Restless old men tiptoe along the road. 
Thick snow. 
And the priest is already saying mass in the church. 
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Pista!
What?
Help!
They dragged the grinder into the storeroom. 
Their hands touched. Their gaze dropped frightened to the ground. 
The young lad was almost boiling with burning desire. 
Her thoughts returned swiftly to the first nights of love. Her man 
also went wild for her after a whole day’s work. With his smelly body 
he watched the girlish window opening. 

A farmyard shepherd is herding his flock on the road. 

They came to their senses. 
She ran into the courtyard. And stuffed her chapped mouth with 
freezing snow. 

The candles are already burning on the table laid white. 
Last year’s harvest boiling in corpulent jars. 
The doughnuts turning red in overflowing bowls. 
And the smell of wax, smell of wax. 
Luminosity. 
Outside, the holy box fell from frozen arms to the ground.

Their noses twitch at the smell of salt meat. 
They sat down at the table. Waists bending deep above the food. 

The white flesh of the capon falls apart in their teeth. 
The glasses offer up their golden rims. 
They empty them. 
The strong drink urges boiling blood into their faces. 
They drink again. 
Wordlessly, their minds are already rebelling against their own agony. 
They push the flowery plates away, no appetite. 
Their heads bow. 
Then eyes boldly play with the other’s. 

An unknown wildness courses through the lad’s body. 
His neck almost snapping under his heavy head. 

Rum glints on the table. 
Her mouth meets the lip of the bottle. 
Her hands fall helplessly into her lap. 
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She cries out. 
My poor man!
Two years!

After other difficult trials they only lasted this far. 
His chest now straining against hers. 
He fought with the other man. 
Won even without being seen. 

Ey!

The brother drew her in with his familiar gestures. Caressed her 
head. Reached for her shoulder.
Felt a thousand ants in his palm.
Is it you?
She screamed. 
Jóska!
She laughed. She felt in her lap the head of the man who returned. 
Thrust her boiling, tearful head under his shirt. 
He jumped in fear. 
The first woman whose wide lips left a burning mark on his skin. 
He pulled her up. 
Threw her onto the bed. 
Her flesh fainted in agony into his wide palm. 
She wound both her arms around his neck. 
Jóska!
Pista!
Jóska!
His white teeth tore her mouth. 
His body set her thighs on fire. 
He pushed her away. And playfully raised her into his arms. 
Still blowing for a while. 
Then his weary head slumped on her pillowy breast

Ornamented pieces of paper stuck on the sweaty window by the 
wind. 

Midnight. 
And the mouths of the returning congregation begin a weeping new 
psalm. 

� Ma, vol. 2. no. 4, 15 February 1917, 59–60. 
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Burned hair. A smell of heavy perfume. 
Like potbellied bumble bees, the comedians rub up against the base 
of the walls. 

A ring at the door. 

A ballerina in a black vest jumps on stage. 
Flowers blooming once more on her restless ankles. Two stark lines 
deepen her burning gaze. Fine golden threads glitter on her arms. 
The olive branch trembles in the hands of virgins dressed in white. 
At the end of the line stand two torch-bearing servants. 

Music babbles up softly.

The flower stands centre-stage, waiting for her dance. 

She stretches from stem to trembling petals. Her nervous twitching 
wearies a thousand eyes. Feet on tip-toe. A different spring strains 
in each finger. 

Sándor Bortnyik: The Dancer
Illustration to Erzsi Újvári’s Proses, 1918
Museum of Fine Arts – Hungarian National Gallery
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She’s coming today. Dancing for him. She’s coming. Accidentally 
landing here, from faraway shores. With her tired body, bringing new 
pleasure. 

She throws her head back. Shrivels up. The body slipping further on 
twenty nails.

The face of the musicians is a red ball, a yellow snake coiling in the 
middle. 

She slips back. And jumps forward. 
Her mouth now falls wildly on the flower. The petals are already 
dead. 
Her gums turn red. 
The flower’s bitter moisture drops down her parched throat. 

A thousand palms beat in thanks. 
And into the doorframes throw those coming from below green, 
white and yellow colours. 

Two years’ service at the front. He has already embraced every 
enemy territory. 
Two sickly lines spreading next to his mouth. 
Tomorrow he leaves for the mountains. But came to see the girl. 

A white candle blobbing onto brown furniture. Tall leather armchairs 
next to the wall. In the corner, a bed proffers up its soft lap. 

She stood before him. Her face had grown longer from the dancing. 
Her colourfully drawn shoulders were shaking. 
How I waited for you!
She sat in his lap like long ago. 
Her tearful eyes sought his. Her neck, like a startled snail, fled to 
his breast. 
He stared ahead, apathetic. The silence troubled his exhausted 
nerves. 
Somewhere a man is being made to stand before the mouth of their 
canon. 
What’s wrong?
Tomorrow!
Going back?
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Her hair has come loose and winds around her neck as if to 
strangle. 
Don’t go!
She laughed. Threw her head back. Pursed her lips for a kiss. 
The hot body sensed in the other’s lap. And his fists had grown 
soft, looking at the pink skin. 

Oh!
Red blood seeping out from under his teeth. 
My mouth!
The moon shone in, casting the brown cross of the window onto 
their struggling bodies. 

Autumn. 
Somewhere on the smelly fields, harvesters bathing their weary 
chests in the wind. 
In the city, the roads are still white. 
And the trees stretching their knotted arms into the sky. 

Days passed with painful remembrance. 
After headache cramps, a fever crept over his body like a 
maddening heatwave. 
Sunday. Two performances. 
He felt a sharp stab in his waist. The old wound hurt once more on 
his hot mouth. 
He hid his shivering body among the pillows. 

Wrinkled faces laughing at him. 
Funny. 
A deaf old man asleep next to a worn-out piano. Puny palm tree 
trunks. The singing canary’s cage atop the blind mirror. 
And the secret admirer wringing his hands at his cowardice. 

Six o’clock. 
For noses accustomed to the smell of lead, the fresh air is almost 
painful.
The oldest girl smears herself with thick paint in a basement flat. 
After the audition. 
She stops the street crossing. 
The orchestra strikes up once more. The double drums are electric. 
Carriage drivers in their seats bow the double bass. The organ pipe 
is an automobile. The harp reverberation of thin telephone wires. 
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And from the end of the gutter a chimneysweep conducts with his 
crooked broom. 

It’s morning. 
From the whiteness of the pillows only a pinched face emerges. Two 
red marks. Two burning eyes. 
As if the head had been strapped up in the night. 
His hands yearn for the stuffed salt stacks, for the soil. 
My head!
Terror had beaten his eyes murky. 
What will become of me?
He threw the pillows off with force. 
His legs trembling under his shirt like loose market-hall whistles. 
The bite!
Somehow he hauled his body, stretched out stiff, off the bed. 
Wrapped his arm around his neck. His mouth wheezed a last act. 
Wanted to bend his waist. His feet went up on tiptoe as usual. 
Couldn’t move any more. 
He turned around. 
His likeness stared back in fright from the mirror. 
My God!
My waist!
Threw his body against the mirror in rage. 
Then. 
Fell to the floor. 
The silver slivers flew into the air. 
Then came down. 
And pierced his body with their glittering shards. 

� Ma, vol. 2. no. 5, 15 March 1917, 75–76. 
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One evening something made her cramp up. Someone wanted to 
tear her body in a hundred ways. 
She bit her lips in pain. 
Laughed. 
Her mouth never opened for a barbiturate. And in her mind the 
lyrics dedicated to Him began to play. 
The stiffness of her arms will be His soft bed. The fire in her eyes 
will only burn on His whim. 
Woe.  

An old man peeped out from somewhere in the depths of the oven. 
Our Father!

Then, his loud voice fought with the silence. 
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Sándor Bortnyik: Birth 
Illustration to Erzsi Újvári’s Proses, 1918
Collection of Nimród Kovács 
Image supplied by Jill A. Wiltse and H. 
Kirk Brown III, Denver

Mari! Hey!

As if in the village they’d all heard the cry at once. 
Frightened, the women ran to huddle together. 
Storerooms thrown open. Pots clattering. The well’s dangling arm 
glows with resin from the fire of their palms. 
The cambric and the lace, only occasionally tossed towards the 
sun, now they too have emerged. 
And the midwife with her smelly apron. 
The coils of hair thrown onto the neck were tired straight out. 
The tiny feet sought rest in fright. 

Rum asserted itself from the table. 
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She held out her hand for a kiss. 

My Mum!

Her sharp eyes cut through the air towards the patient. 

Holy water!

She drew a cross on her stomach with dripping fingers. 

Why?

Because God sent a woman a dog-headed child. 
The nightmare slapped the other child and even now his five fingers 
are ablaze on its face. 

Woe!

Above the cradle, someone is crumbling the sweet-smelling quince 
to make oil. 
And someone is offering the fire of their body to warm the cushion. 

Water!

It never hurt like this before, and she was only glad that it would be  
a boy. 

What’s the time?

In the morning the horses are waiting with fresh sinews. 
And who will put the yoke on them tomorrow?
Who is holding the milking bucket under the frothy milk?
The hens will lay their expensive eggs next door. 

My God!

The wheat is being shucked because there is nobody to gather it up. 
Mum!

From the table, sharp scissors and knives stab into his head. 
But the great pain no longer brings tears. 
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The rascal!

Someone is using their lungs as a bellow for the fire. The other’s 
shirt tears over the tough chest as they lower the bucket into the 
water. 

A piercing cry. 
Her arm, like a poplar branch, there is no rest. 

Ohhh woe!

Her painful feet desire a faraway place. 
Her body torn as if by cylindrical machinery. 

Pista!!

Her eyes a blinking candle on the grave of the dead. 

Jesus Christ!

An unknown village. Burning houses and her with open wound thrust 
into the wind. 

I’m dying!

The final tension. 

Torture from within. 
And now a head is blooming at the foot of the white bed. 

Woe…

She feels if two tears from heaven are rolling down, and rolling, 
rolling…

The child burst out crying
The skin on an old man’s face stretched taut red when his mouth 
sprung open in pleasure. 

Boy!!
Women: the weeping corn heads of infecundity, they snatched it up. 
And raised the rare pearls of their palms with their tensing arms high. 
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Boy!

On their faces mix yellow and red. 

The patient’s mouth could barely move. 

Over here!
She was scared for him.
To me!

Her voice bounced off their ears, their breath almost warming the 
weak body. 
They just watched. 
And watched. 
Felt the other’s pleasure as their own for a minute. 
Oh! Give it here!

Someone swaddled the child next to the patient. 
And now the pink head was absorbed into the curve of her body. 
Mine!

The women’s wailing arms followed, swinging. 
Then they departed far from the bed. 

It’s her!

Her!

The burning globes of their eyes fell to pieces on the sand of the 
floor. 

Somewhere in the crook of the basement last year’s harvest was 
being tapped. 
And someone began playing the flute in front of the door. 

� Ma, vol. 2. no. 11, 15 September 1917, 166–167. 
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They set off. In fine spirits. Erzsébet bridge. The wire coiled warmly 
in sailors’ hands. They humbly smashed the boat’s neck on the floor. 

The peasants, because there was no point in walking, sat at the 
foot of the railings. 
Someone stabbed his golden streak in their eyes and terrified their 
ears with his voice. 
Downwards!
Downwards!!

In front of the narrow staircase, the weakening sinews shook inside 
the body fat. One hundred needles pricked them in the head if they 
looked down. 
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Sándor Bortnyik: Flood
Illustration to Erzsi Újvári’s Proses, 1918
Rómer Flóris Art and History Museum 
– Imre Patkó Collection 

The women!

And down there, like a visionary:
green faces under the lamp. Black and yellow cones on the floor. 
The red eyes of the mother rabbit. Gleaming granite apples. A high-
combed cockerel in a cage. 

At top speed, because the captain has held the iron in his palm for 
two days and two nights. 

A patient’s mouth was sweetened with apples. 
Someone was showing him their watch. 
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All at once, they were scared to the pit of their stomachs. Last 
year’s wine reflected in their eyes. 
Captain, Sir!!!
Turn right!!!

The Gypsies started dancing the czardas. 

Hey!
Turn right!!
Hey!!! Hey!!!

Someone beats the violin necks into silence. 

???

A girl started laughing. 
Then the two purple stripes began writhing silently. Others howled 
all at once. 
Captain!!
Nerves stretched to breaking point. As if something were pestering 
their hearts. 
A child playing on the floor – suddenly started clapping. 
Swing!
A dry-headed old man came to his senses shrieking. 
We’re sinking!!
The jokers’ jaws dropped green.
The sinew of those seated snapped ready for action. 
The man whose rheumatism had devastated his legs was conducting 
furiously. 
Forward!
Their tongues fired off rockets. And entangled in each other. 
Ran in one hundred directions. No point. They tore one other. 
The door!!!
Help!!!
The steps!!!
The old people laid wreaths on their chests with shaking hands.
Children’s mouths cried wide open.
Mum!
Someone was sick with convulsions and beat his chest bloody in 
agony.
My house!!
Identical cries whistling. 
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Just me!
Just me!
Just me!

A woman pregnant with the first child pulled her feet timidly in front 
of her belly. 
She hasn’t even seen the sun!

Payot shining radically in the refugees’ hands. 
O, Adonai!

A patient’s mouth shut silent. The mother stillscared bent over him 
and warmed his face with her tongue. Bluish pearls dropped into 
her palm from his forehead. 
My light! My love! My life!
And then, with a loud thud, she too threw herself on the floor. 
The others stormed about like a choir. 
The leak!
the water!
the leak!

Someone mentioned the earth. The psalms now rang out from their 
hopeless mouths. 
Help!

Tongues tortured.

Where is he?
The door!!
My feet… My feet…

Once again they reached the steps. All in vain. Arms linking with the 
other’s. 
My neck. 

Piling up in a crush. 
White foam escaping from their tongues. 

Water… Water… Water…

Once more they fought. 



44

But something idiotically pulled them back. 

Oh-oh-oh!

Only the coloured globes of their heads they tossed into the sky.

� Ma, vol. 3. no. 7, 15 July 1918, 84. 
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Erzsi Újvári 
Prózák [Proses]
Cover design: Lajos Kassák 
Vienna, Ma, 1921
Kassák Museum

George Grosz
Das Gesicht der herrschenden Klasse 
[The Face of the Ruling Class]
Berlin, Malik-Verlag, 1921
Kassák Museum
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One night a girl’s breast started to sing. 
From the prisons ran trees to the mountains. 
Only you are left sitting under the trees. 
Your children are balls in the circus and are not allowed to grow.
Come with me!
We’ll tie a swing between the highest mountains. 
We’ll pin towers to the breasts of women. 
With me!!
We’ll roll the eyes of the blind out of mines.
We’ll wash the cemeteries from the hills.
Birds we will fly with you to the rice fields.
We’ll carve pipes from the factory chimneys.
Machines run in front of oil wells.
Animals do you hear?
We’ll build fires out of whips.
And you will sing with the expectant mothers.
Look, I’ll gather the stars to be lights in your palms.
Come!
My arms have already reached the sun.
The coconut islands are screaming for us. 

� Erzsi Újvári: Prózák [Proses], 1921. 
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Who understands the animals’ sobbing 
About perpetual work and the cages?
Only I wish to be in the same manger as them. 
Because my eyes, too, question eternally. 
And where is the one who could answer?
My brothers were seated next to god by their women. 
When they sometimes descend to me they cover my eyes. 
Under the moon, my companions play the violin for the woman. 
Perhaps my partner. 
But he washes my body with white cambric
Because perhaps maybe tomorrow he will lie beside me.
People of the Earth!
I speak in your language,
Perhaps one of you will reach out to me. 
Then I would give my eyes to the birds. 
Houses blown of coloured glass onto hilltops. 
I would swim to the orange-scented islands. 
But only the animals are coming. 
Wait I shall go with you to the mangers.

� Erzsi Újvári: Prózák [Proses], 1921. 

E
rz

si
 Ú

jv
á
ri

P
ró

za
: 2

0
 [

P
ro

se
: 2

0
]



49

Someone watered the main roads. 
And in the morning the sun leapt into the sky in vain, nobody heard 
the sound of the bells. 
Priests ran on bridges with burning incense.
To the West!!
Beds threw people out onto the street. 
Who would have thought it?
Someone drank themselves to the bottom of the Danube in fright. 
The factory chimneys whistled in vain. 
Men turned somersaults, climbed trees and bit off the cripples’ 
hunched backs in joy. 
Women braided their hair into whips. 
If only someone would come!
Bearded men crawled out of forests and ran barking into kitchens. 
Mothers slipped before the waters
Because woe!!
They will enquire about the children. 
And who knows which bird took their eyes?
The apprentices smashed up the workshops. 
The rivers all flooded and washed away the prostitutes’ 
faces.
An astronomer was watching the main road. 
Have you ever seen any joy??! 
Children grew wings. They flew with birds. 
Ships all sailed out to sea. 
Fountains sprang forth on the sites of hospitals. We are alive!!!!
And the children brought fire underneath the city.
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The stones are gnashing in your mouths. The women’s hungry 
stomachs crying in your resting palms. 
Your crime is that red paths are flowing from the children’s mouths. 
Because instead of opening your foreheads, you fought for stinking 
meat. 
And your voices rang out when “your masters came to set you free”
When you crowned your brother’s heads with sharp stones and 
stuck your fingers in the eyes of those who looked at you in 
encouragement.
Now you have plunged into the wells with your stomachs rumbling.
Your burning heads running about under the cold chimneys. 
But yesterday. 
The engineers mixed their lives onto paper: they threw self-starting 
machines and broad windows before you in order to sing of joy.
Hard-bodied women spoke of books and healthy children fell from 
their chests into the laps of the old. 
Girls planned broad squares and under their hands everything fled 
into a tower. 
The poets forgot their weeping hearts. The hills fought with the sea 
so that the roads would be free. 
The painters mixed warm colours and the eyes screamed out. 
The theatres’ walls were shattered by trumpets. 
Sacrifices were made on the street for the new faith. 
Freedom!!!
The trains set off from the villages with the hearts of the brothers. 
But you did not see them because your mouths were shouting for 
the flowing wine. 
Workers!
You waved your white palms when they “came back”.
Peace!!!
And now you sit with your great wounds under the cold chimneys. 
Waiting.
Until someone steps in front of you and once again you set off with 
your heads on fire. 
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The world of the Hungarian exiles in Vienna in the 1920s was 
an artistic and political laboratory, and one of its distinctive 
documents is Sándor Barta’s 1922 book Tisztelt hullaház: egy 
kiskorú költő szónoklatai a forradalomról, népszerű életbölcselet 
egyszerű agysejtűek számára, boldog antológia, csodálatos 
kongresszus )))))))) DHUJKLMNOPCXXXRRRRRRRRööööööŐ [Highly 
Esteemed Morgue: The Stump Speeches of an Under-Age Poet 
about the Revolution, Popular Advice for People with Simple 
Brain Cells, a Happy Anthology, Wonderful Congress )))))))) 
DHUJKLMNOPCXXXRRRRRRRRööööööŐ]. This book corresponded 
to the programme and position of the Vienna Ma, a work of free 
experimentation with political and artistic ideas without regard to 
realistic opportunities for action and actual public demands. Like all 
of the Hungarian left-wing milieu in Vienna, Barta was preoccupied 
with the failure of the Hungarian Soviet Republic and the receding 
chances of revolution. Highly Esteemed Morgue turns the standard 
form of expression and art forms of the workers’ movement on its 
head. Barta deconstructs and rewrites the familiar texts of the 
manifesto, the political oration, the meeting, the slogan, the story of 
redemption, and the choir, but also develops a (self-)ironic stance 
towards his own avant-garde poetry.

Barta saw political and economic struggle as 
insufficient in itself to challenge what he saw as petit-bourgeois 
ethics and culture. In contrast to his later propagandistic texts 
expounding the principles of Soviet cultural politics, Barta’s 
works of the early 1920s used Dadaist devices to rebel against 
hierarchical, conformist, and conventional culture. Instead of simple 
messages, Barta’s anti-manifestoes are a polyphonic, film-like 
stream of rapid alternating narrative views with linguistic fragments 
juxtaposed with pre-lingual elements, onomatopoeic words, and 
gibberish. He no longer believes in the intellectual revolutionary 
artist “heroes” and considers that the suppressed groups are 
capable of liberating themselves without the “10 speaking people” 
and the “trumpet-handed student”; in one of his avant-garde tales, 
for example, “Simple-minded Zachariah, the saviour” redeems 
humanity from every messiah, and thus from himself.

Sándor Barta’s
Anti-Manifestoes
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Barta Sándor
Tisztelt hullaház: egy kiskorú költő szónoklatai 
a forradalomról, népszerű életbölcselet 
egyszerű agysejtűek számára, boldog 
antológia, csodálatos kongresszus )))))))) 
DHUJKLMNOPCXXXRRRRRRRRööööööŐ 
[Highly Esteemed Morgue: The Stump 
Speeches of an Under-Age Poet about 
the Revolution, Popular Advice for 
People with Simple Brain Cells, a Happy 
Anthology, Wonderful Congress )))))))) 
DHUJKLMNOPCXXXRRRRRRRRööööööŐ]
Cover design: Lajos Kassák 
Vienna, Ma, 1921
Kassák Museum

Sándor Barta 
X. parancsolat jólnevelt hullák számára 
[Ten Commandments for Well-Behaved 
Corpses]
Tisztelt hullaház 
Bécs, Ma, 1921
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1. YOU who are the child of this century and therefore have 
become a victim of chronic brain constipation and connoisseurship 

must, without fail, before reading inject your armpits with a few 
drops of camphor.

2. YOU whose life resembling god’s little bugs is warned, in your 
own interest, that thinking while reading is dangerous und daher 

verboten.

3. YOU the child of good parents must rinse out all your cavities 
before picking up my masterpiece entitled venerable morgue 

translated already into six languages.

4–5. YOU will be amazed at the fundamental nonsense that causes 
your existence on this otherwise tolerable globe.

6–7. YOU will address your spouse thus while she presents you with 
five healthy sons: my child will be a communist.

7–8. YOU then as befits the wise and practical familicide will, while 
washing, place 2 measures of hair tonic just once in your spouse’s 

douche syringe.

9. YOU will realise the truth of my words take a self-operated 
electric chair then seat in it your dear wife b. fellow humans and 

yourself then say:

10. 
alaga

or
the septicaemic countess

sits there
before

the bedside table
or

everyone loses as much of their stupidity as the capacity of the 
brain matter they laughed out.
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Sándor Barta 
Népszerű életbölcselet egyszerű 
agysejtűek számára [Popular Life Wisdom 
for the Simple-Minded]
Tisztelt hullaház [Highly Esteemed Morgue]
Vienna, Ma, 1921
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d] I. MAN’S RELATIONSHIP TO THE WORLD

A.)
Starting point: Why does man exist?
Answer: BECAUSE.

Next starting point: Why should man exist?
Answer: For himself. 

1st theorem: Nobody can live life to the fullest if they do not also 
value and analyse it exclusively as a function of themselves. 

B.)
Starting point: If I am not aware of the tree behind my back then 
there is no tree behind my back.

The components of the world regarding the self: 

2nd theorem: 
1. The continuity of material distribution = chemistry
2. i.e. there are no intelligent or unintelligent processes, only 
processes 
MONISM

3. Therefore every worthwhile search for contact is a function of 
the contingencies of the self
RELATIVE

SUBJECTIVISM.

~

THIRTEEN NAÏVE QUESTIONS

1. Is man therefore a selfish pig?
Yessir!

2. Can this be helped?
No.  

3. Must this be helped?
No.
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4. Why?
Because selfishness is a feeling of want.

5. What then should dear Comrade Pálinkás do?
The feeling of want must be done away with. (Correct.)

6. How many feelings of want are there?
Material and cultural. 

7. How can we do away with the material feeling of want?
By creating the primary conditions of life. 

8. How can we do away with the cultural feeling of want?
By making culture free. 

9. How should this happen, dear Béla Balázs?
People should be freed from today’s “culture.” (Fail.)

10. It’s probable that people would then be happy?
No. 

11. Then what?
High-grade narcotics deliver a fuller feeling of happiness than 
lower-grade ones.

12. But why are these narcotics? heh… heh… heh…
Because, dear Sallai, they are only effective from the course of life. 

13. And beyond that?
It remains unalterably that the opposite of all this is also true. 

~

II. THE PATH TO THE NEW WORLD 
is the revolution whose basis is a double feeling of want: the 
material and the cultural. 

In today’s components then, are the workers good material for the 
good revolution?
No. 
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Do the workers want a revolution at all?
No. 

What do the workers want then?
Bread. 

Are the workers receiving bread?
They do, but not much. 

What do the workers want then?
More bread.
 
What?
More bread please. 

Can this be ridiculed?
No. 

What should the workers want?
Life. 

Because the path to life is through more bread!
The path via more bread leads primarily to the petty bourgeoisie. 
The sole path leading to life is the indivisible desire for life.
Fine, fine, but the basic condition for revolution is material want. 
Material want is the basic condition for bread riots. 
Hm. The communist economic system is not therefore a 
revolutionary fact, I ask you, stunned.
The communist economic system is the more humane development of 
the capitalist economic system via trusts syndicates large estates 
and banks I respond to you with great bitterness. 
I therefore ask you what is revolution?
It is the inner, individual and exclusively subjective operation, that 
necessarily rides free of dogmas, whereby our notions of the world 
are consequently transformed towards a full(er) life.

Erläuterungen [Expositions]:
My notions of the world may derive in one of two ways:
1. If I examine it (i.e. the world) a priori, with all my own components 
and my unsullied mind, as a complex phenomenon of direct interest, I 
therefore construct the world for myself. 
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2. If I read good and exhausting philosophers [I construct 
it] therefore in a reproductive way and with the continuous 
reproduction of others in a secondary way. 
(Refrain: Nobody can live life to the fullest if they do not also value 
and analyse it exclusively as a function of themselves.
Or: the only similarity between the philosophies of Nietzsche and 
Kant is that both of them wrote about the world, and this is also the 
only difference.)
Yet culture is eternal heh… heh… heh…
Heh… heh… heh… Culture is indeed. Yet culture is the ideological 
buttress of the prevailing ruling order (TO RULE = COMPROMISE); 
it is exploitative and not liberatory. 

~

The following table serves to illustrate this:

THE SPIRITUAL OCEAN OF A SIMPLE CAUCHO WORKER IN THE 
GLOBAL CAPITALIST SYSTEM IN THE YEAR 1921 OF THE LORD 

Reference no.: 9,684,448

June 1921

Place fingerprint here

Coupons – Coitus – Trade Union – Military
Director  – Police – dance after the show

4 middle-class wives go wild for Syphilis Cinema
American feature with 4 plastering scaffolds

Conti Street – feuilleton column
Nicotine – nicotine – alcohol – alcohol	
Bread!

Child under the bed				  
Reading Nick Carter
Cosmic detective drama, or the laboratory in the thumbs of the fool, 
or the triumph of ethics on mainland and sea

Order!	
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Down with powdered dignitaries (trade union para. 48/a.)

These books were found in his flat: O h n e t, workers’ calendar 
exclusively for manual workers, on the island of nobody…

Lovers’ correspondence – OLLA	

11 year old girl’s  weight: 29 kilos
9 year old boy’s  weight: 24 kilos
Total: 53 k.– 

Law-needle 
1. FEBRUARY 1.

Down with the Jews! (subsistence level minus 50%)		
Long live Hindenburg?

We also want to be useful citizens of society!
5 crowns for the Russian Aid Foundation
					   
Woman: Cooks sews washes nurses – Daily duties 19 hours 
– Nursing cooking washing – European salon drama with one 
corpse, purple-souled bankers and well-rewarded life savers

“Arise, wretched of the Earth” – 37,8°

The story of a rich boy or how you too can become a good 
communist in under 24 hours despite your millionaire origins 
– !BEAUTIFUL!

Schubert

Coughing a bit – Yellow colt – With original costumes (for the good 
of the library consisting of 204 Jókai-volumes)			 

Demagogy – The guns of power – Political film: whites unite! – The 
yellow peril is coming

Long live the revolution?

The evening mood is still good after all				  
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God life is still good – Love complex x2 – Literature – Blue fountains 
– Police boxes

THE PROLETARIAN’S sufferings and hopes, in six bloody and 
moving parts, in which and hereby I respectfully request by popular 
demand, including the decent bourgeoisie, that it be proved again 
that on our current wages it is impossible to live a moral life	
Or
How does familicide come about
Or
Is stealing a crime?
Or
Truth will win out and the death of the tyrant bourgeois
Written by:
A good comrade (from the good old days)

Dance after the show – Cold hot buffet – Gypsy music

Monday: T.B.C. – Work is Holy – 606.
Tuesday: Everyone can be a millionaire
Wednesday: Read party publications
Thursday: New show
Friday:	Rockefeller the stevedore
Saturday: all roads lead to – Conti str. – Nicotine – Alcohol
Sunday
Rockerfeller the stevedore 
Monday
Saturday 
Coit…
Photos while you wait
38,2°

~ 

Are these the components of revolution?
No.
Why?
Because these are the components that guarantee the way of life 
today, they are demobilizing forces, not conscious-raising forces. 
Theorem III: The proletarian who can locate narcotic effects in one 
part of today’s components (the so-called cultural components) 
carries within him the balance of today’s prevailing circumstances 
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for the benefit of the other part of today’s components (today’s 
privately owned TB and exploitative way of life), and is therefore 
incapable of revolution: the sole possibility in which to free himself. 
What should be done?
This state of balance must be broken up. 
How?
Today’s so-called cultural components must be made too 
inadequate to anaesthetize people. 
How?
The standard of their cultural demands must be raised. 
This must be that certain culturally revolutionized man of whom 
our late comrade József Lengyel spoke in 1919 in his paper of the 
“youth,” that just like the Hungarian magnate the British lord wears 
caucho heels?
That’s it. 
This must be the culturally revolutionized man about whom Béla Kun 
stated that it’s bourgeois decadence sobbing from the entire petty 
bourgeoisie’s ocean of greetings?
That’s it. 
That’s why “The People” celebrated the counter-revolution for 
three months: this is what the proletarian needs?
That’s it. 
This is the Hungarian bourgeois decadence in the culture of 
caucho-heeled British magnates that the proletarian needs which 
with good comradely obligation it shits out with Lunacharsky, Zola, 
Dante, and erotic atlases under its arms with an eclectic movement?
That’s it. 

~

And bearing all of this in mind what kind of manifesto must be 
telegraphed forthwith to Europe, Asia, Africa, America, Australia, 
and all the nurseries of the polar region dwellers?
The following manifesto:
Mothers against their sugar-coated hands.
Fathers against their bloody self-love.
Homes against their penal peace, which cause consecrated faeces 
to spring forth on the lips of the bespectacled.
Because every life is for itself.
Because every life can be lived most completely only according to 
its own laws
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oh in the bordello buttery bathtubs, on mothers’ hips devoid of 
air there was everything lives now loll about in the soft brains of 
beginners.
Plant the family in gunpowder!
Students, stick green paper wings on your bookshelves!
Because I know: in the Spring of 1921 everyone lost as much from 
their stupidity as the capacity of their ridiculed brains. 
Soldiers, withdraw from the bankers’, bishops’, generals’ spines!
Because I know: the dreadnaughts of the United States, Japan and 
Britain are jamfish.
Workers! Urinate out from yourselves the people’s academies, your 
leaders and your congresses. 

~ 

ATTENTION!

In Europe, every ninety seconds a consumptive bites the dust
Against the woman, 
Because it’s her, who screeches herself hoarse with the clatter 
of kangaroos above burned-out nights, barricades strikes and 
nascent corner researchers.
And there’s no point in smoking bengali on the edge of roofs in the 
embrace of canals after their kids who flew away.
And there’s no point in locomotive bodies singing praises on hair’s-
width viaducts. 
Because it’s her, who in the embers of minutes drinks up the 
revolutions.
Because it’s her on whose undrinkable body the CONTRADICTIONS 
are resolved.
Because it’s her who laughs honey-soft spines and milk-white 
CELEBRATIONS above the cities.
On Her celebratory body around the head of each wretch the wax 
candles of contentment catch fire. 

Somnambulists
After 
Dezső Szabó
Let’s meet
On Gellért hill
Schlachta, signed 
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Yet today contentment is the yeast of exploitation 
AGAINST ART
Because they build only within the boundaries of themselves 
and every human statement is proportionate to the assembled 
distances, and that’s not why I say dear

LAJOS KASSÁK

That the house is a finer painting than the picture, but I do say that 
there is greater human possibility than the picture and I say above 
all that the house, picture, literature, technology, philosophy, politics, 
other lesser human possibilities as united in a uniform way of life 
and perhaps this is the celebration or anything else an individual in 
his unity in his conductorship

Without
The backstage, the audience and comedians, the illusions and 
spectacular theatre cages, 
Colours and forms for themselves and forms and speakers and 
sophistry. 

Grandstands surging with colours forms voices orchestras 
thousand-throated voices forking locomotives letters just with 
comedians. 
And this is why I say that the man of today is a partial man therefore 
the art of today is whatsit whatever and also that the on the 
manicured jaws of whores or on the geometry of mutually situated 
forms a SPECIFIC horizon washes itself. 
The artist the philosopher the chemist the musician the worker 
the clown are the products of today’s separational way of life, not 
something that perfectly fills a (mourning or glad) state but they 
represent a section running on the sole strip of life. 
Separation however is like breaking life up into little circles so that 
within them life becomes more bearable so that within them today’s 
way of life can perform its balancing manoeuvres more confidently, 
so that partial men produce, they who pour all their doubts and 
pains into engraving their cells, because every deep and human 
statement departs from beyond all boundaries and cells applicable 
to all boundaries and cells and thus primarily debilitating the 
boundaries. 
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And what must be shouted out loud in the thickest largest letters is:

PHILOSOPHY AND CHEMISTRY NOT SEPARATELY!
Behold this is the end of my manifesto and in general all my popular 
wisdom, which I edited strictly for the simplest of minds. 
Hired mourners buried in philosophers, poets saddened in art, 
chemists dithering on acid reactions may now in unison lament at me:
BACK IN YOUR BOX YOU DILETTANT. 

But I say:
I am a simple man,
Every domain is mine,
Beyond every uniformly viewed domain,
Beyond every formula technology,
Beyond rote learnings
The most complete human possibilities only I and only thus can  
I expose from within me. 



On Social Reproduction in
the Discursive Space of
Revolutionary Utopias and
Propaganda Reports
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Sára Bagdi “There’s no Rest for our Feet…”

On Social Reproduction in 
the Discursive Space of 
Revolutionary Utopias and 
Propaganda Reports

1  The final form of this study was realised thanks to suggestions from Blanka Bolonyai, 
Gergely Csányi, Tibor Meszmann, and Katalin Teller. The title is a quote from Erzsi Újvári’s 
Próza: 10 [Prose: 10].

From 1919 until the 1930s, the questions of women’s perspectives in 
society and the sexual division of labour were reoccurring themes 
in the literary oeuvre of Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta. These 
texts reveal a comprehensive overview of the two authors’ literary 
work and, in more concrete terms, the social context in which the 
texts were written. In this study, I will therefore examine how the 
questions of social reproduction and the sexual division of labour 
are addressed in Újvári and Barta’s texts.1 Social reproduction, or 
reproductive labour, encompasses the multitude of all tasks that 
the individual or a household must perform in addition to productive 
(paid) labour. It includes child-rearing, housework, sex, and 
everything that holds the fabric of society together, including the 
everyday cultivation of human relationships. 

The events that overturned the economic 
conditions at the turn of the century – such as the First World 
War or the Soviet-type economic planning – also heightened 
inequalities in the gendered division of labour. In the factories of 
wartime hinterlands as well as in Soviet industry, the proportion 
of female workers significantly increased, and the double burden 
of reproductive labour and wage labour came to define everyday 
life for more and more women. Accordingly, this study will focus 
in particular on the socially constructed image of women in the 
Hungarian Soviet Republic (1919) coming after the post-First World 
War economic collapse and that of the Soviet shock worker 
movement from the 1930s. It will also discuss in depth how these 
ideals were depicted in Újvári and Barta’s texts. Although both 
periods placed women’s economic emancipation at the centre of 
their ideologies, there were fundamental differences in the social 
and economic conditions between the Hungarian Soviet Republic 
and the Stalin’s Soviet Union. These two divergent contexts allow 
us to examine the rhetorical devices in Újvári and Barta’s texts that 
either conceal or expose the contradictions in public discourse 
surrounding social reproduction in the given period. 

Barta and Újvári were married during the 
Hungarian Soviet Republic and it was during this revolutionary period 
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that they first formulated their views on the social roles of women 
and their concepts regarding the family as a social unit during the 
times of revolution. Despite the fact that both authors imagined an 
ideal society in which women and men would share equal burdens 
of productive and reproductive labour, Barta and Újvári’s parallel 
literary oeuvres also bear the traces of structural inequalities in 
the gendered division of labour. The essence of their revolutionary 
ideas changed little after 1919, but during their exile in Moscow, the 
two authors’ texts nonetheless lost their subversive potential and 
became tools of propaganda instead. To better understand this 
process, we must first examine how the discourses around the 
gendered division of labour – to which Barta and Újvári subscribed 
– either concealed the overwork that fell to women or posited it 
as natural. Because the gendered division of labour is not limited 
merely to the opposition between productive and reproductive 
labour, in order to recognise the ideology behind these texts, we 
must also take the symbolic aspects of labour into account. In doing 
so, we must also ask in which function and context emotional care 
– performed in the areas of child-rearing, relationships and collegial 
relations – appears in Újvári and Barta’s texts. 

Revolutionary Theories of Social Reproduction

From 1917 onwards, Újvári and Barta worked together on the 
editorial board of Ma. Following the social democratic–progressive 
Aster Revolution of 1918–1919, the Ma group began publishing 
special issues dedicated to the propagation of their worldview, 
in which they laid out the founding principles of their own activist 
programme and declared solidarity with the revolutionary aims of 
Communism.2 This series also included a Hungarian translation of 
the Soviet constitution and excerpts from Lenin’s 1917 work The 
State and Revolution. In the translations for these special issues, the 
‘woman question’ was only touched upon in the context of general 
suffrage and it was only Újvári and Barta who discussed women’s 
perspectives in relation to the revolution in any further detail. 
Nevertheless, Újvári and Barta’s works were not completely unique 
in that, several foundational works on the intersection of Marxism 
and feminism had already appeared in Hungarian prior to 1919. 
Engels’s The Origin of the Family, Private Property and the State had 
been included in the first Hungarian edition of Marx and Engels’s 
collected works (1905). Following Marx and Lewis H. Morgan, 
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3  Csányi – Gagyi – Kerékgyártó 2018, 7–13.
4  Kollontai 1977, 250–260.
5  Somlai 1990, 25–40.
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Engels examined the historical development of social relations 
and criticised the subordinate role of women in the bourgeois 
family in terms of the gendered division of labour. At the same time, 
however, neither Marx nor Engels developed a coherent or well-
integrated theory to interpret reproductive labour. It was through 
the theoretical and practical works of August Bebel and Alexandra 
Kollontai, among others, that a political programme emerged after 
the turn of the century which secured the founding principles of 
Marxist feminism.3

Bebel’s volume Women under Socialism was 
regarded as standard literature in the Hungarian labour movement. 
It was described as formative by both Kassák in Egy ember élete 
[The Life of a Man] and Barta in his semi-autobiographical novel 
Aranyásók [Gold Diggers]. Kollontai’s work first appeared in 
Hungarian during the Hungarian Soviet Republic, in the same year 
that Lenin appointed her to run her own department, the Zhenotdel. 
Yet Kollontai’s actual achievements as a party politician never 
lived up to the radical Marxist social politics of her theoretical 
works. In Communism and the Family (1920), she argued for a 
comprehensive reform of the nuclear family and child-rearing, the 
abolition of private households, and the complete collectivisation of 
reproductive labour including child-rearing.4

During the years of the Hungarian Soviet Republic 
and exile in Vienna (1919–1925), Barta’s concept of the family steadily 
came to resemble that of Kollontai. In Újvári’s poems, however, there 
was no mention of the collectivisation of child-rearing; only in 1924, 
in a poem written on the occasion of Lenin’s death, did she refer 
to elements of Lenin’s political programme that were in line with 
Kollontai’s respective thoughts. These ideas faded from Barta’s 
writings too during the years of exile in Moscow. By the 1930s, 
when Újvári and Barta were discussing the everyday life of Soviet 
working mothers in the form of schematic propaganda reports, 
Stalinist politics no longer followed Kollontai’s principles even on 
the level of rhetoric. Stalin had reasserted traditional gender roles 
linked to the nuclear family,5 and the state’s partial assumption of 
female reproductive labour was carried out via the same institutions 
(kindergartens and schools) as in Western capitalist states, while 
most of the unpaid reproductive labour, in addition to wage labour, 
was still done by women in their private households.6 

↗[104] Erzsi Újvári: Lenin
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↗[86] Sándor Barta: Világforradalom 
– világburzsoázia és programm  
[World Revolution – World Bourgeoisie 
and Programme]

↗[94] Family Concepts

7  Tanácsok országos gyűlésének naplója [Diary of the National Assembly of Councils] 1919, 
262.
8  Ibid. 
9  Ibid., 263.
10  Barta did not borrow his ideas on the collectivisation of child-rearing directly from 
Kollontai, since these themes were already in the public consciousness. Among others, 
Oszkár Jászi, a founding member of the Galilei Circle, addressed the question in his 1907 
volume Új Magyarország felé: Beszélgetések a socialismusról [Towards the New Hungary: 
Conversations on Socialism].

Sándor Barta on the Collectivisation of Households
and Child-rearing (1919–1924)

Barta was not involved in the political organisations of the 
Hungarian Soviet Republic but in line with the reformist initiatives 
of 1919, he hoped that the proletarian dictatorship would undertake 
a fundamental rethinking of the modern family and the economic 
role of women. The representative body of the Republic, the 
National Assembly of Councils, supported the “opening up of every 
profession and every field to women,”7 and “fully equal pay for women 
and men performing the same work.”8 It also stated that “a sufficient 
number of nurseries and day-care centres even in the smallest 
village”9 should be established, to guarantee child-care during 
mothers’ working hours, yet during the few months of the proletarian 
dictatorship, no serious steps were taken to realise these goals. 
The KMP (Communist Party of Hungary) published Kollontai’s 1916 
essay The Working Mother, which had called for the introduction 
of maternity benefits in pre-revolutionary Russia, but a radical 
rethinking of the institution of the bourgeois family was not an 
integral part of the Hungarian Soviet Republic’s programme. A 
booklet published by the People’s Commissariat for Public Education 
on the subject of free love entitled Kommunizáljuk-e Zsófit? [Should 
We Communize Zsófi?] only dealt with the economic situation of 
women arguing that without women’s economic autonomy, neither 
the number of forced marriages can be reduced nor divorce could 
appear as an accessible legal option. 

In his 1919 manifesto Világforradalom 
– világburzsoázia és programm  [World Revolution – World Bourgeoisie 
and Programme], Barta also expected reforms of the economic base 
to transform social relations, the birth of the “self-confident woman 
on her way somewhere (and not towards the cage of contemporary 
marriage)" but on the pages of Ma, he held a much more radical 
position – one that was almost Kollontai-esque compared to 
mainstream Republic politics – on the general obsolescence of 
civil marriage and the family as institutions. Accordingly, he argued 
that “we want therefore to separate the man from the woman 
economically and vice versa,” and, like Kollontai, advocated for the 
complete socialisation of child-rearing.10
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↗[168] Sándor Barta: Cirkusz-kapitalizmus 2. 
[Circus-Capitalism 2.]

11  Kollontai 1977, 250–260. 

According to Barta, the socialisation of children 
should take place among their teachers and peers, “far from the 
sentimental or brutal tyranny of the parents,” and thus argued 
that priority should be given to the ideological education within 
the movement over the symbolic transmission of values within the 
traditional family setting. On this point, there was no substantial 
difference in practical terms between Barta and Kollontai’s 
positions, yet Kollontai did not justify the collectivisation of child-
rearing on the basis of the nuclear family’s flawed or even harmful 
rearing practices. She thought that parental example did not hinder 
collective upbringing; on the contrary, for the collectivisation of 
child-rearing, it was a necessary condition that Soviet women 
should extend the emotional care they provided to their children to 
the whole of the children’s community.11 

Barta’s 1919 manifesto did not yet clarify the terms 
and the specific social and economic conditions in which the left 
wing reform of the bourgeois family should be conceived. Three 
years later, when he analysed the cultural and welfare institutions 
of bourgeois capitalism in his Proletkult journal Akasztott Ember, 
he outlined a clearer picture of the social systems he regarded 
as ideal. Here, he discussed the bourgeois institutions that 
simultaneously maintain and conceal the inequalities emerging in 
capitalist societies. Barta argued that although the proliferation of 
kindergartens, cheap cinemas, and tenement buildings appeared to 
respond to the needs of the modern proletariat, their true social 
significance was confined to ensuring that the workers regained 
their capacity to work from day to day: “The aim: work, drudgery. 
And everything else is merely an instrument.”

In this series, Barta criticised the floor layout of 
tenement blocks for mirroring the traditional forms of the private 
household and the bourgeois family: it “breaks universal reality into 
millions and millions of small worlds. If we now imagine in these small 
chambers and also on the gravest of furniture: the father with his 
hierarchical power and the mother toiling around the square kitchen 
range in the blindness of motherhood and her 18-hour working day, 
and the children, who will become pale imitations of their parents.”

Barta’s journalistic writings in Akasztott Ember 
already assumed that the abolition of the private household was 
the most important precondition for demolishing capitalism and 
collectivising housework and child-rearing, but his own social vision 
did not take final shape until 1925 in his utopian novel Csodálatos 
történet, vagy mint fedezte fel William Cookendy polgári riporter a 

↗[167] Sándor Barta: Cirkusz-kapitalizmus! 
[Circus-Capitalism!]
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földet, amelyen él [The Wonderful Story, or How the Bourgeois 
Reporter William Cookendy Discovered the Land on Which he Lived]. 
The novel condenses all the social experiments and economic 
innovations that Barta desired from Soviet politics into the fictional 
space of the Northern Settlement. “Public property, solidarity, 
collective joint effort, voluntary mass discipline, systematic planning, 
the material and intellectual collective unity of all workers” would be 
the principles on which the community of workers would organise 
the Settlement’s society.12

In the novel’s kolkhoz and factory communities, the 
private household has been completely abolished, washing, cooking, 
and childcare are formally organised, and although productive 
and reproductive labour are apparently shared out equally, the 
emotional labour of child-rearing remains invisible, and those social 
roles that are primarily conceived in terms of emotional labour 
lose their social meanings in the text. The emotional attachment 
between mother and child is glossed over even when one of 
the protagonists, Una, leaves her new-born at the Northern 
Settlement’s clinic when she and her husband start looking for 
accommodation and work. Consequently, the collectivity concept 
sketched out in the novel remains largely pragmatic. The characters 
have no emotional motivations and their decisions are defined solely 
by practical concerns.13

Erzsi Újvári’s Revolutionary Poems

In Újvári’s works, women’s double burden – the combination of 
productive and reproductive labour – is a recurring theme. Yet 
unlike Barta, who almost exclusively emphasised the material 
dimensions of labour, Újvári approaches the real significance of the 
double burden from the perspective of the emotional and caring 
duties that women have to perform. In most cases the emotional 
aspects are mentioned in the context of reproductive labour and 
child-rearing but the social and economic relations of wage labour 
are also maintained by a series of symbolic acts.14 In Újvári’s oeuvre, 

12  Barta 1925. 
13  Kollontai discussed the new morality in several essays, and most extensively in Make 
Way for Winged Eros: A Letter to Working Youth (Kollontai 1977, 276–292). For more detail on 
the collectivisation of child-rearing, see The Labour of Women in the Evolution of the Economy 
(Ibid., 142–150). Kollontai was unable to successfully bridge the yawning gap between 
theory and practice but for her, in contrast to Barta, emotionally rich human relations 
were part of the new Communist morality. Since many aspects of the social expectations 
vis-à-vis women were mediated through the emotional aspects of reproductive labour, 
Kollontai recognised that both the symbolic and material aspects of reproductive labour 
had to be taken into account. 
14  Kollontai 1977, 250–260. 

↗[96] A Wonderful Story
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women’s emotional labour is most often found in the context of 
reproductive labour, relationships and child-rearing, but the female 
protagonists in her texts also perform acts of emotional care within 
the realms of revolutionary movements and wage labour. 

To “be” a woman and a mother also carries an 
important social meaning in Újvári’s revolutionary poems. Three 
of her poems appeared in the special worldview issues of Ma, in 
the same series Barta’s Világforradalom manifesto was published. 
Újvári’s Asszonyok [Women], Próza: 5 [Prose: 5] and Próza: 10 [Prose: 
10] represent the revolution as a movement involving the whole of 
society, whose real impact can be measured in terms of whether 
it reaches those invisible sections of the working class such as 
women and children. Her early poems reveal a complex fabric of 
invisible reproductive labour, which, in addition to housework, caring 
for the sick (Prose: 1), and pregnancy (Prose: 7), also includes the 
emotional care to be performed in a relationship.

Újvári’s poems also address the disproportionate 
division of emotional care tasks within relationships and the 
negative aspects of the expectations attached to them, including 
anxieties, and the constant sense of responsibility. In her 1918 text 
Vándorlás [Wandering], she examines how the social expectations 
attached to motherhood can become the instrument of domestic 
violence, describing an abusive relationship, in which the father 
questions the mother’s love for the child, making her feel guilty, and 
who then turns her pain and anger against her own child. The lines 
of Próza: 18 [Prose: 18] also bear the traces of the anxieties that 
women are burdened with: 

In our eyes we carry miscarried children. 
When we want to laugh, the plates and mortars play the organ out 
of our mouths. 
In the evenings we strap our hearts with white sheets. 
Because we carry every joy and sadness of our partner on our bodies. 
Who can stand it any longer???
They pin us onto the beds with burning needles
If we want to live we build burning towers above our bellies
And morning. 
Every morning doctors open our groins Nuns water our hearts with 
white cans.

[…]

↗[27] Erzsi Újvári: Próza: 1 [Prose: 1]

↗[92] Erzsi Újvári: Vándorlás [Wandering] 

↗[102] Erzsi Újvári: Próza: 18 [Prose: 18]

↗[37] Erzsi Újvári: Próza: 7 [Prose: 7]
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15  The International Red Aid was founded as the official aid-organistation of the 
Konimtern in 1922 to support political refugees simpathising with the Soviet Union. It also 
disseminated major propaganda-campaigns during the 1920s and the 1930s. 
16  Új Előre was the Hungarian-language Communist émigré daily paper in New York. It 
was initially a socialist publication entitled Előre, and adopted a Communist orientation 
from 1921, appearing as Új Előre until 1937.

In her early works, emotional labour is often coupled with the 
experience of shame, a sense of duty and vulnerability, but in her 
revolutionary poems, the emotional labour performed by women also 
plays an emancipatory role, inasmuch as women’s mostly invisible 
emotional labour is also indispensable for the reproduction and 
perpetuation of the movement. Quoting Újvári: “the children want us 
to give them their strength” and “the children from our bodies shall 
carry the eternal dissatisfaction asunder.”

The Moscow Years: Female Care in the Service of Propaganda

Following their years of exile in Vienna, Újvári and Barta moved 
to Moscow in 1925 with the help of Red Aid.15 During their Soviet 
exile (1925–1938/40), both followed the Russian Association of 
Proletarian Writers’ (RAPP) directives on literary realism. The 
majority of the two authors’ essays continued to be set primarily 
in Hungary or Vienna, while their recurring themes were the 
unemployment and vulnerability of workers that characterised the 
1920s and 1930s. 

In the Moscow Hungarian émigré periodical Sarló 
és Kalapács and occasionally in the New York-based Communist 
journal Új Előre,16 Barta published short stories about wage strikes 
and various forms of labour exploitation, including the lack of care 
for the elderly and sick (Nyugdíj [Pension], 1927) and the vulnerability 
of house maids (Marusza [Marusa], 1925). In Moscow, he also 
published the short story Misa [Misha], whose shorter version was 
published in 1924 in Ék and Új Előre under the title Peleske Miska. The 
more radical dimensions of the social utopia he had developed in 
Vienna (rejection of the bourgeois family and private household and 

↗[90] Erzsi Újvári: Próza: 10 [Prose: 10]

Because today we saw the other woman’s breast in our partner’s 
eyes. 
And in vain we cry. We laugh. 
Tomorrow we shall find it again inside. 
Women!!!
If we could tear ourselves away from our partner’s warm loins. We’d 
reach the mountains and foals would run with us. We would bathe 
our eyes in water and never again see the kitchens’ chimneys. 



76
17  Barta 1972, 164–224. 
18  Barta 1972, 190.

educational reforms) faded from his texts written in Moscow exile 
but in Misa, he returned once again to his critique of the bourgeois 
family and its institutions. He argued that the bourgeois family model 
and school system – which bourgeois ideology stages as naturally 
given for all – are neither self-evident nor accessible for those living 
on the margins of society, and that the workers’ movement therefore 
had to take over the social integration of those excluded from the 
institutions of the bourgeois family.17 

The main character of the text, Misha, was born 
around the turn of the century in Budapest, lost his parents as a 
new-born, and found his primary socialisation through the workers’ 
movement. He is first cared for by the neighbour, a cobbler, and later 
by a member of the Vasas Trade Union (Hungarian Metalworkers’ 
Federation). He sings for the first time in front of an audience at 
the Vasas headquarters and later finds a job at the Ganz factory 
via the trade union. His personality is shaped by mass movements, 
demonstrations, and the institutions of the workers’ culture, and 
even in the defining moments of his socialisation, he only has 
sporadic personal contact with others, often remaining an external 
observer of the ongoing events. Misha only grows really close to 
the old miller whom he first met at a demonstration at which “the old 
man lifted him up and held him in front of the crowd,”18 so that Misha 
could see the faces of the protesting workers. In contrast to the 
story of Barta’s novel Aranyásók [Gold Diggers], in which workers 
are recruited through personal conversations and friendships at 
work, Misha instinctively sympathizes with the movement from an 
early age, even before he had met union members in person. Barta’s 
narrative provides no substantive answers concerning the extent 
to which the solidarity and identity-forming configurations of such 
political mass movement can correlate with the emotional world 
and socialisation needs of a child of Misha’s age, but unlike the 
abstract society of Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story], the short 
story Misa provides us with specific examples of how the solidarity 
networks that develop within the workers’ movement and overall in 
the proletariat function on an everyday level. 

After her family had moved to Moscow, Újvári 
published stories in Új Előre on the issues affecting women and 
children living in extreme poverty including access to education, 
dangerous urban public spaces, and prostitution. She was 
particularly concerned with how the double burden of working 
mothers affects children. In the stories Szép rét az iskola [The 
School is a Beautiful Field] (1927) and Mihályka élete és halála [The Life 

↗[199] Újvári Erzsi: Szép rét az iskola 
[The School is a Beautiful Field] 
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19  Zambani 2011, 257−258.  
20  Barta 1972, 434–439.

and Death of Mihályka] (1926), a mother working in the factory leaves 
her child at home, who then ends up at risk during the mother’s shift.

By the turn of the 1930s, the theme of exploitation 
at the workplace had disappeared from Barta and Újvári’s texts. 
In the interests of establishing the ideological basis for the 
newly-introduced economic planning, production had to enjoy 
unquestionable priority in Soviet literature, and the new RAPP 
directives allowed no room for critical analysis of productive 
labour. After Stalin announced the introduction of the first Five Year 
Plan in 1928, the steady growth of production became the most 
important measure of social progress. From 1930 onwards, the RAPP 
placed shock workers at the centre of its official programme,19 and 
gave preference to journalistic writings in which authors directly 
addressed the shock workers of Soviet factories. 

Barta’s longest report series was written in 
1932 on a propaganda tour of the Urals organised by the Soviet 
government and the Union internationale des écrivains révolutionnaires 
[International Union of Revolutionary Writers], in which he took part 
as a member of an international brigade of writers, including Louis 
Aragon, Elsa Triolet, and Jeff Last. During the tour, he conducted 
practical, fact-driven interviews in public spaces with workers 
focusing on the economic situation of Soviet families with a level of 
factuality similar to that of Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story]. He 
summarises the life of a female doctor working in the Urals as follows: 

A female judge of peasant origin, who was 
appointed after three months of training, is also mentioned in the 
report series from the Urals.20 In the 1930s, women entered many 
fields that had previously been the exclusive reserve of men while 
at the same time, many women working in the factories were not 
skilled. Unlike the female judge representing the people’s court, 

She has two jobs and earns three hundred and seventy-five 
roubles, her husband earns two hundred and fifty, and her father 
receives a pension of seventy-two roubles. They have a two-room 
flat for which they pay eight roubles a month. She tells me that 
supplies were low in spring, but now that the kolkhoz markets have 
opened, the situation has improved. They regularly receive bread, 
sugar, and everything else on the ration card. They receive sixteen 
kilos of flour per person per month. 

↗[223] Sándor Barta: Útban az Ural felé 
[On the Road to the Urals]
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who immediately landed a responsible job after a brief training, the 
women who were new to employment generally worked un-skilled or 
semi-skilled jobs. 

The extensive industrialisation of the Soviet 
economy would not have been possible without the mass employment 
of women. From 1930 onwards, a campaign was launched to recruit 
mainly young, unskilled women into the factories. The welfare system 
was not equipped to provide childcare for such a large number of 
working women, and so in contrast to the ideas of Kollontai, more 
and more Soviet women were hit by the double burden of wage 
labour and housework. The new Soviet ideal of woman, the female 
shock worker (Udarnitsa) was able to assume jobs in sections of 
industry previously reserved for men, and participated successfully 
in work competitions to surpass the production norm while also 
being responsible for the family household.21

Újvári published only one report in Sarló és 
Kalapács in 1934, which also marked the end of her career. Nastya, 
Újvári’s interviewee for Gálocska [Galochka], lived near Újvári in 
Sokolniki and was home on maternity leave when Újvári visited her 
for an interview, in which she describes how a young mother, who 
had recently moved from the countryside to the city, was trained 
at the childcare centre to care for her baby according to modern 
medical guidelines. Right before Gálocska, Újvári also published 
a propaganda essay entitled Udárnyica [Udarnitsa] in Sarló és 
Kalapács. Both texts discuss the Soviet social policy measures 
(maternity leave) and institutions (prenatal care, the factory medical 
system, childcare, kindergartens) that helped young female factory 
workers cope with both wage labour and child-rearing.22

Making the emotional labour of women more visible, 
which in the early poems helped explicate labour-related gender 
inequalities, now served the projection of propaganda in Udárnyica 
and Gálocska. Even at home, Nastya performs her maternal duties as 

21  Ilič 1999, 27–42.
22  In practice, the services listed in Újvári’s Udarnitsa-essays were frequently not 
accessible. In her book on Soviet women workers, Melanie Illič summarises a Soviet 
article published the same year as Újvári’s texts, in which a labour inspector provides a 
detailed account of the shortcomings in a Leningrad factory, revealing the contradictions 
between state propaganda and actual practices in the factories: “In November 1934 Trud 
published a short article by Kletskina, the labour inspector at the Krasnyi Treugol'nykh 
factory in Leningrad. Kletskina complained that ’the relationship of the adminstration with 
working women is heartless’. The director of one of the departments, Khodash, did not 
want to employ women who were nursing mothers. The situation in other departments 
at the factory was little better. No special place had been identified where women could 
feed their babies. The report also noted that there were attempts to reduce the wages 
of women taking statutory »nursing breaks«. One female shock worker, Naezdnikova, 
had received wages of 132 rubles a month before the birth of her baby, but once she 
had become a nursing mother she was being paid only 86 rubles. Kletskina complained 
that tens of qualified women workers at the Krasnyi Treugol'nykh factory, having become 
mothers, were being forced to leave the factory.” (Ilič 1999, 71–72.)

↗[120] Erzsi Újvári: Gálocska [Galochka]

↗[118] Erzsi Újvári: Udárnyica [Udarnitsa]
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a shock worker and, upon her return to the factory from maternity 
leave, she continues to work as one. To quote Újvári: “Nastya 
gets back to work, all her nerves now dedicated to production 
– because she knows that during this time, Galochka is in good 
hands. Because she knows that the more consciously she works 
upstairs, the better life will be for Galochka downstairs.” 

In these texts, Újvári justifies female shock 
workers’ overwork by the love they feel for both the factory and 
their children. In the Udárnyica essay, Katya voluntarily returns 
to the factory during her maternity leave to train up the girl who 
replaced her so that the brigade does not fall behind. The text 
presents the culture of Soviet work competitions as a grassroots 
movement brought to life by the commitment of the workers and 
their love of the factory and work. No mention is made of the real 
economic pressures behind the shock worker movement or of the 
fact that the wages of brigade members were dependent on how 
fast they trained up new workers.23 In reality, most of the unskilled 
young women recruited into factory work performed overtime 
because of the precarity of their financial situation. Declarations 
about women’s work ethic, the love of the workers’ collective, and 
work itself served to cover up the underlying economic conditions 
that created the udarnitsa phenomenon and to make women’s 
overwork appear natural. 

Closing Remarks

Overall, social reproduction remained a key issue for both Újvári 
and Barta, although they departed from different premises and 
emphasised different aspects of the same social problem. Barta 
approached the problem of social reproduction from the material 
side and expected reforms of the economic base to eliminate 
inequalities in the gendered division of labour. Újvári analysed the 
same issues but also discussed in detail the emotional aspects 
of the gendered division of labour and women’s subjective 
experiences. However, she wrote little on how economic 
determinants influenced social expectations towards women. 

23  Sergei Tretyakov’s 1935 short story Nine Girls also argued that the success of the 
Stakhanovite female tractor brigade led by Pasha Angelina was due to the fact that 
the brigade was not exclusively organised along formal lines, and that the women also 
turned to Pasha with their personal problems: “they cry together, they laugh together.” 
The female shock worker invested emotional labour in rebuilding the brigade’s collective, 
and this caring love extended beyond the brigade members to the material means of 
labour: “Pasha knows the tractor like the back of her hand and cares for it as a mother 
cares for her child.” (Tretyakov 1995.) 

↗[121] Erzsi Újvári: Gálocska [Galochka]
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The two authors published many texts on social 
reproduction between the two world wars, yet, many aspects of 
women’s invisible labour nevertheless remained invisible in the Újvári-
Barta oeuvre. In Barta’s novel Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story] 
and his later reports, his disregard for the emotional aspects leads 
to an oversimplified model of the gendered division of labour, one in 
which many elements of the social expectations of women are lost. 
In the case of the shock worker cult in Újvári’s late texts, however, 
although emotional labour receives a prominent role, the propaganda 
written into the text treats symbolic aspects – such as caring and 
love – as inherent parts of “female nature” and uses them to stage 
the exploitation of female workers as natural.24 

Ranging from the avant-garde to propaganda, 
Barta and Újvári’s oeuvre provides many insights from various 
perspectives into the public discourse surrounding social 
reproduction and their analysis gives rise to numerous 
methodological questions that can function as a starting point 
for a critical analysis of literary and journalistic writings on 
social reproduction. A parallel analysis of the two authors’ texts 
serves as a reminder that when scrutinizing the ideologies behind 
discourses on the gendered division of labour, it is also important 
to examine how they tackle the different aspects of emotional care, 
since the inequalities encoded in the gendered division of labour 
are not strictly limited to the opposition between productive and 
reproductive labour. Emotional care, traditionally performed by 
women, is equally present in both domestic and wage labour, and 
further complicates and deepens the unequal division of labour.

24  Women’s “caring nature,” which is posited as natural, similarly limits the visibility of 
reproductive labour. (Csányi – Kerényi 2018.)
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BUDAPEST | 1919 | Manifesto

Barta and Újvári’s Utopian 
Conceptions of the Family 
During the Hungarian Soviet 
Republic and Exile in Vienna

For Újvári and Barta, marriage was both a directly-lived social 
and emotional experience and the setting of political and artistic 
fiction. They got married in 1919. In the same year, Barta issued 
his manifesto Világforradalom – világburzsoázia és programm [World 
Revolution – World Bourgeoisie and Programme] detailing point by 
point the reforms he demanded from the Hungarian Soviet Republic 
in the areas of the arts, sciences, and family life. He regarded the 
family as the basic unit of society and embraced it as a crucial 
question in his political visions.

His programme combined the social policy of the 
Hungarian Soviet Republic, the Soviet reform movements, the Marxist 
feminist doctrines of Alexandra Kollontai, and the educational reform 
principles of the Soviet workers’ school. Barta’s 1919 manifesto 
stated that rearranging the economic base of society was not 
enough for fundamental change. He held communism to be “merely 
a means […] to create an anarchic culture” free of “petit bourgeois 
morals.”1 He declared that in the ideal family, both parties are 
economically and emotionally independent and should receive the 
same education and, thus, also have equal opportunities in the world 
of work. He considered that the primary social setting for children 
should be shifted from the micro-community of the bourgeois family 
to the extensive community of society and that their own peers and 
teachers should take responsibility for their upbringing.

These ideas took final form in Barta’s utopian 
documentary novel Csodálatos történet, vagy mint fedezte fel William 
Cookendy polgári riporter a földet, amelyen él [A Wonderful Story, or 
How the Bourgeois Reporter William Cookendy Discovered the 
Land on Which he Lived]. This is set in the society of the Northern 
Settlement symbolising the idealised Soviet Union.

Barta and Újvári thought differently about the 
relationship between the individual and society and about the roles 
of women and men. Unlike Barta, who looked at the macrostructure 
of society and made no distinction between the public and private 
spheres (society and family), Újvári concentrated on the direct and 
personal experiences of proletarian families and proletarian women. 

1  Barta 1919 | Barta Sándor, Világforradalom - világburzsoázia és programm [World 
Revolution – World Bourgeoisie and Programme], Second Worldview Special Issue of Ma, 2 
January 1919. 
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In her writing, women and children reflected on general social 
problems through their own micro-environments. This perspective 
enabled a close examination of power relations such as doctor-
patient, parent-child, child-teacher and man-woman; for Barta, 
these often appeared only in abstract or utopian images.

Újvári’s conception of the woman’s revolutionary 
role, too, was more complex than Barta’s. She proposed an elevated 
status for women both in attaining their own social equality and 
in educating the new generation. Unlike men, who merely “stopped 
to rejoice in their own creation”, Újvári saw women as potential 
catalysts for a truly universal social emancipation that also reached 
those on the periphery of society.

↗[90] Erzsi Újvári: Próza: 10 [Prose: 10]
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Ma folyóirat első világszemléleti különszáma 
[First Worldview Special Issue of Ma]
Cover design: Sándor Bortnyik 
November 1918 
Kassák Museum

Red heads on the black asphalt. 
Morning. 
At the crossroads laughter, shrieking. 
Scared women run from dark gates in front of their partners. They 
lay their blossoming palms on the other’s eyes. They closed the 
roads with their skinny breasts. 
Don’t go!!
Workers. Soldiers. Students. 
They threw the women’s bodies a great distance. 
With your flesh??
Back???
No!!
Their tired feet flowed into the roads. 
And they watched. 
A girl mourned the orphanhood of her thighs. 
They left me here!!!
The women were suddenly scared.
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Alone. 
Underneath their eyes, terror had thrown dark circles. 
What should we do??
Someone slipped in front of them in fear. 
After them!!!
The other one dripped poison into their ears. 
Slip after them??
Who are you???
Just them???
Just them???
Their bent waists stretched on the wall. 
Women!!!
Someone drummed white paths on their minds. 
Again!!
Home!!!
They stopped once again in front of the gates. 
And then their loud pleasures hit the walls. 
For us!!
The rooms’ sick eyes opened brightly. 
They laid naked children under the sun. 
We want to live!!
They bathed their bodies warm and laughed full-throated towards 
the sky. Instead of school the hardest-bodied woman had 
undressed in front of the children. 
This is how you should be!!!
Someone wanted to pray. Flutes resounded from her throat, 
The laughter and the light turned somersaults in space. 
Because they were already grown up! People!!
The houses exploded in fear. 
And their big-headed children, like red devils, ran in every direction 
on the roads. 

� Ma folyóirat első világszemléleti különszáma  
� [First Worldview Special Issue of Ma], November 1918, 4. 
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Ma folyóirat világszemléleti második 
különszáma 
[Second Worldview Special Issue of Ma]
Cover design: János Mattis Teutsch 
January 1919 
Kassák Museum 

Like the mainstream current of Marxist feminism, Barta argued – in 
a manifesto published in the worldview special issue of Ma – that 
the Hungarian Soviet Republic should concentrate on women’s 
economic independence to ensure their intellectual independence 
and create opportunities for women to take an equal part in 
production.
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The solution to the woman question is today regarded as an 
inescapable prerequisite by all higher cultures. 
A higher way of life prohibits us from addressing a woman as we 
must today: whose wife are you?
We also want to address her like this – out of selfishness, because 
only in this way can she become part of our new self and we in turn 
address her thus: who are you?
It is from the new economic opportunities that we expect the self-
confident woman on her way somewhere (and not towards the 
cage of contemporary marriage), a woman facing us with the same 
burden, who does not accept any kind of special concessions from 
the man and who makes this monumentally clear to him. We want the 
woman to be a productive friend and not a dolled-up nuisance who 
expects everything with and for her. 
We know that the new woman must be brought to life in the 
thoughts of the new man (in an almost godlike pose and almost as 
if from nowhere) because we feel the most devastated and in place 
of them it is only us who is not and who is a plaster cast product 
of the current capitalist world order – who we do not need either 
today or least of all in the new culture!
As the basis for a more lasting assemblage of the new man and the 
woman we proclaim not gender according to contemporary immature 
ideologies, but the precondition of a spiritual encounter. 
In the sex life, as the freest form of life, we regard spontaneous 
reaching out to each other – beyond all bourgeois refinements – as 
the most healthy. 
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Family

We regard the family, in its present productive capacity, division of 
labour, and moral and absolutist configuration, as a simple function 
and well-chosen buttress of the contemporary social order. 
We see in the family a million dead ends of rapid and broad 
development, a hotbed of conservative determinants which, later, 
can barely be eliminated in the offspring. 
For the woman it means the complete subordination of her 
individuality to the family through her drudgery. 
As a precondition for the new, healthy culture we want therefore to 
separate man from the woman economically and vice versa, and also 
separate the offspring from the parents. Together, in the friendship 
of those who informally teach them young, and far from the parents’ 
sentimental or brutal tyranny. 
In brief, this should suffice for the time being on the new culture, 
whose realisation we seek in the communist economic order. 

� Ma folyóirat világszemléleti második különszáma 
� [Second Worldview Special Issue of Ma], January 1919, 2. 
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Marriage

Marriage portrait of Sándor Barta  
and Erzsi Újvári 
Budapest, 1919 
Collection of the Braun-Barta Family

Barta and Újvári got married in 1919, during the Hungarian Soviet 
Republic. Kassák recalled that they did not originally plan to marry 
since Barta considered marriage to be an obsolete bourgeois 
institution.



Marriage Certificate of Sándor Barta  
and Erzsi Újvári 
12 January 1920 
Kassák Museum 

“Arranging how they will live together in the future is a huge 
problem. If they get married, Bözse doesn’t want to move in with the 
Bartas, while Barta is afraid of our family. In any case, they couldn’t 
care less about such conventions. They’ve heard that traditional 
family life came to its end in Russia, where young people can marry 
freely and nobody will ever again have the right to interfere in 
other people’s private lives. That’s how they want to live too, but my 
mother insists that they should officially get married. They’ve asked 
Jolán for advice, but she’s also advising Bözse to file their marriage 
with the registrar. 
– It’s just a straightforward formality – she says – but it’s better to 
follow such formalities.”
Barta is quick with his know-it-all response:
– It’s not important for us to be wed as husband and wife. We love 
each other, and this is more than enough for us. I don’t want Bözse 
to be a slave like the other women.
– And what if you want to have children?
Barta replies:
– There’ll be child republics by then, we’ll take the children out from 
under the parents’ conventional, stupid discipline and let them grow 
up free and uninhibited!”

� Lajos Kassák: Egy ember élete [The Life of a Man] (Excerpt)
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Újvári’s early poetry does not follow the economic approach of 
Marxist feminism and treats reproductive labour and childcare as 
being of equal value to productive labour. Recognising the social 
significance of reproductive labour was, thus, in her view more 
important than building institutions like creches and day-care 
centres.

In a brown salon the girls’ tired thighs lean towards the bed. 
But they open their eyes with their fists. 
Because of all the women it’s only they who dared answer for their 
lives. 
They sensed that people set off for the embrace of trees and 
forests. 
And they are just laughing mouths. Their spines lean towards the 
earth. 
Someone’s body cramped up.
My arm was a smelly olive branch and now I cry alone. 
It’s her from whose arms fell the large yellow sheaves. She stood 
up. Look, my breasts get scarred when I see a man, and still I call 
him for pleasure. 
And me?
My lungs split red to keep my mouth hot. Now who will help me throw 
it in the sun?
In vain do we offer our bodies as pillows.
If we end up in the men’s gaze they shower us with their hate. 
Only children view us as saints, thanking us for our bodies with 
their wide crying mouths. 
And we coil our arms into bed. 
Why?
Someone shone the light of their mind on their discontent. 
Because we have seen the home. 
If we threw our burning glance towards the houses, our mothers 
blinded us with love.
The men pleased children upon us so that we would always lack 
rest.
Now we want to live. 
And yet we soften our palms only with our sad eyes, and expect the 
men to fight for us with their strong chests. 
But this remains pointless because they always go their own way. 
Their arms are reaching one another at the countries' border. 
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And the women. They place their strength on their children’s white 
foreheads. They cry. 
But we have already tortured ourselves to a man. 
We, instead of sorrow, give the girls dissatisfaction, 
We shouldn’t wait until the men raise us into intelligence. 
We should not just be the understanding ears of our partners. 
Let us throw our arms to the sun, because our strength can only 
be measured in creation. 
Instead of healing the sick our minds should throw machines in front 
of all work so that people can bathe in the sun. 
Let us pull parks in front of the houses to open the roads in four 
directions.
Women. 
If the men stop to rejoice in their creation, our feet will have no rest 
because the children want us to give them their strength. 
Our weeping breasts shall light flames in our eyes.
We will be mothers. 
Mothers. 
And the children from our bodies shall carry the eternal 
dissatisfaction asunder. 

� Ma folyóirat 1919. májusi demonstratív különszáma 
� [May 1919 Demonstrative Special Issue of Ma], 1 May 1919.
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] (Middle-class bedroom with a small bed) Man. Woman. Child.

Woman: (dressed in outdoor clothes, pacing nervously) That’s 
enough… I don’t want this any more!
Man: (standing questioningly in the centre of the room) What???
Woman: (bored, throwing her hands up): Yes… the marriage… new 
clothes… going to bed early. 
Man: What do you want???
Woman: Myself! My life!!
Man: Did I hurt you? Are you lacking something?
Woman: No!
Man: (suffering) Then tell me, why?? Why???
Woman: I understand!!
Man: You are my wife!!!
Woman: (stops and turns towards him) You gave me shelter so  
a white bed would reach under your waist. 
Man: (terrified) Me???
Woman: (loudly) So my body would only coil up for you because you 
desire me. For you… and who knows… who knows where you came 
from!
Man: Me? My woman!!
Woman: (starts pacing again) Whatever!!
Man: (begging) Look… I… the child… alone…
Woman: (raising her arms in joy) Alone… Who were we so far?! The 
black towns… the sun drips yellow into the cellars. 
Man: (looks astonished)
Woman: My eyes… (goes towards the chaise longue, her arms fall 
into her lap) and for four years!!!
Man: (grasps at her helplessly)
Woman: Four years!!!
Man: (steps towards her, throws his head on her chest while raging) 
your arm!... your breast!... your mouth!
Woman: (as if drops of ice were running down her spine) All in vain!!!
Man: Mine… you are mine!!
Woman: (laughs)
Man: Your body… you too!!
Woman: (slowly lifting his head up) Why do we torture each other??
Man: (seeking her mouth) Don’t we??? It’s not true???
Woman: (quietly) I’m leaving!
Man: (watches for a while, then stands up above her) 
Woman: I’m leaving (adjusts her clothes)
Man: (turns and throws himself onto the small bed) My Józsika!!!  
My son!!!
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Woman: (flinches nervously) 
Man: (shaking, sits the child up) My little son!! …Your mother … doesn’t 
love you… she’s leaving…
Child: (looks at him in incomprehension)
Man: Look… She’s leaving!!
Child: (reaching out to his mother, starts crying) Mummy!
Woman: (bends down)
Man: (whispering in the child’s ear) She’s leaving!
Child: Mummy!!
Woman: (biting her mouth until it bleeds)
Man: (turns his gaze towards the woman while reaching for the 
child) My Józsika!! (stands up and places the child in the woman’s 
lap as if was a precious flower)
Woman: (recoils)
Man: (laughing) My god… and still!
Woman: (straightens out, stares at the man with burning eyes) You… 
youuuuuuu!
Man: (retreats in fear) He wanted it!
Woman: (looks)
Child: (tired) I want water!!!
Man: Water??? (skulks off towards the door, pleased) My doves!  
(he leaves)
Woman: (now looking at the child. Her mouth suddenly tightens at 
something. Rough breathing. Neck fills with blood) Leaving…  
(Two dark embers burned beneath the bed. From her arms, ten black 
snakes coil around the child’s neck. The red courtyard of a mouth. 
She feels something stretching out straight in her lap. Stares just 
above it. Then raising up her arms and laughing into the silence) 
Alone!... alone!...

� Ma, vol. 3. nos. 8–9, 15 September 1918, 93. 
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Munkásasszonyok! Leányok! Dolgozó 
proletárnők! [Working Women! Girls! Working 
Proletarian Women!]
Budapest, Hungarian Working Women’s 
Association, 1919
National Széchényi Library

Family Concepts

The Hungarian Soviet Republic extended the elective franchise to every woman over the age of 18, 
introduced prenatal allowance, and increased maternity allowance. The left-wing social criticism of 
the regime concentrated on the redistribution of capital and labour through wage struggles and the 
universal right to work. It propagated the idea of women taking work, of coeducation in school and in 
vocational training, and the elimination of wage differences between men and women employees.



Kommunizáljuk-e Zsófit? Oktató írás a szabad 
szerelemről és egyről-másról, amit tudni illik 
és muszáj is az asszonynépnek 
[Should We Communize Zsófi? Educational 
Essay about Free Love, and a Few Things 
it is Fitting for the Female Population to 
Know, and They Must]
Budapest, People’s Commissariat for Public 
Education, 1919
National Széchényi Library 

Alexandra Kollontai
A dolgozó anya [The Working Mother]
Translated by Tibor Szamuely 
Budapest, Party of Communists in Hungary
1919
Petőfi Literary Museum 

In 1919, August Bebel’s book Woman and Socialism was republished, 
and Tibor Szamuely translated Alexandra Kollontai’s essay The 
Working Mother. Kollontai saw childcare as a task for society as a 
whole and claimed that a condition for the emancipation of women 
was to remove the restriction on their time imposed by reproductive 
labour so that they may take part in productive labour in equal time 
with men. This required many of the tasks involved in reproductive 
labour to be taken over by wider society, and free creches, nursery 
schools, and afternoon schools to be provided by the state.

The People’s Commissariat for Public Education 
published booklets that set out in a few pages the social 
programme of the Hungarian Soviet Republic. They were aimed 
at criticizing bourgeois, capitalist society, exploding myths about 
the communist conception of the family, and mobilising proletarian 
women. The booklet Kommunizáljuk-e Zsófit? [Should We Communize 
Zsófi?] argued that economic independence for women would 
reduce unequal power relations in marriage and lessen the number 
of forced marriages.



Sándor Barta 
Eine wunderbare Geschichte, oder wie 
entdeckte William Cookendy, bürgerlicher 
Reporter, die Erde, auf der er lebt 
[A Wonderful Story, or How the Bourgeois 
Reporter William Cookendy Discovered the 
Land on Which he Lived]
Cover design: Paul Munels
Vienna and Berlin, Vorhut Verlag, 1925
Österreichische Nationalbibliothek 

Sándor Barta’s documentary novel follows the scenes of Vladimir 
Mayakovsky’s 1921 drama Mystery-Bouffe, where the “unclean”, 
symbolising the international proletarian community, visit heaven 
and hell and are disappointed by the social order of the afterworld. 
They start to build their own utopian communist society on Earth. 
In the second part of Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story], 
a fictional report on the Northern Settlement, Barta develops 
his ideas on production, the family, and childcare. The Northern 
Settlement is an idealised evocation of the Soviet Union in the 
1920s, with modern healthcare, facilities for mass sport, electricity 
available everywhere, production cooperatives, modern factories, 
and workers’ schools.

VIENNA | 1920–1925 | Utopia
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Erzsi Újvári 
Prózák [Proses]
Cover design: Lajos Kassák 
Vienna, Ma, 1921

The revolutionary poems Erzsi Újvári wrote in Vienna are in 
dialogue with Barta’s novel. Although she did not write about 
the utopia as minutely or as programmatically as her husband, 
her poetry reflects on all the issues that Barta was concerned 
with. In many cases, examination of the challenges to be faced 
in childcare, work, and personal relationships brought her to 
conclusions that differed from his.
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A Wonderful Story

In this section, we juxtapose some of Újvári’s 1920s poetry with 
excerpts from Barta’s novel Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story]. 
The paired passages show the attitudes to childcare, partner 
relationships, and working women in the utopian society of the 
Northern Settlement, and how Újvári’s poems set up a dialogue with 
Barta’s programme novel.
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The state’s responsibility for childcare in the Northern Settlement

…everything we saw in the maternity clinic itself, which was already 
a living, revolutionary reality, indicated that substantial and profound 
changes were taking place in the revolutionary settlements. 

After Una’s condition swiftly improved from the 
excellent treatment and specially formulated diet, we decided to 
leave the clinic and join the normal circuit of workers. This was 
made easier by the fact that having met their goal, Doo and Una 
now wanted nothing more than to settle down somewhere and start 
working. They left their child for the time being at the clinic, where 
there was a special ward set up for this purpose. Then we said 
goodbye to the clinic’s director and the people we met there, and 
set off into town to report to the Party building.
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1] Roiling-blooded girls painful-chested men and joyless children set 

off towards you
Park.
Underneath your trees a blind woman sings above her dying child
Wooden-footed soldier salutes himself to death before your lights
Pregnant woman goes into labour in the lap of your bushes
Oh where should I put it?
An adolescent with an inflamed groin is drinking himself stupid at the 
bottom of the lake. 
The sword-swallowing Saracen sliced up his throat. Clowns 
dragged him into the circus. 
The park of pleasures!
Cried-out eyes and tired fists wander towards you
Whistling factory gates airless workshops give them back their 
laughter
Trees you must bow and dry their tears
But woe
A hungry child bit off the wax doll’s roses and now cries
Horses stop booths collapse and the bushes open wide
To where should we run with our pains?
Look, on the road into town a man is talking to you about laughter-
filled days
Go and take his hand.

� Ék, vol. 1. no. 3 (8), 1 September 1923.
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Partner relationships

I took her hand and felt I was holding a great treasure, but was 
looking for reassurance that I could keep her for myself. That she 
would also be mine tomorrow, that she would preserve the dew of 
her body and mind just for me. 
Márta returned my gaze with her big, intelligent eyes and 
understood everything. 
– You see, – she said – you don’t love me. 
– Márta, why do you think that?
– You’re greedy, you want reassurance for tomorrow. Your love is 
still often just rampant ambition and possessive satisfaction.
– You’re wrong, Márta… or maybe you’re right. But I know today that 
tomorrow, and the day after, I will love you as much as I do now…
– But why do you have to tell me this today? How come you have 
these problems today? Look, today I am completely yours and 
hold nothing back. What do I care right now what becomes of us 
tomorrow? And even if I did care, is it possible that for whatever 
reason we are good for each other today, we have to commit 
ourselves for an entire lifetime? Why? Today it would be trite to say 
that you are the only smart and handsome man I may love. No, today 
there are plenty of smart and desirable men and women. And today 
we don’t just declare that the only balanced way of life is free love, 
we also live it too. I love you for many reasons that others don’t 
have. But I don’t love you for anything that is not and cannot be in 
others. Where you come from, people take a foolish oath in a moment 
of exuberance, which then extends into years of no exuberance, 
they tie themselves down for a whole lifetime. And then they’re full 
of internal and external ulcers, they cheat, deceive, abandon each 
other, and often kill themselves. Our life, on the other hand, is a 
giant crossroads. A silvery web woven across the earth. We have 
no coercive ties, we don’t want possession, we just want to love 
each other. And we don’t want to prolong this state with any kind of 
unnatural tie, because we know how to be natural, simple, and social 
in everything, which includes our sex lives. Most people around us 
think like you, but us young people have already moved on.
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8] We had not yet seen the sun and the heart of the bells
In our eyes we carry miscarried children. When we want to laugh, 
the plates and mortars play the organ out of our mouths. 
In the evenings we strap our hearts with white sheets. 
Because we carry every joy and sadness of our partner on our 
bodies. 
Who can stand it any longer???
They pin us onto the beds with burning needles
If we want to live we build burning towers above our bellies
And morning. 
Every morning doctors open our groins 
Nuns water our hearts with white cans. We’d be blind! The knives. 
The needles. 
And at night perhaps the candles will sing in front of our beds. 
But to live!
To live!!
Because today we saw the other woman’s breast in our partner’s 
eyes.  
And in vain we cry. We laugh. 
Tomorrow we shall find it again inside. 
Women!!!
If we could tear ourselves away from our partner’s warm loins. We’d 
reach the mountains and foals would run with us. We would bathe 
our eyes in water and never again see the kitchens’ chimneys. 
But where to??? Where to???
In our mouths the plates have once again begun the play the organ. 

� Ma, vol. 6. no. 4, 15 February 1921, 51. 
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Working women

The peasants set off for the commune. About four hundred of them. 
Women, elders, and children running between their ranks. 
The commune was waiting for them, knew they were coming. 
The chairman of the commune workers’ council explained all of this 
to us as he guided us through the site. He was a skinny peasant 
man with a big moustache who had worked his way up to become 
commune leader. He spoke little, disjointedly, and preferred to point 
with his hands, like this: 
– This used to be the lord’s stables – he said, pointing at a group 
of buildings that resembled small family houses. – There were two 
spacious rooms in each, they had shared rooms and dining rooms. 
They had baths too: the lord used to have his horses swim in them.
Fresh, animated life everywhere. A visible improvement in people’s 
lust for life and culture. The women worked too, but meanwhile the 
commune had relieved them of the problems of cooking, washing, 
and child-rearing.
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You preached the brandy away from our mouths. 
You oiled the machines under our hands
Your voice was the oven on the white fields of Siberia. 
You build ships on the sea for the restless-blooded
Gave the pine forests as gifts to the sick
The workers of the land were all your brothers. 
From the shoulders of women you wanted to remove the cauldron  
of laundries, children and hunger 
And now at the bottom of dark tenement buildings they cry their 
pain into the milk of new-born babies over steaming troughs.
The workshops, on stone cobbles
We bury you in the factories’ smoke
Lenin!
We are your bothers. 
We took each other by the hand
And under your lanterns we march on the Earth. 

� Ék, Lenin Issue, 25 February 1924.
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Workers’ school

Erzsi Újvári, Zsuzsa Barta 
and Sándor Barta 
Vienna, August 1925
Kassák Museum

In the early 1920s, even before their daughter Zsuzsa was born, 
Újvári in her poetry and Barta in his writing addressed the issues of 
childcare, the parent-child relationship, and the responsibilities that 
parents, the state, and society bore in raising the new generation.

Erzsi Újvári, Zsuzsa Barta 
and Sándor Barta 
Vienna, 1925 
Kassák Museum 

Zsuzsa Barta in a stroller
Vienna, 1925 
Kassák Museum 
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Well look how life is so much more beautiful and alive here for a 
child. They don’t learn about nature from sterile depictions in books. 
Their depictions are living things, they have breadth and depth, 
bodies, smells, voices, and silences. And their relationship to book 
depictions is the same as how a body relates to its shadow. But it’s 
not only with their eyes that they get to know nature, they also use 
their tiny play tools, the most agile and lovely little tools: rummaging 
and foraging around in nature with their hands. They know the 
material, they observe the animals and plants, the agile ants, the 
sluggish snails, the moths suddenly taking flight, and the bowing of 
the plants. They encounter life itself, and not only its shadow, buried 
in the crypts of dusty books.
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And ran from the cities
Birds sang from their mouths
Lemon groves grew on their palms
They lowered mirror houses over the mountains with the singing 
girls
They tied sails onto churches
The raised the roofs of stables
And the animals turned somersaults in the fields
One of them jumped into the horizon to play!
The fish threw glittering stones at them
To play!!
Old people wove nets from their hair 
To catch the stars
A peacock swept the animals’ cages from the earth
To play!!
To play!!!
Look the animals have taken the children by the hand
Trees began playing the flute
And somewhere the blind found their eyes around a well

� Ma, vol. 6. no. 9, 15 September 1921, 131. 



Sándor Barta 
A gyermek Szovjetországban 
[The Child in Soviet Russia]
Akasztott Ember 
vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922
Kassák Museum 

108

Barta first wrote about workers’ schools in his magazine Akasztott 
Ember, where he conflated Tolstoy’s principles of educational reform 
and the technical school on his Yasnaya Polyana estate with the 
Soviet workers’ schools programme, creating the impression that 
the Soviet government was carrying on the traditions of Tolstoyan 
education.
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Despite the exceptionally difficult economic conditions in which 
Soviet Russia must live today, Russian workers have nevertheless 
taken the hardships of creative worker upon themselves and are 
slowly but surely creating ever newer ways of life. 

Soviet Russia has not, in its present grave 
battles, neglected the objectivization of the new life order either, 
and it is only natural that in this sphere too it should primarily 
embrace the cause of children. 

Thus, among other things, Yasnaya Polyana, Leo 
Tolstoy’s estate, together with its surrounding farmsteads and 
fields, has been transformed into an empire for children. 

The great writer of the Russian land, the ‘wise 
man of Yasnaya Polyana,’ loved children above all else. He loved 
them only as Tolstoy could love them. 

800 poor peasant and workers’ children live 
here according to their own rules, but still under the guidance of 
objective and philanthropic teachers. 

Proper children’s farms have been set up here, with 
the children cultivating the lands, the same lands that Tolstoy himself 
once ploughed. In the schools here the children are taught in the 
spirit of Tolstoy. They learn from Tolstoy’s books, the A-B-C books he 
once edited. Everything they teach here is imbued with the spirit of 
Tolstoy’s ethics and spirit. Among other things, there is a permanent 
exhibition of the children’s work, various industrial schools (mechanical 
engineering, carpentry, locksmithing, tailoring, etc. etc.), a children’s 
garden, children’s theatre, recreation halls, gymnasiums, sports 
grounds etc. etc. The colony is run by the ‘People’s Commissariat 
for Education,’ but the government of the colony itself is run by the 
children. Therefore, these small colonies can be most appropriately 
termed children’s republics or children’s communes. The children 
themselves allocate work to one another, prepare their own lunches 
(on a vegetarian basis), oversee compliance with the house rules, the 
maintenance of equipment etc. etc.* The instructors and teachers are, 
as far as possible, completely removed from determining the children’s 
internal order of life, so that they enjoy almost complete freedom. 

This children’s empire is one of the most beautiful 
and greatest achievements of Soviet Russia. And it is also the 
brightest proof that the ideas of Tolstoy, this great thinker, and the 
ultimate goals of communism, are completely identical. 

* This article is taken from the book Kulturwerk in Sowjetrussland, and 
although we also generally approve of the aforementioned forms of 
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children’s life, we must nevertheless also point out the fundamental 
difference that exists between ourselves and the above concerning 
the concept of work. While Tolstoyan ethics and thus also the 
Tolstoyan children’s community regard work as the highest virtue 
and force it onto people via this ethic, we regard work performed 
for mere subsistence (so-called compulsory work) as a mere 
necessary evil and, contrary to the Tolstoyan understanding, we 
see in work nothing of the purpose of life, much rather its reduction 
to the minimum. We want to live life and not work ourselves to death 
for it, and therefore want to increase voluntary creative work 
opportunities. This is precisely why we condemn the work system in 
Tolstoyan children’s communities, which are not at all based on the 
correct division of labour, but rather on the principle of idolization 
and propagation of work. They relegate work and therefore the 
worker himself (in this case the children) to the primitiveness of 
a thousand types of cottage industry and 16-hour activity, which 
thus proves their largely justified hatred of civilization, but [their 
unjustified hatred of] the man who feels strength in his self-
conscious awareness, and who can correctly press evil into 
service. For it is impossible that it should be the children who, 
because of this primitive division of labour, or more precisely burden 
of labour, should live out their children’s lives in drudgery. Such 
organisation of children’s communities can only be justified by the 
disadvantageous economic system of today’s Soviet Russia, and 
in which these children’s communities were often dependent on 
meeting their needs in this way. But undoubtedly, a much more social 
system of labour must be found in a more complete and technically 
advanced system of production.

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922, 7.
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A régi és az új iskola. A népnevelés felszabadítása és a kommunista 
munka és játékközösség a gyermeknevelésben [The Old and the New 
School. The Liberation of People’s Education and the Place of 
Communist Labour and Community Play in Childcare]
Budapest, People’s Commissariat for Public Education, 1919
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Workers’ schools were introduced in the Soviet Union by a decree 
of 16 October 1918. Instead of the traditional subjects of bourgeois 
education, the emphasis was on production processes, and instead 
of hierarchical, frontal teaching, the children were to collectively 
organise the allocation of work. There was also a plan to adopt this 
form of education in the Hungarian Soviet Republic. 
(Somogyvári 2016, 84–85.)

“The education of the future, regardless of the various types of 
school, must be imbued by the spirit of the workers’ school. This 
spirit requires workshops for processing paper, and materials 
such as wood and metal, at every level of schooling. Working in the 
workshop is intended to provide the essential technical skills and, 
on that basis, to make the teaching and education more direct and 
multi-faceted.”

Decree of the Education Department of the Budapest Workers’ and 
Military Council on the introduction of technical education and the 
organisation of preparatory workshop courses, 9 May 1919
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Lev Tolstoy
Gyerekek a világ dolgairól [The Wisdom of Children]
Translated by Dániel Várnai 
Illustrated by Sándor Nagy
Budapest, Pán, 1921
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Lev Tolstoy built a school on his Yasnaya Polyana estate in 1859. 
Children there were taught reading, grammar, Russian history, 
drawing, music, mathematics, science, and religion. There was no fixed 
curriculum and the teachers could extend lessons or miss them out 
altogether depending on what aroused the students’ interest.

The schools Barta mentioned in his Akasztott 
Ember article had gone into operation after Tolstoy’s death but 
under a civil initiative to which the Soviet government only granted 
permission. They did not consistently follow the ideology of Soviet 
workers’ schools. Tolstoy’s daughter Alexandra was appointed the 
director of the museum and education centre in Yasnaya Polyana in 
1921, and she set up agricultural and industrial secondary schools 
on the estate. Beset by financial difficulties and the destructive 
prescriptions of the Soviet educational authorities, she abandoned 
her post in 1929 and emigrated from the Soviet Union. (Tolstoy 1981.)



113

MOSCOW | 1925–1938/40 |
Propaganda

Soviet Doctrines of the Family 
as seen by Barta and Újvári: 
Propaganda and Beyond

A few weeks after the publication of the utopian account of the 
Soviet Union, Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story], Barta and 
Újvári went to live in the real version. They arrived in Moscow in 
1925 with the expectation of participating – like the protagonists 
of the novel – in a true social transformation. Although they took 
active part in Soviet cultural and party life, their own household 
became increasingly distant from the emancipated two-earner 
model they regarded as ideal. As Barta – who spoke several 
languages – took on a series of offices in various writers’ unions 
run by the Communist Party, the family and household tasks all fell 
to Újvári. Although she published less and less, she kept on writing. 
Her essays on child poverty and the everyday life of proletarian 
families were published in Új Előre, the communist newspaper of 
Hungarian exiles in the United States, a somewhat peripheral 
periodical in Moscow terms.

During their time in Moscow, the social visions that 
had filled Újvári’s poetry and Barta’s utopias gradually subsided. 
In the 1930s, they both wrote propaganda reports and essays on 
the lives of Soviet families and mothers for the Hungarian journal in 
Moscow, Sarló és Kalapács. These pieces celebrated Soviet social 
measures even though the Stalinist dictatorship had radically 
suppressed the reform movements extolled in Újvári’s revolutionary 
poems and Barta’s manifesto of 1919. During the Great Purge, Barta 
was indicted in a show trial. He was executed in 1938. Újvári died of 
a serious illness two years later.
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Stalin’s Constitution provides

Equality of races and nations
The right to education 
Equality of women 
The right to work 
Care for the elderly 
The right to asylum 
The right to rest 

Propaganda Montage 
Sarló és Kalapács
vol. 8. no. 24, 15 December 1936
Petőfi Literary Museum 

The Stalinist constitution of 1936 declared that women enjoyed 
equal rights with men but that equality applied almost exclusively to 
access to work. Women took an equal part in Soviet industrial and 
agricultural production and performed just as heavy manual labour 
as men. At the same time, in an attempt to increase the population, 
the Stalinist regime banned abortion.
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Sándor Barta 
in Yasnaya Polyana

Sándor Barta 
Látogatás Jasznaja Poljanában [A Visit to 
Yasnaya Polyana]
Sarló és Kalapács
vol. 7. no. 24, 15 December 1935 
Petőfi Literary Museum 

In 1935, on the 25th anniversary of Tolstoy’s death and six years after 
Alexandra Tolstoy had left the country, Barta visited Yasnaya Polyana. 
He wrote an article praising the state school operating on the estate 
but made no mention of efforts towards educational reform.

“In Tolstoy’s time, the single-class, parochial evening school was 
held in a shabby hovel. […] Then the Soviet government built here its 
middle schools, where the children of local collective farm peasants 
and workers were taught. The atmosphere was festive. Pioneers 
welcomed the new arrivals at the gate. The corridors and classrooms 
were transformed into exhibition spaces, which bore witness to the 
connection between life and the school, the warm affirmation of Soviet 
life, boundless activity, strength, knowledge, culture, and fighting 
determination. It could not have been any other way.”



116

Gyakorlati embereket nevel a szovjetiskola 
[The Soviet School Educates Practical People]
Sarló és Kalapács
vol. 7, no. 7, 1 April 1935
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Munkában tanul az ifjúság 
[The Youth Learns at Work]
Sarló és Kalapács
vol. 3. no. 7, July 1931
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Although Soviet education laid great emphasis on producing 
“practical people”, Stalin, in 1931, repealed the school reforms that 
had accompanied the ideal of the workers’ school and restored the 
traditional, frontal, and hierarchical classroom regime. 
(Somogyvári 2016, 83.)
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The Udarnitsa 

Pása Angelina nézete 
[Pasha Angelina’s Opinion]
Sarló és Kalapács
vol. 8. no. 13, 1 July 1936 
Petőfi Literary Museum  

An Udarnitsa 
Soviet Union, first half of 1930s
Gyula Illyés Archives

In 1930, the shock worker (udarnik) movement became the 
focus point of the ideology of the RAPP (Russian Association of 
Proletarian Writers). Women workers (udarnitsa) who performed well 
in both childcare and factory work received particular attention 
among the shock workers.

Újvári’s pieces in the Hungarian-language 
periodical Sarló és Kalapács were aligned with the political agenda 
of the RAPP. In her essay Az udárnyica [The Udarnitsa], a pregnant 
shock worker attends a modern medical examination and with the 
doctor’s permission goes back to the factory for a few days to 
train her substitute. Újvári’s essay Gálocska [Galochka] concerns a 
young mother who first attends a kindergarten and then goes back 
to the factory that has its own kindergarten, nurses care for the 
babies, and mothers can go in to breastfeed.



118

E
rz

si
 Ú

jv
á
ri

A
z 

ud
á
rn

yi
c

a
 [

T
h
e

 U
d
a
rn

it
sa

] Katya was hurrying to the compulsory doctor’s visit. She was still 
only a member of the Komsomol, but would be a mother soon. On her 
head was a red kerchief, but underneath her heart, new life was 
already growing big and round.
On the corner, a radio speaker from the ‘Krasniy Mak’ was blaring 
out one of her favourite songs. 
But look, as if the little scamp had also heard the music, he started 
restlessly wriggling his legs. 
The blood rushed happily to Katya’s face. 
The paediatric department and the maternity and nursing mothers’ 
clinic was housed in a separate wing of the new, four-storey 
outpatient centre named after [the Norwegian explorer, scientist, 
diplomat and humanitarian] Fridtjof Nansen.
Three people were already waiting in front of Katya in the 
bright, wide corridor. She looked nervously at the hands of the 
clock. Finally, it was her turn. The doctor greeted her like an old 
acquaintance. She asked her a series of questions, then weighed 
and examined her, and dictated to the nurse sitting at the table how 
much the abdomen had expanded and how the child was positioned. 
She spent a long time listening to the heartbeats of mother and 
child. 
– Put her on leave! dictated the doctor. 
Katya was only half listening to the doctor’s words. Her gaze 
wandered over the posters on the walls. One of them proclaimed in 
capital letters that every working mother in the Soviet Union would 
receive two months’ leave before the birth and six months’ leave 
afterwards, with pay! The other poster presented the situation of 
mothers in capitalist countries. Small photographs depicted the 
murderous method by which, such as in China, women go into labour 
in front of machines or, as in many other countries, where babies 
are born during sheaving. 
The nurse woke her from her daydreaming. She washed the red 
spot on her arm with a light cotton pad. The doctor held a thin glass 
tube in her hand to catch the drops of blood. 
– What’s this for? – asked Katya, frightened. – I’m healthy!
– Hey hey, you’re in the Komsomol and don’t know that we do blood 
tests on all parents?
Katya calmly held out her hand and received the paper confirming 
two months’ leave, and the referral to the nearest maternity home. 
From that day on, Katya didn’t hear the factory whistle calling her to 
work; as the others left home, she could calmly turn over in bed.
The next morning, Vashka would tease. 
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– Hey Katyinka, I wouldn’t mind getting pregnant from you for a 
month or so. 
A few days later, Katya was visited by her female colleagues who 
worked on the same assembly line. They complained that she’d 
been replaced by a girl who’d recently arrived from the village, who 
messed up the tempo of the entire line and sometimes forced them 
to sit for minutes at a time with their hands in their laps. 
Katya listened to them, but didn’t say anything. The next morning, 
she hurried to the factory. Most unusually, she found the secretary 
of the trade union committee at his desk. She told him what she 
wanted. 
The secretary scratched his head. 
– It’s a difficult case, Sonya has been sent by the doctor to the 
sanatorium, Olga’s child is ill, and I can’t allow you back to work, 
you’re on leave. 
– It’s only a matter of me working a few days with Nastya until she 
gets used to the job. 
The secretary’s face lit up:
– You love the factory, Katya. You’re a real shock worker. You’ve 
called me a bureaucrat many times, but on this occasion I’m not 
scared of you. I can’t allow you to work without medical permission. 
The next day, Katya got medical permission and trained Nastya in 
under three days. 
That month the brigade fulfilled the plan, just as it had when Katya 
was still working, and didn’t drop down the ranks either then or 
during the whole of Katya’s maternity leave. 

� Sarló és Kalapács, vol. 6. no. 12, 15 July 1934.
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] A quiet autumnal light envelops the Sokolniki forest. A flock of 
restlessly cawing crows flecks the blue sky flashing between the 
trees. The leaves of the trees bid farewell to their boughs with 
a pale quiver. Old men with walking sticks sit on the abandoned 
benches, gathering the sun on their bony palms. Children from the 
local district children’s home stroll along the forest path. Their tiny 
feet stumble in the carpet of leaves, collecting pine cones and 
singing ditties. 
Next to the forest stretches Great Deer Street. Once lined by the 
summer cottages of rich traders, these buildings have now been 
transformed into children’s homes, sanatoriums, and overnight 
shelters. The rest are occupied by workers.
We visit the home of the blonde Nastya, on the shock worker list of 
the Elektrozavod 104 lamp division. Nowadays she has lots of time – 
although her four-month maternity leave (on full pay) is coming to an 
end – to spend in the courtyard nursing her daughter, whose hair is 
as blonde and wavy as hers. Nastya is singing some jolly refrain, her 
voice reminiscent of the village’s primitive wooden whistle, swinging 
her legs to the rhythm of the song. 
– Your living quarters are cramped, Nastya – I tell her as she leads 
me through the narrow entrance hall to her little room. 
– They certainly are cramped. But we’re only here until the first 
of May. By then, the houses will be finished, which the factory is 
building for the shock workers. 
The best piece of furniture in the room is the little girl’s cot, and 
arranged on the chair are the baby’s essentials that Nastya 
received for free like all other new mothers. On the table is a small 
booklet from the nursery with drawings: “How to raise your child.” 
On the first page in bold type is the sentence: “Mothers, be shock 
workers in childcare too!”
– And are you really a shock worker? – I ask her, pointing at the 
little booklet. 
– Nastya smiles. She shows me a white rubber dog and a box of 
sponge cakes. 
– I got this yesterday as a reward for looking after Galochka so 
well. 
What’s more, Nastya came up here from the village only three years 
ago, and only put on her first urban [modern] clothes two years 
ago. 
And indeed, as she changes the baby and gets ready for 
breastfeeding, it’s clear that Nastya knows all about modern child 
rearing. She has taken the doctors’ advice. 
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Ványka will be home soon. In big rubber boots, in rough canvas 
clothing. He works on the metro. Huge lumps of clay stick to the 
heels of his rubber boots. But before he even steps foot in the 
room, Nastya called out to him while breastfeeding:
– Did you wipe your feet? Don’t come in until you’ve cleaned 
yourself up!
– They’re driving you completely mad in that nursey! – grumbles 
Ványka from outside, but still, when he enters the room he is 
completely clean and has even brushed his hair with a wet brush. 
Nastya is a shock worker even at home. 

*

The lamp division is where the gas flame burns. The glass revolves 
and grows hot in skilful female hands. The faces are tense in 
concentration, the muscles dancing on their arms. Nastya works 
with youthful, relaxed vigour. Her leave has expired.
Down in the children’s garden of the factory, Galochka is lying on 
a white bed. While Nastya is working, the mother is replaced by the 
doctor and nursery assistant. When it’s time for feeding – every 
breastfeeding mother receives half an hour feeding time – she runs 
down to the children’s home. In the entrance hall she washes her 
hands and puts on a white apron, and the nursery assistant places 
the child in her lap. There’s a clock on the wall, so one can measure 
the amount of time the child has fed. A few minutes are left for 
laughing and talking, then all the aprons are put back on the pegs, 
one by one. 
Nastya gets back to work, all her nerves now dedicated to 
production – because she knows that during this time, Galochka is 
in good hands. Because she knows that the more consciously she 
works upstairs, the better life will be for Galochka downstairs. 

� Sarló és Kalapács, vol. 6. no. 19, 1 November 1934. 
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Dziga Vertov
Колыбельная [Lullaby]
Documentary
1937

For the 20th anniversary of the October Revolution, Dziga Vertov 
directed a documentary film Lullaby dedicated to the women of 
the Soviet Union. Made one year after the introduction of the 
Stalinist constitution and the ban on abortion, the film consists of 
romantic scenes of Soviet mothers and their children. Stalin himself 
appears as the guest of a women’s congress celebrating the new 
constitution, which has “strengthened women’s emancipation.” The 
film, however, did not convince Stalin. It was shown in Soviet cinemas 
for only a few days and all of the directors’ proposals for films in 
the following years were rejected.
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Sokolniki 

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári were first accommodated in Moscow 
in János Mácza’s flat in Sretenski Boulevard. In 1926, they got a flat 
of their own in a Moscow suburb, Sokolniki Park and around 1932, 
they moved into a newly-built condominium in Tisinskaya Street, also 
in the suburbs.

“We agreed on meeting again [with Barta], and combined it with  
a walk around town. He came to pick me up and said they wanted 
to have me over for lunch so that I could meet Erzsi Újvári. We made 
our way over to their flat on the outskirts of town, in Sokolniki. We 
cut across an enormous park, the edges of which hinted at  
a well-off residential area. A sudden shower came down in typical 
unforeseen Moscow fashion, we could set off at a run, but our 
shirts were soaked through and there was no end to the park.

In a one-room, one-kitchen flat in one of the absolutely basic 
ground-floor wooden houses, I was received by a bony proletarian 
woman with her black hair in a bun, straight out of a Gorky novel: 
the poetess whose girlish verse I had read at school, and who was 
therefore perfectly preserved in my imagination as a young girl. 

At Barta’s place, nothing was how I had expected. It was difficult to 
associate the flat with anyone here correcting the proofs of  
a paper to be read in England. The rainwater was running off us, and 
out of our shoes, so we had to get changed. This is how I unwittingly 
became acquainted with the depths of the poet’s wardrobe. 

But lunch turned out exceptionally well, not because of the food 
but the rugged cheer of our hostess. She had decided to cheer us 
up. Two half-drowned guys can either laugh or cry at their fate. We 
chose to laugh. 

As an upshot of this, and to ensure we ate our paprika fried 
potatoes and large melon in good spirits, they talked of their earlier 
life in Vienna, since which ten years have already passed.”

� Gyula Illyés: Bartáról szólva [Regarding Barta] (Excerpt)
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Map of Moscow 
Moscow, Intourist
1920s
Petőfi Literary Museum
From the Archives of Andor Gábor

 1. Большая Оленья улица           
 Bol’shaya Olen’ya Street           

 2. Парк Сокольники       
 Sokolniki Park                 

     3. Тишинская площадь 10–12. 
     10–12 Tishinskaya Square 
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Erzsi Újvári, György Barta, Sándor Barta 
and Zsuzsa Barta 
Moscow, Sokolniki, 1931/1932 
Kassák Museum 

Zsuzsa Barta and Sándor Barta 
Moscow, Sokolniki, 1931/1932 
Kassák Museum 

Sándor Barta 
Moscow, 1931/1932 
Kassák Museum 

“[In Sokolniki] we moved into a single-storey small wooden house 
full of Hungarian émigrés. We lived on the ground floor, in a one-
room flat without a kitchen or any mod cons, although we did have 
a beautiful veranda and a garden. In those days, there was no 
electricity, and we used a petroleum lamp and brought water in from 
the well, like in the village. That counted as pretty comfortable for 
the time. […] In the 30s, my father acquired a co-operative property. 
We moved to the outskirts of town into a new, brick house. We had 
three rooms, my father had a study, there was a dining room, which 
was also the living room, and we also had a children’s room with a 
balcony. […] This was the Barta family’s second home, it was where 
my father was arrested, where my mother died, and from where we 
were later evacuated.”

� Recollections of Zsuzsa Barta (Excerpt) 
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A family with pigs 
Moscow, Sokolniki, 1931/1932 
Kassák Museum 

“The house preserved its Hungarian habits in the Russian 
environment. […] Uncle Zoltán, a Hungarian émigré of peasant origin 
living on the first floor, kept pigs and chickens. Every year, to the 
Russians’ astonishment, he would hold a pig slaughter.”

� Recollections of Zsuzsa Barta (Excerpt) 
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Ilona Matics was the daughter of Kassák’s eldest sister, Mária, 
born when her mother was young and unmarried. In the 1930s, Ilona 
cared for Kassák’s elderly mother in Budapest. At the beginning of 
the decade, Újvári regularly corresponded with Matics, who was 
pregnant with a son. In their letters, they shared their thoughts about 
motherhood, health care for mothers and children, and parenting.

“You write that you are doing everything you possibly can for the 
child. Dear Ilonka, this is very smart, but I somehow can’t imagine it 
any differently: a mother with a certain level of culture will always 
pay attention to the child’s hygiene, as much as her economic 
circumstances allow, of course. You should never be proud of 
how much you do for the child, but rather how much you cannot 
give them. Don’t follow the example of the mothers living in the 
courtyard, those poor things overwhelmed and spiritually destroyed 
by poverty. It’s not their fault that their children are not as well 
cared for as the children of the better off. I don’t think there are 
many mothers who wouldn’t want to give their children the best if 
they could afford it. I want to remind you never to think too highly of 
yourself for being such a good mother, because the only way you 
can be even better is to know that it is not enough just to bring a 
child into the world, but you must also bring them up properly for life 
itself. I would love to see the little ones, and since my Zsuzsi was 
born I’ve loved children even more than I did before, even though 
you know how much I fought with you as a little girl, I sometimes 
even gave you all a good beating, but this was only because I saw 
how weak your mother and grandma were with you. Even then  
I said rather the mother played the cruel role than have her child 
becoming a spoiled marionette who can’t make their way in life 
(especially if it is a girl).”

“My only wish, even today, is that if only my mother were here  
I could have been twice the person, I could have entrusted 
someone else with the childcare, so that the children would 
have been with someone who loves them. I am definitely a very 
sentimental person and it’s always been very important to me that 
children should receive love. And that hinders me in my development 
and in my work.”

Erzsi Újvári’s Letters to 
Ilona Matics, 1930s (Excerpts)
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Erzsi Újvári’s letter to Ilona Matics 
first half of 1930s 
Kassák Museum 
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Erzsi Újvári’s letter to Ilona Matics 
first half of 1930s 
Kassák Museum 
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Biographical Micro-Histories
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Sándor Barta in the Ministry
of Finance

Certificate of 
Sándor Barta’s 
public accounting 
exam
18 May 1918
Kassák Museum

Passport photo of Sándor Barta 
1910s
Kassák Museum

Portrait of Sándor Barta
1910s
Kassák Museum

“After the collapse [of the Soviet Republic], Barta reported to his 
department as a former ministry official, as if nothing had happened. 
He was driven out of the building. Perhaps nobody know where 
he had been or what he had done during the Revolution, but he is 
Jewish, and that’s enough for his former colleagues to throw him out.”

� Lajos Kassák: Egy ember élete [The Life of a Man] (Excerpt)
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The Early Work of Erzsi Újvári

Portrait of Erzsi Újvári 
Vienna, c. 1920
Kassák Museum

Béla Uitz
Portrait of Erzsi Újvári in her youth 
c. 1915 
Collection of the Braun-Barta Family

Erzsi Újvári in Budapest

“My sisters were still working in the shroud factory. They came 
home in the evening, greeted me warmly, laughing and chattering, 
clearly happy to see me. The loudest among them was Bözse, tiny 
with black hair, still barely visible above the ground yet already 
going to work, with her old, dusty clothes, the roots of her thick 
black hair tinged with quicklime dust from the shrouds. She grew 
up in Pest, and still the influence of the countryside is strong. She 
is shy and clumsy in her flattery, her vigorously smoothed-out hair 
woven into a thin ponytail, her feet pointing slightly inwards in her 
large shoes. […] On Saturday, Bözse brought her wages home, the 
only fixed source of income for the family. This little girls works a lot, 
an awful lot. Apart from the war factories, maybe only the shroud 
factories are doing well in this town. Business is booming, they work 
almost around the clock, and the wretched girls are becoming even 
thinner and more anaemic in this frantic production. The stifling air 
in the cellar workshop, and the ubiquitous powdered quicklime will 
soon drive them into their graves. When Bözse comes home at night, 
her hair is white from the lime, and her eyes are as dull as if she 
had cataracts.”

� Lajos Kassák: Egy ember élete [The Life of a Man] (Excerpt)
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Discovering Erzsi Újvári

“One time I looked in her exercise book and was surprised by the 
sentences penned in uneven letters and with an untrained hand. 
A maturing, intelligent and colourful soul emerges from the writing. 
Their school homework is to write short stories based on their 
everyday experiences; they have to compose them by themselves. 
Bözse’s writings are more and different from the simple schoolwork 
exercises. The poor girl has such an observant eye and a vibrant, 
rich imagination. I am not biased against her, but what she produces 
unconsciously is almost enviable. It’s clear that she spends what 
little free time she has here around us, but she also has her own 
personality, she looks in the same direction as us but sees things 
we do not. 
– This snotty kid is quite special – I told Jolán. – We need to keep 
watch over her and support her. Our own start in life was so different, 
more primitive and clumsy. And it’s precisely because we know what it 
is to wander about without daylight that we have to be on her side. 
Jolán took a look at the exercise book and she also thought the 
little stories were quite special and beautiful. 
– If we manage to put the publication together, I’d print some of her 
stuff just for the fun of it. Not as a work of literary value, but as 
human documents that are valuable just as they are, unfinished and 
unpolished. I’ve seen negro sculptures and cave drawings, and they 
are somehow related to these writings.
We sat down with Bözse to talk to her about her homework. She was 
almost coy in her defensiveness. We didn’t tell her that we thought 
her writings were special or good, she wouldn’t have understood 
praise, but we talked to her in such a way that her eyes opened even 
wider, and she was more confident to say what she felt and thought. 
Even if she doesn’t realise it, she is going through puberty and is 
therefore almost hysterically sensitive. So it’s not just rough chunks 
of meat with the skin on, or coffee with fat floating in it that make her 
retch and retreat, but also harsh words and a searching gaze.
Jolán talks to her with warmth and intimacy, as if they were friends 
the same age, and it works. Bözse, who’s never had a friend before, is 
now opening up, asking questions and learning without any particular 
difficulty. In this surrounding strange environment, it was also good for 
us to discover her for ourselves. We are now one more with her, even 
without doing any further calculations for the time being.”

� Lajos Kassák: Egy ember élete [The Life of a Man] (Excerpt)
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!] The world hiccupped and showed its inverted stomach to the sun. 

War. Rabid decapitation. Women’s crying asphyxiated into 
convulsions. Streets going mad from the proclamations of red 
posters! Snaking rafts of people. Brandy fumes. Wild shouting. 
- War!
Arid fields awaiting red fluids… Conscription. People hiding 
themselves blue. Contagious newspaper myths. 
- War!! – War!!!
Trumpets recruiting the world. Map-drudges glorifying. The grinding 
of steel. Tearful farewells. 
- The meat grinder!!!
Mothers in labour. Protestations to God… And then only bewildering 
visions. People nipped in the bud. In the chaotic space, mournful, 
hungrily weeping chimney stacks. 
Machines on their last legs. The last strain. An interrupted buzzing. 
Through wide open factory gates rushes a pack of frightened 
yokes towards you: Life’s womb City!
It reached them too. Lifted their young bodies from happy maturity. 
- War…
- So you have to leave too?
- !
- Are you leaving me here? Don’t you feel my passion?
- !
- Your heart is no longer bleeding on the evening of the thirtieth? 
Who is it you need if you can leave me here?
- I am a person too!
- But you’re mine…
- They’re calling me!
- You’re my man!
- The world has dug its heels in – as they say – and must be 
soothed… and he left…
Two entreating women’s arms fell from his neck. His head was 
burning. His mouth remained puckered from the softening kiss. 
The rolling wreath of power had pulled him in: swallowed by the 
barracks’ giant catfish mouth…
The woman just stood there… sat and waited… waited!
Widow, tiny room. Sour food. Golden-backed bumblebees strap the 
sweating head. Sheer lust, but no… no intelligent foresight. 
The next day. Wet pillows. Head drooping. Deep hollowed eyes. 
Withered thighs. Flaking mouth straps. Fever… hot-cold fever
A beautiful dream. 
Yellow circles, red circles, black circles… Muddled up colour sauce…
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Bathed, abundant male bodies in the boiling gold of the sun. 
Awakening. 
Torturous accusation. Women next door tittering. Disease. 
- If only he’d come…
- Mutilated?
- He loves me!
- Is his body going cold?
- I’d wrap mine around his. 

*

I burn alone. 
A letter. Dead. Shot in the forehead. 
- My beautiful man! Help! Oh my heart!!!

*

- Am I still alive?
Waddling fox-headed mothers come to him to glean hope. But to no 
avail. 
Nocturnal torments. Clumps of hair torn out. Some sooty interfering 
hand rummaging about in his brain. 
Woeful last rites arise in all their pomp from his night-times. 
Candles smelling of fat. Shackled plaster apostles. In the incense-
infused boat are yellow heads, dislocated jaws, a horror pyramid of 
protruding eyeballs clinging to the starry vault. 
Now the priest lifts the burning chalice to his forehead. 
Organs weeping. Figures singing. Humble ringing laughter. 
- My beautiful sweet partner!
His aching fingernails dig up a running red pearl from his flesh. 
A great, all-smothering silence. But it doesn’t last long. 
Days falling fast. Sad resignation. 
Autumn… Winter… Spring-filled life brightening over sticky problems.  
A new, furious pace in the sagging veins. 
Kitten-like female companions. Magnetic “you’ll see” encouragements. 
Eye-catching shop window displays…
Finally, a soldier. 
Hungry eyes flashing. 
Desire sparks a burning bush in their minds. Free fingers 
intertwining in spasm. 
- An old acquaintance!
- Sure, and my man too… Poor thing!
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A few more pains striking up. 
And then only the endless delirium of mutual reality in everything. 
Kiss. Money. Pub. Perfume. Sweaty faces. Shoulders grating against 
his bare shoulder, unknown eyes penetrating his eyes. 
Surrounded by drunken trollops at the midnight market. 
He trembled. 
- Mulled wine, over here!
He was afraid, since this was the first time, and so he ordered:
- Brandy. 
Rasping throats cheered. Rocket-fuel drinks. Head stunned. Mulled, 
maddening blood…
He feels a leaden, boiling hand creeping along his body. 
- Oh my head!
More heat. Goose-pimpled shivers. A tired waist bending over. 
- You’ll be my other man, won’t you?
They heard her. All at once, a hundred mouths give a wailing laugh. 
Someone cursed to the stars. 
A woman jumped on a table laden with drinks. She no longer knew 
anything beyond her burning, miserable self. She threw her rosetted 
legs so high they almost dominated over it all:
- And who shall be, woe is me, my other man?

� A Tett, vol. 2. no. 13, 6 May 1916, 209–211.
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Sándor Barta: Red Flag
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encircling the sky. 

Above the trapezed courtyards
the clouds hawk themselves about,
until the little wind runt (already a tornado on the ocean)
slaps them into a storm. 

But the women
meanwhile gesticulate towards the pots,
(the affinity of emptiness, slaps and curses)
the kids jockeying and bleating on the banister,
while three punchable types swell into iron rosettes,
upon which the wives of the cobbler, the tailor and the locksmith 
pull out the iron in fits of tears,
they pick up the kid turning purple, 
and hurl him into the musty corners, like dough. 
And in the screeching frenzy they kneel again down onto the 
gathered floors
(blood – the H2O of caustic soda and stomach cramps)
the square of filth grows into the square-terror state without walls, 
gurgling out of consciousness. 

But this can’t last long either. 
From staring death
the women next door with jugs of vinegar,
– Barrels! Hectolitres! No! No! Go! –
lug them back into all fours. 

And again they grow infuriated at the pails,
lobbing them into the dead kitchen ranges, 
and once again the corridors, the kids, the other, 
hysterically dashing out

Sándor Barta’s Expressionist poetry started to appear regularly 
in Lajos Kassák’s magazine Ma in 1917. The central themes in 
Barta’s poems were the social issues that concerned the activist 
movement. The political radicalisation of the Kassák circle may also 
be traced in his poems of 1918/1919. A selection of his work was 
also published as a book, Vörös zászló [Red Flag], in January 1919.
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and shrieking into each other’s topknots they flit about, bat-like,
(hanging out to dry – underground – washing steam)
the reason is time a billion times. 

Because of them, in the evening, the men set about one another 
with fiery poker irons,
with knives smelling of herring, 
but in the chilled rooms beneath them pillow-case ribs crack,
(outside the soapless washing rustles) –
and on Sunday at dawn the women breathe out with them too
their hidden lives
and until nightfall they can foolishly lean their elbows on each other 
on stone steps. 

Oh Fate!
Oh Virtue!
Oh Work!
I praise you!

The rheutmatic cobbler lives here, 
the tailor with renal failure, 
the locksmith with one lung,
the printer the blind, 
the carpenter the deaf, 
and the women live here too, but they just have weak hearts. 

� Sándor Barta: Vörös zászló [Red Flag], 1919.
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] Sky blue, grass green, washerwoman consumptive,

washerwoman’s son is the baker’s boy,
washerwoman’s daughter the whore,
and all of them, all stand in the morning,
while the morning gleams asunder on the horizon, 
the horizon moves into the hills, 
the hills abate into the cities, 
smoke forms thick massive clumps above the cities, 
the smoke, the sulphur, the heat. 

For the washerwomen wait hunchbacked turtles, 
the walls dash up to the turtles, 
the red iron camel whinnies over too, 
the pails and the cauldrons snarl down from the twine floor
and steam meanders,
the steam, the fire, the water. 

The baker’s boy rubs flour into his head, 
and the baker’s boy’s breast forms a fist,
and tears stroll in contest from under his ribs, 
and the apprentices smack him with dough, 
and flour plummets from the ceiling, 
and water bubbles from the floor, 
and the fire will excavate the walls and can bite into the breast of 
the air,
and the mercury bites the glass
and the blood bites the skin
and in the kitchens the kneading goes on –
Jesus!
the fire, the kitchens, the flour.

On the streets the chamber maids burning up till the sky and two 
yellow marks laughing under their armpits. 
And the washerwoman only has two weeks to live because 320
people fell again in ochre-fleshed mud 
Woe!!!
The prostitutes play bogeyman out of the window at the little ones 
in shorts,
one of the prostitutes is the washerwoman’s daughter
and she sticks a pretty, combed mask out of the window,
because her head is the washerwoman’s head,
and the washerwoman’s head is: a wrinkled apple. 
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The washerwoman’s hands are also wrinkled,
and now she spins and turns and rubs,
and she has no head,
because the fiery iron camel is her head,
because all the wet rags are her body,
because the two pails are her feet,
smoke pipes from her eyes, 
and she sees with her ears, 
only her two hands dominate,
her two hands dominate.

The prostitute’s hands were sliced from velvet,
the prostitute collects red stomachs, 
and tickles arterial paths along fat uncles’ spines, 
and then knees
and her hair flutters
and pants,
and then, she can buy herself red, yellow and green in the big 
purple shops. 
Sure. 	

The baker’s boy is her brother,
and the baker’s boys arms are made out of paper lanterns
and his head is a red brick gate
and his eyes are two bottomless crates
and his ears are the openings to two ovens
and he has no ears, 
no ears. 

The washerwoman is the sister of the whore and the sister of the 
baker’s boy and the baker’s boy is the man. 
The man goes, 
the city kneels before him in humility,
and the camel-headed washerwoman goes from the right
and the mask-faced prostitute goes from the left, 
and the baker’s boy takes them by the hands. 

Because the baker’s boy’s head is made out of kitchen knives
and the moon is a skinflint and the sun weighs down, 
and the washerwoman’s body is made out of honey
and the bells ring,
and the prostitute’s tongue is made out of a rocket,
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and the policemen keep watch on the peak of their kepi caps,
and the lunatics bow green ribbons into the sky. 
And they go. 
They go, above the ice laundry rooms, 
above the red workshops, 
above life and death, 
above man and woman, 
above rich and poor, 
and their voices resound, 
their voices, their voices, 
go wild. 

� Sándor Barta: Vörös zászló [Red Flag], 1919.
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yellow contrast 
there’s the 
flesh

and with polluted joy you row out to the promenades’ machine-
gunning slobbering human chaos – curved arc lights tan you with 
bundles of straw – or on the red couches in bordello hovels you 
are yelling your life, 

I launch rockets at life without 15,000 years, at your 20 years of life,
but by this I don’t mean that 
I would jump head first from the 6th floor
for a girl, for honour or some other prolix
inflamed conscience. 
Because, young man, this is a farce!
But if you’re out in the streets late at night dizzy
from the electric light bulb cells
or from the proprietorial clutches of the workshops,
or even from the air brakes of the trams rushing underground

 

or your future mother-in-law, old and forced to become a pimp
tickles you around her anaemic daughter with her daily stew,
– yellow contrast there’s the girl –
girl, my girlfriend: within the square walls her bad lungs shriek at her 
sewing-machine life,
and the gate-mouthed trollop,
YELLOW CONTRAST!
and you believe it’s life!
What a farce this is, young man, 
young man, young man!

Because they never told you that work is not virtue, 
they never told you that you’d pickaxe everything beneath you
for your body’s best life with all the valour of law,
– man is just friendly or hostile matter –
they never tell you who that all-into-nothing hypnotizer Anatole 
France is, 
and the Rest, 
that they are building inside you and forming you into a marionette
– perhaps they aren’t even aware (?) –
beneath their fat-bellied will. 
They don’t tell you who the steadfast mile-high palm is, 
who fondles the curtains apart away from purple moans inside 
fragrant theatres,
pronounces the “triumph of ethics” in cinemas for the foolish janitors 
and in the minds of mothers, 
and which, with a million postcards (flyers!) of sentimentalism
gossamers the lives of seamstresses and healthy-gummed butchers 
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into sleepwalking. 
They don’t tell you anything, 
they leave you: oh holy freedom!

You, who flits between inner-city erect males and female knee-high 
ankles,
or who singled out the woman and the tuberculosis just for yourself 
among the canals on the outskirts, 
young man, you don’t know what life is. 
LIFE!

Life is instability, 
extending anywhere, 
bursting into song any time, 
the seven weeks of Sunday, 
the laughter, the fist, the near-and-far,
Socialism, Anarchism, death by hanging, 
I understand! Do you understand? I understand!!!

And now imagine the waters for all of this, 
but everywhere, everywhere on earth:
the air’s shining body resonates red from the mood of the rowers.
imagine the green fields:
strapping athletes stretching their breasts till bursting point,
to collapse first at the finishing line, 
imagine that the broad, high-domed hospitals are empty at home,
on the horizon, healthy children screeching on mile-long 
rollercoasters,
the liberated lives of girls in white dresses skyrocket from the hills,
nobody goes hungry when the world dines, 
and everywhere the violins soar,
in the park, lads with staffs and laughing girls argue about Everything,
and nobody asks why you detonate yourself in the head. 
Young man, if you believe me, I know that the wise and the sober 
laugh in my face, 
but I, who have wallowed through the night and the fights 
among my ember brethren I killed the artist and poet in me underwater,
– to become a tool – 
I weave a path for you. 

� Sándor Barta: Vörös zászló [Red Flag], 1919.
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] if a man, and your nerves are not yet hopelessly wired,
if the earth, you are the honourable telegram cable of women and 
books, 
leading well, pinpointing steel, but also self-conscious, a strong-
willed fist,
a devastating cross-section of positives in negatives,
if you are not yet a bookworm
and in your head neither more nor less is orchestrated
than the marked pain in pleasure and deed of your vigorous youth,
if your coltish mind has not yet been mashed by the antiquated 
hogwash of classical cultures,
nor by contemporary painters, who are just adorning the canvases 
with Christ problem number 66,000 and their old mums’ worn out 
teapots,
the snuff-headed academics who, with oxen cheek, write volumes 
on the faeces of Senegambian flies,
if you don’t believe the poets either, who today
have nothing to eat 
in the bloody prisms of 1918 and yesterday and the day after 
tomorrow,
singing the praises of life, strength and pleasures,
if you hit your father back and laugh at your mum, 
because they want you bound to their bosom with the holy self-
satisfaction of family,
if you rile up your teachers against their unconscious (?) Judas 
role,
your mother’s maids against the dawn rage beneath you and your 
father’s lechery,
if you rile up your mother against your father and remove her from 
the screaming children’s room and the stinking kitchens into the sun, 
if you rile up your father against his straightjacketed life,
so that he doesn’t kick the bucket aged 40 from tuberculosis and 
honour,
your sisters against the histrionics of their syphilitic governesses,
and you’ll cut their maudlin desire to conform out of their minds,
if you steal your friends off to the hills and in the red 
wombs of the mines you form for them the crack within,
if you charm the engineers into planning broad so bright tenement 
blocks,
the stonemasons to mortar the windows stealthily wider,
and carve out ornamented, hygienic streets, and nail together 
gardens and squares, 
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the doctors to talk to “Them” about the anti-toxin of knowledge, 
the lawyers to fulminate parallels between the robber murderer and 
the bank shareholder in courtrooms smelling of corpses, 
the chemists to stop flogging their villainous brains out over new 
nitro-glycerines and fake foodstuffs,
the railwaymen to build the dynamited reflectors of culture into the 
blood and crass bloated villages instead of throbbing steel hordes
the peasants not to bury their ears and windows and with a wild, wilful 
pose to laugh in the faces of the champagne sparkling landlords, when 
they next ride out to the borderlands to scheme credit,
the officials not to rub their noses into a shine on company 
directors’ parquet floors,
and All Of Them to become a herd of burning fists one morning and 
to form everything, everything for their hunger for redemption and 
listen to nobody, nobody who once again auctions them off as a 
dim-witted herd and with the dignity of the crowd plays the Judas 
under their noses

Man, if you do this, you are my Brother,
I greet you on Earth. 

� Sándor Barta: Vörös zászló [Red Flag], 1919.
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The Tales of Sándor Barta

Sándor Barta 
Mese a trombitakezű diákról 
[A Tale about a Trumpet-handed Student]
Cover design: Lajos Kassák
Vienna, Ma, 1922
Kassák Museum

During the Hungarian Soviet Republic, Sándor Barta wrote his first 
prose poem that imitated folk tales. Jolán Simon, Kassák's wife read 
it out at a propaganda performance organised by Ma in Kaposvár 
on 31 May 1919. Barta's collected tales, written between 1919 and 
1921, were published in the volume Mese a trombitakezű diákról [A Tale 
about a Trumpet-handed Student].

A heated debate about the place and role 
of storytelling continued throughout the period of the Soviet 
Republic. The Storytelling Department of the Commissariat for Public 
Education was formed under writers Béla Balázs and Anna Lesznai, 
and held storytelling afternoons and ran story-writing competitions 
for workers’ children.

In the years following the Hungarian Soviet 
Republic, the social democratic newspaper Népszava published 
several new books for young people by Zseni Várnai, Teréz Nagy, 
Margit Beke and Ego (Margit Fried). In 1923, József Migray and Mária 
Takács compiled a book of tales from different peoples of the world 
entitled Mesekincs [Treasury of Tales]. It was the last storybook that 
Népszava published and storytelling disappeared from the left-wing 
programme after 1923.



Ego (Margit Fried) 
A régi ház gyerekei [Children of the Old 
House]
Budapest, Népszava, 1920
National Széchényi Library

“This book will belong to the children of 
the Hungarian Workers’ Association for 
Children; and to my children too.” 
(Margit Fried)
�

József Migray 
A mese [The Tale]
Népszava Naptár [Népszava Calendar], 1919
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Béla Balázs, in his article Ne vegyétek el a gyermekektől a mesét! [Don't 
Take the Tales away from Children!], argued that folk tales were 
important for the workers’ movement because traditional folk tropes 
were the products of pre-capitalist, classless societies. József 
Migray commended the power of mythical heroes to mobilise society: 
“To attain socialism, we need the fearless heroes of folk tales – 
optimists who believe in themselves and the justice of their causes 
and bravely face up to every barrier.”
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Debate on Proletkult in Vienna

The activist group of artists led by Kassák, ridden with ideological 
disputes, disintegrated in 1922. Béla Uitz, co-editor of Ma, was the 
first to leave. In May, he founded a proletarian culture magazine, 
Egység together with the poet Aladár Komját, another former member 
of the Ma circle who had broken with Kassák in 1917. Egység was 
aimed at creating a Hungarian-language forum for Proletkult set up 
in accordance with party directives issued in Moscow. In the first 
issues, the editors attacked Kassák and accused his magazine Ma of 
having counter-revolutionary, bourgeois, l’art pour l’art leanings.

The ideological dispute effectively arose from 
a dilemma already expressed during the 1919 Hungarian Soviet 
Republic: was avant-garde literature and art capable of speaking 
to the masses and promoting the political and cultural aims of the 
communist revolution? Uitz and his associates claimed that the new 
(Western) tendencies of the avant-garde were leading to formalism 
as an end in itself and by following them, the Kassák circle were 
losing sight of the original goals of the movement.

Initially, Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári stayed with 
Kassák. Barta took up the Ma line in the dispute, insisting that the 
aim of the new art after the failed political revolution should rather 
be to promote the cultural revolution of the working class, thus 
leading to an organic social transformation. In late summer 1922, 
however, Barta and Újvári also broke with Kassák. In November, 
Barta founded another magazine, Akasztott Ember, intended as an 
organ of “universal socialist culture”. The manifesto that appeared in 
the first issue outlined a working plan for a “Cultural Revolutionary 
International” with identical aims to Proletkult.

The early issues of Akasztott Ember also included 
Barta’s and Újvári’s own Dadaist poems. In response, critical 
articles in Egység attempted to steer Barta’s magazine in the 
“right direction”. In 1923, the name of the magazine published in 
Vienna, changed from Akasztott Ember to Ék. Ék took an exclusively 
Proletkult line.
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Sándor Barta’s letter to Tibor Déry
Vienna, 8 November 1922
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Andor Rosinger 
Review of Akasztott Ember (Excerpt)

“Notwithstanding its unclear principles and lack of groundedness, 
Akasztott Ember nevertheless manifests well-defined and serious 
values. Its fight is against art as a self-contained way of life, and 
against all forms of aestheticism. […] The fact that Sándor Barta 
went in such a short period of time from being a pessimistic, petty-
bourgeois anarchist rebelling against all disciplines – even the 
proletarian – to having to take an increasingly concrete political 
position, including recognising the legitimacy of the Communist Party, 
explains the hope that if his theoretical errors and ambiguities were 
discarded, the Communist and proletarian cultural movements would 
gain a valuable worker.”

� Egység, vol. 1. no. 4, 10 February 1923, 16. 
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Dear Déri,

I received your letter and have reconsidered the critical part of it, 
and despite this I do not regard Kassák and the other matters as 
merely personal matters [and] I regard it as fundamentally more moral 
to enter into open conflict against [him] than to commit or tacitly 
conceal the acts that gave rise to such conflicts in the first place. 
No, for me – who worked with Kassák for 7 years, and not for him, but 
for important points of principle – this question is not as simple as 
it might be for you. I stand within a movement that has disintegrated, 
like someone who actively took part in this movement and yet always 
in an intransigent fashion, striving for belonging together. Thus, for 
me to have reacted like this required a very serious ethical question 
on my part. I did not join forces with the bourgeois radical Kassák, 
but nor out of playfulness or selfish little Jesuit hypocrisy either, if 
this had offered me a more comfortable way of life, etc. My problem 
with Kassák has still not been resolved and perhaps it never will be. 
Because what he does is no longer my business, and it has become 
a much more general matter owing responsibility to a much broader 
layer. In a word, you, who stand outside things and even understand 
him in some respect for things that I will never understand him for, 
as long as I declare myself to be what I am today, I say that you 
will never understand me. I do not need any sort of bourgeois pat 
on the back, I do not need bourgeois radicalism as an authority or 
manoeuvring types at all. I am fundamentally past this point, and left 
with both feet facing left, but it seems that Kassák still has one foot 
in the bourgeois nest. He bangs on about this at length when it 
comes to what he’s still doing there. I know that he has no business 
there, but he explains that he is preparing the world revolution, 
educating the masses and the new Europe. Those also complicit in 
such things naturally find in his favour, but as far as I am concerned, 
only those matter who are not complicit. 

Dear Tibor Déri, while we are on the subject of 
complicity, let us admit that you too are a little complicit in such things, 
and otherwise there would be no conflict between us, but that alone 
is for me clearly enough to prevent the A.E. [Akasztott Ember] from 
writing purely from an ethical point of view. For at the end of the day, 
only that which one takes seriously and with which one documents – 
involuntarily, and as utter commonplace – one’s life has any meaning. 

I hope that you won’t be angry at me for everything 
I have written here. In this hope, and with cordial greetings, 

� Sándor Barta
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Sándor Barta 
Az őrültek első összejövetele 
a szemetesládában (1. rész) 
[The First Gathering of the Mad 
in a Garbage Bin, Part 1]
Akasztott Ember
vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922
Kassák Museum

The First Gathering of the Mad 
in a Garbage Bin

The first two issues of Akasztott Ember published Sándor Barta’s 
cabaret sketch about the “Nyeherehe” magazine run by “Lajos 
Kollektív” [Lajos Collective] and “Jolán Egyszerű” [Jolán Simple] 
mocking the artistic views of the Ma circle. This Dadaist piece 
includes a caricature of Kassák and makes fun of the idiosyncratic 
performance style of Jolán Simon and of the other Vienna members 
of the activist group: János Mácza [János in the mists], Lajos Kudlák 
[Lajos the Second], Sándor Bortnyik [Alexander der Grosse], and 
Andor Németh [A quiet melancholic].



Sándor Barta 
Az őrültek első összejövetele 
a szemetesládában (2. rész) 
[The First Gathering of the Mad 
in a Garbage Bin, Part 2]
Akasztott Ember
vol. 1. nos. 3–4, 20 December 1922 
National Széchényi Library 
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The First Gathering of the Mad in a Garbage Bin, or: We are going 
to be Popular, or: What’s the Difference between an Active and 
a Passive Corpse

Written by: 
A True Poet
Ein wahrer Dichter
In a popular tone for good citizens and good revolutionaries 
Amen. 

~

Short Preface, or: The most common mottoes of the Mad: 

1. Nyeherehe is the only magazine that doesn’t want anything. 
2. Therefore it concerns literature, art, social sciences, politics 
and art. 
3. Members of Nyeherehe are active corpses. 
4. Readers of Ny., however, are passive (stinking) corpses. 
5. There is no need to prove this. 
6. Ny. prompts Humanity to laugh. 
7. Members of Ny. could as well be good cobbler’s apprentices. 
8. We reassure the readers of Ny. that yesterday morning, 5 of our 
well-developed members were hanged due to their attempt to feed. 
16. Members of Ny. are two years old altogether. 
18. Readers of Ny. will never understand the writers of Ny., this is 
taken care of by the directorate. 
25. But that’s actually not important. 

X. Not a single word is true of everything I wrote. 
Y. And not even the following. 
Q. However, this doesn’t entitle anyone to overestimate us.
100. We have to go! 
100. “ “ “!
100. “ “ “!
60. Fundamentally, there is no difference between an active and 
a passive corpse. 
00. This whole thing was just a bad joke. 
47–0–92. There is only the Universe and activity. 
A) Hurray! 
B) Hoch!
C) Zhivio!
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I. Nyeherehe is a hole without macaroni. 
II. Therefore Nyeherehe is a magazine. 
III. 2 Nyeherehes are 2 magazines. 

Nyeherehe
Institute for World View and Cosmetics
Collective Lajos & Co. 

~

The characters of the drama as well as the beginning of the 
satirical part: 

Collective Lajos
Played by Himself! The rumours that Collective Lajos is being 
played by Simple Jolán are completely unfounded, because the 
truth is, highly esteemed Humanity, is that

Simple Jolán: 
is also played by Collective Lajos, yes, good gentlemen and 
melancholic men. 

János in the Mists: 
Played by János, the Man. Happens on Mount Everest, in the neutral 
zone of the spirit. 
Lajos the Second: 
Played by a qualified madman, chemical engineer and lust gas. 
A Quiet Melancholic, or the story of 5 years of perspective, 
propaganda movie: 
Played by all the times! 

This excellent copy was given as a courtesy from Sirius. 
Again!!!!!
You can enter at any time!!!!!
Half price for children. 

The Man Passing for Sober, Sittendrama, or the terrible laugh in the 
stomach: 
Played by Mr. Leonardo, the famous tooth dumbbell. 
The Realist Female Writer, or the choir ran out of the church without 
the priest: 
Played by Lady Mirage the telegrapher.
Alexander der Grosse, or the first serious talent on Earth: 
Played by ???
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People, Suprematism, Subscribers, Dr. Cinquecento, Mr. Rodchenko, 
Quattrocento and Mr. Cylinder, or is a handsome Hosenträger more 
modern than an equally handsome suspender?
We will get back to this difference later. 
Choir of translators: 
Played by the Good Gaspar. 
Choir of screamers: 
Played by 5 simple souls. 
Mass! Phew! Alovani! Mars! Dobre Jano! Missis Grün!: 

Played by the highly esteemed Humanity. 
The one who carries the scenery: 

The young Klein. 
Revolution: 

Played by a red triangle on a yellow ellipse. 

~

Caution! Anti-satirical part. Should be read! 
The beginning of the World

1. In the beginning, there was the Individuum. 
2.  When the Individuum was tired of the beginning lasting so long, 
there was the Man. (The Man is a social animal. Darwin.) 
3. Then there was the Revolution. (The Revolution is the only 
Hungarian-speaking medium. Marx.)
4. Then there was the struggle. (Struggle is the only way to change 
Humanity. Mr. Laplap.)
5. Then there was the “Down with individual Imperialism.” (See the 
magazine “Big Words”.)
6. Then there was EXACTION. (Use “Exaction” bitter water for your 
soul.)
7. Then there was UP, up with individual Imperialism.
8. And then there was the Picture architecture. 
9. Altogether this is eight. 
10. And then there was the struggle, again.
11. But by this time, the world was ready and the sails were hoisted 
over the homes of the good citizens. 
(12.) And now comes the discussion of the chapter entitled 
THE KING. 
(But only in the next issue, highly esteemed Humanity. Oh please, 
that’s life and a satirical magazine.)
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The First Gathering of the Mad in a Garbage Bin, Part 2.

It was at night. You could still hear the guffawing of the moon. Under 
a street lamp I spied the garbage bin out of which a chorus of male 
bassos swirled upward like smoke. 
I stepped over to the ventilation hole and my eyes saw a horrible 
sight. 
2 marionette-like women and 5 men with matted hair sat with bulging 
eyes, leaning back against the wall of the bin, that makes 7 of them 
The silence was ghostly. A dreamy daze. Stillness of night. 
12 church clocks each struck 12 times = 144 
A housemaid holding a bottle of lye sat upon Christ’s shoulder. A 
streetcar conductor with blue trouser button eyes on his beer belly. 
OH WOE! 
WHEREUPON I ENTERED 
The snoring of seals placed under the doorsill painted my face 
yellow. 
A birdlike candle flame guttered in the middle, red ink blinked from a 
blue skullcup, and above the members
1 2 3 4 5 6 7 
rusty, skinny gallows nails roosted, like crows 
PSST! 

AND THEN 
Someone with a decidedly Slovakian accent raised his forefinger. 
At the same time some burglars who deserved better extracted 
with their pickaxes 13 maidens drowned in honey from the safe of an 
Argentinean millionaire (Daily Mail) 
“THE KING,” whispered a thin female voice, and there was adoration 
and there was a coffin, and only the labour unions of birds of 
paradise flourished throughout the cosmos. 
And this was when Collective Lajos, while he aimed the soles of his 
feet at an acute angle toward the polar star of the rising Big Dipper, 
pronounced his historical Aphrodite: 
The Hosenträger have died! 
Long live the suspenders! 
Ho-o-senträger, sang a thin female voice, Ho-o-senträger

…Only the story of Quiet Melancholic or the story of 5 years of 
perspective made a totally incomprehensible motion, and before 



157

Collective Lajos could push the trouser button placed under his 
hairline, he pulled a hatpin from a hiding place next to his mouth, 
stuck it into every one of his fingers, extracting 2,452,678 cells, 
and began to speak at a rapid pace about the history of the 
graverobbers of Madagascar down to our days, while inscribing 48 
little circles like this in the air and rattling nonstop: [drawing]

“Old grave-robber,” hissed The Man Passing for Sober through 
his teeth, while launching into an urgent expos, of outward curves 
which he vehemently labelled the vile psychic constructs of the 
bourgeoisie, and then went on: 
Fatheads! Bourgeois! Non-painters! 
The straight soul does not recognize any geometric curves! 
Death! groaned the assembly. 
Down with space, the dimension of winter and the belly! 

By now no one paid any attention to Quiet Melancholic; he was 
playing chess with his poor little cells off in a corner and he kept 
squeezing more and more of them out of his fingers.
The muttering and mumbling rose to a chaos pitch. 
Collective Lajos asked permission to speak in order to explain his 
misunderstood words: 
And he spoke: 
Dear comp… [circle]! 
My highly esteemed sirs!
This is not how we play, balls to the highly esteemed practical 
speaker before me – the cosmos we are talking about is on my side! 
Quiet Melancholic and The Man Passing for Sober for a good 
reason are two painters, but my good sirs, painting is “+”
killed by life itself, dearly beloved fellow mourners (he faltered), that 
bestial Life which we kept capitalizing in our proclamatory lines. I 
however will bring it back to you again, ah, tread softly around it, 
its name, ah, is beautiful, but its ears, alas, are awfully full of spiders 
and linger disconsolately in the department store called twilight. 

But it is the only one that does not want anything. 
For “picture architecture does not want anything.” 
Picture architecture exists because it can! 
But painting does not exist for it is dead.
I am Collective Lajos. 
My wife is the first Dadaist actress. 
Sándor Barta is a genius. 
And this will never end. 
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And now Simple Jolán stepped out of the closet bearing a 
condensing vessel tied with a blue ribbon upon her right palm and 
she too instantly announced that surely a-oo-da ba-oo-da hojo-
modo-ho, and what’s more it’s snow, and then stood on two legs 
and her vo-o-o-ice so-o-o-oared (vvvvvvvvvv) and it was made 
of hedgehogs (vvvvvvvvvv) and tissue paper airplanes that tried 
in vain to mount the spiral stairway leading to the stars and kept 
crashing among the towers, amidst the simple-minded buttercups. 

János, who at the time was imprisoned in Kosice, now suddenly 
appeared in a forest of shining coconut palms in the sky of the 
garbage bin, with dreadful clumps of hair hanging from his ears, and 
we quite distinctly heard as he nearly closed his parchment lips, 
probably meaning to say: 

Ex, mex, lex, 
serpent, prunes, golden key,
 blue and not green curtain, moveable actors 
veiled sounds from the direction of the orchestra 
two or three more curtains 
a woman who pretends to be the backdrop 
a jaundiced eye floating to and from between the 
curtains 
yellow yellow yellow blue blue blue 
a church chord in underpants loiters in the middle 
(all curtains down)

“Antler, orange, bat ear,” said someone in the ghostly night, the 
yellow spot we all carried on our foreheads, and we all saw Simon 
at the gathering of spiritualists, spookily scratching himself under 
the bed, his hair curtained to her spiritual eyes, his fingers in a 
plate fragment, he was conjuring up his favourite topic, the bird of 
paradise consumed for lunch: 

O little bird, he stammered, 
will I be a meteorite? 
will I be a meteorite? 

This was followed by a dreamy silence, then a soft murmur arose 
from the corners and Lajos the Second stood up to manage the 
following circular telegram to all the organized quadruped accord 
workers of Europe: 

Fellow workers! Quadrupeds! Non-Jews! 
In Budapest the equality of cab horses and army 
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officers has been proclaimed! 
Death to them! roared the assembly. 
Arise and march in closed ranks to the House of 
Parliament! 
Guitars and bread and butter are required! 
Military band music all day Long! Heurige in the 
moving water pipes! 
Nut fur Proletarier, die durch schamlose 
kommunistische Propaganda nicht Antiviehe sein 
wollen! 
Bourgeoisie and Police are requested to stay on 
the sidewalk 
und auf gegebene Zeichen mitsingen! 

The procession turned in front of the Green Hunter where 
excellent fodder is available for the highly esteemed Arbeiterklasse.

ARISE! ARISE! ARISE! 
!FOR THE GREAT RUMBLE! 

Pee-yew, said humanity, referring to Lajos the Second. Ein wahrer 
Dichter nur our Collective Lajos, even if Simple Jolán constantly 
wants to make the esteemed world order believe the opposite. 
But lo, the realist writer lady stood up, raising her two index fingers 
and said in the tense silence: 

I’m still so little, 
But I’ll soon grow up, 
In a year or two 
I’ll write the new prose. 

Upon this unexpected activity all eyes turned toward Alexander der 
Grosse lest he let on his already well-developed eccentricity, when 
he suddenly snatched off his hat and struck up the Activist anthem: 

I, the universal man, 
greet you 
in the milk-headed cosmos! 
“Hallelujah,” sobbed the chorus of voices. 

And this is where the ritual ended; the members, in order to simplify 
transport, picked up the simple furnishings, and the procession, 
chanting psalms, wound its way into the cosmos. 
And at the head marched Collective Lajos with Simple Jolán by his 
side, followed by the Quiet Melancholic or the story of five years’ 
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perspective, carrying the suicidal cells in his right hand, and by his 
side marched The Man Who Passed for Sober, carrying a placard 
that said:

Only a Thrill seeker! 
and in his wake came János with a parachute and little angels on each 
side were carrying the blue, then came the realist lady writer carrying 
the sun on her finger together with all of its conveniences as well as 
an elevator, then came Alexander der Grosse with two light journals 
under his arms and a variety of posters appealing for money, just as 
Collective Lajos had described him in writing, and last came Lajos the 
Second he laughing gas and chemical engineer who kept mumbling: 

gentlemen laugh laugh laugh 
life is a carousel carousel carousel 

Whereupon we arrived under a street lamp as tall as a giraffe, 
whose head, as we could clearly see, contained a box of diamonds 
between two grinder wheels. The procession came to a halt. 
Next, a horrible thing happened! 

THE 
documents of the tragedy or the break: 

Collective Lajos suddenly halted under the gas lamp and his 
excellent X-ray vision discovered a new but nonetheless yellow 
artistic element. 
“God’s eyes can see all, do not steal my soccer ball,” said the Quiet 
Melancholic, and before Collective Lajos could get there, he put 
his foot on the new but nonetheless yellow artistic element, which, 
at the time, was a bespattered streetcar ticket leading a profound 
psychic existence. 
The opto-haptic orchestra especially hired for the occasion to play 
over the city laid an irreparable kibosh on the evening. 
Collective Lajos instinctively stepped back. 
A Suprematist square burst into flower under the Quiet 
Melancholic’s nose. 
And now it came to pass, yes, in spite of the fact that Collective 
Lajos had already set up all the typeface for the latest number of 
Nyeherehe.
Quiet Melancholic triumphantly bent down to touch upon the 
meaning of all creation, but Collective Lajos with a sweeping 
gesture and a mocking smile turned and flipped his cloak aside to 
let us see that alas his belt had already boasted of two hundred 
streetcar tickets swinging from a ring. 
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And in the frightened silence we could hear bursts of his mocking 
laughter all the way from distant Amalienstrasse. 

THE END OF EVERYTHING 
AND OF THE FIRST GATHERING 
OF MADMEN.

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922 
and vol. 1. nos. 3–4, 20 December 1922. 

�
(Part 2 translated by John Bátki in Benson – Forgács 2002, 328–332.)
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Erzsi Újvári and Sándor Barta
in Akasztott Ember

Erzsi Újvári 
Bábjáték [Puppet Show]
Akasztott Ember
vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922
Kassák Museum
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In the middle of the stage is cut a deep triangle of mine shaft 
Above the shaft a small bell, next to it a red-lantern sky
From behind the shaft, a narrow track runs from the right
To the left, windowless workers’ houses. 
Above the shaft a bell peals now thinly
From the houses people are setting off. In place of their heads sit 
large pick axes. Their arms plough the roads. Inarticulate voices 
rise from their breasts towards the sky. 
The bell just sings. 
The mouth of the mine widens and widens with every step they take
And in their breasts the voices start crying in pain
The youngest rotates his pick axe in the air and suddenly lifts up 
his head
The whole procession stops for a moment in silence
The oldest in front starts singing: Our children… one… two… one… 
two…
They set off again
The youngest lifts his pick axe to his shoulder 
From their breasts the voices cry out once more
Around his neck hangs the oldest the lantern next to the bell 
The mouth of the opening growing ever smaller and slowly swallows 
them up
On the right a man with a great whip places a small horse in the 
middle of the track
Behind the horse’s tail he rolls a black iron cart
Little horse kneels before his master
The man takes the whip in his hand
Little horse stands up from his eyes hot stones roll to the ground
Man ties the great cart to little horse’s neck, then with the whip 
burns burning stripes into its back 
Little horse runs whinnying before the shaft
On the left the gates of the houses open
Pale women sitting on their doorsteps with large brown earthen 
pots in their laps. They may raise the pots to their lips but their 
arms fall back tiredly
On the doorstep of the first house children kneeling before the 
women 
First child lifts the pot high above his mouth
Second child: supporting his aching head with his hands,
First child: Mama… My Mama… I… was… good…
Mother: cries, puts the children’s fingers in their mouths lays them 
before the door then with the empty pots flies towards the village. 
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From the second house the old woman examining the sky, toddles 
towards the stone standing in the yard and places it hurriedly on 
the roof of the house
To the right two adolescents crawling out from behind the shaft
First adolescent: stretching out suddenly in the middle of the stage:
Where to?!?
Second adolescent: also collapses for a second then jumps up:
To play!
Little horse runs out from behind the shaft for a third time, whinnies 
long in pain 
First adolescent: turns his head in fright
Second adolescent: lifts the other’s thin body in his arms and slowly 
runs off with it. 
Little horse’s legs now collapse his tongue licks his master’s feet 
entreatingly 
In the wagoner’s hands the whip is turning, turning, turning
Little horse cries pulls his body up and leaves
The small bell ringing above the shaft
The women rushing out in fright from the houses
The mouth of the mine opens
People coming in their arms the youngest worker. 
On the roads women flying. 
One woman falls headlong over her feet
The dying sits up once more:
WHY!!
Then falls back lifelessly. 
The others just stand there, their mouths moving without a sound
Someone begins singing a slow church hymn
The wagoner appears with his little horse
Lifts the dead man into his empty cart and runs off stage
The workers slip back again into the mine
The women set off for the houses
Only the wife of the dead man remains in the middle sporadically 
lamenting. 

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922, 5.
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Sándor Barta
Keresztmetszet 1922 november 
[Cross-Section, November 1922]
Akasztott Ember
vol. 1. nos. 3–4, 20 December 1922
National Széchényi Library

Sándor Barta
Cirkusz-kapitalizmus, 1–3. rész 
[Circus-Capitalism, Parts 1–3]
Akasztott Ember
vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922, vol. 1. nos. 
3–4, 20 December 1922 and vol. 1. no. 5, 15 
February 1923
Kassák Museum and National Széchényi 
Library
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The wife of a worker sold a pig for 50,000 marks, but carelessly 
left the money on the table. As soon as she left the room, her 
three-year-old daughter threw the money into the oven. When the 
father returned home from work, he was so angry that he took his 
daughter out into the courtyard and cut off both her hands with an 
axe. At the time, the mother was bathing the baby in the bathroom. 
Finding her husband and daughter’s long absence suspicious, she 
looked out into the courtyard and was horrified to see that her 
husband – clearly regretting his crime – had hanged himself. While 
she was trying to cut him down from the rope, the baby drowned in 
the bath water. Unable to withstand so many blows, her heart failed 
and she dropped down dead. 

“Human society comes from God and consists of two classes: the 
rich and the poor, representing capital and labour. It follows from 
this that human society is, according to God’s will, composed of 
rulers and subjects, masters and servants, educated and ignorant, 
capitalists and proletarians.” (From the lecture Capital and Labour by 
papal delegate Diomedes Falconio.)

An unbreakable iron chain of stories: from the adventurers in the 
literary jungle to the political megalomaniacs, the psyche of the 
bourgeois family disintegrating under the roaring idol of money and 
class supremacy posing as God, the Church consecrates class 
rule and the ‘order’ of life today. Nothing for its own sake!

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. nos. 3–4, 20 December 1922. 
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The House

In this series we want to present the epidermis of our time 
as best we can. For the psychic and ethical contents that so 
characterises the ruthless exploitation of capitalism has found its 
most plastic vessels in these houses. This is a tenement house 
and most characteristic is not the worn ‘ornamentation’ of the 
walls or the outward appearances in style, but the inner soul of 
the house there which writhes along the half-metre walkways 
and along the entire ramshackle cage system. Thousands upon 
thousands of small conflicting worlds live in the cells of human mush. 
These are the orthopaedic constraints of middle-class spiritual 
education, and the walls cast between man and man are the most 
complete representation of the system which, in order to maintain 
its universal exploitation, breaks universal reality into millions and 
millions of small worlds. If we now imagine in these small chambers 
and also on the gravest of furniture: the father with his hierarchical 
power, and the mother, toiling around the square kitchen range in 
the blindness of motherhood and her 18-hour working day, and the 
children, who will be pale imitations of their parents, then what we 
have in front of us is: the most desperate: the middle-class family.

Collectivity, they say, means uniformity as 
opposed to the individual ‘richness’ of today.

There is no more desperate poverty than what 
happens in these ‘individual’ spiritual and material cells. 

Collectivity means pure, broad and friendly 
communities and its forms of collective life frameworks. It means 
reducing the cells and progress towards shared halls, parks, works 
and pleasures. 

It is not our fault that we cannot confront the 
objectivization of this collective urban construction with the 
present reality, even if only in teaching and demonstration models. 

Most new artists do not feel the need to doing 
so. They do not feel this because they do not create primarily for 
human reasons. They do not feel this secondarily because theory 
produces art and considers art a higher unity than life. 
Hence this question mark. 

We look forward to hearing from those who will 
give their lives today in the fight for life and not for theories. 

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. nos. 1–2, 1 November 1922.
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The Cinema

Contrary to those dogmatic historical materialists who deny the 
significance of cultural forces in the struggle for socialism, sober and 
logical capitalism sees culture as a very important domain for its own 
justification, for the perpetuation and masking of its domination. 

On the outskirts, among the mountains of windows 
and incessantly whistling exterminators, the only warm nest on offer 
and in waiting are the temples of capitalism: the cinemas. And the 
processions, the worn-out processions, the processions knocking 
about in the swill of the night line up with their dead tired bodies 
and their unlived lives, beneath the dribbling paper lanterns and the 
sensational icons loitering with bloody knives.

The winding cinematic roads however meander, nice 
and quietly, through the drizzle of scents and the wail of the accordion, 
into their helpless minds, settling down into their bloodstreams, 
deadening their twitching legs and crushing the fists out of their hands. 

The film pours forth inexhaustibly, presenting 
the ideals of capitalism as the only possible maximum of life. In the 
oppressive gloom it reaches for people’s hearts, forming their 
wants and goals, all of which pile up in its bottomless sack.

It shapes the spiritual legitimacy and types of human 
fates, human types and masses (in order to legitimize its domination). It 
blends itself into the wretched of the outskirts no longer with just cold 
journalism, the sentimentalism and bestiality of emotions. 

It now enters them to disintegrate them from 
within: into an unconscious permanent revolution, their revolution. 
Yes, in the ship of the pious, the trapped masses cry out when time 
is up and the cold, business-like hand cuts the umbilical cord of 
illusions from their minds. 

Because it is morning, and the sleeping sickness 
has also been too much of a good thing. The aim: work, drudgery. 
And everything else is merely an instrument. 

The settling of accounts is fatally cold and 
precise. Because when night falls again, just watch as the poor set 
off like sleepwalkers, marching in dense, insoluble processions: to 
the meat market of the night: into the narcosis pits of capitalism. 
And above their flagless processions the banners are flying:

WE ARE HUNGRY BUT AT LEAST WE HAVE “BEAUTIFUL” DREAMS.

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. nos. 3–4, 20 December 1922. 
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The Kindergarten 

Humanism is not dead, it has just dozed off on the pillow-shaped 
hearts of social politicians: above the soaking bushes and drooping 
fences, we read: children’s garden. 

Beneath the clumsy smoking factory chimneys and 
between the small cavities of the firewalls, even the heart chambers 
of capitalism can blossom: the children’s gardens. 

They offer your children light, fresh succulent 
grass and warms hills, and all they ask in return is that you present 
yourselves punctually every morning in front of the clattering belts 
and firing silver pistons and sanctify yourselves in drudgery: the 
order and justice of bread distribution, today and forever. 

Canals, gateways and pavement spans are 
all yours, yours are the fenced-in, lime-coated avenues of the 
outskirts, and yours are the gullet of pubs with their ready-made 
papier maché palm trees. Yours are the oil prints of oxygen-rich 
forests above your beds, the flour-dusty empty lots and the 
tuberculosis buds in the air and at the bottom of pots. Yours is the 
forests’ torsos around the lavatories, the sun-globes of gas flames, 
the mouldy windflowers in the attics and all the flowers of your 
poverty. And the forests that sit there in your eyes: the fevered 
dreams of a life richer in oxygen and protein: the fresh flavours 
and bacillus-free currents of air, the lazy green fields under the 
youngsters’ bronze bodies and the timelessness of wandering 
forests for the sake of your adolescents and daughters, the sunny, 
broad-domed houses and yellow elliptic games fields: all live for YOU 
in the fevered dreams of your hollow, cracking eyes and surely only 
with the bludgeoning of your arms and the surge of your solid, hard 
team bodies: can they one day come true. 
 

� Akasztott Ember, vol. 1. no. 5, 15 February 1923. 
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Crystal of Time: Moscow

Sándor Barta 
Idő kristálya: Moszkva 
[Crystal of Time: Moscow]
Ék
vol. 1. no. 2 (7), 15 May 1923
Kassák Museum

One of Barta’s last experimental, avant-garde pieces of writing in 
his Vienna period appeared in Ék in 1923. Unlike his socialist-realist 
reports about Moscow and the direct propagandist tone of Újvári’s 
1929 poem A vörös Fekete tenger partján [On the Shores of the Red 
Black Sea], the story Idő kristálya: Moszkva [Crystal of Time: Moscow] 
is not an analysis of a specific geographical place. In a rapid 
succession of expressive, condensed, film-like images, it speaks 
of humanity suffering under the capitalist regime and the symbolic 
space offering the only refuge from this world – post-Revolution 
Moscow. Idő kristálya: Moszkva combines the fable-like narrative of 
Barta’s Expressionist work with the linguistic experimentation of 
his Dadaist manifestos and its plot presages the science-fantasy 
narrative of Csodálatos történet [A Wonderful Story] published two 
years later.
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Visions of a two-eared man in 1923
on the plantation owners of life
of destinies burned to the quick and which burn
of bakers whitewashed white, who wilt black
around bonfires of joy
of withered road menders whom nobody can any longer distinguish 
from the roads’
wilted fruits
of desperate suicides transported towards the flag-bedecked 
crematoria by
the acrobats of free thought
of trollops who sail through their lives in the green lavatories of the 
boulevards
the seas obfuscating everything 
of simpleton lamplighters who wandered above the trenches with 
their broken hearts
of catastrophes around which the most abject nonsense passes out
and the blue bushes of alcohol are planted beneath the miners’ eyes
of processions of 17-year-old girls streaming towards the factory 
districts
and flow into the hygienic basins of corpses
of doorsteps, from which the tormented 
set off for new aims
and of doorposts under which their broken hearts
the unhappy of the roads and aims are converted
of the houses which like the salt pillars of life just stand immobile
and embrace the fevered dreams of the young and
unmask the pseudo-childishness of the old
of the silence and the syrup that envelops all our bodies
and if we move without a trace it will absorb and fill our place
of the wretched and the brides who meet first for the first time 
beneath the golden corpses of church pillars
and then never see each other again
of the quiet alleyways of the convulsing boulevards
of the trains running on snow charges which sing the intersections 
of brains and speed
apart on the peaks – and transport the American dollar kings 
towards the petroleum sources
and of the good people too who cry themselves sallow
before the silver platters of democracies
and I know that all the while the corpses of objectivity will fire up 
the lanterns
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of their obsessions
but I will then humbly smile 
and lift up my palm which will be empty and pale
and there will be a flower from the ranks of the lowest of the low 
from whom I burst out 
and for whom I always reached for the lymph of things and 
for the panopticon of life as for the sole deep and human mass
every time I had to reverse my pilgrimage.
I am one with them because they carry me and I carry them
and because in their cement nervure and air-liquor heads
the candles of the most complete possibilities are loitering about. 

It happens: despite every contrary impression on earth. Also acting: 
angels, cockerels, dung flies, church bells, a house in the alleyway, a gin 
palace with 14 tramps, newspapers that flutter in the morning, a hansom 
cab nag who wishes to make known his most recent observations, a 
parliament in which the president poses various questions to those 
assembled, and who find it not in the least remarkable that all of the 
questions end in an answer, a concert hall in which the entire congregation 
led by a panther-haired virtuoso flutters into social harmony, and it is 
no coincidence that even in religion classes the Artist is a man who has 
almost made sense of things, but then suddenly pulls the planks out from 
underneath himself – to develop further, and even more people who tied 
themselves to the planks which despite this slipped out from underneath 
them. And let there be an evening for all of this, for it is then that the 
silence sketches out the tired rhythms and fevered twisted nerves of the 
living onto the walls and firewalls, the trudging of horses and the simple-
minded smoke columns of the canals. 

Only the earth turns ceaselessly.

And then a bell begins to sing in the province of Omsk which collapses 
white under the sky with the dark arms of houses, and sings of 400 
students who were crucified in 1917 by bourgeois humanism on the balcony 
of a tsarist general:

O woe like the sandbags like the hunchbacked sandbags
they filed silently into the trenches
and o woe like the straw sacks like the smooth straw sacks
they flatten under the earth!

At this moment beneath the buttoned-up towers someone mused:
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O my little friend whom we elevated about us as the eternal lantern 
of the spirit and thus it seemed we had killed onceandforever 
daylight between the houses and simplicity in men
O my little friend whom we formed to snigger at the poor when they 
try to seek the meaning of life in the love of material
and o you who crucified the most dangerous dreamer among us in 
front of credible eye witnesses and they threw buffalo dung at him
O woe you have destroyed everything within us
we are not clean only from the banal motifs
and the wanderers of the roads alarm us unceasing in the 
wandering of the years. 
O who knows who wanders the roads at this moment and which 
fates wander within us towards us like the epidemics before which 
we exhibit on the borders to no avail our peasants with pitchforks. 
What they were called until now and where and in which direction 
they ploughed up the hearts of the wretched I don’t know
but woe I tell you that someone called Nikolai Lenin is only as tall  
as a post
arriving between your broken lanterns and sick flocks. 
He came on cattle wagons
in which your priests and officials rolled your blue-eyed and inane 
peasants with the seal of approval towards heaven –
o in this moment nobody knows whether he was Jewish or Christian
but those who nosed around his post-sized body say it has little to 
do with your upended blue-eyed friend who was crucified in front 
of credible witnesses 1917 years ago while the people threw buffalo 
dung at him and he turned the other cheek. 

O woe a peasant who saw him only said this:

He lives on herring as we do my friend but he preaches the farming 
of bread and electricity since the soul of man is speed and warmth 
since light and iron are brothers to men and it is not in mud and 
reeds in which we keep vigil our whole lives.

An old man saw him and said:

He is a child my brother and he dreamed our children’s dreams 
since he wants to give them the sea and the daytimes while for 
himself he chose the night and the cold. 
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A servant saw him and said:

He is a flower my brothers as you will be those who in the troughs 
of the houses will begin to understand towards the sun because 
he wants to give the women back to themselves but he cut out his 
hereditary disease in order to create the balance of the world. 

A cow saw him and said:

He is a foolish heifer because he wants to push the pastures 
out to the seas while for himself he chose bread and plants as 
nourishment. 

O woe my friend cover my face with seaweed
because I do not dare pass by their houses which stand waist-high 
in madness and from which bottles and ovens glow from the praise 
of their choirs
o I do not dare swing my head round because they are loitering 
there with their candle-like eyes behind the curtains and in the 
stable doors 
o cover the holes in my roofs with your palm 
because I do not now dare to lift the whiteness of bread to 
my mouth for on their tables lie criss-cross the inedible and 
indigestible herring cover my house with forest
or even with oil lamps before which they fall to their knees and cast 
their eyes to the dust
or even with walls that end in your country
or with the whistling of your birds and these should be little owls 
with the moon so their senses should not bear it
because I hear night and day their unsingable psalms from the 
sinking houses which like coffins are already ensconced in the 
earth up to their chests with their petroleum candlewicks 
and beware of the roads my friend the roads
because they lead and twist everywhere
and all the roads find each other 
and they avoid the hills and the ravines alike
and upon them are the vagabonds of the roads
with their red flowers on their breasts and burning briars in their 
hearts
and if earlier they were mocked as saints or highwaymen and they 
wandered lice-infested from straw with human blood with lilied 
hands through ancient empires -
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burning-eyed agitators they are today and maybe they carry bloody 
knives and filthy blunders in their blood once more and maybe they 
cut down the highest poplars once more before the speaker
but woe there is fire and will within them for themselves
and there is water and powerlessness within them against others. 

Under the felled forests the milk teeth of fresh grass were already 
fermenting,
and at the same time, in the alleyways of a dark and alien metropolis the 
conversation between the houses and hansom cab nags could clearly be 
heard. 

And the hansom cab nag said:

They’re talking about bread and light. Outside it was pouring with 
rain a single candle shining down between them on the straw 
bundles where they sat and she dropped her head into his lap. 
About the bread and the light that hide in the spirit from the mouths 
of the poor and the man then raised his arm and only I saw it with 
my two mortared-in eyes – stars phosphoresced on his fingertips. 
This is how they sat motionless and withered in the dark
the man and the woman with her head down. 
Who were they my friend? Travellers from the endless highways
They wandered eastward and reached my windlowless shed to 
shelter from the storm
Time is now incredibly strange and the sulphur-smelling poor hightail 
it from their basement doorsteps and wander eastward with a 
single burden in their hearts. 
Must be a wonderland my friend
said a lame mare who was raised there on the Russian hillsides
snowflakes and herring are the only thing people eat there. 
Who can understand them the hightailers the vagrants the flood 
obstructing the roads, what is pulling them?

In the alleyways the houses just stood futile and speechless, like pillars 
of salt. And yet the hansom cab nag ambled on with his basket load, but in 
his two hollow eyes irradiated the embers of pleasure, and wherever he 
ambled with his rhymical beat, the ragpickers awaiting the Messiah flocked 
into the houses’ round eyes. 
Beneath the sea-high factory chimneys in the heads of a few clear-minded 
coppersmiths the germs of a new world were already beginning to shine,
and yet underneath a lake the size of a country a weighty flock of dung flies 
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could clearly be seen pulling away on enormous blue pies and reflecting 
flatly. They came from the south, from the gulfs of Africa and Asia, for here 
too the heavy bonds of religion and powerlessness had split open, and from 
between the cupolas and mud tents some mordant colour occasionally 
broke through, and it was no coincidence that this colour was red. 
In their eyes they brought the terror of disintegration and collapse, but 
woe, they could not find a palmful of earth on which to rest.

O they did not know that they were living in the year 1923
in which there is nothing more miserable than to be human and 
nothing more joyful than to be human

� Ék, vol. 1. no. 2 (7), 15 May 1923. 
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a] We sit on the shores of the red Black sea, 

the workers wishing a Moscow, Leningrad, Kharkov, Kiev sun.
The Soviet looks after us, we are born of his heart, 
When we tire, he lifts us up from behind the weaving machines, 
Our Soviet!
Certainly brother, we are in charge here,
On the Caucasus mountains, the fir tree gathers its scent for us. 
The medicinal spring of Russia is Narzan, 
Until now you’ve been nursing czars and the bourgeois, 
Under your warm spring now we spoon out your strength for our 
tired members. 
The northern wind throws silver cloud towers into the sky, 
Look, boys, the sea has given birth to the sun again!
Above red Russia even the sun rolls red in the sky. 
Towards it we form cones out of our hands. 
– Hey! Hey, you’re also one of us! –
The warships on the horizon greet the shore with their cannons, 
Four letters burning on their masts:

SSSR.
Comrade Surikov, have you read that Voykov was killed in Warsaw?
Brother, the bullet was not for Voykov,
The English lords are spinning and weaving a whip against the 
workers’ power
They know that ever more of the world’s poor are hanging
Lenin’s picture over their tables. 
They know that for ten years we have been studying literacy, for 
ten years production has been in our hands. 
With electricity and with radio we are building the workers’ power. 
They know that the Soviet is being built, it is growing. 
It stands in front of the world’s proletariat, encouraging:
“Be strong like us!”
And this is why, underneath the skyscrapers of America, on the 
reed islands of China, all over Asia, and across Europe, all the way 
down to the Romanian villages, 
they are killing the proletariat, preparing the gas, the submarines, 
the new war. 
Vayka, read out loud today's Pravda:
“Our response to Chamberlain.”
The workers of the land give their one day's wages for the 
construction  
of aeroplanes and tanks. 
Chamberlain do you like our response?
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Watch out!
Your supposedly solid power can be damaged by the Russian 
proletarian, the red soldier. 
The red soldier, Moscow’s native and nurse, the power of the 
workers. 
Who knows no God and no mercy for you. 
Who made his pledge not on the church-smoky banners of the lords.
Who made his pledge to the world’s proletariat, its tortured and 
imprisoned
Under his kerchief, the red flag. 

(Censored)

Boys, the warships are approaching!
Silver-skinned dolphins jumping in the ship-beaten foam.
The textile factory pioneers came down from the mountain. 
In front of the ships, sturdy-armed sailors wave the red flag 
towards us,
and we, the calloused workers of the factories and the pioneers  
of the mountains
sing towards them as with one single wide open mouth:

(10 lines redacted by the censor)

� Munkás- és Parasztnaptár [Worker and Peasant Calendar], 
� Košice, Kassai Munkás, 1929.
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Zsuzsa Barta’s Birth Date

Zsuzsa Barta, four months old 
Vienna, 1923
Kassák Museum

Zsuzsa Barta, one and a half years old 
Vienna, December 1924
Kassák Museum 

Zsuzsa Barta did not know her exact birth date. From family 
photographs, she knew it was some time in summer 1923. That was 
when Barta and Újvári were planning to move to Moscow and raise 
their child in the Soviet Union.
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Zsuzsa Barta’s photo of the façade 
of 99 Wattmanngasse 
1980s
Kassák Museum

Café Schloss 
10 Hietzinger 
Hauptstraße 

Sándor Barta and Erzsi Újvári 
99 Wattmanngasse 

Lajos Kassák and Jolán Simon 
26 Amalienstraße 

Béla Uitz and Teréz Kassák
70 Maxingstraße 

Sándor Bortnyik 
9 Testarellogasse 

In the period of exile, 1920–1925, members of the Kassák circle lived 
in small rented flats in Hietzing, a suburb of Vienna. They lived close 
to the Schönbrunn castle gardens and so frequently met in Café 
Schloss, where they edited the magazine and held performance 
evenings. In the late 1980s, Zsuzsa Barta, on a scholarship in the 
Collegium Hungaricum in Vienna, visited her birthplace, Barta and 
Újvári’s former rented flat on the first floor of 99 Wattmanngasse.
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The Death of Lenin

Ék
Lenin Issue, 25 February 1924
Kassák Museum

After Lenin died on 21 January 1924, Barta, in late February, 
published the last issue of Ék, dedicated to Lenin. This included a 
report from Moscow by János Mácza and translations of several 
Russian articles and poems in praise of Lenin by Hungarian 
Proletkult writers.
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The earth nurses a single dead
and man has never been less illuminated.
Lenin, the poor, sickly-hearted man, 
with fire-eating poppies under your granary-sized dome
a thousand fold cursed and spat upon, you “cold machine man,” you 
“logical selfish calculator,” you “red czar,” “choirmaster of gallows,” 
“forfeiter of lambs”
Oh you who nursed the oppressed of the whole world in your palm-sized 
heart,
you burned wretched in death. 
Oh, in the lap of snowstorms wail the hovels in vain,
and the big cities’ factory belts burst out crying in vain,
and your peasants with their choicest wonder herbs march 
towards you in vain,
and the rivers roll their finest sands before you in vain, 
and the winds the sighs of the southern seas,
you just lie about motionless with omniscient brow, with your palms 
between cast off granite columns,
and the ripe fruit of your eyes we shall pronounce forever from our 
fevered hands. 
Now we just stand, billowing up in immeasurable rivers to the armpits 
of palaces,
and the sky on its raft billows above us, 
and only the moon bell rings, because measured, cold complaints. 
The clock hand has dropped off. 
But time spins onwards.
In it us, 
and in us You. 

� Ék, Lenin Issue, 25 February 1924. 
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Miniatures from Red Moscow

Barta’s surviving handwritten diary from 1926–1928, later published 
as Miniatűrök a Vörös Moszkvából [Miniatures from Red Moscow], was 
written shortly after the family arrived in Moscow and presents the 
Soviet capital as a rival to the ‘wonders’ of the American metropolis, 
and as a living space that served the needs of the workers. 

In the imagination of the international left, the 
Soviet Union of the 1920s, and Moscow in particular, represented 
more than a concrete social space. The Soviet metropolis currently 
under construction became the fictional space of collective 
utopia, in which the various avant-garde and Proletkult movements 
hoped their own social agendas would be vindicated. In the early 
years, the organs of the state still tolerated the members of the 
Russian avant-garde who were loyal to the Soviet leadership and 
who sought to shape the new, urban Soviet culture by taking into 
account the everyday experience of the urban masses.

By the 1930s, the Stalinist dictatorship and the 
extensive industrialisation of the Soviet economy had changed the 
discourses on urban spaces: the new factories springing up like 
mushrooms became the new yardstick of urban development. The 
workers’ everyday needs and issues of collective coexistence 
were increasingly pushed into the background while the resulting 
gap was filled by the aesthetics of mass parades and marches.
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) And how different the streets of Moscow are! (True, I was not 
seeking the “wonders” of America here, but the changed face of life.) 
Because the living conditions created by the workers’ state strike 
one’s eyes everywhere, they are alive in the houses, but also mingling 
on the street in front of you. The lumpenproletariat is dying out, the 
everyday life of the working masses gushes forth on the street, not 
in ornamented fashion, no longer in rags; Moscow dresses seriously, 
often sparsely, but with refreshing simplicity and abandon. 

Three thousand workers doing their jobs under glittering arc lights 
in the new telegraphic centres, the chandeliers in the reading rooms 
of the serious Lenin Palace on Soviet Square have just been lit 
for the first time, and across the length and breadth of the city’s 
outskirts, newly-housed workers are marching under the red flag 
into their new apartment blocks: clinics and schools are being built, 
running tracks and parks, and in the forests just outside Moscow, 
roads are being carved out for the new workers’ garden city. Yes, 
we must hurry to rescue life from the crumbling dens and damp 
basements of czarism, from the crumbling houses of the civil war. It 
must be rescued from the clutches of tuberculosis, from the clutches 
of death trapped here by absolutism; because this was the only 
accommodation czarism provided for workers, children and women. 

Spaces must be carved out from between the noxious grey 
tenement slums, the hopeless streets stuck in the past must be 
planted with green grass and lively shrubs. Churches must be 
demolished to make way for playgrounds with yellow sand and flying 
ring rides, rivers must be regulated to give Moscow’s musculature a 
new lease of life.

A hundred thousand more cars and a million more machines, five 
thousand more factories, even more aeroplanes in the air, tractors 
in the villages, electric lights in the shacks, locomotives on the 
tracks, ships on the water, and cranes, elevators and silos on the 
shores, and heavy-footed, clumsy muses mock America. 
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ЛЕФ – Журнал Левого фронта искусств 
[LEF – Journal of the Left Front of the Arts]
Cover design: Aleksandr Rodchenko
vol. 1. no. 2, April–May 1923
vol. 1. no. 3, June–July 1923
Kassák Museum 

The magazine LEF, edited in Moscow by Mayakovsky and Osip Brik 
and published between 1923 and 1925, was primarily a forum for the 
Russian Futurist group and for Constructivist artists. It aimed to 
spread the new literature and the new art as widely as possible 
– and to put it to use – in Soviet society. The covers featured 
propagandistic photo-montages by Aleksandr Rodchenko, and 
its illustrations included “Productivist” set and textile designs by 
avant-garde artists.
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Paul Citroen: Metropolis, and Liubov 
Popova: Set design for Sergei Tretyakov 
and Vsevolod Meyerhold’s play Earth in 
Turmoil
ЛЕФ – Журнал Левого фронта искусств 
[LEF – Journal of the Left Front of the 
Arts]
vol. 1. no. 4, August–December 1923
Kassák Museum 

Liubov Popova: Textile designs
ЛЕФ – Журнал Левого фронта искусств 
[LEF – Journal of the Left Front of the 
Arts]
vol. 2. no. 2, 1924
Kassák Museum 

“We are fighting against the old way of life.
And we will fight against the contemporary remnants of that way of life.
Against those who exchanged the poetry of their own small house 
for the poetry of the housing committee. 
Before, we fought against the bulls of the bourgeoisie. We terrified 
them with yellow blouses and faces painted bright. 
Now we are fighting against the victims of these bulls, in our 
Soviet system. 
Our weapons: example, agitation, propaganda.”

� Vladimir Mayakovsky: Whom does LEF bite into?
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Vladimir Mayakovsky 
Хорошо! Октябрьская поэма 
[All right! An October Poem]
Cover design: El Lissitzky 
Moscow, Gosizdat
1928
Kassák Museum

Vladimir Mayakovsky, one of the central figures of the Russian avant-
garde, supported the Soviet system in the 1920s, although he stood 
up against the censor even then. His epic poem Хорошо! [All right!] 
published for the tenth anniversary of the Revolution combines a 
heroic and propagandistic narrative of the events with an ironic 
stance. El Lissitzky made the book’s Constructivist cover design.
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János Balogh and Imre Révész 
Az épülő szocializmus. A Szovjetunió mai képe 
[Socialism Under Construction. The Image 
of the Soviet Union Today]
Moscow, Centrizdat, 1930
National Széchényi Library

The book by Balogh and Révész consisted of reports on modern 
industrial and agricultural operations (the Dynamo Factory and 
Angara Works in Moscow, the Stalingrad Tractor Factory, the 
Turkestan-Siberia Railway, the Gigant agricultural cooperative, 
etc.) and new cultural developments in the Soviet Union. It was 
one of the Hungarian-language books in the Sarló és Kalapács 
Könyvtára [Hammer and Sickle Library] series that extolled Soviet 
developments. Others were Ferenc Münnich’s A szocialista építés 
ötéves terve [The Five-Year Plan for Building Socialism] and Balogh’s 
Két szovjetgép [Two Soviet Machines], which specifically covered 
the accomplishments of tractor manufacture and steelmaking.
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A XVI. vörös október [The 16th Red October]
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 5. no. 12, December 1933 
Petőfi Literary Museum

Az ünneplő Moszkva [Moscow celebrating]
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 5. no. 6, June 1933 
Petőfi Literary Museum 



Sándor Barta’s Books
Published in the Soviet Union

Sándor Barta: Чудесная история 
[A Wonderful Story]
Leningrad, GIZ, 1926 
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: Паника в городе 
[Panic in the City]
Moscow, Ogoniok, 1930
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: 350.000. Рассказ-хроника из жизни страны 
австромарксизма 
[350,000: A Story from the Country of Austro-Marxism]
Moscow – Leningrad, GIZ, 1931
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: Миша [Misha]
Moscow, Moskowskiy Rabochy, 1930
Petőfi Literary Museum 



Sándor Barta: Дважды два – пять 
[Two Times Two – Five]
Moscow, Ogoniok, 1934
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta’s portrait
Moscow, c. 1934
Kassák Museum 

Sándor Barta: Право убежища 
[The Right to Asylum]
Moscow, Ogoniok, 1931
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta’s portrait
Moscow, c. 1931 
Kassák Museum 
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Sándor Barta: Amnestie [Amnesty] 
Moscow, Verlag Genossenschaft 
Ausländischer Arbeiter in der UdSSR, 1936
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: Нема пощади [No Mercy]
Kiev, DerzhLitVidav, 1938

Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: До победы [Until Victory]  
Moscow, Profizdat, 1934
Kassák Museum 



The Association of
Revolutionary Writers and
Artists in the Hungarian
Language

Next page: 
Member list of the Association of Revolutionary Writers 
and Artists in the Hungarian Language 
Moscow, c. 1926
Kassák Museum

Questionnaires of Sándor Barta and Erzsi 
Újvári for the Association of Revolutionary 
Writers and Artists in the Hungarian 
Language
Moscow, 1926
Petőfi Literary Museum 
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Barta and Újvári were founding members of the Association of 
Revolutionary Writers and Artists in the Hungarian Language formed 
in Moscow in May 1926. The members of the association were 
selected from the Hungarian section of the Russian Association of 
Proletarian Writers (RAPP) but communist writers in Berlin, Vienna, 
Paris and Hungary could also be members. In 1929, the Association 
launched a Hungarian magazine in Moscow, Sarló és Kalapács, to 
which Barta and Újvári were regular contributors.
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Erzsi Újvári in Új Előre

Harcot az amerikai nagytőke kinai háborúja ellen!
R  ó v á s

i
Elhamarkodott ítélet.
Mert mégis visszavonják. 
Nicaraguából Kinába. 
Ellopták, vagy nem lopták?

s í r j a :  K Ö V E S S  LA JO S = _____

Renitenskedő elemek azzal
vádolták meg köztársaságunk 
elnökét, hogy hadihajók ágyui- 

' val és marinerekkel el akarja 
nyomni Nicaraguát. Nincsen 
haszontalanabb dolog, mint el- 
hirtelenkedett véleményeket 
nyilvánosan hangoztatni. Miért 
telekiabálni a világot, hogy az 
amerikai kormány igy, még 
úgy beavatkozik Nicaragua 
köztársaság belügyeibe? Nem 
szabad elhamarkodottan Ítélni. 

★
Coolidge határozottan kije

lentette, hogy rövidesen vissza
vonják az amerikai haderők 
egy részét Nicaraguából. No, 
látjuk? Még ami haderő ott 
van, abból is visszavon az ame
rikai kormány!

ir
Mellesleg megjegyezzük, hogy,

az amerikai kormány már 
1899-ben fegyveresen beavat
kozott Nicaragua ügyeibe. Mel
lesleg megjegyezzük, hogy be- 

, avatkozott 1907-ben is. És, 
hogy félreértés ne legyen, 
1910-ben is beavatkozott. 1912- 
ben pedig teljes katonai meg
szállás alá helyezte az ameri
kai kormány Nicaraguát. Min
dennek a megerősitésére még 
csak annyit, hogy ez a kis meg
szállás 13 esztendeig tarto tt és 
akkor s csak azért ért véget, 
mert a 13 szerencsétlen szám. 

★
És, mert az amerikai kor

mány 1925-ben is fegyveresen 
beavatkozott Nicaragua bel
ügyeibe és mert 1926-ban is 
hi v a tkozott, csak természe
tes, hogy a folytonosság ked
véért 1927-ben is a beavatko
zás állapotában van.

★
Hogy pedig Coolidge most

“készül” visszavonni a meg
szálló csapatok egy részét, erre 
vonatkozólag igy szól a jelen
tés:

“Tekintettel arra, hogy a 
konzervatív Diaz csapatai 
most már fölényben vannak 
a liberálisokkal szemben, 
most már lehetséges lesz 
visszavonni az amerikai csa
patok egy részét.”
Vagyis, mert az amerikai 

hadihajók segítségével már 
eléggé biztosítva van a Wall 
Street uralma Nicaragua fö
lött kisebb hadilétszám mellett 
is, most már visszalehet vonni 
a csapatok egy részét.

★
És mi lesz a Nicaraguából

visszavont hadihajókkal és ma
rinerekkel? Úgy van! El lesz
nek küldve Kinába.

★  *
Ellopták, vagy nem lopták

el? Ha ellopták, miért lopták 
el? Ha nem lopták el, miért 
nem lopták el?

A külügyi államtitkárság is
mét nyilatkozott a Mexicoi kö
vetségről ellopott hivatalos ak­
tákat illetőleg. Előzőleg úgy 
nyilatkozott, hogy az aktákat 
ellopták és meghamisították. 
Most úgy nyilatkozik, hogy az 
aktákat csak állítólag lopták el. 
Ha csak állítólag lopták el az 
aktákat, akkor csak állítólag 
lehetett meghamisítani azo
kat. De a mexicoi elnök nem 
állítólag kapta a kezébe az ak
tákat, hanem valóságosan. És 
az aktákban nem állítólag ál
lott az, hogy Amerika mexicoi 
nagykövete szitson ellenforra
dalmat a Calles kormány ellen, 
hanem ott állott valóságosan. 

(Folytatás a 3-ik oldalon.)

Minden Hatalmat 
a Munkásoknak

VOL. XXm. ÉVFOLYAM. No. 5209. NATIONAL EDITION, NEW YORK. PÉNTEK, ÁPRILIS 22, 1927

M acD O N A L D  T Á R G Y A L  A Z  A M E R IC A N  F E D E R A T IO N  
O F  L A B O R  V E Z É R E IV É  W A S H IN G T O N B A N

WASHINGTON, április 20. — Az American Federation of 
Labor vezérei ma diszlakomát rendeztek MacDonaldnak, az an
gol munkások árulójának tiszteletére. Az angol Labor Party 
konferenciája néhány nappal ezelőtt határozta el, hogy nem 
jelöli újra MacDonaldot a Labor Party pénztárnoki tisztségére. 
A határozat MacDonald befolyásának hanyatlását bizonyítja. 
MacDonald most valószínűleg kísérletet tesz, hogy Greenéket 
csatlakozásra birja az amsterdami szövetséghez, hogy ezzel a 
“teljesítménnyel” egyrészt Angliában visszaszerezze tekinté
lyét, másrészt Greenékkel megerősítse az amsterdami szövet­
ségben a reakciós irányzatot.

Világ Proletárjai 
Egyesüljetek

EGYES SZÁM ARA 3 CENT.

McGrady kizáratja 
a harcos szűcsöket
A m unkásfékerek a gyárosokkal ezer szűcsöt

tétettek  le

Chiang elcsapása után nyílt háborúval 
akarják vérbefojtani a forradalmat

LEFEGYVERZIK CHIANG KATONÁIT.

NEW YORK, április 20. — A gyárosok szövetsége annak i 
a kijelentése mellett, hogy “nem avatkozunk a szervezet belső | 
harcába”, az A. F. of L. hadnagyainak és a jobbszámyi reak
ciósok biztatására 44 műhelyből mintegy 1000 szűcsöt kizártak, 
amiért azok nem akartak a szkeb-unionnál regisztrálni. A Jo in t!

Újabb jelentés szerint hat másik üzemből is kizárták a 
szűcsöket.

MINEOLA, L. I., április 20. — A Szűcsök vezérei ellen folyó 
tárgyaláson Evans detektív, az ügyész egyik tanúja, bevallotta, 
hogy Goldék elfogatására és az egész üldözési tervet a reakciós 
banda long islandi szkebirodájában, McGrady és Schachtman 
társaságában tákolták össze.

reng  tábornok már 
átvette a k a n to n i  
seregek irányítását
Csang Cső tán  nem  te ljes i ti  

a  szovjetek követeléseit.

Feng Yuh Shiang forradalmi hadvezér utasítására lefegyvérzik azokat a kato
nákat, kik az áruló Chiang mellett állnak. A képen az elszedett fegyverek láthatók.

Losovsky elvtárs Kínáról 
beszél rádión keresztül.

A fenti kép Losovsky elv
társat, a Vörös Ipari Interna- 
cionale titkárát ábrázolja, a 
mint rádióba beszél a kinai 
helyzetről.

Legújabb
T il ta k o z ik  E u r ó p a  S a c c o é k  

k iv é g z é s e  e l le n
WASHINGTON, ápr. 20. — 

Kellogg külügyminiszter töme
gével kapja Európából a táv- 

j iratokat, amelyek tiltakoznak 
|Saccoék kivégzése ellen. Táv­
ira to t küldtek 'Einstein pro
fesszor, Romain Rolland, Hen
ry Barbusse, a holland szak- 
szervezet elnöke, a német irók 
és művészek szövetsége, a fran- 

I cia szakszervezetek. Egész 
i Amerikából naponta tömegé
vel érkeznek minden szervezet

itől, a unionokból is a tiltakozó 
I táviratok.

Menscher a tanuszék- 
ben

Menscher a védelem részéről 
tanuszékben megcáfolta a ha
mis tanuk legfontosabb állítá
sait és bebizonyította, hogy a 
vád által jelzett időben azok a 
vádlottak, akiket támadással 
gyanusitanak, nem is voltak és 
nem is lehettek Rockville Cen
teren. Az elfogult bíróság még 
az ujságirókat is kirekesztette 
a tegnapi tárgyalás második 

! részéből és a vasútra toloncol- 
| tatta őket.

Három havi börtön egy  
gyanúsítás alapján

i A brooklyni büntető birósá- 
: gon Bruno Silwa női ruhaké­
szítőt három havi börtönre 
ítélték, mert az a gyanú me
rült föl ellene, hogy szkebeket 
támadott meg. Bizonyíték hiá
nya dacára Ítélték el.

Távirat Goidnak a 
szűcsöktől

Tegnap négy nagy tömeg- 
gyűlés folyt le, amelyen a szű­
csök részéről Varshawsky és 
Lebovitz, a szabók részéről 
Hyman beszéltek. A gyűlésen 
megjelent munkások a mineo- 
lai börtönben ártatlanul ülő 
Gold és társainak üdvözlő táv­
iratot küldtek, biztosítván őket 
ragaszkodásukról.

A  k in a i  p a r a s z t  u n io n  
i r á n y í t j a  W u h u t

HANKOW, április 20. — 
Wuhu városában a földnél
küli parasztok vették át a 
város irányítását.. Pár nap
pal ezelőtt Chiang emberei 
itt is lázadást akartak csi
nálni, ami azonban nem si
került.

Minket megölhetnek 
de ügyünket nem -  
ü z e n ik  Vanzettiék
Levelet Írtak a börtönből a 

védelmi bizottsághoz

Japán válsága élezi
a háborús veszélyt

Tíz tiltakozó gyűlés 
ma este

A mineolai pör és a szűcsök 
ellen tervbevett kiéheztetési 
merénylet fogja képezni annak 
a tiz nagy tömeggyülésnek a 
tárgyát, amelyet a közös vé 
delim bizottság hivott össze a 
tüipari munkások részére. Min
den nagyobb terem az alsóvá
rosban le van foglalva a gyűlé­
sek céljára.

Az uj ko rm án y  az im peria lis
t a  egységfron t felé  h a j l ik  

K ín a  ellen.

TOKIO, április  20. Az uj 
ko rm án y  T a n a k a  báró e lnök
ségével m egalaku lt .  A minisz 
te re k e t  a legreakciósabb  di
p lom atákból és táb o rn o k o k
ból á l l í t já k  össze. Maga T a
nak a  is a legrosszabb r e a k
ciós p á r to t  képviseli. (A 
W orld és m ég néhány lap azt 
í r ja  róla, hogy h írhed t  része
ges is, ami a korrupt, v o l tá ra  
u tal.)  Nem t a r t j á k  k izá r t
nak, hogy a ko rm ányválság  
m ögött az angol diplomácia 
aU tto m o s  in t r ik á ja  van. Az 
egész k o rm ányvá lságo t  k ü
lönben az okozta, hogy egy 
nagy tőkés  m agán b an k ,  a Tai 
wan B a n k n a k  70 milliós adós 
ság á t  k e l le t t  volna a k o r
m ánynak  kifizetnie, am it  az 
m eg tag ad o tt  s ezért  b u k ta t
ták  meg. Az uj ko rm án y  ha j
lik am a politika  felé, hogy a 
n a g y h a ta lm a k  egységfron to t  
c s in á l jan ak  a k inai  fo r r a d a
lom m al szemben. Ez nagy 
m érték b en  fokozza a háborús  
veszélyt K ínában . Hogy a 
szovjet szerződéseket t isz te ­
le tben  ta r t ja -e  az uj ko r
m ány, m ég nem lehe t  tudni.

N a g y  t á m a d á s r a  k é s z ü l
n e k  a  k a n to r n a k

NANKING, április 20. — 
Wuchangban a  kantoni for
radalmi seregek minden elő­
készületet megtettek az el- 
lenforadalmi északiak elleni 
támadásra. Chiang árulása 
nem akadályozza a kanto
rnak előrenyomulását.

E g y  m a c s k a  k i le n c  e m b e r t  
m e n t e t t  m e g

NEW YORK, április 20. — 
A 161 Monroe Street alatti 
házban tegnap egy kilenc tagú 
család majdnem áldozatul esett 
a, pincekályhából kiáradó szén
gáznak. A konyhában lévő 
macska nyávogással keltette 
fel a család még eszméletnél 
lévő egyki tagját, aki aztán a 
többieket megmentette. A 
macskát azonban a mérges gáz 
megölte.

--------- o---------

A z  e l s ő  l é p é s  a  c s á s z á r s á g  
f e lé

LONDON, április 20. Ideér
kező hírek szerint Mussolini 
kancellárrá akarja magát kiki
áltani Bismarck mintájára, ő 

i nem lenne felelős a parlament­
nek, hanem csak a királynak. 
Ez lenne az első lépés a csá­
szárság megteremtésére.

---------- o-----------

CALCUTTA, India , április 
20. H ázak a t  söpört el, h a jó
k a t  pusz tí to tt  el a Be-ngália 
fö lö tt  elvonuló vihar. 42 em
ber e lpusz tu lásáró l  tudnak  

I eddig.

HANKOW, ápril is  20. — A 
hankow i fo rrada lm i ko rm ány  
F e n g  táb o rn o k o t  k ü ld te  h a d
seregével az á ru ló  Chiang  
Kai Shek ellen. U gyanekkor  
F en g  Yuh iShiangot nevezte 
k i  a  fo rrada lm i hadsereg  ve
zetésére.

LONDON, április  20. —
M iután  Chiang az á ru lásáva l 
te l jesen  m a g á ra  m a ra d t  és a  
hadsereg  is e lp á r to l t  tőle, az 
im peria lis ták  csak  n y il t  fegy
veres beavatkozássa l verhe- 

J t ik  le a  fo rrad a lm a t .  Az an" 
goi ko rm ány  ú ja b b  nehéz t ü
zérséget, repülőosztagokat, 
kórházfe lszere léseket,  m u n í
ciót és h ad ih a jó k a t  ind íto tt  
ú tn a k  K ina felé.

SHANGHAI, ápri l is  20. —  
i Az im peria lis ta  h a ta lm a k  
több száz h ad ih a jó t  von tak  

lösszé K iuk iang , Nanking, 
W uhu, Chickiang és m ás  ki-, 
kö tővárosokban, m elyek  a  
kan to n iak  . kezén  . vannak. 
Ezek  a  ha d ih a jó k  m inden  
percben készek a  k ikö tővá­
rosok  bom bázására .

NANKING, április  20. —
Chiang, az áruló , végső e lke­
seredésében és tehe te t len sé
gében véres t e r ro r ra l  a k a r j a  

I m agá t  felszínen ta r tan i .  Mln- 
i den “gyanús” egyén t l e t a r
tóz ta t  w  k ivégeztet. A k inai 
munkáwíág, parasz tság  és k a
tonaság  te l jesen  ellene fo r
dult. A lvet-7cmfwypvbgk 
kow környékén  Chiang  k a to
nái és az északiak  közt, a 
tény  azonban az, hogy Csang 
Cső Lin e llen fo rrada lm i észa­
ki tábornok  és rablóvezér és 
Chiang áruló  közt kész p a k
tum  van a kinai nép ellen.

HANKOW, április  20. —
Feng  Yuh Shiang kész száz
harm incezer főnyi jól felsze­
re l t  hadseregét h a rcba  ve t
ni a kinai fo rradalom  bizto
sítására . Feng  e lfogad ta  a 
hadvezérségi kinevezést, ami 
vei eloszlatta  az im peria lis
ták  rem ényét, hogy F en g e t  
m aguknak  m egnyerjék .

PEKING, április  20. Chi
ang  kudarca  és F eng  tá b o r
noknak  az ak tiv  részvétele a 
fo rrada lom ban  nagy  h a tá s t  
vá lto tt  ki Észák-K ina m űnká  
saiból és parasztja iból. Az 
összes városokban és fa lvak
ban nő az im peria lis ták  elle­
ni gyűlölet. Az idegenek fe j ­
vesztetten  m enekü lnek  Tien- 
tsinböl és Pekingböl, meiy 
a n n a k  a jele, hogy ezek a  vá
rosok  is a fo rrad a lm áro k  k e
zére fognak  rövidesen k e rü l
ni.

Csang Cső Lin az im peria ­
lis ták  u ta s í tá sá ra  kihívóan 
fele lt  a szovjet ko rm ánynak , 
m elyben k ije len te tte ,  hogy 
nem  hajlandó a szovjet egyet

(F o ly ta tás  a 3-ik oldalon.)

BOSTON, Mass., április 20. 
Sacco és Vanzetti együttesen 
levelet Írtak a Védelmi Bizott
sághoz, amelyben a következő­
ket mondják:

“Testvérek! Elvtársak!
Ellenségeink megállapították 

kivégzésünk napját és csak ke
vés napunk van hátra.

Hogyan válaszolhatnánk nek
tek a levelek özönére, amivel 
segíteni akartok bennünket és 
könnyíteni sorsunkon?

Ezért együtt válaszolunk 
most mindannyiatoknak. Ne ál 
litson meg benneteket a mun 
kában egy percre ße a sajnál
kozás, vagy vereség.

Az ellenség bebörtönözhet, 
megkinozhat és sokat megölhet 
közülünk, szétrombolhat ja ott
honainkat, néhány könyvecs
kénket és intézményünket, de 
nem rombolhatja szét eszméin
ket, jogainkat, igazságunkat s 
ügyünket.

Legyen hitetek és előre, elő­
re!

A titetek:
Nicola Sacco és Bartolomeo 

Vanzetti.”
A tiltakozó táviratok tovább

ra is özönével érkeznek a kor
mányzóhoz.

A Sacco-Vanzetti Védel
mi Bizottság fölszólít min
den szervezetet és egyesü
letet, hogy képviseltesse 
magát a péntek este tar
tandó konferencián, mely 
a Labor Tempieben lesz, 
243 East 84th Street.

Uj Előre jubileumi ünnepély szombaton este 8 órai kezdettel a Central Opera House-ban

kurM  ka iwq»4 «u m m m » AliHt T. un , M ttc pm » oaum «c m*w Terk. a  *- aaCw h » a h  t  iu r a  trc irr«,

Új Előre
22 April 1927 

In the 1920s, Hungarian exiles in Moscow collaborated with the 
staff of the Hungarian-language communist daily newspaper in New 
York, Új Előre. Barta had also sent work to New York from Vienna, 
but after he arrived in Moscow, Sarló és Kalapács became his main 
channel of publication. By contrast, Újvári’s name appeared more 
frequently in Új Előre than in Sarló és Kalapács, the official Moscow 
periodical of the writers’ association. Independently of the Moscow 
writers’ association and RAPP directives, Új Előre accepted essays 
that openly discussed the hard living conditions of urban working-
class families and their children in particular.
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All the waste and dirt of the neighbourhood has been dumped here 
in a pile the size of a house. In the still vacant part of the plot, 
benches have been knocked up out of rafters. In the middle is a 
children’s playground. Rubbish carts with rotting poultry innards, 
mouldy leftover food scraps, scattering the germs of stomach 
typhus and tuberculosis into the air of the poor. 
Children who wish for death from beneath eternal hunger, who every 
day drag their lives along, are made to grow older by one long, joyless 
year. They come here with sacks and little stools in their hands. 
Eight-year-old child: Only ragged trousers clothe his body, a sack in 
his hands, he scans his surroundings then starts digging around in 
the rubbish. He stashes pieces of iron, coal and rags in the sack.
From the other side: A half-paralysed worker drags herself along, 
four tiny children clinging to her skirts. The smallest is three years 
old, his pipe stem legs barely able to carry his rachitic head. He 
takes two-three steps then sits down. Then another two-three 
steps. He sits down again. Their mother has just reached the bench 
and settles herself down. Her children stand around her. The oldest, 
who is six, brings a bottle out from a ragged bag and cleans it. – He 
puts the bottle back in the bag, then he too runs off to the rubbish 
heap. Children coming from everywhere. They swarm over the 
rubbish heap with their weightless bodies, like hungry flies. Mothers 
arrive with babies in their arms. Legless cripples with burnt-out 
eyes. Child prostitutes with blood-red roses on their cheeks. They 
sit down on the benches, bury their faces in their hands, or breathe 
in the sun open-mouthed into their tubercular chests. 
It is possible to know their misery!? No! One must be born with them, 
breathe their air, bear the drudgery with them from morning till night, 
only then can one cry with their pain, be one with them. 
A shrill scream from the rubbish heap. Two boys scuffling. They want 
to knock each other to the ground, the others step aside. 
11-year-old: I saw it first! It’s mine!
12-year-old: But I picked it up first!
11-year-old: No, I won’t let you! He scratches the other one’s face 
until it bleeds!
12-year-old: Blood gushes from his nose. 
The children: Screaming. Let him go! Let him go!
An older man approaches them from the benches and separates 
them. The two children dust themselves off shamefully. 
Older man: Now, what was that about?
11-year-old (crying): He stole it from me…
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Older man: So, show it here, what was it?
12-year-old: Fearfully pulls out a used corkscrew from his pocket. 
11-year-old: Jumps and tries to grab it but falls to the ground on his 
stomach. 
Older man: Lifts him up, grabs both of them by the shoulders. Aren’t 
you ashamed of yourselves?
11-year-old: Well… it’s just because… my mum’s legs swelled up… she 
can’t walk any more… 
12-year-old: Almost proudly: Well and what about my dad? He’s been 
spitting blood for half a year! (To the child standing next to him) Isn’t 
that true? 
Child standing next to him: Uh-huh. 
A boy of around eight steps out of the line. To the 11-year-old: Here 
you are! (Holds out a new nail to the boy.) I don’t have a mum or a 
dad. My landlords kicked me out anyway. Here you go, take it home. 
All: Standing with head hung low. 
8-year-old: Puts the nail in the 11-year-old’s pocket and starts 
digging around in the rubbish again. 
Older man: Returns to the bench with his head hung low. Children 
take their earlier places without a word. 
Crippled woman: Inarticulate sounds erupt from her breast. One of the 
children steps up to her, wipes her forehead, gives her a drink, sits 
her upright on the bench, then re-joins the other children playing. 
Prostitute: To the woman sitting next to her: I haven’t eaten anything 
today. 
Woman: A child in her arms, looks the prostitute up and down: You?!
Prostitute: You looking at these rags?! My last lord and master 
bought them. (Unbuttons her blouse. Hysterical laughter.) I also got 
these lovely bruises from him too!
Woman: Pulls her child closer, retreats. 
Prostitute: Don’t worry, I’m leaving now. Just in case anyone 
happens to pick me up tonight. (Takes out her paints and spreads 
bright red roses on her cheeks. Then she gets up and moves slowly 
towards the town.)
Woman: Stares after the prostitute, shaking her head. Pulls the child 
even closer, kisses him happily, singing a mindless song into his ear:
My sweet little dove…
You’ll have it all
You’ll play ball in the sun
Sleepy-bye… sleepy-bye… sleepy-bye…
On the opposite bench: Two cripples and an unemployed man are talking. 
Blind cripple: With terrible burn wounds on his face: Sure thing pal, 
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last time I saw the blue sky was up the Italian mountains. Since then 
I’ve made peace with everything. Only my woman… Only my woman 
got the chills when I lay down next to her… She went back to our 
village to bind sheaves… and through the murderous nights I can still 
hear her singing at home all the way over here…
2nd cripple: What can we do about it? It’s our fate. 
Blind cripple: Like puppets, the lords and masters order us about 
here and there. They threw us into foreign cities to kill! To kill! 
Mercilessly! … Now they want peace! (He stands up with his hands 
spread out as if he wanted to grab somebody.) What can we do 
against them? Stick them in the firing line! Cannons against their 
palaces! (Ecstatic.) Set everything on fire in front of them!
Unemployed Man and 2nd cripple: They take the invalid under the 
arms and set him down carefully. 
Blind cripple: Slumps down quietly. All this suffering must still be 
reckoned with. 
Unemployed Man: There’ll be less and less bread on our table. 
Thousands, hundreds of thousands starving. Thousands, tens of 
thousands thrown out on to the street… Fear not brother, our time 
will come. More and more of us are meeting in class hatred. 
Policeman: Hears the entire conversation from nearby, steps up to 
the Unemployed Man. Alright enough of that! Get yourself home! 
Blind cripple: It’s forbidden to talk now too?!
Policeman: Move it! Move it!
Unemployed man: What did I do?!
Policeman: Turning crimson. Get away, damn it! (Because none of 
them move, he grabs the Unemployed Man and pushes him forward.)
Unemployed man: Wants to free himself. 
Policeman: Kicks the Unemployed Man from behind. Move on, you 
vagabond!
People run to the scene from the benches: He didn’t do anything! 
Let him go!
Policeman: Whistles. 
Crowd: Let’s get him out!
A worker in the crowd: Jumps in front of the policeman. Let him go 
or else… (grabs the policeman’s sword.)
A police battalion arrives. With their swords drawn, they beat the 
crowd back, while at the back, two policemen drag the Unemployed 
Man away, beating him with their swords.
Blind cripple: Stands up uncertainly and shouts loudly: Hang in there 
brother, we’re coming for you soon!

� Új Előre, 24 May 1926.
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] One of the children is always crying at József Csiga’s house  

– so say the neighbours. 
No wonder, the poor things were once better off. 
Their father was a mechanic; everyone in this region knew him well. 
Every evening he would go door to door with party publications. 
The poorer the person who opened the door, the lower he doffed 
his cap. 
– Get ready brother – he would say. Our struggle is coming to  
an end. We need safe hands to hold onto our gains. 
Then one morning his dead body was pulled out from under the 
power generator. 
– He was our best comrade – said the workers. 
The whole factory ground to a halt. An inspection was demanded. 
Committees arrived. Doctors, who allegedly treat every human life 
the same. They proved that he had been drunk; him, the book worm. 
His pals knew that it was all lies, their fists clenching even tighter. 
His four orphans stood guard at his coffin. 
Ferenc, Péter, Mariska and Jani. 

~

Since then one year has passed. Jani’s mother goes to work in the 
factory. His siblings run delivering newspapers at dawn. Then, tired 
after the factory whistle has sounded the start of the shift, they 
too are swallowed up by the dark workshop doors. 
Of the little family, only Jani stays at home. He should be in school, 
underneath the pictures on the walls. Jani would have liked to go, 
but his shoes have worn out like creased sled runners. Yet Jani is  
a good child, he doesn’t eat all the family’s precious bread. If you 
ask him nicely, he can recite his lessons for the whole year without 
a book. 
For a week now he’s been leaning on the window weeping for all 
those going to school. 
Today, it’s particularly painful to stay at home. At school today it’s 
singing, gymnastics and geography. Geography class, where you 
can recite the names of the towns, mountains and rivers with great 
gusto. 
This is why, when he woke up this morning, his face turned white 
from his heartbeat. 
– Don’t wake me up mother… I can’t go to school anyway – he 
stuttered…
– My Janika… my youngest child… Feri will be free soon… I’ll definitely 
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buy you shoes for Christmas – his mother consoled him. 
Jani’s little heart was soothed and calmed as if in a warm bath from 
his mother’s consoling words. His body shook with pleasurable 
crying. 
– There, there… just cry it all out, my boy – said his mother. She put 
on her scarf, kissed him and replied from the doorway:
Then she left. Leaving her crying son here.  
Since then, leaning against the window, Jani’s eyes have followed 
his friends from afar, hurrying with their schoolbags in their hands. 
He whistles in vain and cannot drive his thoughts away. 
Today it’s geography, gymnastics and singing. 
– Maybe it’s not that cold, maybe I could run barefoot – thought Jani 
suddenly. 
But his mother’s words are ringing in his ears:
– Look after yourself son … if you’re ill again, I don’t have anything 
left to sell to help you. 
And then the words start dancing around his head again. 
Singing, gymnastics, geography, singing. 
Trembling, Jani looks for his books. 
– I just need to reach the school – Jani says to himself – they’ll 
surely give me some there… there are so many children with good 
shoes there. Just hurry, hurry Jani – he encourages himself, don’t 
be late. 
Jani’s feet, frozen and blue, run through the houses, he barely 
feels the cold. His breast flutters with joy as he eclipses the grey 
tenement blocks before him. There’s just one thing in his vision. 
The red bricks. The redbrick building. The school, where his many 
tears and sorrows will be wiped from his brow, wiped away like the 
wrong numbers on the blackboard. 
– I’ll be there soon – he thinks. His anaemic heart leaps in his 
weakened chest. 
– Just run… run… Jani urges himself on. 
You know that if you’re late for prayers, you can stand on the cold 
stone in the corridor for an hour. 
– Hurrah… hurrah! Jani greets the school’s red bricks. He embraces 
its gateposts in tears. One more minute, and happily, as if his 
mother’s outstretched arms were waiting for him, he runs in through 
the gate. 
Jani doesn’t even notice that at the end of the corridor, the school 
director is already hurrying towards him. He’s just about to step 
into the classroom when he’s grabbed roughly by the shoulders. 
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– Child, have you gone mad? You want to come to school barefoot 
in this weather?
Jani starts to shiver, everything goes dark before his eyes. 
– Mr Headmaster Sir, please – he stammers.
Seeing the child’s pain, the headmaster speaks to him more softly:
– Go home, son. 
Jani kneels down, wraps his arms around the headmaster’s knees 
and, because he could be turned away, completely loses his mind. 
– Uncle… Mr Headmaster please – he begged – maybe someone will 
have a pair of shoes… I’ll be very good… I even learned the lesson 
that was given to the pharmacist Gyuri.  
The headmaster, for whom the child’s crying was uncomfortable, 
lifted up Jani:
– Listen here son… here’s a sixpence, now go home. We can’t allow 
you to come to school barefoot in such cold weather! Here’s the 
sixpence, go home. – If you behave properly, you can become a 
good and hard-working person even without school. 
He pushes the child right the way up to the school gate, presses the 
sixpence into his hand, then closes the heavy iron door behind him. 

As if the air had been cut off from him, Jani grasped his throat in 
fear. The cold was now aching in his bones. He feels his body being 
crushed by a stone. He holds onto the fence so as not to fall. And 
then he set off home, stepping as if to measure his years. 
Jani is already dragging himself past the walls of the neighbour’s 
house when, from behind the warm school windows, he hears  
the song:

“The school is a beautiful field
With beautiful flowers within
The studies.”

� Új Előre, 22 April 1927.
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The Collectivization of 
Agriculture in the Soviet Union

A szovjetmező új hadserege: a „szubbotnyik” 
[A New Army on the Soviet Fields: the 
“Subbotnik”] 
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 4. nos. 8–9, August–September 1932
Petőfi Literary Museum

In November 1929, the Central Committee decided to accelerate the 
collectivization of agriculture as part of the Five Year Plan in kolkhoz 
(collective) and sovkhoz (state) farms. Peasants who were unwilling 
to join voluntarily were persuaded to cooperate by increased taxes 
and forced labour. To promote collectivization, the party decided to 
send 25,000 industrial workers to the countryside. The reallocation 
of industrial workers to the collectives shows the contradictory 
economic policy of the First Five Year Plan. The Party’s primary aim 
was rapid industrial modernization. The factories had to raise their 
production while being obliged to release some of their workers for 
months to do voluntary work in the state and collective farms.
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] � To the Moscow emigres, 
� the number one blacksmith’s workshops
		�   of the new Hungarian revolution.

Prisons, 
gallows,
internment camps,
lunatic asylums, 
the bloodmill of 
white years ground
on our unbending bones. 
They believed,
made those believe
who didn’t believe, fooled them by
feeding them social-democrat rot as divine grace and favour.
For how many years?! How many years?!
That the land is now free prey
now
the factory. 
Our bread,
our doorsteps,
our fists,
were leased out
above a pact, under a pact
the fraternal seal of scythe and hammer 
handcuffed. 
And they believed
made those believe
now
eternal prey, compliant coolie
poor peasant and proletarian. 
But the Party, the Party
like the gravel on hills
set off, rolled
for things to be different. 
And from the villages and beneath the factories
our passion, oh, fire and hatred,
fight, faith, strength and revenge cleaved off, 
bloating into glowing boulders. 
Like a magnetic cloudbank that grew into a hill, 
trotting along the country’s lanes,
gathering up all the land’s diligent hands
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and the factories’ battered proletarians. 
The word from beneath the gallows yesterday
is today uttered by from the thousands of factories. 
And if there was a handful of vanguards yesterday, 
today they lead the forefront of the fate of thousands.
Drilling, irrigating, hoeing in a hundred junctures,
when throttled here, arising there. 
And there is no force that can contain it again,
oiled by blood and the faith of millions. 
Today it teaches, organises, shows the way,
but tomorrow it sets up and gives fresh orders. 
And whatever we won on the cheap, on a bevy of errors, 
we shall buy on the victuals of our hearts. 
We shall buy on the jailtime, ten thousand years,
on the dead, on the fatherless,
on our best men destroyed. 
Serf and worker, 
out from under the earth!
Singing in red, the disc of the sun
there is no one left to break down your fists,
factory, barn and frontier to merge as one. 
The earth gasps for breath,
the factory hammers,
the Party hammers on the gates. 

� Új Előre, 25 March 1929. 
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The Sarló és Kalapács

Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 2. no. 1, January 1930
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sarló és Kalapács, published in Moscow between 1929 and 1937, 
was “the magazine of Hungarian-speaking workers living in the 
Soviet Union” and its authors were initially mainly members of the 
Association of Revolutionary Writers and Artists in Hungarian 
Language. It included literary pieces and reports on Soviet and 
international political and economic affairs. It paid particular 
attention to the situation in Hungary and was illegally disseminated 
in Budapest. In the first few years, its covers had a similar style to 
avant-garde magazines.
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Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 3. no. 7, July 1931
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 4. no. 7, July 1932
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 5. no. 11, November 1933
Petőfi Literary Museum 
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Sándor Barta: Pell-mell

Sándor Barta 
Közelharc [Pell-mell, or Close Combat]
Photocopy of a manuscript
11 February 1929 
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Next page: 
Reports on the Łódź strike in Hungarian-
language newspapers

Új Előre, 15 October 1928 
Magyarország [Hungary], 16 October 1928
Munkás [Worker], 18 October 1928 
Népszava, 23 October 1928 

Sándor Barta’s drama Közelharc [Pell-mell, or Close Combat] is set 
in Łódź during the general wage strike of 1928. The local trade 
unions succeeded in stopping nearly all services in the city. Several 
issues of Hungarian newspapers and Új Előre covered the strike, 
which paralysed the city. Barta had personal experiences related 
to the demonstrations and police violence against demonstrators. 
In his childhood, he had been part of the great Budapest mass 
demonstration of 23 May 1912, where he was beaten by the police 
and spent a night in jail. His short story Misa [Misha] and his novel 
Aranyásók [Gold Diggers] also document the strike movements and 
the violent police action against the strikers.
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Minden
fö ld m u n k át végző

m e g v e s z i  
8 koronáért

a Munkás-és Paraszt- 
naptárt!

áRA 80 FILLER ,
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Elég o tárgyalásokból! S z trá jk o t!
Az cszírroal kerület bérmozstüma

Prága, október 17. (Tel. fcud.) 
M a fo ly ta tták  a  tá rg y a láso k at az ősz- 

trav a—k arv in i bányakerö le t bérharca tá r
gyában a közm unkáiigyi m inisztérium ban, 
P rágában . Délelőtt a  bán yáeaszervezetek 
m egbízottai ú jból leszögezték á llásp o n tju
kat. Ncsek elvtárs, a  NÖSz báuyászsz k- 
odója nevében közölte a petrva ld i kerületi 
bányásakcaiferencda eredm ényét, egyú ttal 
bejelentette, hogy

h a  legkésőbb csütörtökön a  tá rg y a ­
lások nem  já rn a k  végleges ered
m énnyel, úgy a NÖSz visszahívja 

m egbízottait,
egybehívják a kerü le ti bányászkom feren- 
ciát. am ely dönteni fog a  további fellépés 
felett.

A szoedem -bányászszervezetek nevében 
Brozsik képviselő k ijelen tette , hogy a m űn 
kaadók ellenjavasdaba e lfogadhatatlan , de

reformistáik azért hajlandók  to
vább tá rg y a ln i.

A  további tá rg y a lás  fo lyam án a  fasiszta 
szervezetek 4 százalékos bérem elést köve
teltek a  bányászok részére, továbbá beje
len tették , hogy egyetértenek  a  bányakárok 
ellen jav asla ta iv a l, különösen pedig a szom
bati ható rás m unkaidő eltörlésével és a 
m ás form ákban történő  fizetésekkel. A  t á r ­
gyalásokat fo ly ta tják .

A közvetlen tárgyalások  a  bánya 
bárók és bányászok m egbízottá közöt' 
m egszakadtak. A közm unkaügyi m i
n isztérium  m egbízottja holnap közvetí
tő jav as la to t terjesztenek  elő.

& Változatlanul t a r t  a  
textílm unkátok harca

Tovább terjed az általános sztrájk
Varsó, október 17. (Tél.)

A lodzi álta lános sz trá jk  változatlan  erővel ta r t .  C sü tö rtökre  a  m unkaadók és 
m unkások k onferenciá já t h ív ták  egybe, am elyen újból m eg tárgyalják  a  munkád 
sok követeléseit. A  sztrá jkb izo ttság  k iá ltv án y  k ibocsátását h a tá ro z ta  el, am elyben 
a  rendőrséggel való összeütközéseket p rovokációra vezetik vissza. A  baleset- és 
betegbiztositó-pénztárak a lk a lm azo tta it fe lm en te tték  a sz trá jk  kötelezettsége alól. 
P e trik au b an  az álta lános sz trá jk  k ih irdetése nem  já r t  eredm énnyel, m ert a fog* 
több üzem ben dolgoznak, ezzel szemben K ain  inakban, Tom nsovban, W ilanovban, 
K aliszkban a  sz trá jk  teljes. Egyik-m ásik városban a  v illanyosm üvek á llanak , m íg 
a g ázg y árak at a  katonaság  ta r t ja  üzem ben.

Lodzban a  sztrájkolók n jabb  tü n te tések e t ta rto ttak , de a  rendőrség a  legnagyobb' 
b ru ta litá ssa l kergette  szét a  tü n te tő  m unkásokat. A  városban  az élelm iszerhiány 
érezhető válik .

A fekete bőnya szava a zöld asztalhoz
T üntető -sz trájkok  az osztravai kerü le tben

M egegyezés

Mór. Osatrava, ofcfc. 17.
Az újból fölvett tárgyalások elébe az osztrara: 

i bányászok a legnagyobb kétkedéssel néznek és a

Mindenütt bérem elést!
Prága, október 17. (Tel. tud.)

A báuyászbizalm iak h a táro za ta i fo ly tán  a NÖSz bányászszekciójá/nak t i tk á r
sága a  roszieko-oszlavany kerületben elő terjesztette a  b á n y á t éróknak  a bányá­
szok követeléseit, am elyek szerin t a bányászok bereit 15 százalékkal kell emelni. 
E g y ú tta l azt követeli, hogy a bányabárók  ad jan ak  e hó 22-ig a  követelésekre vá
laszt.

A  k erü le t bányászbizalm iainak konferenciá ján  elhatározták , hogy m inden 
előkészületet megtesznek a  követelések k iharco lására  a r ra  az esetre, h a  a  bánya- 
bárók elu tasítanék  a követeléseket.

Az egész kerületben az üzemi tanácsok 23 tag ja  közül csupán 7 re fo rm ista  van, 
m ig a többi bányászszervezeteknek ebben a  kerü le tben  egyá lta lában  nincsen 
tagja-

A kerü le t összes bányászai tisztában  vannak  vele, hogy a h a rc ra  a jelenlegi 
idő a legalkalm asabb, am ikor a k iadnál bányászok sz trá jk b an  á llanak , az osztra­
vai ak pedig közvetlenül sz trá jk  előtt.

Bethlen királyt akar
A m agyar burzsoázia ú jbó l felveti a  k irá ly ság  kérdését — M ussolini is a  m ag y ar k i

rá ly ság  m ellett
—, október 17.

A  szomszédos M agyarországom olyan 
események játszódnak le, am elyekre a  k ü l
földi és főleg a  csehszlovákiai p ro le ta riá ­
tusnak  is fel kell figyelni. A rró l van szó, 
hogy a m ag y ar burzsoázia, ism ét fe lvetette  
a  k irá ly ság  kérdését. K onkré t form ában 
Bethlen te tte  ezt meg, aki egyik  legutóbbi 
beszédében hangsúlyozta, hogy

meg kell változta tn i a  m ag y ar a l
ko tm án y t és meg kell oldani a dy- 
n asz tia  és az állam  közötti viszonyt.

A ny ila tkoza t odairányul, hogy a  magyaT 
„köztárBasági“-k irá lyságnak  élére végül 
tényleges k irá ly t kell á llítan i.

M ég po lgári lapok is elism erik, hogy 
B ethlen beszéde összefüggésben van M us
solini ny ila tkozata iva l is, ak i szintén a  k i
rá lykérdés m egoldása m ellett tö rt lán- 
dsát. M ussolini legutóbb m ár lé tes íte tt egy 
k irá ly ság o t A lbán iában  s m inden ere jé t 
m eg fogja feszíteni, hogy

M agyarország tró n já ra  is sa já t 
em berét ültesse

és biztosítsa az olasz reakció  befolyását 
M agyarországra. A  jelenlegi nemzetközi 
helyzetet figyeleml>e véve előre lá tható , 
hogy a  nagyaibafcalmaknak semmi kifogá
suk  nem  lesz a  miagyar k irá ly k érd és m eg
oldása ellen, vagy  ha lesz is, úgy  csak fo r
m ailag.

A  m ag y ar reakció előretörése és a 
m onarchiszHkus veszedelem-elleni 

harc  kérdése
aam b an  nem  lehet közömbös a p ro le ta riá
tu s  szám ára, m ár csak azért sem, m ert ez- 
z i l  «sorosan összefügg a  háború  kérdése is.

Ebből a  szempontból kell a  dolgozóknak fi­
gyelniük az esem ényeket és a kellő pilla 
n a tb an  be is avatkozniok a  dolgok m eneté
be!

tárgyalások előestéjén, tegnap, tüntető módon nyíl 
visították ki, hogy vagy feltétlenül teljesítik kö 
vete’éseiiket, vagy pedig a kladnói bányászok pót 
Iájára, azonnal sztrájkba lépnek.

Hétfőn a petnvaWi Hedvig-táma munkásai 
szüntették be a munkát

és azt követelték, hogy az üzemi tanács tegyen je
lentést a tárgyalások menetéről. Még a fasiszta- 
szaksz-íirvezetekben lévő munkásság Ls a logelkese 
radettebben ti'takozott a további hnza-vona ellen 
és élénken helyeselte, amikor a szónokok kifejtet 
ték," hogy a bányászkövertelések elutasítása esetén 
azonnal szrtájkba kell lépni.

Hasonlóan tüntető-sztrájkra került a sor az 
egyik branyeosBikf tárnában, 

ahol felhívták a szocialista tárgyaló-feleket, hogy 
adjanak a bányabáróknak 48-órás ultimátumot é 
annak letelte után mondják ki a sztrájkot az ősz 
travai kerületben is.

Férlét <?s fiát elveszítette
Az építkezési szerencsétlenség további 

áldozata
Az építkezési ka tasz tró fán ak  egy  to 

vábbi áldozata  van, ak it nem közvetlenül 
a gyilkos racionalizálási m ódszerekkel fel 
ép íte tt építkezés ü tö tt agyon. A szerencsét 
lonségnél egy H im sál nevű énitőmuinkás é* 
fia  is élelüket vesztették. H im sálnét, aki 
igy egyszerre fé rjé t és f iá t vesztette «J, oly 
m élyen m egrend íte tte  az eset, hogy meg
ő rü l t

m » v  ■ g i i r ^ y  v u>

A kladnói kerület helyzete
o sztrájk elölt: a sztrájk alatt: s ottül:

<í§L

1 É *

Kralró, október 17. (Tel.)
A  szénbárók és m unkások képviselői 

között béketárgyalások  folynak, am elyek 
eredm ényre vezettek, am ennyiben a m un
kaadók a  sz trá jk tó l való félelm ükben be
leegyeztek a m unkások á lta l követelt 6 szár 
zalékos bérem elésbe.

A bányabárók terrorfa
Kladnó, október 17. (Tud. tel.)

A  bányabáirók n jab b  terrorm ódszereket 
vesznek igénybe a sztrájíkolók ellen. A szol
g á la ti rend p a ra g ra fu sa ira  h ivatkoznak, 
am elyek kim ondják , hogy az alkalm azot
taknak  szót kell fogadmiok feUebíbvalóík- 
nak és ezen az alapon

felm ondanak azoknak a  sztrájko*
lóknak, ak ik  felszólítás u tán  nem  

á llan ak  m unkába.
Egy m ásik hasonló m ódszer az, hogy azok
nak a  m unkásoknak, ak ik  a  bányaigazga- 
•óság házaiban  laknak , felm ondják lakása i
k a t

A bányabárók  m indez eszközei azonban 
eredm énytelenek m aradnak . A közroonti 
sztrá jkb izo ttság  fe lv ilágosítja  a  m unkáso
kat, hogy ne h ag y ják  m agukat ezekkel a  
módszerekkel m egfélem liteni.

A  sz trá jk o to k ra  rendk ívü l lelkesítőiéig 
hat, hogy

állandóan  an y ag i tám ogatást k ap
nak  az összmnnfcááágtól,

anélkül, hogy e rre  közvetlenül fe lkérték  
volna-

4 4  h a l o t t
Prága, október 17. (Tel.) 1 

A tegnapi n ap  fo lyam án a porzsief sas- 
venesétlenség színhelyén kiem elték a  42. ha- 
’o tta t, m íg m a n jabb  két h a lo tta t ta lá ltak . 
Vz egyik m unkás ha ta lm as betontöm b a la t t  
feküdt cs a  szó-szoros értelm ében szét v o lt 
lap ítva

Nem ■•"•"fi!? ^e^^oronázn! 
M u s s o l in i  h e l y t a r t ó j á t

Tirana, október 17.(Rádió.) 
Adhmed Zogu m egkoranázta tásá t no

vem ber 28-ra tervezték. E zt az időnontot 
most ja n u á r  vag y  fe b ru á rra  to lták  k i azzal 
a m egokolással, hogy az előkészületek nem 
ojeződbetnek előbb be. M inden valöezinü- 

’ég azonban am elle tt szól, hogy Achm ed 
Zogu h ívei nem m ernek még m ost koroná- 
zásdit já tszan i s félnek az esetleges rendza
varástól- A h á tra lev ő  időt b izonyára  a r ra  
fogják felhasználn i, hogy m egtisz títsák  AJ* 
bámiát Achmed ellenféléitől.

g y i lk o s  a  f a s i s z t a - b í r ó s á g
Róma, ok tőbír 17. (Rádió.) 

H árom órai tanácskozás u tán  a k iv é te
s s  bíróság golyó á lta li h a lá lra  Íté lte  della 

^M aggiore e lv tá rsa t, m íg Spadoni e lv tá rsra  
«18-óvi börtönt m értek. Az elité lteket azzal
ktifeUák, hogy k«t mwM rngemmm

M inden H atalm at 

a Munkásoknak

u m  m i l l  a lM  M t t w  JuumMMt 1 . 1*11, m  t t»  Fm í  O ffln  «  i i v  York. E  T. « M w  Um  A m u  u€  Mm *  M  UTE
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Veszélyben Gitlow kommunista alelnökjelölt élete

M a érkezik meg a Zeppelin

EGY SZTRÁJKTÖRŐ MEGHALT, 200 MEGSEBESÜLT 

AZ ARGENTÍNAI RAKODÓMUNKÁS SZTRÁJKBAN

BUENOS AYRES, október 14. — A múlt héten kezdő- 

dött rakodómunkás sztrájk elkeseredetten folyik. Az “álla

mi önkéntesek”, akik egyébként nem egyebek, mint állami

lag tobozrott sztrájktörők, több Ízben belelőttek a sztrájko­

lok piketvonalaiba. Tegnap azután súlyos következmények

kel járt az állandó provokáció.
A sztrájkpiketek lövésre-lövéssel válaszoltak. Parázs 

revolverharc kezdődött, amelynek során Michanovich állami 

sztrájktörő meghalt, 200 sztrájktörő pedig megsebesült.

A sztrájkolok veszteségéről nincs jelentés.

Lengyelország általános sztrájk előtt
Az amerikai imperialisták kölcsönnel segítik 

hatalmon maradni Pilsudskyt

VARSÓ, október 14. — Holnap minden közlekedés, ipar, 

kereskedelem megáll Lodzban, Lengyelország egyik legnagyobb 

ipari centrumában. Valamennyi union elhatározta, hogy 24 

órás rokonszenvi sztrájkba hívja tagságát. Semmi kétség sincs 

aziránt, hogy a munkástömegek egységesen sztrájkba vonul

nak. A kérdés az, hogy valóban 

csak 24 órás tartamú lesze- a 

sztrájk? Minden okuk megvan 

valamennyi ipar munkásainak, 

hogy maguk is béremelést kö

veteljenek és azért harcba 

menjenek.

Tegnap 3 kerületben 
ta r to t t  konvenciót 
az uj bányász union
Közép-Pennsylvania, W. Vir

ginia és Illinois építik az 

t, uj uniont

PITTSBURGH, okt. 14. — 

Vasárnap három kerületben 

tarto tta  első konvencióját a 

National Miners Union. A 2-ik 

kerület Portageba összehívott 

konvenciójára 300 megbízóle

vél érkezett. A konvención a 

központ képviseletében John 

W att központi elnök jelent 

meg.

A west birginiai kerület 

konvenciója Morgantownba hi

vatott össze. A konvencióra a 

központ Pat Toohey központi 

titkárt küldte ki. Lewis gang- 

sterei és a rendőrség azzal fe- 

nyegetődznek, hogy meg fog­

ják akadályozni a konvenciót, 

de ez nem fogja megállítani a 

szervezőmunkát West Virginia 

szervezetlen szénmezőin.

Az illinoisi kerület bányá

szai Bellevilleben gyűlnek ösz- 

sze a National Miners Union 

hívására. A központot Antony 

Minerich és Freeman Thomp

son képviselik az illinoisi kon

vención. Lapunk zártáig nem 

érkezett újabb jelentés, igy a 

konvenciók lefolyásáról csak 

holnap számolhatunk be olva
sóinknak.

A beállott nagy hideg csak 

fokozza a munkásság nyomorú

ságát. A kormány mindén elő­

készületet megtesz arra nézve, 

hogy sztrájktörő gépezete ké­

szen álljon a sztrájk tovább
terjedése esetén.

Valószínűség van arra, hogy 

a sztrájk nem áll meg Lodz

ban, hanem országos méretűvé 

növi ki magát.

Ugyanekkor az amerikai 

bankcsoportok tárgyalásokat 

folytatnak Pilsudskyval egy 

nagy kölcsön folyósítására. A 

válságos helyzetbe került len

gyel fascizmusnak éppen úgy 

segítségére siet a világreakció 

fellegvára, Amerika, mint se

gítségére sietett Németország 

kapitalista osztályának válsá

ga idején. A kölcsön tárgyalá

sokban brit és francia banká

rok is résztvesznek.

A géptörés kijavítás 
után zavarta lan u l 
h a la d t c é lja  felé
A hajót megvette a spanyol 

repülőforgalmi társaság

LAKEHURST, N. J., okt.

14. — A Zeppelint öt napos ut 

után hétfő reggelre várják. 

Szombaton nappal a léghajó 

egyensúlyozó készülékét heves 

szélroham az óceán közepe fe

lett eltörte. Eckener, a léghajó 

parancsnoka máris kisérő ha­

jókat kért az amerikai haditen

gerészeti hivataltól, számitva 

arra, hogy a Zeppelinnek le 

kell szállnia. A személyzet 

azonban kijavította a gépet és 

a segélyhajókat lerendelték. 

Ezekután már 80 csomós se

bességgel folytathatta ú tját a 

hajó célja felé. Derült, csendes 

időjárás elősegítette a gyors 

haladást.
Az amerikai imperializmus 

hatalmas arányú militarista 
propaganda kifejtésére fog
ja felhasználni a Zeppelin si
keres útját. Tammany Hall 
ünnepélyes fogadtatást ren
dez a repülők részére, ugyan 
csak Washington is hasonló 
cécókra készül.

A Colon Transerca Com
pany megvette a hajót 1,200,- 

000 dollárért és a Sevilla— 
Buenos Ayres közötti légi 
utón fogja forgalomba he
lyezni.

Uj leleplezések várhatók a 
rendőrgraftben

Munkások otthonába 
vigye a kommunista 
agitációt a tagság
Hétfőn háziagitáció indul meg 

a kampány érdekében

PHILADELPHIA, okt. 14. 

William B. Mills rendőrfőel- 

lenőr elrendelte, hogy a szolgá­

latban levő 4,800 rendőrnek a 

törzslapját állítsák össze és 

mindegyiknek mutassák ki a 

vagyonát. Minden rendőr köte­

les bemondani, hogy hol és 

mennyi értékpapírja vagy más 

vagyona van bárhova elhelyez

ve. Ezzel kapcsolatban bizo

nyára megint csinos graftek 

leleplezését várják.

TORONTO, okt. 14. — Ka
nada a legjobb vásárlója az 

amerikai piacnak. Az augusz

tussal zárult üzleti évben — a 

kanadai tortományi kormány 

kimutatása szerint Ameriká
ban $777,377,944 értékű árut 

vásárolt.

12 sebesültje van az újság
kihordó sztrájknak

NEW YORK, okt. 14. — A 

sztrájkban álló újságkihordó 

soffőrök több szkebek által 

hajto tt autót megtámadtak. 

Az autókat felborították és az 

újságokat felgyújtották. A 

szkebkezelés közben 12 ember 

megsebesült. A rendőrség 26 

sztráj kólót letartóztatott.

Nagy tűz pusztított 
Winnipegben

WINNIPEG, okt. 14. — A j 

Dominón Rubber Co. telepén 

leégett egy nagy üzem, amely \ 

a város üzleti negyedének a j 

szivében állt. A kár mintegy

3000,000 dollár.

New York munkásezrei 

most először lesznek abban a 

helyzetben, hogy saját ottho

nukban hallhassák meg a kom

munista igazságokat és tanítá

sokat. A párt elhatározta, 

hogy az egész tagságot házi- 

agitációra mozgósitja és min

den párttag egyénenként ke

resi fel a munkások lakásait és 

ott beszélget velük, kiosztja 

köztük az agitációs füzeteket 

és megismerteti azokkal a kér

désekkel, amelyekért a Work

ers (Communist) Party harcol 

a tömegek élén.

Amint az aláírásokért' folyt 

háziagitáció alatt megmutatta 

a tagság, hogy tud eredményes 

munkát végezni, úgy remélhe

tő,, hogy most is nagy sikere 

lesz ennek a közvetlen agitá- 

ciónak. Minden párttag jelent

kezzék szolgálatra a saját egy

ségében vagy körzetében!

Megsebesült három repülő

DETROIT, okt. 14. — Há

rom repülő egy hárommótoros 

Ford gépen le akart szállni egy 

mezőre, miközben nekiütődött 

egy fának. Mindhárom repülő 

megsérült és kórházba kellett 

vinni őket.

A klanisták és légionisták által elrabolt 
Gitlow elvtárs

Igen sikeresek 
Foster gyűlései a 

déli államokban
Atlantában autótüntetés volt a 

kommunisták mellett

’Hatalmas kollektív farmo
kat szerveznek a szovjetek

ATLANTA, Ga. (Levélben 

érkezett.) — A siker jegyében 

folynak le Foster elvtárs gyű­

lései a déli államokban. Atlan

tában egy hosszú sor feldíszí

tett automobil várta az állo

máson a kommunista elnökje

löltet. Ez volt az első eset az 

ültetvényesek terrorja alatt 

álló délen, hogy automobilok a 

kommunista párt jelszavait 

hirdették.

Poster elvtárs gyűlésén 500 

fehér és néger munkás vett 

részt, amire még nem volt pél

da a délen. Az elnyomott néger 

munkások lelkesednek a párt 

programjáért és sok újabb né

ger tagot szerzett a párt Fos

ter déli kampányutja folya
mán.

Rettenetes állapotok ural

kodnak a déli államokban. A 

keletről oda költöztetett szövő­

gyárakban 5—10 dolláros heti

béreket fizetnek. A gyapotsze

dők 50—75 centet kapnak 100 

font gyapotért és hajnaltól ké

ső estig nem képesek 150—200 

fontnál többet leszedni. A do

hánymunkások bére heti 5—6 

dollár. A munkások piszkos 

odúkban laknak és baromi mó

don élnek. A sokat emlegetett 

“amerikai életszínvonalat” itt 

csak hírből ismerik.

MOSZKVA, okt. 14. — A 
szovjetek teljesen modern 
felszerelésű 100,000 akeres 
kollektiv farmokat szervez
nek. A farmok a termelési 
szövetkezetek k o n t r o l j a  
alatt állanak. A tavaszon 
kezdi meg üzemét az első 30 
kollektiv farm. Egynéhány 
éven belül 100 millió bushel 
gabonát fognak termelni 

ezek a kollektiv farmok a 
szovjet raktárak számára. A 
mezőgazdasági termelő szö­
vetkezetek tagjainak száma 
15 millióra emelkedett.

Kanada és Mexico 
adta a bevándorlók 
legnagyobb számát
43,249 bevándorló érkezett au

gusztusban az országba

Mexico határán, a nogalesi börtönben 
a klanisták által elrabolt Ben Gitlow

,A Délnyugat Vörös Frontharcosai Gitlow se

gítségére készülnek menni

Tiltakozó demonstráció lesz Phoenixben októ

ber 27-én a kommunista alelnökjelölt 

elrablása és bebörtönzése ellen

Tegnap, a késő esti órákban először érkezett hir a kedd 

óta titokzatos körülmények közt eltűnt Ben Gitlow elvtársról, 

a Workers (Communist) Party alelnökjelöltjéről. Tegnap estig 

csak az volt az egyedüli értesülés, hogy mióta Gitlow elhagyta 

San Diegot, ahol népgyülésen ismertette a kommunisták vá

lasztási programját, azóta eltűnt. A Phoenix, Arizona felé ha­

ladó vonatra ült. Phoenixben< 

és Tucsonban kellett volna be
szédeket tartani. A Ku Klux 

Klan, az American Legion és az 

A. F. of L. vezetői, valamint 

phoenixi városi tisztviselők azt 

a fenyegető «tizenetet küldték 

Gitlownak, hogy meggyűlik a 

baja, ha Arizonába teszi a lá
bát.

A vonatban ejtették fogságba.

Az uj hírek szerint már a 

vonatbaír foglyul ejtették Git
low elvtársat. Phoenixben le

szállították a vonatról és elhur 

colták Nogalesbe, a mexicoi 

határra. Hogy mi történt azóta 

Gitlow-al, azt nem lehet tudni, 

amennyiben Nogales rendőrfő­

nöke minden információt meg

tagad. Bizonyos, hogy Gitlow 

élete veszélyben forog. Telje

sen a klanisták és légionisták 

hatalmában van.

Nyilatkozik a párt központja.

A Workers (Communist)

Party központi titkára, Jay 

Lovestone elvtárs a távirati ér 

tesülések után kijelentette,
hogy Gitlow elrablása a méltat

lankodás kitörését idézte elő a 

munkastömegek közt.
G. J. Soul, Colorado kom

munista kormányzój elölt je táv 

iratot intézett a pártközpont

hoz, melyben kijelentette,
hogy a coloradói Vörös Front

harcosok készek átmenni Ari
zonába és megvédeni Gitlowot, 

valamint biztosítani számára, 

hog^* beszélhessen a nyilvános­

ság előtt. Hasonló értelemben 

nyilatkoztak Arizona, Texas és 

New Mexico kommunistái, va

lamint a Vörös Frontharcosok.

j William O’Brien elvtárs (az ál- 

i ló alak) a Workers (Commu- 

| nist) Party arizonai kormányzó 

jelöltje, aki 2 napi keresés után 

i nyomára talált a klanisták és 

j légionisták által elrabolt Git- 

jlownak. Mellette ül Logan, ari- 
zoniai negró elvtárs.

Singaporeba ért a 
| brit tengerészeti 

nagy úszó kikötő
! Indiában a burzsoáziával la 

nácskozik a Simon-bizottság.

POONA, Bombay, India, okt 

14. — A Simon királyi bizott

ság megkezdte tanácskozását a 

benszülött burzsoázia képvise

lőivel, zárt ajtók mögött. A 

sajtó képviselőit csak a hétfő­
től kezdődő tanácskozásokra 

engedik be, amikor a titkos 
megállapodások már létrejöt

tek.
A burzsoázia kész lesz. kis 

engedményeket elfogadni és le

mondani a nemzeti forradalom

ról. j k
Ugyanékor megérkezett Sin- 

gaporebe a brit flottabázis el-- 

ső része. Négy hónap alatt tetr 

te meg a 8000 mértföldes ten

geri utat a világ legnagyobb 

úszó kikötőjének első része, a 

mely 50,000 tonna sujyu. 60 

! millió dollárba került. Mintegy 
fenyegetésként jött meg'a;,flot- 

tabázis a Simon-bizottsággal 

egyidőben, a brit iriíperialií- 

mus erejét demonstrálva,
LONDON, okt, 14. — Lord 

Birkenhead, Nagy Britannia 

indiai államtitkára beadta le

mondását. Lévén a brit kabinet 

egyik legreakcióSablj tagja.
: Lemondása a közhangulat elő- 

| készítését szolgálja a választá­

sok közeledtére. Réézbfen pedig 

vakitás akar ez lenni az indiai 

tömegek felé, akikr^1 kevésbé 
reakciós indiai imtitkárt 

, isér. a Simon-bizottsag.

WASHINGTON, okt. 14. — 

Az idei bevándorlási statiszti

ka szerint augusztusban érke- 

I zett a legtöbb bevándorló az 

Egyesült Államokba. 43,249 

volt a bevándoroltak száma. 

Ezek közül 24,629 olyan beván

dorolt volt, aki állandóan lete

lepült. A többi nem azzal a 

szándékkal jött, hogy állandó

an itt maradjon. A Kanadából 

érkezett bevándorlók száma 

6,104 volt augusztusban, mig 

Mexicoból 5,557-en érkeztek. 

A bebocsátottak közül 12,975 

1 férfi és 11,659 nő volt.

Egy nagy municióteieppé alakítják át az amerikai ipart
Az A rm y O rdinance As

sociation je le n té s t készí

te t t  azon előkészü letekrő l, 

m elyekkel az am erikai 

ip a r t  á ta la k ít já k  a  közel

gő im peria lis ta  háború  

szo lgá la tá ra .
E szerin t az ország ipa

r á t  14 k e rü le tre  o sz to tták . 

Ezek egyike New York, 

egy m ásik  B ridgeport, egy 

h a rm ad ik  Chicago.
M indegyik k e rü le t veze

tősége m egvizsgálja  v a la ­

m ennyi g y á ra t és m eg á lla

p ítja , m ilyen á ta lak ítá so k  

szükségesek a  had iipari

term elésre  való á tté ré s

hez.
*

Ahol a gépek nem  m eg

felelők hadieszközök gyár 

tá sá ra , o tt k icserélik  a gé

peket.
Ahol a  gépek m egfele

lők had ife lszere lések  elő­

á llítá sá ra , o tt szüntelenül 

tö k é le tes ítik  e gépeket is, 

hogy lépést ta r tsa n a k  a 

techn ika  fejlődésével.

*
A g y á rak n ak  m ár m ost 

m eg vannak  az u ta s ítá

saik, te rve ik  a r ra  nézve,

hogy a  m ozgósítás e lrende 

lésekor m ilyen fegyvere

ket. m uníciót, vagy m ás 

had ife lszere léseke t kezd

jenek  te lje s  erővel e lőállí­

tan i.
A legfontosabb  szerep a 

chicagói k e rü le tre  v á r a 

te rv  szerin t, am ely m agá

ban fo g la lja  lllino ist, In- 

d ianá t. Ohiot, South és 
N orth D akotát, Minneso- 

tá t , Iow at és W isconsint.
Az im peria lis ta  háborús 

készülődés, m in t ebből is 

lá th a tó , a  leg te ljesebb  erő 
vei fo lyam “*K»n van.

Demonstráció Navy Daykor 
Phoenixben.

Október 27-én az imperialis

ta háborúra készülő amerikai 
tőkések haditengerészeti pro­

paganda napján nagy demon

stráció lesz Phoenix, Arizoná

ban Witlow elvtárs ellen, táv- 

iratozza William O’Brien elv

társ, pártunk arizonai kor

mányzó jelöltje, akit pár nap

pal ezelőtt letartóztattak, mert 

beszédet intézett a tőkések el­

len a munkásokhoz.
Houston és San Antonio 

texasi városokban holnap és 

holnapután lenne esedékes 

Gitlow népgyülése. Eltűnésé­

nek hire rendkívüli izgalmat 

keltett a radikális munkások 

között. Remélik, hogy a későb­

bi gyűléseken már ott lehet 

Gitlow.
A szövetségi és állami ható

ságokhoz követelés ment vizs

gálat elrendelésére.
PHOENIX, Arizona, okt. 14. 

Gitlow elrablása előtti napon 

történt phoenixi F. of L. csat

lakozása a kereskedelmi kama
rához. Ugyanahhoz a kereske

delmi kamarához, amely az 

1920-as és 21-es open shop 

kampány idején összetörte a 

phoenixi munkásmozgalmat. 

■Úgy az A. F. of L. vezetők 

nyíltan a kapitalista reakció

hoz csatlakoztak.

Arizonai kormányzó
jelöltünk

MAGYARORSZÁGf,A miniszterelnök célzást sem tett a királykérdés mikénti megoldására"— mondja a nagycenki beszéd illetékesmagyarázata, (A Magyarország tudósítójától.) 
A miniszterelnök nagycenki be
szédének azl a részét, amelyben 
Bethlen István gróf miniszterel
nök különböző alkotmányjogi kér­
désekről beszélt és hangoztatta, 
hogy ;>háborús összeomlás után a 
tróntól ff kunyhóig minden össze­
dőlt és mindent íijjá kell építeni, 
■politikai körökben különbözőkép­
pen kommentálták. Legitimista ol
dalon arra az interpretációra is 
hajlottak, hogy Bethlen István 
gróf miniszterelnök nagycenki ki
jelentéseiben a szabadkirályválasx- 
tás mellett foglalt véglegesen ál­
lást és egy általános alkotmány- 
revíziót jelentett be.Illetékes helyen ezekkel a beállí
tásokkal szembenm egállap ítják , hogy Bethlen

István gróf miniszterelnök

nagycenki beszédében a király- 
Irékrdés miként való megoldá
sára még csak célzást sem tett,

csupán teoretikusan vetette fel a 
kérdést, hogy miután a forradal­
makkal a tróntól kezdve végig le­
felé minden összeomlott, az újjá­
építés munkáját az egész vonalon 
meg kell csinálni.Ami pedig a miniszterelnöknek 
a nemzet szabad akaratának nyil
vánítására vonatkozó kijelentését 
illeti, ezzel kapcsolatban közlik, 
hogy a miniszterelnöknek ez a. 
megállapítása kizáróan az Ausz­
triától való elszakadásunk folytán 
előállott helyzetre vonatkozik, mi
után a pragmatika szankció ilyen 
módon megszűnvén, gondoskodni 
kell az előadódó alkotmányügyi 
problémák rendezéséről. Más inter­
pretációt a miniszterelnök nagy
cenki beszédéhez fűzni nem lehet.

Százezerpengős rablásaz FTC igazgatójának lakásában
(A Maayarorszáa tudósítójától) 

Szigeti Imre részvénytársasági 
igazgató, a Ferencvárosi Torna. 
Club elnöke, az utóbbi idők egyik 
legnagyobszabású betöréséről tett 
bejelentést ma délben a főkapi­
tányságon.Szigeti Imre a Főherceg Sándor 
tér 12. számú ház IV. emeletén lakik. 
Tegnap korán délben eltávozott 
hazulról családjával együtt, hogy 
végignézze csapatának futballmér
kőzését. A délutáni órákban a cse­
lédség is eltávozott hazulról, úgy
hogy

a lakás őrizetlenül maradt.Este tizenegy óra tájban a ház
mester, aki véletlenül a negyedik 
emeleten járt, észrevette, hogy 
Szigetiek lakásának elöszobaajtaja 
nyitva van. Nyomban látta, hogy

a lakásban betörök jártak. A be
törésről értesítette a józsefkörúti 
r’éndörőrszemet is. Szigetiék a 
késő esti órákban tértek haza ée 
az első pillanatban nem is tudták 
megállapítani, hogy milyen káro­
sodás érte őket.Ma délben Szigeti megjelent a
főkapitányságon ésbejelentette, hogy 1 0 0 . 0 0 0  pengő
értékű értéktárgyakat rabol­tak el tőle.A betörők fel feszítették a szekré­

nyeket, a vitrineket, és azokból 
nagyértékű arany-, ezüst-serlege­
ket, tálakat és ékszereket raboltak 
el, amelyek értéke megközelíti a 
1 0 0 . 0 0 0  pengőt.A vakmerő betörés ügyében a 

rendőrség megindította a nyomo­
zást.

M  F e r e n c  k ö r ú t  2 4 ,  s z á m ú  h á z  

ö n g y i l k o s a i  B r a u n  József n é

(A Magyarország tudósítójától.) 
Szombaton délután a Ferenc körút 
24. számú házban az udvarra vetet­
te magát egy elegánsan öltözött 
asszony. Haldokolva szállították a 
iío&ws-kórházba, aliol rövid szen
vedés után meghalt. Kilétét ma 
délig nem tudták megállapítani. 
Vasárnap azonban bejelentették a 
főkapitányságon, hogy Braun Jó
zsef háztulajdonos felesége, szom­
baton idegesen^ elrohant hazulról 
és azóta nem jelentkezett otthon. 
Már az, első feltevés is az volt, 
hogy

a ferencköruti öngyilkos nő 
azonos Braun Józsefnével.Ezt a feltevést a törvényszéki 

bonctani intézetben foganatosított

ma délelőtti szemle is megerősí­
tette. Braun Józsefné hozzátarto
zói elmondották a ' főkapitánysá­
gon, hogy a szerencsétlen asz- 
szonyt súlyos iaegbetegség gyö- 

j törte. A betegséget az idézte elő,
I hogy Braun Józsefnécsaládjában az utóbbi időben 

több tragikus öngyilkosság történt.Több ízben hangoztatta az asz- 
szony, hogy ő is önkezével vet 
véget életének. Ezért állandóan 
yigyztak rá. Szombaton egy óvat
lan pillanatban mégis sikerült el
szöknie hazulról. A Ferenc körút 
24. számú házba ment és itt végre 
is. hajtotta öngyilkossági szándé­
kát.

Meggyilkoltak egy városi tanáosost é s  még öt embert a korzikai megyegyülési választásonPárizs,, október 15.(4  Magyarország külön tudósí­
tójától.) A _ megyegyűlési válasz­
tások a Szajna-departement kivé
telével egész Franciaországban 
tegnap zajlottak le. Mindenütt 
rend volt, csak a Korzika szigetén 
lévő Levieböl jelentenek veres 
összeütközéseket.Albergi városi tanácsost meg
ölték és öt ember súlyosan megsebesült.A tegnapi választásokon a megye- 

gyűlési, tagok felének mandátuma i 
került választásra, összesen 1511. I

Ludendorfí újjászervezi Kína hadseregétLondon, október 15.(A Magyarország külön tudósító­
jától.) A lapok jelentik Nanking- 
ból, hogy Feng-Ju-Siang tábornok, 
aki az új nemzeti kormányban had
ügyminiszter lett.felszólítást intézett Ludemlorff 

tábornokhoz, hogy vállalkozzék 
a kínai hadsereg újjászervezésére és kiképzésére.

Ludendorff tábornok még régei
ben hasonló felhívást kapott Kíná
tól, de nem fogadta el. mert akkor 
még javában tartott a polgár- 
háború és Kína nem volt egységes 
kormány vezetése alatt. Most azt 
válaszolta Ludendorff, hogyhajlandó Nankingba utazniés ott a hivatott tényezőkkel meg­

beszélni a dolgot. (W« H. E.)
á l t a l á n o sLodzbanMég a házmesterek is sztrájkolnak

Megválasztottak69 konzervatív, 363 köztársa
sági, 405 középpárti, 490 radi
kális, 5 3  független szocialista, szocialista és 19 kommu

nista megyegyülési tagot.A jövő vasárnap lesznek ff pót vá­
lasztások. Polncaré miniszterelnök 
aránylag nagyobb küzdelem nélkül 
került be a megyegyűlésbe, meg­
választották továbbá Sarraut bel
ügyminisztert, Louchert. Marin 
kommunista kamarai képviselőt, 
Uoumer szenátusi 'elnököt. A pár
tok számarányai alig változnak az 
új megy egy ülésen. (L. St.)

Varsó, október 15.
(A Magyarország külön tudósí­

tójától.) Lodz városában, amely
nek félmillió lakosa van, általá­
nos a sztrájk, csak a kórházakban 
dolgoznak és a tűzoltóság is fel 
van mentve a sztrájk alól. Ma 

reggel néhány villamos közúti ko
csi kijött a végállomásokról, de a 
sztrájkolok visszatérésre kénysze­
rítették valamennyit.A forgalom teljesen megbénult.A környéki ipartelepeken is be­

szüntették a munkát. A katona
ság előbb megszállotta a távíró- 
és telefónhivatalt, de aztán elvo­
nult. mert a városi hatóság és a 
sztrájkvezetőség között megállapo­
dás létesült; hogy a hivatalos be- 

, szélgeíésekeu kívül a sajtónak és 
más sürgős esetekben is kapcso­
lást ad a személyzet. Még az élel­

miszeres üzletek is zárva vannak. 
Sztrájkolnak a házfelügyelők is, 
mivel pedig szigorú hatósági ren­
delet következtében a lakóknak 
nem szabad kapukulcsot adni, 
mindenki siet haza kapuzárás 
előtt. (J. B.)
Cseh. bányamunkások sztrájkja

Prága, október 15.
(A Magyarország külön tudósító­

jától.) AU a sztrájk a kladno- 
schlami bányakerüiet valamennyi 
bányájában és annyira elmérgese
dett, hogy a sztrájkvezetőség abiz- 
tonsági szolgálatot is korlátozta a 
tárnákban és- már csak a szi
vattyúknál hagyott egészen cse
kély számú személyzetet, nehogy a 
víz elöntse a bányákat. A sztráj­
kolok tüntető körmenetét a rendőr­
ség megakadályozta. (W. N.)

Robbanás a „Kungsholm motorosba!ó próbaútjánHamburg, október 15.
(A Magyarország külön tudósí­

tójától.) A svéd-amerikai hajóstól-- 
saság számára a Bloem u. Véss 
hajógyárban épült 19.500 tonnás 
>Kungsho'm motorosba ó első 
próbaútján szerencsétlenül járt, A 
tartályban a kormány mellett fel,

robbant u kenőolaj,a matrózok közül kettő meg­
halt, kilenc súlyosan megsebe
sült s alig maradt valaki a fedélzeten épen.A súlyosan sebesültek közül kettő 

délután a kórházban meghalt.

Felfordult a z  autóbusz:kát halottBukarest, október 15.Kiscnevböl jelentik, hogy a Cser- 
uovitz-hotini országúton N ő i m -Sü
nit ni község határában súlyos 
autob-usz-szerencsétl euség történt. 
Az autóbusz vezetője egy pocsolyát 
akart kikerülni, a. gép azonban a 
síkos talajon megcsúszott és bele; 
forrlult az árokba, ahol pozdorjává 
tört.

A kocsi tizenhárom utasa közülhármai holtan húztak ki a romok alól.

A többi tíz utas is mind súlyosan 
megsebesült. Közülük négy kör- 
házbaszállítás közben meghalt. Az 
életbenmaradt hat utas élete ag­
gasztó. a sofőr haldoklik.IWWWWWVWWVAVWWWVFelelős szerkesz tő : M A G Y A R  E L E K  

Felelős kiadd: S Ü M E G I  V I L M O SSzerkesztőség: VII. kér., Rákóczi őt 54 
Kiadóhivatal: VII.. Erzsébet korút 18-20KIADJA A MAGYARORSZÁG NAPILAP R.-T.Szerktcztöeég Bicében I., Kohlmarkt T

Az Atbenaeum irodalmi és nyomdai részvényfArsulat nyomása, ( N y o m d a ig a z g a t ó : W ó z u c r  I g n á c . )

í*>28 október 23. 

NÉPSZAVA 

í í

A géptípus, 

amelyen MacDonald óccánrópülésre indult. 

[Angol röpülögépgydrak egészen kistipusu röpülő-

gépeket gyártanak, amelyet „A kisemberek röpülő-

gépe" cimen hoztak forgalomba. A gépen össze-

csukható szárnyal.: vannak és másfélnapi útra. való 

benzinkészletet viliét magával. Ilyen gépen indult el 

MacDonald azzal, hogy átröpüli az Óceánt. Ez a. 

körülmény egészen valószínűvé teszi azt a föltevést, 

hogy ez a vállalkozás vagy őrület, vagy öngyilkos 

szándék müve volt. 

A lodzi sztrájk. 

A Népszava hirl adott arról az óriási méretű sztrájkról, 

amely a lengyelországi Lodz ban kitört. A hatóság itt is 

brutális hatalmi eszközökkel akarja a munkások küzdelmét 

letörni. Képünk Lodz egyik utcáját mutatja bc katonai és 

rendőri készenléttel. 

— Reformok az afgán parlamentben. Ha az

európai civilizáció út törői példaadó alakot

keresnek maguknak ar ra , hogy ki az, aki az

európai reformokat leggyorsabban meg tud j a

valósítani a maga fatornyos Ázsiájában, akkor

levett kalappal á l lhatnak meg Amanullah

király előtt, akinek afganisztáni reformtörek-

véseiről most emlékeznek meg a londoni újsá-

gok. Már i r tunk arról , hogy ez az Európában

j á r t király egyszerre aka r j a lenyeletni az

országabeli törzsekkel a vallási és társadalmi

reformokat . Az ellenszegülőket egyszerűen

agyonlöveti, nehogy tovább molesztálják

reformtörekvéseiben. Az atfgánok aztán vagy a 

a reformokba, vagy a kivégzésekbe pusztulnak

bele.
Ez a bölcs uralkodó legutóbb a hétszáz tag-

ból álló par lament jén nagyon kur tán-furcsán

ha j to t t a végre azt a reformot, amelyet Európá-

ból vitt haza az afganisztáni képviselők

egyenruhába való búj ta tása céljából, össze-

h iva t ta a parlamentet , amelynek tag ja i termé-

szetesen a maguk nemzeti viseletében siettek

a fővárosba: ki bocskorban, ki papucsban, ki

fezben, ki turbánban, ki burnuszban, ki bő

bugyogóban. Akinek szép hosszú szakálla volt,

az nem hagyta otthon a szakállát, hanem

szépen rendhehozta és ugy sietett vele a 

király elé.

De bár otthon maradtak volna szakállastul

együtt! A kirá ly parancsára ugyanis a nem-

zeti viseletben megjelent képviselőket össze-

terelték a palota egyik termébe, ahol a király

kihirdet te előttük, hogy ezután ugy keli öltöz-

ködni, mintha nyugateurópai politikusok vol-

nának és egy-kettőro lehuzatta róluk a nemzeti

viseletet, nadrágba rázat ta őket, f rakkba buj-

t a t t a szegényeket és cilindert nyomatott a 

fejükbe, ha még ugy rázták is tiltakozásuk

jeléül. De a lábukról sem feledkezett meg, bár

a képviselő urak legszívesebben maradtak

volna mezítláb, ha már a bocskort és a papu-

csot lehúzták a lábukról, de a nemzeti jellegtől

megfosztott lábakat is angol, f rancia , amerikai

szabású cipőkbe buj ta t ták , amikben szegény

képviselők nem tudtak járni , mert hiszen

egész életükben bocskort vagy papucsot visel-

tek. A szakálluk is áldozatul esett ő felsége

reformálási szenvedélyének: leberetvál tat ta a 

király a szép szakáilakat, nehogy ú t jában

legyenek Afganisztánban az európai civilizá-

ciónak. A parlamentben is reformot kaptak a 

szegény képviselők: most már nem a földre

teri tet t szőnyegen kell ülniök, hanem az

újonnan készített padsorokban és ez f á j a kép-

viselőknek, mert az ülésnek ezt a f a j t á j á t nem

szokta meg az a testrészük, amelynek leg-

kevesebb része van a törvényhozásban, viszont

legfontosabb szerepe van a par lamenti ülése-

zésben.

Amanullah ő felsége tehát boszorkányos

gyorsasággal átalakí tot ta az a fgán parlamen-

tet, amely külsőleg most már nyugateurópai

parlamentnek látszik. Attól a képviselő úrtól

pedig, aki az átalakító reformok ellen j á r t a t j a

a száját, ugy megvonat ja a szót, hogy

többé sose ny i t j a ki: egyszerűen főbe löveti.

Ö felsége ezen a téren még az európaiakon is

túltesz. Eljöhetne hozzánk házszabályreviziót

csinálni.

— A „L'Humanité" egyik vezetőemberét le-

tartóztatták. Párisból .jelentik, hogy Deyst, a 

„L'Humanité" igazgató já t .az egyik párisi kül-

városban letartóztatták, mivel egy beszédben

a r r a szólította föl az újoncokat, hogy tagad-

ják meg a katonai szolgálatot.

MacDonald angol röpülő, 

aki az Óceán átröpülése céljából el-

indult és eltűnt. 

— A lángok fölperzseltek hat épületet. Az

argent iniai Cordoba város központjában épült

óriási benzinraktárban nagy tüz pusztí tott . '

A lángok a környező épületekre is átcsaptak

és hat épület teljesen leégett. Elpusztult

többek közt egy nyolcemeletes bankpalota is.

Az anyagi kár t 3,000.000 pezetára becsülik.

— A Budapesti Hatósági Munkaközvetítő október

17-iki kimutatása szeriut foglalkozást kaphat: 101

ipari szakmunkás, 6 betanult (gépmunkás) ós gyári

segédmunkás, 11 gyári és egyéb napszámos, 16

szolga, kifutó, kocsis, 5 ügynök, 38 állaudó háztar-

tási alkalmazott, 260 tanonc. Foglalkozást keres: 

1654 ipari szakmunkás. 573 betanult (gépmunkás) és

gyári segédmuukás, 220 gyári és egyéb napszámos,

305 szolga, kifutó, kocsis, 139 magántisztviselő, 146

kereskedelmi alkalmazott, 135 állandó háztartási

alkalmazott, 232 kisegítő háztartási takarítónő,

mosónő, vasalónő, 12 tanonc.

A gyomorfá jás , gyomornyomás, bélsárpan-

gás, nagyfokú erjedés, rossz emésztés, fehér

nyelv, kábultság, fülzúgás, halvány arcszín,

rossz kedv a természetes F E R E N C JŐZSEF-

keserüviz használata által elmúlik. Az orvosi

világ a legnagyobb elismeréssel nyilatkozik a 

magya r F E R E N C JÓZSEF-vízről, mert ha-

tása megbízható és rendkívül enybe. Kapható

gyógyszertárakban, drogériákban és füszer-

üzletekben. 

(X)

— Katasztrofális áradások Franciaország-

ban és Svájcban. A franciaországi felsőalpesi

hegységekben ismét katasztrofális áradások

vannak. A megdagadt hegyi patakok több he-

lyen elsodorták a hidakat és a vasúti vonala-

kat. A Romanelie nevű folyó teljesen elszige-

telte Bonrg-d'Oisans nevű falut . A L y o n -

Genf közötti vasútvonal öt helyen megszakadt.

Egy tehervonat kisiklott, emberéletben azon-

ban nem esett kár. — Svájc nyugati részében

és a savoyai alpokban néhány nap óta úgy-

szólván szakadatlanul esik az eső. A Rhone és

az Arve mentén több falu víz alá került és a.

Genfi-tó mellett fekvő községeket is árvíz-

veszedelem fenyegeti.

— Nagyanya és három unokája bennégtek

egy kigyulladt házban. A Trencséu melletti

levő Felsőmotesice községben a napokban Im-

tnlmas tűzvész pusztított. Az egyik házban.

.Matus Anna 70 éves öregasszony tartózkodott

három unokájával együtt . Az öregasszony a 

padkán szundikált és az unokák, a 4 éves

Paula , a 2 éves I rma és a héthónapos I rén a 

pad alatt játszadoztak, amikor a kályhából

szikra pa t tant ki és meggyúj tot ta a szobában

levő kendert. Az öregasszony hirtelen a r r a

ébredt, hogy a gyerekek szörnyen köhögnek

és a szoba tele van füsttel. Antikor az a j tóhoz

rohant és ki akar ta azt nyitni, már az a j t ó

is égett és a gyönge öregasszony képtelen

volt azt helyéből kimozdítani. Halálos rémü-

letében ő is a kisgyermekek közé kuporodott

az asztal alá. Amikor behatoltak a szobába, a 

gyermekek már a füsttől megfulladtak és a 

nagyanya is olyan súlyos égett sebeket szen-

vedett, hogy rövidesen belehall.

— Egy IS éves fiút halálraítéltek és kivég-

zik. A kal i forniai esküdtszék nemrég tár-

gyalta a 18 éves William Hiekman bűnügyét.

A inult esztendőben történt, hogy Hiekmau

elrabolta egy losangelesi bankár 12 éves leá-

nyát és vál tságdí ja t követelt érte. Amikor a 

vál tságdí ja t megkapta, visszaküldte a leány

megcsonkított holttestét. A bíróság a gyerek-

korban levő banditát halálra Ítélte és mintán

nem kapott kegyelmet, kivégzik.

— Egy M éves gyermek agyonlőtte a paj-

tását, azután a holttestet az árokba dobta.

A Königgrätz mellett levő Doubrovice köz-

ségben Munzár Vladimír í) esztendős fiu 

agyonlőtte édesapja vadászpuskájával játszó-

társát , a 8 esztendős Kunz Ferencet. Amikor

a 9 esztendős gyermek láttív hogy pa j t á sának

melléből bugyog a vér és hogy az nem moz-

dul, fogta a holttestet és azt a falu árkába

hurcolta. A szerencsétlen apa, aki fiát min-

denhol kereste, csak ha rmadnap találta meg a 

holttestet. A csendőrség csak hosszas nyomo-

zás után tudta megállapítani, hogy Kunz Fe-

rencet a pa j t ása lőtte agyon. Munzár Vladimír

apjá t , aki erdész, letartóztatták, mert töltött

fegyverét az asztalon hevertette.

— A mentők intelme a közönséghez. A népjóléti

miniszter rendelete értelmében a lugkövet a közel-

jövőben csak korlátoltan szolgáltatják ki a háztar-

tások részére. A rendelet nyilvánosságrahozatala

következtében a budapesti háztartások legnagyobb-

részt; már most nagymennyiségű lugkökészlctcket 

halmoz föl. A Budapesti Önkéntes Mentőegyesület

vezetősége arra kéri a főváros háziasszonyait, hogy

éppen a lugkő veszedelmes voltára való tekintettel

ne halmozzák föl háztartásaikba ezt — a multban

már sok bajt és szerencsétlenséget okozó háztartási

cikket, mert az előreláthatóan a közeljövőben ismét

csak sorozatos bajt és szerencsétlenséget okozhat. 

Csukaniájolaj helyett élvezetes csemege a 

jóízű, kellemes, poralaku Jenialt. 
(X),
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Erzsi Újvári: The Bell

Proletarian Children at the Margaret Island 
and the Károlyi Garden 
Új Idők [New Times]
30 April 1919
National Széchényi Library

A Performance of Proletarian Children at Tripolisz 
Színházi Élet [Theater Life]
vol. 8, no. 11, 16 March 1919
National Széchényi Library

After 1930, Erzsi Újvári’s short stories about workers’ children 
became increasingly schematic and propagandistic. In her story 
A csengő [The Bell], a group of proletarian children grieve the fall 
of the Hungarian Soviet Republic and symbolically bury the child-
related government measures introduced during the dictatorship of 
the proletariat.
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)] On the vacant plot of Visegrádi Street and Sziget Street leading 
towards the Danube, the local children’s group would meet in the 
evenings. Two boys stood guard by the board fence opening and 
only allowed in those who were members of the school committee  
or the children’s group. 
In one corner of the fence sat the meeting organiser, Béla Boross, 
on a barrel of coconut oil. His eyes burned restlessly, his wax-
white face and shaking hands betraying his sleepless nights at 
home. He kept his hands in his pockets, clutching onto a bell and a 
sheet of paper. 
The children had never been so punctual. By five thirty, the corner 
was full. All stood around the barrel with respect and some sort of 
pleasant trembling, waiting for Boross to say something reassuring. 
Not one of them was thinking of starting on the fellow next to him 
and rolling him around in the soft sands. 
No, today they were quiet. 
Quiet and silent, just like the adults back at home. They didn’t 
hear the dog catcher walking down the street, or the escaped 
canary singing on the next door house’s wall, and the catapults lay 
forgotten in their pockets. 
One of the children standing guard now whispered something to 
his companion, who passed the message on until it reached Béla 
Boross sitting on the barrel. 
Béla Boross looked around once more, then pulled the little bell and 
crumpled sheet of paper form his pocket. Quietly, so that the bell 
wouldn’t make too much noise, he rang it. 
Every child’s eyes turned towards him. 
– Boys, we’ve received a motion to start the meeting. Is everyone 
here? – asked Boross. 
– We’re here! – from several directions. 
– I don’t think we need a chair or a clerk any more – said Boross. 
All remained silent. 
Béla Boross rubbed his hands, his eyes fixed on the ground. 
– Boys, I think all of you know – he began – that the dictatorship 
has fallen and with it our school committee, and the children’s 
group… I’ve called you all here to hand over the minutes of the last 
meeting and the group’s bell… I’ve been keeping it in a bird’s nest… 
so that the detectives couldn’t take it when they took my father 
away… we may need it soon… to show to the adults… to my father 
and your fathers… to all the comrades, to show that we weren’t 
scared, that we persevered…
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Béla Boross was the first speaker and that’s why the words rattled 
off his tongue with some difficulty. He wanted to say something nice 
about sticking together, about the comrade fathers taken prisoner, 
but the sounds got lost in his throat. 
He climbed down from the barrel. 
There was silence for a while, then one of the boys stood next to 
the barrel, fiddled nervously with his coat button, then suddenly 
raised his head and began to speak:
– Fellow children, I came to this meeting to say goodbye to you. 
My father had enough time to escape to Vienna… My mother was 
interned… one of these evenings we’ll sneak [across the border] 
after him too… don’t think I’m a coward. I’m going because I’m taking 
my two little brothers… But we’ll be back soon and I’ll bring the 
group a new trumpet… That’s all I wanted to say. 
A really small boy stood next to the barrel and started speaking 
loudly, as none of the others had dared to do:
– My father was also taken away… but that’s nothing… but today, 
as I arrived at school, the reverend came and the children kissed 
his hand… and I spat behind his back… The lessons started with 
prayers again, just like before… I didn’t pray either… My mum told me 
off for this at home… but I… I still won’t pray. Boys, I suggest we take 
action… I won’t listen to my mum on this… on this, you have to decide 
how we have to behave at school… this is what I’m asking you – and 
with that he stepped away from the barrel. 
Now the eldest of the group stepped up to the barrel. He picked up 
the bell, stroked it, and then put it back in its place, confused. 
– Feri Barna asked – he began speaking faintly – asked how to 
behave in school. This is a very difficult question boys, since you 
also all know that they hate us to death there. So be on guard, I 
also think that you have to stand up during prayer… Act like you are 
praying, but recite some poem among the group… I can’t give any 
other advice… there’s nobody to give advice…
– Right! That’s right! We don’t have to pray – shouted the children. 
– No need to obey, only obey a communist. 
– Right! That’s right!

Another child jumped up to the boy standing next to the barrel. In 
all the noise it was impossible to hear what he asked him. Then he 
jumped on the barrel and started to speak.
– Boys, I’ve written a new list of ten points for the group. I suggest 
we stick to this as strictly as possible. 
– Let’s hear it! Let’s hear it! from all directions. 
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The child standing on the barrel read out loudly from a piece of paper:

1. Stay principled!
2. Don’t pray!
3. Don’t obey anyone except your comrade!
4. Share your money with those who have none!
5. Don’t spare the bourgeois window with your 
catapult!
6. Fight as many ‘yellow’ boys as you can!
7. It is your duty to pee on the door of the 
informers in the house once a day!
8. Fear nothing in the fight against the bourgeois!
9. Whoever becomes a traitor among us should 
not dare to step foot in the street!
10. During the National Anthem, hum the 
Internationale instead!

– Hurrah!! Hurrah!! – shouted the children’s battalion. 
– Accepted! Long live Molnár!
And countless children’s hands were raised to show they agreed 
with the proposal. 
The oldest in the group, who wanted to say something, couldn’t 
get a word in with the children, who were still gesticulating and 
shouting. 
Béla Boross rang the bell. 
All at once, the children fell silent. 
The group elder started talking. 
– Boys, pay attention! I suggest we accept the new ten points, but 
be careful, because the bourgeois will take revenge for these four 
and a half months, maybe they won’t even let us in the school… Hang 
in there boys, my father said, we’ll be back soon… Hang in there!
Meanwhile, he picked up the bell and raised it above his head. 
– And now we have to bury the group’s bell with the minutes. 
The children stood with downcast eyes, some of them started 
whistling to keep from crying. 
– Boys, discipline! Let’s line up! – Ordered the group elder – Béla 
Boross, the group chair will bury the bell and the minutes. 
Béla Boross stepped before the group and took the bell and 
minutes in his hands. 
The whole group saluted. Bross rang the bell softly one last time, 
and then carefully tied it in a handkerchief. 
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One of the boys brought a spade from somewhere and started 
digging in front of the line of children. 
Boross knelt down and when the hole was big enough, he carefully 
placed the small package inside. 
And while Feri Barna and the group elder filled the hole with sand to 
make it level with the ground, the children began to hum, quietly and 
falteringly, the Internationale. 
Bitter tears ran down the children’s burning faces before the filled-
in hole. 
And when they stepped through the fence opening, the whole 
group of little children knew that they had not buried only the bell, 
but everything before them that was beautiful and good. The praise 
from their comrade fathers, the school debates, the free cinema, 
the larger slice of white bread, the pleasures of newly bourgeois 
Margit Island, and everything that the dictatorship of the proletariat 
had opened up for them for four and a half months. 

� Sarló és Kalapács, vol. 3. no. 11, November 1931, 59–60.
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Louis Aragon: Hourra l’Oural [Hurrah Urals]
Paris, Denoël et Steele, 1934

Jef Last: Het Stalen Fundament. Reportage 
over 2500 K.M. Zwerftochten door de Oeral 
[The Steel Foundation. Reportage about 
a 2500 KM Journey Through the Urals]
Amsterdam, Boekengemeenschap der 
Vrienden van de Sowjet-Unie, 1933

The Ural Journey

Jef Last: The Route 
of the International Brigade 
Het Stalen Fundament, 1933

In summer 1932, Sándor Barta made a forty-day tour of the Soviet 
Urals as part of an international writers’ brigade going through 
Magnitogorsk and Yekaterinburg. They visited factories and 
attended meetings with Soviet writers and workers. Among the 
international brigade were Louis Aragon and his wife Elsa Triolet 
from France and Jef Last from the Netherlands. Barta wrote about 
his experiences in the Urals in reports and poems published in 
Sarló és Kalapács. Aragon published the cycle of poems Hourra 
l’Oural [Hurrah Urals] in Paris in 1934. Jef Last covered his Soviet 
Union travels in two books in 1933 Het Stalen Fundament [The Steel 
Foundation], a report novel illustrated with photographs and a cycle 
of poems, Twee werelden [Two Worlds]. 
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Sándor Barta, Jef Last 
and five men with guns 
Ural, 23 August 1932
Kassák Museum

Szovjet gigászok [Soviet Giants]
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 5. no. 1, January 1933 
Petőfi Literary Museum 
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] We were beyond Europe, 

deep into Asia,
where the Kirgiz cower
in their rickety yurts,
hovels made of earth reaching only your shoulders,
and jutting into the sky with sleepy, sunken eyes.

The train dashed,
hours, 
days, 
clickety-clack,
taki-tak, 
taki-tak.
Flat steppes to the right, 
to the left, dry stalks of
puszta
in Hungarian: puszta
in Russian: styep,
yellowish-grey, endless, impassible
motionless styep.

Here a horseman
with a rifle on his shoulder,
– above him circles the hawk –
there a gaping herd of cows,
and over there a thousand
black sheep grazing,
and as far as the eye can see,
inhuman, bleak styep-sea.
This happened in twelve hours,
as the sun rose
then set again. 

Only the train clickety-clacked on,
Tiki-tak.
Tiki-tak.
Tiki-tak.

But in the morning,
like some barge swimming between the clouds, 
the sun emerged
before us anew,
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and in its sway
the train 
– Tiki-tak, tiki-tak, tiki-tak – 
sped
taking us
– around us people already packing –
– taki-tak, taki-tak, taki-tak –
two German engineers in heated argument,
one more hour and the ironworks come,
one more hour, but he’s already sent his breath
and wherever you look
rails running,
coaches rushing,
– tiki-tak, tiki-tak, tiki-tak –
barracks file past, 
hovels hollowed out of the earth march past,
going, 
going
to the horizon,
running, 
hurrying
to Magnitogorsk. 
– Taki-tak, taki-tak, taki-tak –
The train is flying,
and now all at once the track turns 
and there before us stands
on Asia’s sleepy styep-face,
mixed in black soot and fire,
with the glowing pupils of its coke ovens,
in its scruffy, ruffled smoke-hair
with the sun’s bronze buckle, 
Magnitogorsk.
And its blast furnaces draw into helical embrace
the glowing iron and cinder,
like the pregnant mother embracing
the stirring embryo. 

We have arrived. 
Music in the railway station, 
on a narrow platform
stands the shock troops of electrical workers,
in blue work tunics
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and under a heavy velvet flag,
in worn-out leather jackets, their brigadier
never takes his hand
from the flagpole
as he speaks:
– Comrades! The shock workers of Magnitogorsk send their 
revolutionary greetings
to the proletarians of the world! –
– Hurrah! – the Internationale rumbles and roars,
our words swallowed by the song,
while the masses swallow us,
then merging as one
song and masses, 
and the march 
winds onward
along the broad road,
pioneers at the front,
blast furnaces rumbling from afar
and all around them the Cowper stoves
like organ pipes. 

A pale worker in a Russian shirt elbows his way towards me, 
his eyes so deep, so afraid, 
his face stands out from the crowd
– Comrade! – he says in Hungarian
– Have you read today’s Pravda? –
All over my face it is written that I have not. 
His hands are shaking, my hands are shaking. 
We open the newspaper
both of us. 
He points, 
dead pale, choking up and says:
– Comrade, read this!
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

That evening
we sit together,
hunched over,
wounded together. 
He mixes in words from Russian:
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– In nineteen, 
in Budapest,
we came from the Gólyavár, protesting together with the social 
democrats,
against the rightists,
the march split in two at the corner of Rákóczi Road,
the social democrats stuck with People’s Word.
We stuck with Red News,
not many of us: two thousand. 
I stop and watch, how they march with guns over their shoulders
five thousand, ten thousand, twenty thousand, workers, soldiers to 
Conti Street. 
I shook with rage. I set about one, grabbed him and shouted:
– You blind prole!
Where are you going?
And then Sallai comes along
takes my arm:
– Comrade, stand in line:
Perseverance,
Discipline,
Calm.
The revolution is not yet over, it’s only just begun!
Outside night was falling
in front of the barrier
flickering in the large glass windows of the electric light factory
and the soft, monotonous hum of the blast furnaces. 

Did you know, Comrade, what his last words were?
Standing there under the gallows, he spat out:
“My comrades will avenge me!” –

In Magnitogorsk they just stabbed the 
heart of the young worker and of
the blast furnace
bearing the name Molotov.
Pouring their blood incandescent
into cement-veins
and from on high the iron gushes forth, throwing out sparks
into enormous crucibles.
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Hungary also had casting. 
The blast furnace heart of the KMP was punctured,
iron gushed out bleeding,
turning into 
unbreakable
steel 
in the hands of the Party and the hundreds of thousands.

The country saw it, 
all the workers’ districts, 
the village saw it, 
the earth shook,
so that there was only casting,
bloody, incandescent casting
merely
so that the blast furnace stands,
it roared, 
it is aflame, 
glowing
onwards!

� Sarló és Kalapács, vol. 4. nos. 10–11, October 1932, 26–28.
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Tuberculosis

Menyhért Szántó 
A népbetegségekről. Tüdővész 
[On Common Diseases. Tuberculosis]
Budapest, Társadalmi Múzeum 
[Social Museum], 1919
Kassák Museum 

In 1930, documenting the industrial accomplishments of the Soviet 
Union became the central theme in the programme of the Russian 
Association of Proletarian Writers (RAPP). Barta subsequently made 
several series of reports on Soviet economic successes. On a 
train during his tour of the Urals, he met a doctor who worked in 
Perm and asked her about the treatment of tubercular children. 
It was a question important to Barta, because he had suffered 
from tuberculosis since his childhood, and in his 1933 report he 
describes the medical treatment of the soviet children as a clear 
success. Perm (later Molotov) lies in the eastern region of the Urals, 
about 1100 kilometres from Moscow. Mass BCG vaccinations started 
in the town in 1939 but the first vaccines arrived months late. Perm 
had not sent the payment in time to the Sverdlovsk laboratory that 
produced them and the laboratory did not know the address of the 
maternity homes in Perm. In summer 1940, the Sverdlovsk laboratory 
was closed for renovation and the supply of BCG vaccinations was 
held up again. At that time, new consignments were ordered directly 
from Moscow. The intervention from Moscow resulted in a higher 
rate of vaccinations but the local production and supply problems 
persisted, as manifested in the vaccination campaign in large cities. 
(Bernstein – Burton – Healey 2010.)
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Figyelmeztetés! [Warning!]
Munkaügyi és Népjóléti Népbiztosság 
[People’s Commissariat for Labour and Social Welfare], 1919
National Széchényi Library
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We’d hardly slept a few hours when the door opened again. A frail, 
bespectacled woman aged around thirty entered with a swaddled 
baby in her arms. Behind her was a short man wearing breeches 
bringing with him a suitcase and a wicker basket containing milk 
bottles wrapped in rags and children’s belongings. He deposited the 
luggage, exchanged a few quiet words with the woman, then left. She 
notices that I’m upstairs and quietly apologises for disturbing us. 
I can’t sleep any more anyway, so we start talking. 
I learn that she’s a health worker, a school doctor in Perm. She had 
four months’ maternity leave and one month ordinary leave. Her 
husband – who brought the luggage into the carriage – and who 
was travelling in another car because they hadn’t managed to get a 
seat together – is an agronomist on a Soviet farm. She has two jobs 
and earns three hundred and seventy-five roubles, her husband 
earns two hundred and fifty, and her father receives a pension of 
seventy-two roubles. They have a two-room flat for which they pay 
eight roubles a month. She tells me that supplies were low in spring, 
but now that the kolkhoz markets have opened, the situation has 
improved. They regularly receive bread, sugar and everything else 
on the ration card. They receive sixteen kilos of flour per person 
per month. 
We talk about the schools. 
– Are the children healthy?
– Many of the children are prone to tuberculosis but unfortunately 
we couldn’t manage to send them to a sanatorium. 
– How many of the children are tuberculosis-prone?
– In one school with nine hundred children, the vaccine produced 
a reaction in forty. Mostly among the children born in (the civil war 
years) nineteen twenty and twenty-one. 
– That’s exactly four and a half percent, and do you think that’s a 
lot? In our country it’s at least twice as much, if not three times. 
– But we think it’s too high. We sent twenty-three of them to the 
sanatorium, and from the autumn, all forty will be attending schools 
in the forest. 
– What kind of treatment do the sick children receive at school?
– Mostly better nutrition. As well as a proper hot breakfast, which 
every child receives, they can also have lunch for seventeen 
kopecks. If their parents earn less, it’s free. 
– Does it happen that children are not allowed to attend school 
because of a lack of shoes or clothes?S
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– That can’t happen here. Rather, an adult might not have shoes, 
but it can’t happen that a child misses school because they don’t 
have shoes. A special commission deals with making sure that 
children have clothes, in particular shoes and galoshes. 
– How do you explain the fact that we still see, even if only 
occasionally, bezprizornij (vagrant) children in the cities and on the 
railways?
– As soon as spring comes, some of them run away [from school] 
despite the most careful supervision. Believe me, the explanation for 
this is mostly psychological. Ninety percent of those who end up in 
factory schools are saved. It is only work, and exclusively work, that 
can save them. And here there is work for everyone. 
– What does the population think about the war?
– Nobody wants war. You will understand that in a country where 
construction is taking place everywhere, nobody is thinking of 
starting a war. I was born in Perm. This quiet town is no longer 
recognisable. Everything has been torn up, everything has changed. 
Everything is half-finished. Have you ever seen a farmer in a half-
built house think about smashing his neighbour’s windows in, thus 
bringing the entire village down on himself?
– No, I truly haven’t seen anything like that. But does the population 
know that war is in the making against the Soviet Union?
– The men and the working women know, but unfortunately in the 
villages there are still women who don’t read the newspapers or 
attend meetings, and thus they are unaware of the threat of war. 
– In your opinion, what will the population’s attitude be if the Soviet 
Union is attacked?
– Allow me to return to my earlier analogy. We will defend ourselves 
with the same ultimate determination as the farmer building a house 
who is robbed by bandits during its construction. 
We arrive in Perm. It’s already growing light. A wide river lies before 
us, the Kama. Large warehouses line the shore, and there are 
barges on the water. The female doctor alights with the help of her 
husband, and I alight too. The train wagons are cleaned with liquid 
disinfectant. I go into the dining hall. There is milk, eggs, salad and 
black bread on the counter. All the tables are occupied. Female 
servers in white aprons bring out the soup. At one table, thirty 
school children are eating. Seated with them is a blonde leader in  
a leather coat. They all eat lunch. I learn that they have been on  
a six-day excursion to Moscow. They are formerly homeless 
children from the "children's city", where five hundred children live. 
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They were hand-chosen by the children themselves. They are the 
best students and the best social workers. The distance between 
Perm and Moscow – I was told, although I cannot check this any 
time soon – is around one and a half thousand kilometres. 
I go out to the platform, where I find a sign offering work 
opportunities in Yaroslavl. All along the platform, inside the waiting 
halls, entire peasant families are sitting with sacks and parcels. 
They are also eating too. I look at what they’re eating. 
In an earthen brown cloak, with their feet wrapped in rags, an entire 
family is sitting in matted moccasins around a tin plate, eating pickled 
cabbage with wooden spoons and black bread to go with it. Next to 
them, a ten-year-old child is lying on a stuffed sack eating a thick 
slice of black bread with wild strawberries. Outside on the platform, 
a young man who looks like a worker is sitting on a wooden crate 
eating generously buttered bread. Next to him are three young men 
who look like peasants, wrapped in rags with wide saws on their 
backs, eating hard-boiled eggs, black bread and green onions. Most 
people are eating black bread with tea, the children are eating 
black bread with fruit. I saw meat or bacon on the bread only twice. 
I ask one group where they’re travelling to. 
– For work – they reply. To Magnitogorsk. 
I hear the same answer from the other group. They’re going to 
work, to Tagil.  

� Sarló és Kalapács, vol. 5. no. 1, January 1933, 29–30. 
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“The Mutter” in Moscow

Erzsébet Istenes 
with Tobias the pigeon, 1930s 
Kassák Museum 

Lajos Kassák’s mother, Erzsébet Istenes moved to Moscow in 1935 
to stay with her daughters – Mária, Teréz, and Erzsébet – and spent 
two years there. She mainly lived in the flat of Sándor Barta and 
Erzsi Újvári but her letters to Kassák reveal she was racked by 
homesickness and doubts. In 1936/1937, Kassák published fictive 
letters to his mother in Budapest journals Nyugat [West] and Pesti 
Napló [Pest Diary], from which he compiled a highly successful book 
Anyám címére [To my Mother’s Address]. 
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Letter of Erzsébet Istenes to Lajos Kassák 
6 July 1935 
Kassák Museum

“My dear children, 
Luckily we arrived without any problems so far 
everything is fine and we have everything and 
much of what they say is not true...”

“It’s no use, however much I want to, I cannot stay. It’s awful to 
be among strangers. I get on best with Terus, but she has a lot 
of difficulties with her husband [Béla Uitz]. I can’t say that Sándor 
[Barta] is nice to me, but he’s also happy to have escaped home. 
Bözse [Erzsi Újvári] is not anxious, but completely mad. Over at 
Mariska’s there are lots of arguments because of the children. 
I don’t know what I should do!”

� Letter of Erzsébet Istenes to Lajos Kassák 
� November 1935
� Kassák Museum
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Letter of Erzsébet Istenes to Lajos Kassák 
November 1935
Kassák Museum

“My dear Mutterka in your last letter you were certainly not in the 
best of spirits. I find it hard to understand how difficult it is for you 
to get used to it there. After all, it’s a long time since you left, and 
you could have got used to the place and to your children again. It 
seems that the differences in how you feel and think are so great 
as to be eternally unbridgeable. It is astounding how a mother and 
her daughter can be so different from one another. She writes that 
she’d like to come home. Mutterka, please do as you see fit. […] But 
I should say that if she decides that she wants to come to us, we 
shall be most happy to welcome her. […] You may remember that I did 
not encourage you to leave, I suspected that everything would not 
be as sweet and blissful as your daughters so callously promised, 
and I cannot now encourage you to return because I do not know if 
you would find the peace here for which you yearn.”

� Letter of Lajos Kassák to Erzsébet Istenes, 18 July 1936  
� Kassák Museum 
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Letter of Erzsébet Istenes 
to Lajos Kassák 
16 December 1935
Kassák Museum

“My dear son, 
If possible send me a photo of yourselves so at least I can see you 
in a photo. Böske [Erzsébet Újvári] has a sweet little son and I told 
him about the pigeon how clever he is and he asked me to write to 
you about the pigeon and how he plays. If you write a few wicked 
things about the pigeon, let the little child be happy.”
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“You ask after Tobias. My dear Mutterka, Tobias is just a dove from 
England, which is why our relationship is much more harmonious 
than with people in general. He doesn’t bother us, and we don’t 
bother him. He likes to hang around near us, and sometimes he’s 
so exuberant that one might mistake his chirping for a burst of 
laughter, at other times he jumps up and down in front of us to 
make us laugh, and then we are truly grateful for his attempts to 
please us. We feed him broken up corn, white millet, canary seeds 
and rapeseed, which he nips at from our palms while he displays 
his ochre yellow, terracotta brown and silver grey tail feathers, 
and the down on the top of his head sticks up as if he had a crest, 
while he twists his neck slightly to one side, as if he were winking at 
us mischievously with one of his eyes, either the yellow one or the 
brown one. I don’t know if you remember that his eyes are different 
colours. The right eye is light yellow, its lens a black spot in the 
middle, while the left one is dark brown, like a strange metal button, 
and only when it looks toward the sun does it flash with some 
iridescent light, as if a fire were burning at the bottom.”

� Lajos Kassák: Anyám címére [To my Mother’s Address]
� Third Letter (Excerpt)

“My dear Mutterka, until Jolán [Simon] can visit you in person, don’t 
neglect our correspondence. We don’t want to be completely 
separated from you in this life. […] The Haars have enlarged one of 
their photographs of you, and it is now framed in my room next to 
my picture. We’ve arranged the room so that I see your photograph 
first thing when I wake up in the morning, and when I go to bed at 
night, it is the same picture I see before I go to sleep. We’ll have a 
photograph taken of ourselves and then send you a picture.”

� Letter of Lajos Kassák to Erzsébet Istenes, 1936
� Kassák Museum 
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Sándor Barta’s Autobiographies

Hungarian translation of Sándor Barta’s German autobiography 
1935
Kassák Museum
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I was born in 1897 to a small working class family in Budapest. I was 
an apprentice at the same time as being a student, but could not and 
did not want to finish my studies. I did not want to be a lawyer, least 
of all for the state, against which I had been fighting since childhood. 

I began my literary activities in 1916 for the radical 
left-wing journal Ma, which was a meeting point for intellectuals 
fighting against the imperialist war. My poems were published under 
the title Red Flag (1918); later I started writing prose as well. To 
this date, I have written 11 books, which have appeared in various 
languages (some in Russian: A Wonderful Story, 1927; Panic in the 
City, 1918; Misha, 1929; 350,000, 1931; The Right to Asylum, 1932). I am 
now working on a novel on the Hungarian economic crisis, and am 
organising the valuable material I have collected during my one-and-
a-half month trip to the Urals. On this I intend to write three volumes:

1. A series of reports
2. A major epic work
3. And a series of short stories. 
This trip, more than anything else, has brought me 

closer to an understanding of Soviet reality. From the point of view 
of my artistic development, it was not fruitless. 

I first came into contact with the workers’ 
movement in 1912, when I was arrested and beaten by the police on 
‘red Thursday.’ In 1919 I was actively involved in the red dictatorship 
in Hungary and had to emigrate after its defeat. I now live my life in 
exile abroad. I have published two journals. In recent years I have 
been living in the Soviet Union. I have been a member of the Party 
since 1924. 
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Hungarian translation of Sándor Barta’s Russian autobiography
1938
Kassák Museum
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journal Ma. From 1919 onwards I have been a professional writer. I 
have written twelve books and over 10 plays (all of them published 
or staged), and have edited four major literary journals in Hungary 
and in exile. In addition to the books and the plays, I have written 
dozens of short stories, novellas, poems, reviews, reports etc. 
for various journals, literary almanacs and collections. I have 
translated many works. 

Some of my works have been translated into 
many languages. […] Short stories etc. into Swedish, Czech, 
Ukrainian, Hebrew, and of course Hungarian too. Some of these 
were published in Hungary, others elsewhere where there is a 
revolutionary Hungarian-language press. 

I am currently working on a novel depicting 
the socialist revolutionary period, the first volume of which is 
contracted to IHL. 

In addition to the aforementioned works I have 
also undertaken many literary translations of works by Walt Whitman, 
Upton Sinclair, Demyan Bedny, Mayakovsky, Gogol, Tolstoy, and many 
revolutionary German poets. 

I have been a member of the Communist Party 
since 1924. I have taken part as far as possible in revolutionary 
literary life in the Soviet Union and abroad. Just as I used to do. 
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Sándor Barta and Új Hang

Új Hang
vol. 1. no. 1, January 1938 
Petőfi Literary Museum

In the late 1930s, immediately after György Lukács took the position 
in the Expressionism debate that Expressionist abstraction and 
the avant-garde were incompatible with the goals of proletarian 
literature, Barta resumed writing in the Expressionist style. The 
short story Gerdő-ország [Gerdő Country] is a parable of the 
oppression and revolt of the proletariat, which in contrast to 
the folk-like, messianic tenor of Barta’s early avant-garde tales, 
retells the mythical story of the organisation and resistance of the 
workers in a style reminiscent of Tolstoy’s and Aesop’s fables.
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Andor Gábor: Pesti kirakat [Pest showcase] 
and Sándor Barta: Gerdő-ország [Gerdő Country]
Új Hang 
vol. 1. no. 1, January 1938 
Petőfi Literary Museum
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The Great Purge

Fokozzuk az éberséget! 
[Increase our vigilance!]
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 8. no. 18, 15 September 1936
Petőfi Literary Museum

In 1936, to consolidate his power, Stalin started off the Great Purge 
in the Soviet Union. The official reason for the politically-motivated 
imprisonments and executions was to rid the country of spies and 
saboteurs but most of them were based on trumped-up charges. 
The first major show trial took place in Moscow in August 1936. 
In the “Trial of the Sixteen”, Stalin dealt with many of his political 
rivals. The execution of two ideologues among the leaders accused 
of Trotskyist counter-revolutionary organisation and acts of 
terrorism, Grigory Zinoviev and Lev Kamenev provoked a vehement 
international reaction. The show trials continued with those of 
the “Seventeens” (Piatakov and Radek) and the “Twenty-Ones” 
(Bukharin). Stalin was helped by the Soviet Chief Prosecutor Andrej 
Vishinsky, who argued that the accused did not warrant assumption 
of innocence and all that was needed for a judgement was their 
confession. The presentation of material evidence could be waived.

Sarló és Kalapács repeated the official Party line, 
but in his analysis in Népszava, Lajos Kassák took a critical tone 
towards the executions: “The troubles that have suddenly emerged 
and become visible do not have their roots in the dark souls of the 
‘rabid dogs’ Radek, Zinoviev, and company but in the degraded system 
that denies and sacrifices its future for its present position of 
power.” (Arccal Moszkva felé [All Eyes on Moscow], 2 February 1937). 
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A nép ellenségei [Enemy of the People]
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 9. nos. 4–5, 1 March 1937
Petőfi Literary Museum
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Politikai gyilkosok társasága [Society of Political Assassins]
Sarló és Kalapács 
vol. 8. no. 18, 15 September 1936
Petőfi Literary Museum
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The Life of Zsuzsa Barta

Zsuzsa Barta was born in late 1923 in Vienna. She moved to Moscow 
with her parents and finished secondary school in 1941. After the 
death of their parents, Zsuzsa and her brother György were taken 
care of by the sisters of their mother also living in Moscow. During 
the Second World War in 1941, they were evacuated to Chistopol. 
Zsuzsa became a nurse and served on the front line on a military 
hospital ship. After the war, she moved to Moscow and graduated 
as an actress. During a short period, she worked in the Theater 
of the Red Army. In 1948, she moved to Budapest with her brother 
and worked in the Madách Theater as art director. In Moscow, she 
married a soldier (Nikolai), whom she had to leave when they moved 
to Budapest. Later she married the journalist László L. Szabó. 
From 1951 on, she worked in the Hungarian National Theater as a 
director. In 1955, she graduated in Moscow as a theater director as 
well. After the 1956 Hungarian Revolution, she worked with smaller 
companies and theaters as a director. During her retirement she 
researched the legacy of her parents in Budapest, Vienna, and 
Moscow. She actively participated in publishing her parents works 
in Hungarian. She died in 1992.  

Zsuzsa Barta’s 
graduation photo 
Moscow, 1941
Kassák Museum 
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Zsuzsa Barta among actor students 
Moscow, 1940s
Kassák Museum 

Zsuzsa Barta at a university play 
Moscow, 1940s
Kassák Museum 
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Zsuzsa Barta recites a poem 
Moscow, 1940s
Kassák Museum 
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Portrait of Zsuzsa Barta 
Moscow, 1940s
Kassák Museum 

Portrait of Zsuzsa Barta
Moscow, 1940s
Kassák Museum 
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Zsuzsa Barta with her second 
husband, László L. Szabó 
Budapest, early 1950s
Kassák Museum 

Zsuzsa Barta with her first husband, Nikolai
Moscow, 1940s
Kassák Museum 
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Zsuzsa Barta at the May Day parade 
Budapest, 1950
Kassák Museum 
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György Barta was born in Moscow (Sokolniki) on 3 September 1930. 
After losing his parents, he was placed in several orphanages 
during the Second World War. After the war, he moved to Moscow 
with his sister, Zsuzsa Barta. He graduated from secondary school 
in Moscow in 1948. They moved to Budapest in 1948 and by 1952, 
György Barta graduated as an architect. He spent a year in (North) 
Korea in 1954–1955 as a member of an international architect group. 
He worked in Hungarian industrial companies as an architect 
(Uránterv, Oljaterv, Szövterv). He died in 1993. 

The Life of György Barta
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György Barta at the Dubki orphanage
Page spread from György Barta's photo 
album, 1947
Kassák Museum 
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Rehabilitation of Sándor Barta

Sándor Barta: Aranyásók [Gold Diggers]
Postscript: Sarolta Lányi 
Illustrations: Miklós Rogán 
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Könyvkiadó, 1957
Collection of the Braun-Barta Family

Inauguration of the memorial plaque  
of Sándor Barta
Budapest, 7 October 1977
Kassák Museum 

Sándor Barta, sentenced to death on trumped-up charges during 
the Stalinist terror, was politically rehabilitated in 1957 at the 
request of his daughter Zsuzsa Barta. His novel based on childhood 
experiences, Aranyásók [Gold Diggers], written in the 1930s, was 
also published that year. Zsuzsa and György Barta had brought the 
manuscript with them from the Soviet Union to Hungary after 1945, 
together with other manuscripts and books by Barta and Újvári. Part 
of that collection came into the Petőfi Literary Museum in the 1970s.
	 On 7 October 1977, on the 80th anniversary of Barta’s 
birth, a memorial plaque was placed on the front wall of his former 
Budapest home at number 22 Tanács (now Károly) Boulevard. At 
the unveiling ceremony, the writer Aladár Tamás gave a speech and 
representatives of the Ministry of Culture, the Hungarian Writers’ 
Association, the Arts Fund of the Hungarian People’s Republic, 
the 5th District Council and the Petőfi Literary Museum were in 
attendance. In 1987, Zsuzsa Barta planned a memorial exhibition 
of her father’s work in the Young Artists’ Club but it did not 
materialise.
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Zsuzsa Barta 
Poster design for the Sándor Barta memorial exhibition 
Collage
1987
Kassák Museum 
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The Books of Erzsi Újvári and 
Sándor Barta after 1957

Sándor Barta: Ki vagy? [Who are You?]
Selected poems 
Introduction: Gyula Illyés 
Selected by: Erik Vászoly
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Könyvkiadó, 1962
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: Pánik a városban 
[Panic in the City]
Selected short stories and prose
Selected and introduced by: 
Mrs. Lajos Varga 
Cover design: Réber László
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Könyvkiadó, 1959
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: Aranyásók [Gold Diggers]
Novel, 2nd edition
Postscript: Sarolta Lányi 
Budapest, Kossuth Kiadó, 1977
Petőfi Literary Museum 

After the publication of Aranyásók [Gold Diggers] in 1957, selections 
from Sándor Barta’s written legacy were published in several books. 
Among them were the Hungarian versions of his writings originally 
published in Russian or German. The collections of his short stories 
and poems ran to two editions but the greater part of his written 
legacy remains unpublished. The first and so far the only anthology 
of Erzsi Újvári’s poetry was published thanks to the efforts of 
Zsuzsa Barta, with an essay by György Kálmán C.



Sándor Barta: Pánik a városban [Panic in the City]
Selected short stories and prose, 2nd edition
Selected and introduced by: Katalin Varga 
Cover design: János Zörgő 
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Könyvkiadó, 1972 
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: A kilyukasztott szavazólap [The Pierced Ballot Paper]
Short stories
Selected and edited by: Katalin Varga 
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Könyvkiadó, 1981
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Erzsi Újvári: Csikorognak a kövek [The Stones are Creaking]
Selected and introduced by: György Kálmán C.
Cover design: Marianne Kiss 
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Könyvkiadó, 1986
Petőfi Literary Museum 

Sándor Barta: Ki vagy? [Who are You?]
Selected poems, 2nd edition
Introduction: Gyula Illyés 
Selected by: Erik Vászoly
Cover design: Ilona Dobrovits
Budapest, Szépirodalmi Kiadó, 1987
Petőfi Literary Museum 
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