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FOREWORD 
SAl\-DOR CSOORJ." 117ITNESS 

Sandor Cso6ciJ s poetry sen res as a passionate nun()! of 
post-World \'{'ar II Hungary . lt presents a world of toppled 
bridges, razed villages, tbe wounded and the dead, for above 
all , Csaari is :1 witn ess, an un relenting witness, to the tur
moil of his homeland in recent times. Yet this \vitness 
keeps searching for ans\vers, so metimes jn the face of a 
beautiful woman, some-times in an attach ment to nature, 
an d sometimes in "the doggedl y persistent belief in the volue 
of the search itself. But he does no t fin d answers usually, 
aod most of his p oems end witb the speaker alone, remem
bering a past tbat had once held meaning, con.idering a 
future which, " best, wi ll be fil led with strugg le. The 
p resent, under Csoori's unrelentingly honest perspective, 
is one of li cs and hypocri sy, a ti me in which the speaker is 
barely able to maintain hi s own integrity. 

Yet th .. is one of the major streng ths of S:tndor Csoori's 
poetry : there is an individual self who is able to exi st, albei t 
with ex treme hardshi ps, in an .ge and society which values 
the depersonalization of man. Cso6ri's speaker is always an 
identifiable person, one with a past (howe,'er horrific), a 
presen t (howe"cr despondent), and a future (however 
tenuous) ; this is the yoice of a human be.ing, presumably the 
poet himself, wbo is struggling to maintain his independ
ent individuali ty. As Csoori ha s said: "From the first 
there has been present in my work, in whjchever genre, a 
general sen se of une~se . About how to maintain rhe exis
tence of rhe human personality in the world amid the g reat 
campaigns of dcpersonalization." ( " Au tobiographical 
Note" , ARION 12 Budapest, 19 80.) Csooribasrefused to 
sDn ender this concept of selfhood, either to the "great 
campaigns of depersonal ization" or to the abstrac.tions of 
much contemporary poetry. 

The '-oice of alienation and solitude comes (rom so deep 
w ithin him that it is undeniable. When he writes of his own 
lifc, whetber it be about an early love, or about a time when 
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