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EDITOR  
     According to wisdom, ñeverything changes ï nothing remains, without change.ò  Like so 

many decades over the past century, new happenings in the last ten years have significantly  

affected our lives, as our ability to communicate keeps expanding in leaps and bounds.  Next 

year will be the 10th anniversary of the New Hungarian Voice ï our publication which has 

evolved from a simple protest against the local Hungarian Hallôs injustice and censorship to an 

international Hungarian cultural resource. 

     Not long after the printing of the first hard-copies of the NHV, we developed our website, 

which attracts hundreds of new visitors each month.  Our subscribersô mailing list continues to 

grow, and the New Hungarian Voice is available at libraries here and in Hungary. 

     A couple of years ago, when internet social networking was still rather new, I accepted a 

Facebook ñfriend request.ò  Although it was easy to recognize its potential even then, the     

experience was somewhat disappointing ï I quickly discovered that a lot of my acquaintances 

were far less interesting than I had thought - Facebook seemed little more than a kind of creepy 

catalogue of unapologetic alcoholism. 

     Recently, however, I re-opened my Facebook account under Mazsolaôs name, in order to 

promote the NHV and other Hungarian projects - I have noticed that a lot more interesting 

pages and groups have taken virtual root.  It has been a fascinating experience ï in a few months 

Mazsola has ñmade friendsò with well over a thousand souls, and half of them have joined our 

New Hungarian Voice page.  People from all age groups and locations have shown a great deal 

of interest. 

     Things like Facebook are still in their infancy, and user discretion is advised. We were    

immediately berated by a local 1956er who was offended that we publish the New Hungarian 

Voice in English, chastising us with the old ñHungarian things should be published in Hungar-

ianò spiel.  Vancouverôs local Hungarian Hallôs group, A Vancouveri Magyarok (Hungarians of 

Vancouver) have quite clearly ignored us after our half a dozen attempts to join them in solidar-

ity and friendship.  Interestingly, one of their group discussions is a 4,000 word debate (in   

Hungarian) about why so few people are coming to their dances ï most of the posters argue the 

merits of hip-hop or disco, yet none of them touch on the obvious: the chances of success for a 

social event held in a dowdy cultural centre with a ñHungarian onlyò attitude are pretty slim. 

     There are other reasons to tread carefully ï groups that range from the offensive to the     

idiotic: Sexy Hungarian Sluts or The Saucy Zsa Zsa Gabor Appreciation Society wonôt have 

much to offer anyone seeking cultural enlightenment.  Great pages are rapidly increasing in 

numbers, however, and I believe that social network sites will be great resources in the future.  

Already there are some excellent English language Hungarian groups on Facebook: the Western        

Canadian Hungarian Folk Festival, Canada-Hungary Educational Foundation, Magyars World-

wide, Hungarian People Abroad (who unabashedly stole the image of the NHV Caf® Press       

ñI Love Pºrkºltò truckerôs hat to use as their logo, which is OK by me), and many more. 

     Since the publication of the first issue of the New Hungarian Voice we have printed and  

distributed tens of thousands of copies.  Today, a previously unimaginable number of people are 

accessing our work electronically, and I am absolutely thrilled about it. Just as the old          

fashioned meeting-hall that served our parentsô generation so well is nearing the end of its    

usefulness, and paper media is becoming a subsidiary to so many others, we can look forward to 

limitless future possibilities. 

A NOTE FROM THE  

 

ñ...our publicationé has 

evolved from a simple protest against 

the local Hungarian Hallôs injustice 

and censorship to an international 

Hungarian cultural resource.ò 

P.Cz. 
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     Our own New Hungarian Voice Editor Peter Czink was recently awarded the 

Gold Medal of the Hungarian Ministry of Defenceôs Military History Institute and 

Museum.  The medal was awarded ñIn appreciation of Czinkôs significant activity 

as President of the International Hungarian Military History Preservation Society 

(IHMHPS),ò and for ñthe most generous donations he has made to and arranged 

for the Institute and Museum.ò 

     For more than a decade, Czink has worked tirelessly for the interests of the   

Hungarian community and culture, and, according to Lieutenant General Dr. J·zsef 

Holl·, the Director General of the Hungarian Heritage Prize-winning institution, his 

ñvoluntary work for the preservation of Hungarian military traditions and their 

promotion through the publication of the newsletter Magyar Front in the English 

language, are held in high esteem.ò 

     In Czinkôs own words: ñThrough the IHMHPS, I have gathered together a great 

many international experts and enthusiasts in the field of Hungarian military     

history, and working in cooperation with the staff of the Military History Institute 

and Museum ï the ultimate authorities on the subject, I feel that I have truly been 

able to take a significant part in this aspect of Hungarian historical conservation.ò 

     About his colleagues: ñThe men and women of the museum and the IHMHPS 

represent everything I hold dear ï intelligence, enlightenment, loyalty and bravery 

ï and I am very proud to say that among them are the most qualified and tolerant 

pacifists I have ever had the honour to meet.ò 

     Peter Czink has immersed himself in the rich marshal history of his homeland 

and uses the knowledge he gathers to educate and inspire, examining a tumultuous 

past in order to take part in lighting the way to a brighter tomorrow. 

NHV EDITOR 
AWARDED  

GOLD MEDAL  
by Lorraine Weideman 

NHV Editor Peter Czink  
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ñStrike up Ziguener, drive our sorrows away - Play, gypsy, play till night has turned into day, 

Who knows how long this sad old world will survive - And at least we are still alive.ò* 

THE GYPSY PRINCESS  
by Jack Keir 
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     These rather poignant lines were first heard at the Johann 

Strauss Theatre in Vienna on 17 November 1915.  And in a 

way, the lines and the music which accompanied them did just 

that for a wartime audience, if only for a couple of hours.  If 

ever a piece of music could drive sorrows away it is 

Cs§rd§skir§lynŖ, or Die Csárdásfürstin - most commonly in 

English known as The Gypsy Princess.  This wonderful piece is 

the work of Imre Kálmán who, of course, was Hungarian.  The 

libretto is by Leo Stein and Béla Jenbach. 

     Kálmán was born in 1882 in Siófok, Hungary.  His family 

moved to Budapest some years later, where the young Kálmán 

studied music under the same tutor as Bartók and Kodály -  

Professor Koessler.  Kálmán turned to composition when it be-

came apparent his ambition to be a concert pianist could never 

be fulfilled due to a muscular complaint.  In 1907, he won the 

Franz Josef Prize of the City of Budapest, and later that year 

scored his first major commercial success with his operetta  

Autumn Manoeuvres. 

     At the time Vienna had an almost unquenchable appetite for 

operetta.  Just two years before, Franz Léhar, another Hungar-

ian, had caused a storm with his Merry Widow, probably his 

best known and most popular work.  Kálmán was drawn from 

his native land to the more affluent and sophisticated other  

capital of the empire to satisfy that  hunger, and did so with 

considerable success. 

     Although he had gone to live and work in Vienna, Kálmán 

never forgot his Hungarian roots.  They were strong and deep 

and would influence his work throughout his life. While      

Hungarian and faux gypsy themes were common in Viennese 

operetta, they were often simplistically portrayed.  Kálmán was  

different - he truly understood Hungarian themes, rhythms and 

forms.  One would not have expected less from someone with 

his academic provenance. Without losing any of the authentic 

thrills that Hungarian music, almost uniquely, in my completely 

unbiased opinion, possesses, Kálmán blended them with         

the elegance that the Viennese stage demanded.  One hears in 

his music a true yet cosmopolitan Hungary.  And it is glorious, 

toe tapping, head bobbing and whistle-as-you-leave-theïtheatre 

stuff. 

     Operetta is commonly accepted to have begun in Paris    

during the Second Empire.  The genre was adopted in the 

Austro-Hungarian Empire by Johann Strauss, who composed 

some 16 of them.  Germany also became gripped, and in Great 

Britain, Gilbert and Sullivan produced a stream of comic operas 

which are all but in name, operettas.  Operetta differs from  

opera in a number of ways.  The subject matter is lighter, as is 

the music, the arias and choruses are separated by dialogue and 

often quite biting satire is engaged.  They are fun, frivolous, 

faster paced and frothy ï no carnage, nothing truly heart rend-

ing, and never a Norse god in sight. 

     But back to Cs§rd§skir§lynŖ.  Sylva Varescu is the star turn 

at the Orpheum Cabaret Theatre in Budapest.  She is much  

admired and has secured a tour of America.  Act one begins 

with her farewell performance.  Prince Edwin von und zu    

Lippert-Weylersheim is in love and wants to marry her.  Edwin 

does not want Sylva to leave, and begs her not to. He           

declares his love for her.  Edwinôs father wants him to marry 

cousin Stasi and have nothing to do with a common showgirl, 

and has announced the engagement to Stasi in print,             

unbeknownst to Edwin.  Father has also secured an appointment 

for his son with his regiment in Vienna.  A fellow officer and 

relative turns up to take Edwin back.  Edwin makes a legal  

declaration to make Sylva his wife within eight weeks, and 

leaves for Vienna after Sylva says she will wait, but on hearing 

of the engagement proceeds with the tour.  Act one concludes 

with much confusion.  

     Act two is set in the palace of the Lippert-Weylersheimôs in 

Vienna, around eight weeks later.  Father and mother are  

throwing a party and Edwin and Stasi attend, still unaware of 

the  presumptuous announcement of their engagement.  Sylva 

and her aristocratic manager, Count Bonifazius Kancsianu 

(known as Boni), show up pretending to be married.  Edwin 

rounds on Boni for his treachery.  Trying to defuse the situation, 

Stasi takes Boni off for a dance, leaving Edwin and Sylva alone.  

Sylva tells him she has come to see the woman to whom Edwin 

had been engaged all along.  It is clear they still have the    

deepest feelings for one another - Stasi and Boni are drawn  

together, and Edwin and Sylva rekindle the flame and are found 

in an embrace by Boni. However, Sylva leaves, believing she 

would not be accepted into the Lippert-Weylersheimôs world 

even if she was a divorced Countess Kancsianu (still not having 

let on that she is not actually married to Boni) and tears up 

Edwinôs legal document.  

     Act three is set in an hotel later that night.  Sylva and Boni 

enter and find the chorus girls from the Orpheum who are on 

tour.  Sylva is encouraged to return to Budapest and the gypsy 

orchestra is ordered to strike up a tune.  As befits a final act of 

an operetta, all becomes well. Boni proposes to Stasi. It       

transpires that Edwinôs mother was, in her time, the star of the   

Orpheum who married two elderly counts in succession, thus 

acquiring the titles that were a suitable match for that of 

Edwinôs father.  Stasi says yes to Boni and Edwinôs father    

says yes to Edwin and Sylva, and they all live happily ever  

after. There are, of course, many sub plots, twists, turns and 

intrigues, but for the sake of my sanity they have not been    

included. 

     All of this inconsequential nonsense is accompanied by one 

of the most delightful and most Hungarian scores imaginable.  

It is just perfect - no stinkers, no dull moments, no disappoint-

ments.  P.G. Wodehouse described the work as ñnot only the 

best that the gifted Hungarian ever wrote, but about the best 

anybody ever wrote.ò 

     Following its debut in Vienna, the production ran for 533 

performances - quickly performed in Sweden, Russia and Italy 

before making it to New York, all during wartime.  The first 

Budapest performance was not until November 1916, where it 

remains a favourite in the repertoire of the company at the Op-

erettszinház, just around the corner from the State Opera House. 

     The work reached Berlin as well, and in October 1916 the 

performers from the Metropol Theatre recorded excerpts - the 

first ever recording made of the work that I know of.  Alas they 

are in German, but they provide quite an insight into the       

performance style of the period. Notwithstanding the age of the        

recordings, they scrub up rather well. The single disc, which 

also has excerpts from another of K§lm§nôs works is a fascinat-

ing historical document. That, however, was not the only     

German recording of the work - in 1935 a movie was made of 

the piece. No mention was made,  nor credit given to Kálmán 

because of his Jewish origins.  Kálmán fled to the USA in 1938 

and continued writing and producing operetta and musical  

theatre until he died in 1953. 

     There are a few more modern recordings, both audio and 

video, of this masterpiece which do actually mention the     

Continued on page 25... 
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     I am a spring and autumn traveller, and having planned my 

next sojourn (alas not to Hungary, but a further flirtation with 

Poland and my latest love, Wales), I comforted myself with 

some thoughts on little bits of Hungary (or perhaps more 

accurately Austria-Hungary), that I have found in 

foreign parts, particularly when exploring my fascina-

tion with military history.   

     The largest and finest museum dedicated to Hun-

garian military matters is the Military History Institute 

and Museum in Budapest.  I have visited this wonderful 

place every time I have been in the city.  Situated 

at the far north-west corner of the Castle   

District in Buda, surrounded by artillery 

pieces, the museum occupies a former 

barracks.  The exhibition rooms are on 

two floors, and no matter what aspect of 

military history fascinates you, chances are 

you will find it here in abundance: uniforms, 

orders, decorations and medals, weapons, 

documents, propaganda, and even a large 

collection of beautifully made scale 

models of aircraft.  There is also café 

(the salami rolls are recommended), 

and a small but well stocked shop. 

     The period from 1918 to 1956 is 

particularly well covered (and the 

opportunity is made available to han-

dle a variety of weapons), and there are a 

number of video presentations setting the exhibits in 

context.  English is widely used throughout.  The ladies 

who guard the exhibits are lovely, and coped very well when I 

set off an alarm by sticking my head too far into a display.  

Good humour, facial expressions and hand gestures can over-

come most language barriers. 

     If Soviet hardware is your thing, the museum has a park at 

Kecel, some 50 miles south of Budapest, literally stuffed full of 

MiGs, Sukhois, T34s and every imaginable type of vehicle and 

artillery piece.  It is a bit of a trek, and a car is essential to get 

there (there is an appreciable difference in style between the 

average Hungarian driver and his or her Canadian counterpart).  

I am very glad I had a chauffeur!  

     The museum is a great place to visit even if you are not as 

nerdy as I am regarding these matters.  The museum website is 

worth a look but is in Hungarian only: www.militaria.hu  

     For those with a taste more for the Austro-Hungarian 

Empire, no finer place exists than the Heeresgeschicht-

liches Museum in Vienna, situated near the Südbanhof.  

In fact, as museums go, this is one of the most magnifi-

cent - whatever oneôs interests are.  Very useful printed 

information sheets are available in each room in a 

variety of languages - including Hungarian! 

     The building occupies an old arsenal, and on 

entering the courtyard in front of the main 

entrance, one can get up close to a couple of 

SAAB jet fighter aircraft.  At the rear of the 

museum is an outdoor collection of post 

WWII Austrian armoured vehicles, next 

to which, one can sit and enjoy a rather 

good coffee from the museum café, which is 

adjacent to the slightly overpriced shop. 

     It has been said that the last shot of the 

First World War was the first shot of the 

Second.  The twentieth century was  

defined by these wars.  The actual 

ñfirst shotò is captured in this       

museum - in one room, not only is 

there the car (bullet holes and all), in 

which Archduke Franz Ferdinand was 

shot by Gavrillo Princip (in Sarajevo on 

28th of June, 1914), but also the uniform the Archduke 

was wearing and the chaise longue upon which he      

expired.  As one of the most significant events of modern     

history, standing in that room, especially if alone, is quite unset-

tling.  The museum website is in both German and English: 

www.hgm.or.at  
     Both of these museums are so crammed full of goodies that 

sensory overload is inevitable for the martially inclined, but 

they also offer a great deal to anyone with a general interest in 

history.  

     I was in Dublin a couple of years ago and visited the Collins 

Barracks.  Itôs is part of the National Museum of Ireland and 

houses a number of collections, including the relatively recently 

www.militaria.hu  

www.hgm.or.at  

Eye candy for the  

Hungarian military  

History buff  


