
!>d<'cted by \.ajoo rue, 
wuprilu by JUd:w-d AC"Lel, E1iz.;).beth Csicsc-ry
:th. UsrJd Jabbf)' . Mui K u,unil, Es:z:cr MaWr. 
.., h-,m Sandc:r.-. ). L. SoUosy, .E:lW.bcth S.z2Sl 
~u rr-v&:tttf. b)1~ GlltrJ' 

Cavtrt'Andris N aiY 
o C"",ino K;"t!n, l'1SS 

ISBN 96J 13 2524 5 

rrin«d in Il....Suy. 1988 

Prin ting lbut. C ymnacndtiX.! 


C ()2681-h.$91 

Contents 


Ti/W>,- Dery: 

Philemon and Baucis 


.lOzstjLengJ,el: 
Urlckie . . 
Endre Illes: 
The Lieutenant's Wife. 

Boris Palola;: 
Freehold Flat 

ISlv"" Orkeny: 
Cafe Niagara 
Gl;£D O tt/ike 
Nothing's Lost 

·wre Viszi: 
Chapters from the Life of Vera Angi . 

III"" Mandy: 

Ball Game .. 

Fr,-cnc K arintil), 
Thrry-three. . 
MikJ6.1 Miszjjly: 
The Falcons. . 
£,ull? Fojes: 
.Dlu.. -whire Lm'e 
Erntihet Ga(~.i(zi: 
.£lewn Is More than Three 

s 

7 

19 

32 

41 

--,:>, 

65 

103 

142 

154 

177 

215 

235 



1.5111du Gall: 
The Nati,' ity of the Virgin. 246 
Akos Keru!sz : 
Kasparek .. 259 
Isrv.in Csurku: 
Protest Song 29.. 
Grorgy .\foid""a: 
Baumgartner, the Sensiti,'c Goalie. 301 
ISII'd" Csaszar: 
A Journey with Jakab 312 
A.dam B"dor: 
The Out-station . 322 
Dezso TaPldan': 
Whose Material Lasts Longer . . . . . . . 345 
Alldr,is Simor!.lfy: 
Revolt until Sunrise. . . , . . . . , 352 
Pert'r H~jIl6czy: 

The Flmer.l . 363 
Perer ;Vadas : 
Family Portrait against a Purple Sunset . 377 
GezJ Beremit1),i: 
The S,,"cdish King . 388 
Gyarg)' Spiro: 
With my Father at the Game 406 
Perer E<tt'rhdzy: 
No Title: TIllS Isn't It Either. 423 
Biographical ;...,'orcs 
(Lajos Illes) . . . . . . . . . 435 

(; 

Philemon and Bauds 
II Y TIBOR DER Y 

The old couple sat peacefully on the narro\'v' garden bench , 
The aurunm sun cast the shadow of the almost barren wal
nut cree O'v'Cr them. The silence of the usually quiet garden 
on the outskirts of town 'was disturbed for a moment by the 
dist;Jnt clatter of the express. A lonely yellow leaf tluttcrcd 
co the ground. The old woman '\vas knitting a grey sock, 
and the old man sitting by her side would have dozed off, 
h.ul the flashing of the knitting needles not jolted him 
rcpe.1tcdl ~ awake. 

"O ld Timar's gone," he said heavy-eycd. He had meant 
to [eil her earlier in the day. but had forgotten . 

"What?' asked the old woman. who w as a little hard of 
b.,.ring. 

"O ld Timar's dead." he repeated. more loudJy this time, 
"What was the matter with him?" she asked . 
"Committed suicide," he said. 
The woman continued her knitting. 
"He was well on in years," she said. 
'Just twO years older than me," the old man added, 
-'Whar 's that?" his wife askc.'d, 
''t'le \va.sn't that old yet, ,. said the old man diplomati

cally 
"Old enough." 
The SLUl was comfortably warm. The old man \vas 

preoccupied with his thoughts, "He dratlk," he murmured, 
"What did you say'" chided IllS wire. " Why don't you 

speak up' 
"J said , he drank away his pcn:,ion e\'cry month," 

shouted the old man, leaning towards his \"'ife's car. "He 
dr:mk it away, aU ofit. " 
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