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THE PRESIDENT’S CORNER 
 

by Lyman R. Caswell 
 

 Communication.  In the last “President’s Corner,” I encouraged members of the Society to 
prepare exhibits of their material to be presented at stamp shows.  I think this is important because it 
makes available to philatelists information a member has learned about his or her philatelic specialty, 
and all of us like to look at stamps and well-documented covers.  I said in my last note that a properly 
prepared exhibit is a “story.” In other words, it is a form of communication.   
 Late on the Saturday afternoon of a stamp show, there is a meeting called “Judges’ Feedback 
Session.”  It used to be called “Judges’ Critique,” but the word “critique” has negative connotations to 
some people.  In it, the “primary responder” judge tells the exhibitor how to improve his / her exhibit 
for better communication.  Some judges do this better than others. 
 I have sometimes heard a disgruntled exhibitor, whose exhibit did not receive the expected 
medal level, complain that “The judge didn’t understand my exhibit.”  When I hear this, I think, 
“Whose fault was that?”  And I conclude that the exhibitor failed the communicate effectively the sto-
ry that he / she intended to tell.  
 The exhibitor is very intimate with the subject matter of the exhibit, and sometimes omits to 
explain clearly some part of the story that is obvious to him or her.  This is one of the reasons why I 
recommend that the exhibitor show the exhibit to someone who is ignorant of the subject of the ex-
hibit (spouse, neighbor, or fellow stamp club member), listen carefully to the person’s comments and 
questions, and revise the exhibit to answer the questions and make the communication of the story 
more clear.  The exhibitor must also prepare a “synopsis” of the exhibit to be submitted to the judges 
before a stamp show.  The synopsis should describe the exhibit, tell about the challenges in putting it 
together, point out rarities or unusual items in the exhibit, and describe the research done by the ex-
hibitor and new information discovered, giving references.  The purpose of the synopsis is to educate 
the judge. 
 Sometimes a judge will recommend a bizarre revision to an exhibit.  There is “received wis-
dom” among experienced exhibitors that such a change should not be made unless it was recom-
mended by at least three judges. 
 Come on, guys!  You are proud of the stuff you have collected.  Organize it into an exhibit 
that tells the story, so that the rest of us can learn more about Hungarian philately. 

 
 
 

WELCOME 
 

Welcome to our newest member, Mr. Michael Zolno of Phoenix, AZ.  
 
 
 

In Memoriam – ANDREW CRONIN 
 

I (your editor) found the following report on a Romanian philatelic society’s website.  I met 
Bandi Bácsi, as he affectionately referred to himself, several times at various stamp shows.  He was 
the editor of The Postrider, the journal of the Russian Philatelic Society of Canada and contributed 
many articles for our journal.  With his death, the publication of The Postrider has stopped. 

I am sad to report the death of Andrew Cronin (1925-2012) of Canada on 23rd March.  He 
was a lifelong philatelist having been a Fellow of The Royal Philatelic Society London and a member 
since 1953; only five Fellows having been in membership longer.  He was a Fellow of The Royal 
Philatelic Society of Canada since 1990. 

Andrew was a Past President of the Hellenic Philatelic Society of America (1970-72), Editor 
of The Rossica Society of Russian Philately (1968-74).  He is the author of The Postage Stamps of 
Moschopolis, 1977, and The Postmarks of Northern Epirus 1912-20, 1978.  He contributed several 
leading articles to Fakes, Forgeries, Experts and to The London Philatelist.  He was the winner of 
The Royal Philatelic Society London’s Tapling Medal in 1996. 
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PISZKE (LÁBATLAN 2), FIFTY-SEVEN YEARS LATER 
 

by Csaba L. Kohalmi 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 In the picture above, the Danube River curves in a lazy S-shaped bend.  On the right side of 
the river, left to right, are the towns of Piszke (aka, Lábatlan 2), Lábatlan, and, in the distance, 
Nyergesújfalu.  On the left side of the river is Slovakia (in my childhood: Czechoslovakia) with only 
a few houses visible is the village of Karva / Kravany nad Dunajom.  I was born in Piszke in 1946 
and this essay is a quasi-autobiography of how I started out as a stamp collector.  I also intend to give 
a historical perspective, 50+ years later, of a small town I used to call ‘home’ and to present it in a 
personal historical perspective using philatelic artifacts acquired after a lifetime of collecting. 
 As I’m starting to compose these lines, I am inspired by my philatelic friends from the Socie-
ty for Hungarian Philately, who left literary legacies of their stamp collecting experiences.  Forgive 
me if I leave some out, but let me start with Leslie Ettre, who collected the hotel posts of Transylva-
nia (among other topics).  His long series of articles published on the pages of this newsletter opened 
up the discussion of the topic Hungarica, the collector’s term that deals with anything related to Hun-
gary.  Leslie published several monographs, but his book The Hotel Posts of Transylvania appeared 
both in English and in Hungarian.  Victor Berecz was a foremost authority on early Hungarian air-
mail covers.  As he was suspending his philatelic activity, Vic published the book, The Pioneer Peri-
od of Hungarian Airmail.  Gary Ryan auctioned off his award winning classical Hungarian collec-
tion.  The Christie’s auction catalog in two volumes, is a testament to Gary’s accomplishments.  Gary 
also furthered the philately of Hungarian revenue stamps.  He helped to fund a reprint of the Floderer 
catalog of Hungarian revenues.  Bob Morgan’s favorite collecting topic, the 1945-46 hyperinflation, 
was recorded in the book, The Hungarian Hyperinflation of 1945-1946.  Anthony Muller, whose 
life was cut short by illness, reprinted the Szabó Antal book of the Baranya overprints.  My legacy, 
hopefully, will not be a book but the series of newsletters that I helped to bring into the philatelic 
realm since 1990.  Nevertheless, I still would like this essay to be my signature piece. 
 My last visit to Piszke was in June 2008.  It was not a happy time.  I had buried my father’s 
remains in the grave of his parents and sister in the village of Dömös.  I went to Piszke to lay flowers 
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on my maternal grandmother’s grave that, miraculously, was still undisturbed in the small cemetery.  
She had died exactly 60 years earlier.  While in Piszke, my wife and I climbed to the top of Calvary 
Hill.  The view was not the same as I had remembered; it was obscured by the trees that have grown 
since my childhood.  We then walked the length of Rákóczi Street.  We encountered a man getting on 
his bicycle.  In his features, I recognized a grammar school classmate: Cs…i Laci.  Perhaps I should 
have approached him, but didn’t.  Most likely, he would not have remembered me.  After all, he was 
riding a bicycle while I had come from America and was driving a rental car.  It was hint for me to 
put this place behind me.  After Piszke, I made my final obligatory visits to cemeteries in Kápol-
násnyék (maternal grandfather, great-grandmother, great uncles and aunts) and Kispest (Godparents).  
I have no plans of going back to Hungary in this life.  Still, it would please me if eventually I could 
complete the circle by having my children return me in some form to Piszke, but that request may not 
come to pass.  As one would expect, the talented and tragic Miklós Radnóti was able to express such 
feelings of personal attachments in a much more poetic fashion: 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Left: St. Stephen of Hungary Church in 
Dömös on Kossuth Lajos utca.  On the 

right is the promenade honoring the vil-
lage’s World War I casualties.  My fa-
ther’s final trip from the church was 
along the sidewalk to the cemetery.  
Below: Dömös, the Kőhalmi family 

gravesite. 
Right: My maternal grandmother’s 

grave in Piszke. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Left: My maternal grandfather’s 

gravesite in Kápolnásnyék. 

Right: My Godparents’ gravesite 

in Kispest. 

 

Nem tudhatom, hogy másnak e tájék mit jelent, 
nekem szülőhazám itt e lángoktól ölelt 
kis ország, meszeringó gyermekkorom világa. 
Belőle nőttem én, mint a fatörzsbőböl gyenge 
ága 
s remélem, testem is majd e földbe süpped el. 

 

I cannot know how other people feel about 
this flame-surrounded little country; out 
of this I grew as from strong tree trunks weak 
branches grow. 
 It is my native land, my childhood’s world; I know 
and hope my body will be buried in this soil. 
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 My family left Piszke early in the morning of 2 November 1956.  By the time I returned to 
visit with both my wife and my mother in August of 1973, almost 17 years had passed.  At that time, 
most of my relatives were still living, and to me it seemed as if time had stood still.  Very few chang-
es had occurred in the place.  My now adult perspective indicated that distances were actually much 
shorter.  Next, I made another short, surgical visit with my father in 1986.  A more significant trip 
came in 1989 when retraced the route of my flight in 1956 only in the reverse direction from Austria 
back into Hungary.  I hope that my children will remember something from that trip.  By 2002, the 
now-city of Lábatlan had developed a different ambiance.  Now, there was an ATM on the main 
street!  I had already alluded to the visit from 2008.  It served as a catalyst for this essay because I felt 
that I needed to tell my story.  I was beginning to sense that I became a stranger in the place of my 
birth.  At the local florist, I asked for a dozen carnations that I wanted to place on my grandmother’s 
grave.  I received a questioning stare from the lady.  “You, sir, must come from a place where you 
buy flowers like that.  Here, we sell them by the stem.”  I had to rephrase my request into “Please 
give me twelve, then.”  Naturally, all of this conversation was conducted in Hungarian.  (I must also 
acknowledge an old engineering acquaintance Dick Lundberg, who, years ago, out of the blue sent 
me an email and asked “Have you written the book yet?” as well as my philatelic alter ego Alan So-
ble for lectoring me on how to make this a better essay.) 
 Another motivating factor is the unstoppable passage of time.  I have regretfully witnessed 
the slow passing of my parents’ generation, the one that came to this country stubbornly determined 
to build a better life than they lived in Hungary.  We/they found a vibrant Hungarian community in 
America back in the late 1950s.  The first generation immigrants from the post World War I-era that 
we encountered amazed us with their ‘Hunglish’ dialect of Hungarianized English words.  There were 
a lot of members of the post-World War II era Diaspora, who still clung to their socio-economic val-
ues acquired in Hungary during the ‘peace years’ between the two wars.  They did not quite compre-
hend the struggles that our generation endured under ten years of communism since they, too, suf-
fered in displaced persons camps before being able to settle in America in the late 1940s and early 
1950s.  Still, they offered a helping hand to the newcomers, the 56ers.  As the years went on, Ameri-
ca’s social landscape changed and the ethnic neighborhoods of New Brunswick, Cleveland and To-
ronto dispersed to the suburbs.  Spoken Hungarian became the fastest diminishing language in Amer-
ica.  For better or for worse, my children’s generation has been totally assimilated into American so-
ciety.  I sincerely hope that at some point in time of their lives, my grandchildren will have enough 
curiosity to read these lines; and, perhaps, understand a little better the place where their families 
were uprooted from once upon a time. 
 The assimilation process into American society was tricky for my parents.  In the long run, 
the lack of a large Hungarian community in Indianapolis actually motivated them to learn English 
faster in order to get jobs.  Both of my parents worked hard and spent cautiously in order to be able to  
buy a car, a house, and, eventually, to send me to college (i.e., living the stereotypical ‘American 
dream’).  Mom was more successful in assimilating than Dad, but this is supposed to be a story about 
my Piszke, my childhood there and the return visits, and it’s not intended to be a story about our 
‘coming to America.’  Kids always learn a new language much faster than adults, and that was the 
case with me.  Still, our Hungarian heritage was fervently maintained at home, for which I’m grateful 
because I did not forget my mother tongue.  My friends, on the other hand, were eager to Americanize 
me.  (And, to my parents’ credit and with my sincere gratitude, during all the years of carefully moni-
toring family finances, they allowed me the luxury of being able to pursue my philatelic interests 
within limited means available to us.) 
 Some of the history and remembrances that I’m about to compose are based on available facts 
and fleeting recollections.  This essay is illustrated with pertinent philatelic artifacts, historical photo-
graphs found mainly on postcards, and my personal photos.  While this essay is not an outstanding 
example of original philatelic research, it should serve as an example of how a philatelic topic can be 
personalized.  Since history is a moving target, the story of Piszke/Lábatlan is also ever changing.  In 
the summer of 2011, I viewed a Duna-TV report on parcels of land and packets of seeds being given 
to needy families in Lábatlan to grow vegetables.  The report mentioned that the population had 
dipped below 4,000 and that the unemployment rate in the city was 19% as a result of the vanishing 
industrial job opportunities (such as the closing of the Piszke Papír factory). 
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 Geography & History 
 
Süttő  Karva  Lábatlan Nyergesújfalu  Esztergom 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Map of the Danube River between Neszmély and Esztergom 
 

 The name Piszke is derived from the Slavic word ‘pesek’ meaning ‘coarse sand’ as found 
along the Danube River.  The name was first mentioned in a medieval document from 1300: Pyzke.  
Tradition holds that Duna Nedecze was a commonly accepted name for the settlement and it was 
changed to Piszke only later.  Only the settlement’s main thoroughfare is on flat ground, all other 
roads lead uphill.  The mountain in Piszke’s back is called Strázsahegy/Guard Mountain by some or 
Öreghegy/Old Mountain by others.  It is part of the Gerecse mountain range.  The red (limestone) 
marble mined in the hills provided a marketable industrial product. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Postal cancellations from Süttő, Karva, Lábatlan, and Nyergesújfalu. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

View of Karva / Kravany nad Dunajom (Slovakia) as seen from Piszke 
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 Medieval Piszke was destroyed during the Ottoman conquest.  By 1570, Turkish occupation 
records indicate that the settlement was uninhabited.  Following the expulsion of the Turks in the 17th 
century, the area was resettled mostly by German immigrants, not in the hills south of the current 
town, but along the Danube River.  The settlers’ primary occupation was viniculture and lime produc-
tion from the stone quarries in the hills. 
 Piszke was the scene of heavy fighting in January through March of 1945.  The Red Army 
completed its siege ring around Festung Budapest on Christmas Day 1944.  Their front line initially 
was just west of Esztergom and Dorog but expanded briefly westwards to Nyergesújfalu.  The Ger-
man and Hungarian counteroffensive on January 1st pushed the Soviets out of Nyergesújfalu and the 
town became the front line in the war while house to house fighting went on in Budapest.  Following 
the capture of Buda Castle on 18 February 1945, the Red Army paused briefly to regroup and then 
started pushing westward.  Nyergesújfalu was re-captured on March 25th; and, three days later, 
Lábatlan, Piszke, and Süttő were theirs also.  Bullet strikes were visible on the walls of the house 
where we lived, and the spent shell casings were easy to find around the marble blocks in the pro-
cessing plant.  And, unexploded ordnance became a sad legacy of the fighting.  I remember that once 
three kids, maybe a little older than I was, were critically injured while playing with live tank shells. 

 Piszke disappeared 
as an administrative entity 
on 6 September 1950 when 
it was merged with 
Lábatlan.  Officially, it be-
came known as the 2nd dis-
trict of Lábatlan or Lábatlan 
2.  Still, the name ‘Piszke’ 
survived with the natives 
and even conductors would 
announce the arrival of the 
trains at ‘Piszke’ instead of 
‘Lábatlan Felső / Upper.’  In 
2002, as I was driving into 
town from Komárom to the 
west, I was extremely 

pleased to find that the city marker included the name ‘Piszke.’  I pulled over our rental car (1st car 
seen on the right side of the road (Hungarian Highway No. 10) as soon as I could safely in order to 
snap this photo shown here. 
 The ‘Piszke’ part of Lábatlan expanded radically since I left in 1956.  Google maps show 
streets in the hills above the old village and the houses extend all the way to Süttő, effectively merg-
ing the ‘metropolitan’ area.  This is almost true on the eastern, the Lábatlan end; however, the indus-
tries located along Highway 10 between Lábatlan and Nyergesújfalu have somewhat limited the con-
struction of private residences.  Still, many of the houses in the central part of Piszke have not 
changed in the past 100 years.  The centerpieces of the old ‘infrastructure’ may have been renovated 
or expanded; but, as it is in ‘old Europe,’ these structures are still recognizable by a returning native. 

 
 Population 

 
 My references give the following ethnographic data about Piszke.  Data from 1750 records 
363 inhabitants.  The number from 1836 is 536; and, from the Révai Nagy Lexikon, Piszke’s popula-
tion numbered 952 ethnic Hungarian and German souls in 1892.  The ecclesiastical statistics from 
1940 show 1363 inhabitants who were 93% of the Roman Catholic faith.  My childhood memory re-
calls about 1300 ‘villagers’ since we referred to our settlement as a ‘falu/village’ back then.  The 
growth in the population in the early part of the 20th century can be attributed to the establishment of 
factories in this part of Hungary.  It is because of a job at the cement factory that my maternal grand-
father moved there in 19401; and my father moved to Nyergesújfalu2 for the same reason because he 
had a job at the newly established Viscosa synthetic fibers plant.  The combined population of 
Lábatlan and Piszke in 2009 was 5115.  Lábatlan is considered a self-governing city today. 
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 Location: The Big Picture and the details 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Left: Approximate location of Piszke/Lábatlan indi-
cated by an arrow on the map of the Danube Basin.  

The souvenir sheet (Scott # 2424a) was issued by 
Czechoslovakia in 1982.   

 
Above right: Piszke / Lábatlan is located about 30 

miles / 50 km to the northwest of Budapest. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Enlarged map of Piszke to the (left) / Lábatlan (to the right) 

 
1.  Rákóczi Street 
2.  The railroad line 
3.  Lábatlani Papírgyár (Piszke Papír) 
4.  Lábatlan Upper (Piszke) railroad station 
5.  Marble Processing Plant 
6.  Village center: 1848 Independence Monument / Restaurant / Gerenday House 
7.  Riverboat dock 
8.  Post Office 
9.  Roman Catholic Church 
10. János Arany Elementary School 
11. Lábatlani (Holcim) Cement Factory 
12. Eternit Factory 
13. Kanberek cellars 
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 Infrastructure 
 
 Piszke, just like most Hungarian settlements (Magyar ‘falu’) was a built-up area along two 
sides of the main road.  Only later, as the settlement grew, were side streets developed.  The main 
street, renamed Ferenc Rákoczi II Street after World War II, provided the infrastructure character for 
the village.  Note that in the first two views, the road is unimproved, i.e., it’s a dirt road. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left: Greetings from Piszke: the street market scene from 1914.  Right: Piszke Főucca (Main Street) from 1936. 
The building on the extreme right of the picture housed the local produce store in my childhood with seemingly 
the same wooden doors.  At the time of the picture, it was owned by Lázár Fürst.  The Catholic church’s steeple 

can be seen over the roof of the store.  The two-story building is the public school. Dr. Tulassay’s house (the 
Sziklay Estate) is the large building just past the school. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Left: View of Piszke from the west from 1944.  Note the riverboat dock jutting into the Danube in the left center 

of the view.   Right: The view of Piszke from the east in 1948. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: My photo of the Rákoczi Street ‘skyline’ with the church steeple and the public school from 2002.   
Right: Views of Lábatlan 2 (Piszke) from a picture postcard from 1975.  The building in the lower right 

 quadrant of the picture was the daycare center (ovoda) that I went to as a child. 
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Continuous improvement as shown on Piszke picture post cards.  The one on the left (date unknown) shows an 
unpaved Fő-utca (Main Street) with no utility poles for electrical service.  The one on the right was mailed in 

1935.  Main Street is now paved and there is an obvious utility pole on the right side of the top half picture.  The 
building shown on the left side of the top half picture, right side card was on the grounds of the marble pro-

cessing plant.  I passed the wrought iron fence shown curving with the street many times as a child.   The bot-
tom half on each postcard shows an identical view of a riverboat docking. 

 Industry 
 

 Back then, the stretch of Hungary along the Danube from Esztergom-Dorog to Komárom was 
a mini-Ruhr-like industrial area.  The industries were the primary magnet for attracting workers and 
increasing the population in this part of the country.  A list of the region’s factories follows. 
 An asbestos-shingle plant was established in 1903 on the western edge of the village.  In 
1925, József Miskolczy installed a paper mill to manufacture semi-coarse wrapping paper.  Renamed 
the Lábatlani Papírgyár in 1950, this was the plant with which I was very familiar.  My mother3 
worked there as a bookkeeper for over seven years (and my father also held a job there, briefly).  I 
would spend a lot of time in her office sometimes even dumpster-diving in the outside storage bins 
containing paper to be recycled.  Why? to look for stamps, of course.  I don’t remember any great 
finds.  I did benefit from my mother’s bringing home the office mail; although most of it was disap-
pointing because the stamps were the commonly used denomination of the Buildings and the Occupa-
tions series from the 1950s.  The paper mill expanded greatly and by the 1970s was a state-of-the-art 
facility.  It was privatized in the 1990s but its Greek owners abandoned it in 2009.  My mission dur-
ing my visit to Hungary in 2008 was to bring back souvenir products for my mother with the Piszke 
Papír label.  I had a premonition of the future when I realized that the domestically made paper nap-
kins cost more than the ones imported from Finland. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Left: Miskolczy papermill and asbestos shingle plant.  The picture on this postcard was taken prior to World 
War II.  The card was mailed in 1951.  Right: View of the expanded Piszke Papír plant prior to its closure. 

 
 The marble processing plant near the center of the village founded by Antal Gerenday pro-
vided about 150 jobs.  At the plant, large boulders of stone were sliced into slabs to be used for cover-
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ing the inside walls of buildings.  This marble was used in edifices such as the Hungarian Parliament 
(built in the late 1890s) as well as the People’s Stadium (know as the Népstadion, built in the early 
1950s).  The cutting was accomplished in a primitive fashion: steel cable was forced down on the 
boulder while the resulting heat was dissipated with a mixture of water and sand.  Once sliced, the 
slab would be polished smooth in a separate operation.  My father had such a job for 4-5 years.  It was 
quite unhealthy having water splashed at him year round in an unheated building.  Moving the block 
of stone was accomplished manually: the stone was lifted onto log rollers as it must have been done 
in the medieval times when building castles and fortifications (also similar to the process the builders 
of the pyramids used to move stones).  A crew of workers 
would move a boulder with stakes inserted into the ends of 
the rollers, taking the last roller to the front in a repetitive 
fashion.  Master stone carvers turned out other products as 
well such as the border markers for which there was a great 
demand after Trianon.  The carving was performed by hand.  
Pneumatic chisels were introduced only in the mid-1950s.  
In a similar step toward mechanization, by 1973 forklifts 
were used to move the blocks as seen in the picture on the 
next page. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A pair of contemporary pictures of Piszke’s industrial anchors.  On the left, the paper mill located on the west-
ern end of the town. On the right, a full frontal view of the marble processing plant taken from a hill that I used 

to sled on as a child.  The building in the lower central part of the picture ceased to exist by the time I was 
growing up.  Note the fence in front of the building, the same fence I mentioned on page 8 in the caption for the  

‘continuously improving’ Piszke pictures. 
 

On the left is my picture showing a close up 
view of the grounds of the marble processing 
plant as it looked in 1973.  The building on 
the right side of the picture is marked with a 
‘1’ in the picture above.  ‘2’ marks the top of 

the horse chestnut trees shown on the left 
side of the picture.  The long building in the 

center was my childhood home (two windows 
and one door all the way in the back indicat-
ed by the arrow).  All of the buildings on the 
grounds were demolished sometime between 

1973 and 1986. 
 
 

 
Right:  My photo from 1989 of a typical stone border marker, 
quite possible made in Piszke, from Mörbisch/Fertőmeggyes on 
the Austro-Hungarian border. 

 

  

 

1 2 

1 
2 
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My pictures of the marble processing plant from 1973.  Note the stacked boulders of marble as well as the fork-
lift truck (left center of the picture on the right).   The old wrought iron had been replaced by chain link fencing.  

These pictures show where I spent a good part of the first ten years of my life.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 I learned from Gábor Voloncs’s article in the Szabolcsi Bélyegújság that the official name 
of the plant was ‘Dunamenti Kőbányák és Márványművek r.t. gyártelepe, Piszke / The Piszke Pro-
cessing Plant of the Stone Quarries and Marble Processing Plants along the Danube, Ltd.’  Gábor il-
lustrated a postal card sent from Piszke cancelled on the Esztergom-Almásfüzitő TPO on 26 May 
1923 to the Hungarian delegation of the Hungarian-Czechoslovak Border Commission in Győr.  The 
report on the card indicated that the plant had shipped border marker stones to Bánréve (XI), Tor-
nanadaska (XII), Hidasnémeti (XV), Čana (XVIII), Tiszaszentmárton (XXI), and Tiszújlak (XXII) 
carved with the specified Roman numeral markings indicated. The marble plant closed sometime in 
the 1980s and with it Piszke’s stone carving legacy ended. 
 The Lábatlan cement factory was located between the old villages of Piszke and Lábatlan. 
The original plant was built in 1868 by Balázs Konkoly-Thege, a land owner from Komárom.  This 
plant was closer to Nyergesújfalu than to Piszke.  By 1903, a new plant was operating on the current 
site.  In 1914, it began to produce Portland cement, the first facility to do so in Hungary.  In 1949 it 
was renamed the Lábatlani Cement- és Mészművek, R.T. / The Lábatlan Cement and Lime Plant, 
Ltd.’  Expansion at the factory continued until its privatization in 1990 when the Swiss Holderbank 
holding company acquired it and renamed it Holcim.  Interestingly enough, there are current plans to 
shut the old place down a build a new, environmentally friendly factory in Nyergesújfalu.  The ce-
ment factory gave Lábatlan its cachet industry.  The pollution from the plant was notorious back in 
the days of Rákosi’s emphasis on expanding Hungary’s heavy industries.  Belching smokestacks were 
a mark of success.  I member my return trip from Hungary in 1986 when the aircraft crossed the Dan-
ube.  The kilometers-long plume of dust from the Lábatlan cement works was easy to see. 

  

 



The News of Hungarian Philately 

12    April - June 2013 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: A view card of Lábatlan posted in 1899.  The village itself can be seen in the upper right corner of the 
card.  It was situated away from the Danube River in the valley of the Lábatlan Creek.  The other view shows 

the cement factory dominated by the tall chimney.  The factory was located along the Danube. 
Right:  This card was mailed in 1939 and shows a rather deserted-looking view with the Danube River.  The 

cement factory was probably to the left of the view.  The open space became the site of the re-enforced concrete 
fabrication plant. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: Rákosi’ belching smokestacks ‘progress model’ from the 1950s as seen on Scott nos. C73/78.   
Right: Aerial view of the Holcim Cement Factory of Lábatlan operating under pollution abatement controls.   

 
  The Lábatlan Reinforced Concrete elements factory 
was founded in 1943.  In a country seriously lacking forests, it 
was needed to manufacture concrete railroad ties and utility poles.  
In 1948, my mother was forced to take a manual labor job there 
since she was not deemed reliable to be a school teacher.  Her 
health deteriorated quickly; and, luckily, she was able to move on 
to her job as bookkeeper at the paper mill.  My maternal grandfa-
ther, a mechanic, moved to Piszke in 1940 for a job at the cement 
factory.  After World War II ended, he changed his employment 
to the reinforced concrete plant, retiring from there in 1965. 
  The next industry needing mentioning is the Magyar 
Viscosa R.T. plant located in Nyergesújfalu. Its construction was 
started in the early 1940s and was designed to produce synthetic 
fibers on an Italian license.  My father got a job there after being 

discharged from the Hungarian army in 1942.  When the war closed down my mother’s teacher’s col-
lege in Esztergom in the fall of 1944, she worked as an office helper at the Viscosa plant.  That is how 
my parents met.  The plant is still in operation. 

  

 

 

 
My mother’s membership certifica-
tion in the Hungarian Construction 
Workers’ Federation from March 

1948. 
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 The list of the nearby indus-
tries also includes the Eternit 
asbestos-shingle plant in 
Lábatlan, the Tokod glass-
works, the coal mines of Dorog 
(and yes, my maternal grandfa-
ther worked there also manning 
the pumps during the night 
shift that he hated), and the air-
craft factory of Esztergom.  My 
list is by no means complete, 
I’m just trying to project the 
picture of industrialization in 
this region.  This industrializa-
tion was a mixed blessing.  On 
one hand, it altered the agricul-
tural character of the landscape, 
but it also provided steady 
work and better income. 

Hence, the population demographics show that the region experienced a significant 
population growth in the 1920s and 1930s.  Nevertheless, a diminishing number of long-time 
residents continued to pursue their agricultural lifestyle in the region well into the 1950s. 

 

 

Left: My father’s photo of construction at the Magyar 
Viscosa plant from the winter of 1942-3. 

 
 

 

 

Above: The advertising poster 
stamp on the left touts the ad-
vantages of using only genu-
ine Eternit asbestos-shingles.  

The brand name was im-
pressed into each shingle. 

 

Below:  A hastily written postcard mailed from 
Nyergesújfalu on 28 October 1944 by Zoltán Benjamin 
to his wife in Budapest.  Benjamin served in the Labor 

Battalion No. 101/357 that was stationed at the Magyar 
Viscosa plant in Nyergesújfalu.  During World War II, 
the ranks of labor battalions were filled with conscripts 

who were deemed as unreliable, such as Hungarian 
Jews.  The card was correctly franked at the 18f dis-

tance rate.  It was stamped Ellenőrizve = Inspected plus 
the inspector’s manuscript initial and markings.  

Postcard from 1929 showing the industrial wasteland between 
Nyergesújfalu and Lábatlan: the cement factory and the Eternit plant. 

Inset: Eternit plant postal agency cancellation. 
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The Railroad 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The railroad line and the flooded Danube River as it looked in 2006.  The building on the right is on the site of 

the former marble carving and processing plant. 
 
 The Esztergom-Fűzfő (now: Almásfüzitő) local railroad line runs 42 km mostly along the 
Danube and was built to service the industries located in the region.  The elevated track was designed 
also to be a flood control levee for the river.  It was completed in 1891 and connected the Magyar 
Állam Vasutak (MÁV) / Hungarian State Railway lines from Fűzfő to Komárom on the west and 
Esztergom to Budapest (via Dorog) on the east.  The initial construction was financed from national 
(247,000 forints) and local (160,000 forints) funds as well as private investment (313,000 forints) 4. 
After World War I, the line was incorporated into the MÁV system.  A traveling post office operated 
on the trains as documented by the TPO cancels shown here.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     

 
 
 
 
 
 

Piszke train depot.  The door on the left was for the office of the station 
master; the door on the right opened to the waiting room. 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Above: ALM.FÜZITŐ - ESZTER-
GOM TPO CDS from 1893. 

Below: KOMÁROM-ESZTERGOM 

178 TPO CDS from 1938. 

 



The News of Hungarian Philately 

April - June 2013  15 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The railroad provided slow, but regular service allowing workers to get to their jobs in this 
Ruhr-like stretch of factories between Esztergom and Komárom.  The trains were pulled by steam en-
gines, dirty and noisy, but they were exciting for children to watch. 

 The Danube River 
flooded regularly.  In the 
coldest part of the winter, 
the river froze and once the 
ice started to break up, the 
water flow was impeded re-
sulting in possible flooding.  
The snow melt from the 
Alps upstream also caused a 
predictable flood in June. 
The picture on the left 
shows the Danube flood in 
the spring of 2006 coming 
through one of the under-
passes along the railroad 
embankment. The first 
house visible along the right 
side at the end of the brick 

wall just past the tall pine tree in the center of the picture is the house in which I was born.  More on 
this subject, later. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Two views of the Dunapart / Danube River bank.  The one on the left is my photo from 1973 showing the rail-
road embankment and lots of trash.  The one on the right is the current, civilized ‘beach’ along the river. 

 
 Train service was briefly abandoned as a cost-savings measure in 2009 but has since been re-
stored.  Nowadays, the train consists of a diesel engine and maybe two passenger carriages. 

 

  

 

1 

2 

MÁV Hungarian State 

Railways service map 

showing the railroad line 

between Almásfüzitő (1) 

and Esztergom (2). 
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Piszke’s Post Office 
 

 Piszke’s post office opened on 1 July 1882.  The post office also offered telegraph service.  
Various types of cancellations were used over the years until the town’s name changed to Lábatlan 2.  
I’m illustrating some examples below. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left to right: Original Piszke CDS used from 1883; Piszke CDS used between 1912 and 1936 (in a lot of the 
strikes of this CDS, the town name is poorly visible); Piszke ‘B’ CDS used between 1943 and 1951 (in this 

strike, the crown had been excised sometime during 1947) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left:  Temporary CDS (the serial number is illegible) used in Piszke from 1930  
endorsed with the post office’s telegraph canceller.  

Right: Lábatlan 2 CDS from 1973. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: Esztergom-Komárom 178 TPO cancellation from 1940.  Middle:  Lábatlan B 1 B CDS from 1960.   
 Right: The Town of Lábatlan / Esztergom Country letter seal (circa 1940). 

 
 The Piszke ‘A’ CDS of the type shown on the 40f Kossuth stamp on the top of this page 
(double circle divided by a horizontal panel for the date and time) was put into service in 1936.  The 
Piszke ‘B’ came into use in 1943.  Both of these were modified by removing the crown in 1947 but 
remained in service until late in 1951 when the town’s name was changed.  In that year, the Lábatlan 
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2 canceller appeared.  This was supplemented by the Lábatlan 2 A device in 1954.  At the same time, 
similarly, the old Lábatlan canceller was replaced by Lábatlan 1 A and 1 B devices in 1951.  Lábatlan 
1 C and 1 D were added in 1954. 
 Other cancelling devices used in Piszke were a telegraph canceller (from 1885) and a differ-
ent one for the railway telegraph office (from 1913).  The traveling post office number 178 used the 
Esztergom-Almásfüzitő device on the trains going west, and the Almásfüzitő-Esztergom device on 
the trains going east from 1891 to 1929.  In 1929, Komárom became the endpoint of the route.  Two 
new devices (Esztergom-Komárom and Komárom-Esztergom) were placed into service. 
 My first memory of the post office was going there with my maternal grandmother in 1948.  
My father, who was a political prisoner incarcerated in the penitentiary of Vác, sent me a rocking 
horse.  I don’t know the details about how he arranged it.  The wooden rocker was in the post office 
lobby.  The sight must have made a big impression on me because I was a little over two years old at 
the time, yet I still remember it.  Later, as fledging stamp collectors, we didn’t try to buy stamps there 
often.  I do remember trying to get the odd denomination 12f Buildings stamp but was given a pair of 
8f copies instead.  The clerk charged me only 12 fillérs, though.  I don’t know if the local post office 
ever received a shipment of stamps other than the regular definitive issues.   

 The mail carrier rode a bicycle 
when delivering mail.  We didn’t get 
many letters.  A couple times a year 
relatives may have sent seasonal greet-
ing cards.  Once, the carrier delivered a 
package.  The parcel slip was franked 
with several copies of Scott no. 1136.  I 
was excited but I didn’t know at the 
time that the signed-off parcel slips 
went back to the post office.  The only 
letter collection box I was aware of 
hung on the fence outside the post of-
fice. 

  
 

 
 
 I might add that the postcard shown on page 11 from Gábor Voloncs’s article was mailed at 
the train station.  It was the logical place to take outgoing mail since the marble processing plant’s of-
fice was a short five-minute walk from the train station.  The walk to the post office would have re-
quired more time.  Also, trains ran in each direction 4-5 times a day, so the mail service was faster. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Registered letter of inquiry sent to the Red Cross in Geneva, Switzerland from Piszke on 13 September 1943. 
Opened by Hungarian censor.  Correct postage paid: 1,20P (foreign letter: 40f; registration: 80f). 

 
Piszke’s Public School 

 
 The two-story public elementary school building was erected in 1900 (one source gave the 
date as 1903).  Prior to this, the Catholic Church operated an elementary school on the site.  The 

 

 
Above right:  A typical Hungarian mail carrier from the 1950s 

(Scott no. B210).  The carrier’s mode of transportation, uniform, 
and mailbag are historically accurate.  The delivery though the 

window is idealized. 

  

The author, age 3, on his rocking 

horse. 
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building housed four classrooms plus an administrative office.  The limited space meant that the 
school day was split into morning and afternoon sessions.  In my day, the odd numbered grades at-
tended school in the morning and the ever numbered grades in the afternoon.  At some time in the 
past, the school was named after the poet János Arany and still bears that name.  The building has 
been expanded several times.  The façade of the building is featured proudly on many early postcards. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left:  An undated view of the school building, probably from the 1910s.  Note that the town’s pastor is standing 
prominently at the gate. The name inscribed above the front door read: Állami Elemi Népiskola / State Elemen-

tary Public School.  Right:  A view card from 1933. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: A split view card from 1918 showing the Catholic Church and the public school.   
 Right: A picture postcard from the 1950s showing the back view of the Catholic Church and the public school. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

  

 

 
Left: The author’s children, Laura, age 10 and Andy, age 12, standing un-
der the window of his first grade classroom (1989). 
Right: Aerial view of the school grounds showing the additions to the left 
and behind the original building.   
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In 2010, a new addition was built along the right side 

of the building where old houses used to stand.  (A stamp depicting 
the school’s namesake, János Arany (Scott no. 469), is shown 

on the top of page 16.) 
 

Piszke’s Roman Catholic Church 
 

 The German settlers built a Catholic church in 1792.  That edifice was replaced by the current 
church building completed in 1900-1901.  The bell tower contained three different sized bells that 
measured approximately 77, 66, and 42 centimeters in diameter.  I pulled the ropes to ring the bells 
many times when the older boys let me.  The trick was to get a good rhythm going and not to let the 
clapper hit only one side of the bell.  The so-called half-clanging was a signal of distress.  The bells 
were cast in 1926.  In 1930, the village became a parish and was assigned a pastor.  The two pastors 
whom I knew were the Reverends Lajos Fischer (1950-1954) and István Rédli (1954-1957).  The re-
ligious affiliation of the Piszke’s population was mostly Roman Catholic.  Lábatlan, on the other 
hand, was predominantly Protestant.  Lábatlan’s Lutheran Church is built on the foundations of a 
church dating back to the 12th century.  Again, Piszke’s Catholic church is featured prominently on 
early picture postcards.  The path along the right side of the church heads uphill and is dotted with 
carvings for the 14 stations-of-the-cross.  The carvings were done on Piszke’s red marble by the local 
artisans.  The three crosses on the top of the hill were donated by Antal Gerenday in 1864. 
 
 

Left: A view card of the new-
ly constructed Our Lady of 

the Harvest Roman Catholic 
Church from 1906. 

 
 

Right: The same church seen 
from a different perspective 
in 1930.  The carved crucifix 
in front of the entrance was 
donated by the Paar family.  

It currently stands to the 
right of the church doorway.  
In the left-center portion of 
the picture, a few trees can 

be seen on the top of the hill.  
They were linden trees plant-
ed in memory of the assassi-

nated Queen Elisabeth in 
1898. 
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Left: The bottom half of 
the postcard shows a 

view of Piszke from atop 
Calvary Hill.  The top 

half of the card shows the 
crosses on Calvary Hill. 

 
Right: My picture of the 
World War I memorial 
and the church steeple 

from 2008. 
 
 

 
Bottom, left: Another 
view of the crosses on 

Calvary Hill. 
 

Bottom, right: Aerial 
view of the church. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: My son Andy 
took this photo of me 
standing in the door-

way of the church 
(1989).  The inscrip-
tion above the door-

way reads: Jertek 
Imádkozzunk / Come, 

let us pray. 
 

Right: The Lutheran 
Church of Lábatlan (a 

historical landmark 
dating back to the 

12th century). 
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Above: The remodeled interior of Piszke’s Catholic Church 
(2010).  In my youth, the side walls of the church were decorated 
with hundreds of small, carved marble plaques in memory of de-

ceased relatives or in thanksgiving for prayers answered.   
Right: The current pastor, Bertalan Tóth celebrating mass.  

Rev.Tóth is assigned to four parishes: Süttő, Piszke, Lábatlan, 
and Sárisáp.  Again, in my youth, there were two priests assigned 

to Piszke and they served Piszke and Lábatlan only. 
 

The Restaurant 
 

 This building has seen several renaissances.  The present-day Hullám Ven-
déglő has been a restaurant, a pension, a hotel, and a tavern over the many years 
of its existence.  In the 1950s, it even housed the village library briefly.  I re-
member it as the ‘kocsma’ or tavern.  Whenever my maternal grandfather, who 
lived in Lábatlan, came to visit, he would give me a ride on his bicycle to the 
tavern.  He would have a beer and would order me a raspberry soda.  Unfortu-
nately, most of the time the ‘raspberry’ flavor was not available.  I didn’t care 
much for the substitute orange.  It was also a place to buy szódavíz (seltzer wa-
ter), a carbonated water that was and is still popular in Hungary for mixing with 
wine to create a wine-cooler drink called a fröccs.  The bottle, shown on the left, 
was refillable and purchasing involved returning an empty bottle for exchange.  
Kids would have fun hitting the handle of the bottle to see how far they could 
squirt the water.  Oftentimes, this game resulted in only a half-filled bottle mak-
ing it home much to the chagrin of the parents. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: A photo showing a view of the restaurant on Main Street from the turn-of-the-century.   

Right: Photo of the ‘Nagyvendéglő’ = large restaurant from 1915.  
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Restaurant - pension - hotel owned by Mrs. József 
Házanfratz (widowed), photo from the late 1930s. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Above: My photo of the ‘Restaurant’ from 2002.  At 
that time, the building was painted pink. 

 
  Right: View of the ‘Hullám (Waves) Vendéglő as 

seen from a newly constructed, multi-story business 
and residential building (2008).  The two-story 

building to the left now occupies the original site of 
the Liberty Monument.  The driveway to the right of 
the building was the way to get to down to the Dan-

ube and the riverboat dock. 
 

Piszke’s Main Street: Rákóczi Street 
 

 As seen from the early postcards the Main Street was a dirt road with drainage ditches on ei-
ther side.  In my day, it bore the name of Ferenc Rákóczi, the 18th century Hungarian patriot and 
leader of the 1703-11 War of Independence against the Habsburgs.  It had an improved macadam sur-
face, but the ditches remained.  Over the years, as vehicular traffic increased, the road was continu-
ously improved and widened with added curbs and shoulders.  Traffic is much heavier now, and the 
city has been lobbying for a bypass road to be built to the south around Lábatlan. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: Rákóczi Street as it looked in 1973 with the town’s gas station located on the right side in the center of 
picture.  Right: Rákóczi Street across from the marble processing plant in 1973. 
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Left: A modernized Rákóczi Street as it curves by the tavern from 1986.  Right: Start of the Lábatlan-Karva 
marathon race from 2010.  Note the widened street and the new, three-story building in front of the runners. 

 
Piszke’s Riverboat Dock 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The riverboat dock was built by Antal Gerenday in 1863 at his own expense.  He leased it to 
the Danube Steam Navigation Company for a token one forint per year.  It was destroyed during 
World War II and never rebuilt.  Back in the 1950s, steamboats ferried passengers mainly between 
Budapest and Esztergom.  There was no need for such a mode of transportation upstream from 
Esztergom.  The stone jetty was a popular, yet dangerous swimming site during my childhood.  Hard-
ly a summer ever passed that someone didn’t drown in the swirling currents there.  Gerenday used 
river transportation to move stone about 80 km (50 miles) downriver from Piszke to his studio in Bu-
dapest where he carved and sold funeral monuments.  Blocks of stone can be seen covered by tarps on 
the lower left corner of the post card.  I purchased this card on eBay from Bulgaria. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Left: My earliest view of the riverboat dock on a 
fuzzy, tri-part picture postcard showing the highlights 

of Piszke (clockwise from the bottom): 
 the restaurant, the Gerenday estate, and the riverboat 
dock.   The card was posted on 30 July 1903.  The 5f 
stamp was the correct rate for a domestic postcard.  

 

 
Piszke boat dock from a pic-
ture postcard mailed on the 
Esztergom-Almásfüzitő rail-

road TPO on 22 August 1921.  
The two stamps paid the for-

eign postcard rate (1K). 
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The importance of the riverboat dock to the eco-
nomic life of Piszke is underscored by this pic-

ture postcard from the 1940s.  The dock is one of 
the significant images shown on the card. 

 
 Another view of the dock from 1909.  A river barge is in 

process of being loaded.  The sign in the middle of the 
picture reads ‘MÉSZKŐ PISZKE /Limestone Piszke.’ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Three more view cards showing Piszke’s steamship dock from the pre-World War I era.  Note the levee with the 
railroad line in the foreground.  The views of the actual dock show different small buildings that were probably 

the results of remodeling efforts designed to add to the functionality of the boat dock. 
 

Two more views are shown on the next page.  The one on the left shows a small pile of rocks, which is all that 
is left of the riverboat dock as seen today.  The one on the right is a ‘Greetings from Piszke’ card, an impres-

sionistic view of the dock in the fog from a long time ago.  The card is reproduced on the color insert. 
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Partial view of a bill of lading for a shipment of stone from Piszke to Antal Gerenday’s studio in Budapest.  

Cancelled D.G.T. (Dunai Gőzhajózási Társaság) Piszke, 11 9 [1]911.  (From a Hungarofila auction in 2010.) 
 

Piszke’s Monuments 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Dedication ceremony from 15 March 1948 of the Piszke  
Liberty Monument erected to celebrate the centennial of  

Hungary’s War of Independence. 
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 The Liberty Monument was erected in 1948 for the centennial of Hungary’s War of Inde-
pendence.  It was situated on a parcel of land owned and donated by the Gerenday family.  The carv-
ing of the monument was the work of master stone carver József Király.  The pedestal was built by 
certified mason, András Török.  The project was funded by the community.  The pictures show the 
dedication ceremony from 1948 and are courtesy of Ferenc Stark.  The wall building behind the spec-
tators is part of the village tavern.  During the days of the 1956 revolution, the monument was the site 
of several mass meetings and demonstrations.  My father was responsible for adorning the blank wall 
of the tavern with the inscription ÉLJEN MINDSZENTY! / ÉLJENEK A HŐSÖK! (Long live Mind-
szenty!  Long live the heroes!) I witnessed a passenger car with an Austrian license plate stop and take 
a picture.  Alas, I have never seen it reproduced.  When this native returned for the first time to Piszke 
in 1973, the space was barren.  Poplar trees had grown up along the sidewall of the tavern (photo be-
low, left).  The Liberty Monument had been moved across the street (photo below, right).  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The original height of the monument was 6.5 meters, including the pedestal.  The profiles of 
Kossuth, Petőfi, and General Damjanich were carved on three sides of the base of the monument.  It 
was topped off with a flagpole for the national banner.  In my youth, there was a short wall parallel to 
the sidewalk, creating a park where festivals and March 15th celebrations were held.  Every year a 
travelling circus in horse-drawn wagons came around.  The Roma performers camped here and held 
their performances.  The lot has since been built up and now it’s the site of an apartment building. 

  On the left is my picture of the Liberty Monument 
from 2002.  I like this picture because it shown the monument 
contrasted with the background; yet, I feel, the monument lost 
some of its stature when its pedestal height was lowered from 
that of the original.  To me, the monument still represents the 
spirit of Piszke’s stone carving tradition and a bit of history 
from 1956.  (And yes, I knew József Király’s son whose 
nickname was kiskirály / ‘little king.’) 
  Just about every Hungarian city, town, and village 
erected a monument to its World War I heroes.  Hungary paid 
an extremely heavy price in the so-called ‘war to end all 
wars.’  Piszke was no exception.  Its war memorial was erect-
ed in front of the Catholic Church in 1930; and, most likely, it 
was the work of the local stone carvers.  There are more than 
forty names carved into the stone, a huge loss for a settlement 
of only 1200-1300 souls.  
  The space in front of the church is also the site of the 
Monument of the Homeland flag erected in the St. Stephen 
Jubilee Year of 1938.  Communities in Hungary erected the 
Homeland flag monuments to remember the dismemberment 
of the St. Stephen’s Kingdom by the Treaty of Trianon in 
1920.  I don’t remember a flag ever flying from the pole on 
this monument.   
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 It is interesting to note that the traditional Hungarian coat-of-arms is carved on both monu-
ments and survived during Rákosi’s totalitarian regime without having been altered or demolished. 
After all, Hungary’s government was communist controlled in the 1950s and did not look favorably 
on symbols left over from the pre-1945 regimes.   
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Piszke World War I Heroes Memorial erected in 1930 by Antal 

Fellegi & wife (my photograph from 1973 on the left, a picture 

postcard on the right).  Note that the house in the background on 

the post card has a thatched roof. 
 

  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1938 Souvenir from Piszke. 
A picture post card showing people dressed in their Sun-
day finest clothes heading to a ceremony in front of the 

church.  Two soldiers are standing at attention in front of 
the World War I Heroes Monument.  The crowd is facing 
toward the Homeland Flag monument.  The picture was 
probably taken on 20 August 1938, St. Stephen’s Day, on 

the occasion of the dedication of the monument. 

 

 

 

 

Homeland Flag (Országzászló) monument 
erected in 1938 on the occasion of the 

900th anniversary of the death of King St. 
Stephen 
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 Since the regime change in 1990, the movement to rectify history supported the erection of 
memorials to the heroes and victims of World War II (below, left) and the Hungarian Millennium 
Monument from 2000 (below, right).  The World War II memorial, erected in 1993, lists the names of 
34 military and 35 civilian dead, including more than twenty Jewish victims of the Holocaust, from 
the combined towns of Piszke and Lábatlan. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Famous Residents 
Lajos Sziklay 

 
 Lajos Sziklay was a lieutenant in the hussars and fought in the 1848-49 Hungarian War of In-
dependence.  He built a large estate in Piszke and had sizeable land holdings in the hills.  He con-
structed an elaborate rock garden around his house.  The small creek that flows through his property 
is called Sziklay Creek today.  His daughter Erzsébet married Dr. Tulassay and the couple took up 
residence in the family estate.  I have no recollection of the name from my youth since the ‘estate’ 
then was the home of Dr. and Mrs. Tulassay.  The internet data on Sziklay is elusive: one source 
gives him the rank of colonel and I couldn’t find the years of his birth and death.  Still, he was a sig-
nificant citizen of Piszke and is buried in the town’s cemetery. 

 
Antal Gerenday (1818-1887) 

 
 Gerenday acquired property in Piszke in 1847.  His family that in-
cluded eight children used the estate as a favorite summer residence.  
Gerenday made a business of mining the red marble from the Gerecse 
Mountains and carving funeral monuments out of it.  While his sculpture 
studio was in Budapest, he started a plant in Piszke to prepare the stone.  
The processing plant functioned as such well into the 1980s.   
 The building shown on the Piszke picture postcards below and iden-
tified as the ‘Gerenday Curia’ was actually the servants’ quarters.  The 
Gerenday family lived in a separate building that was completed in the 
early 1900s by his sons, Dezső and Andor.  In my childhood, I had friends 
who lived in this building that was the home to probably 4-5 families.   
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Two views of the gardens surrounding the Gerenday family’s living quarters.  Antal Gerenday is seated on the 
bench between the two trees in the picture on the left. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Top Left: The postcard is titled ‘Home of the Gerenday Family.’  The picture shows one of Antal Gerenday’s 
sons and a young girl, possibly a granddaughter on the veranda of the house.  This old postcard was used in 

1955.  By then, it was quite out of place to show such a petite bourgeoisie scene in communist Hungary.   
Top Right: Another, slightly more recent view of the outer building along Main Street.  The roof of the building 
had been renovated.  Note the two cows ambling down the street in the same view shown on the preceding page. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Above: Gerenday Cellars from the hills above Piszke  
             in the area called Kanberek. 
Right: Aerial view of the Gerenday Estate today. 
 
     Former family quarters 
                   Amphitheater in the Arboretum 
                           Former servants’ quarters 
      Rákoczi Street 
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Left: A Gerenday business letter 
mailed from Budapest 72 on 27 

June 1945 correctly franked with 
a single 40f/24f stamp (Scott 

#678) as a local postcard during 
the 1st rate period of the hyper-
inflation. The translation of the 

letterhead: Gerenday A. and Son 
/ Artistic Funeral Monuments / 
Budapest, VIII., Fiumei-út 7. / 

Construction Engineer, Sculptor 
/ Year of Establishment: 1847. 
It is interesting to note that the 
studio was on the road border-
ing Budapest’s main Kerepesi 

Cemetery.  After Antal’s death in 
1887, his son Béla took over the 
management of the family busi-

ness. 
 

The seminary of Esztergom was converted into a field hospital in the 
spring of 1849 to take care of the wounded soldiers from the major bat-
tles nearby.  The hospital treated several thousand casualties.  Of this 

number, 604 soldiers passed away and were buried in a separate ceme-
tery outside of the Szentgyörgymező part of the town.  In addition, 175 
Austrian soldiers were also interned there.  Esztergom erected a monu-
ment to the deceased heroes in 1861.  The reclining carved lion atop the 
pedestal was the work of Antal Gerenday.  The base was inscribed with 
a line from József Bajza’s poem: ‘Nyugosznak ők a hős fiak dúló csaták 
után / (Here) rest the heroic sons after tumultuous battles.’   The poster 
stamp on the left shows the monument.  It is from 1948 commemorating 

the centennial of the Hungarian War of Independence. 
 

 The area of the Gerenday property 
was sizeable.  He established a tree nursery 
that was expanded into what is known as the 
Gerenday Arboretum today.  The property is 
now owned by the municipality.  The old 
residence has been restored and is the site of 
community meetings and events.  The arbo-
retum has an amphitheater for concerts and 
other festivities.  Antal Gerenday died at age 
69 on 7 August 1887 in Piszke and was bur-
ied there.  A contemporary picture of his 
grave is shown on the left. 
 My last impression (from 2008) of 
the old servants’ building was that it was un-
inhabited, in derelict shape, and desperately 
needing a new roof and major renovation.  

   

   
 

Archbishop Endre Hamvas (1890-1970) 
 

 Bishop Endre Hamvas was born in Piszke.  He studied at the seminary and was ordained a 
priest in Esztergom in 1913.  In the 1930s, he was the office manager for the Archdiocese of Eszter-
gom.  I came across his correspondence on this postal card sent to the Reverend István Pulai in 1938.  
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Interestingly enough, the illustration on the postal card is that of the 10th century Royal Palace in 
Esztergom (1937, Simády No. 140.) 
 In 1944, Hamvas was appointed Bishop of Csanád and served his diocese until 1964 when he 
was transferred to the Archbishopric of Kalocsa.  He retired from there in 1969.  Back in 1955, he re-
turned to Piszke to administer confirmation.  My first grade teacher, Aranka Lenkei, was related to 
him (maybe they were cousins, I’m not sure).  I remember seeing him visiting her home. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: Monsignor Endre Hamvas’s correspondence and signature. 
Right: A photo from 1938 of Jusztinián Cardinal Serédi (wearing the round hat) in the company of  

Monsignor Endre Hamvas (wearing the biretta). 
  

Dr. József Tulassay (1895-1977) 
 

 Dr. Tulassay, who was born in Léva in Upper Hungary (now Levice, Slovakia), started his 
medical practice in Piszke in 1921.  He treated the sick and, in the war years, the injured from Süttő, 
Lábatlan, Nyergesújfalu, and even Karva from across the river.  (He treated my mother for her work-
related injury in 1948.) He was married to Erzsébet Sziklay, the daughter of Lajos Sziklay mentioned 
before.  They had no children.  For reasons unknown to me, in 1952 he was removed from his posi-
tion as the regional doctor and replaced by Dr. Fülöp.  Dr. Tulassay reinvented himself as a dentist 
and continued to practice until 1968.  I remember that he extracted a couple of my baby teeth.  He 
was wealthy by the standards of the day.  While most people put 1 or 2 forint coins into the collection 
purse during church services, he would be seen folding and stuffing paper banknotes into it.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 

 

 
 

Left: Dr. József  
Tulassay. 

Right: Dr. Tivadar 
Tulassay, the nephew 
of Dr. József Tulas-
say at the November 
2004 dedication of 
the commemorative 
marker designating 

the open area in 
front of the current 
medical facility as 
‘Tulassay Square.’ 
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 And The Not So Famous (Me) 
 My parents were married on 
Christmas Eve, 1944 in a hastily 
arranged ceremony.  The front 
was closing in as the Red Army 
crossed the Danube River from 
the north at Esztergom and com-
pleted the encirclement of Buda-
pest.  The Magyar Viscosa plant 
offered to transport their em-
ployees westward in barges on 
the Danube.  My parents decided 
to escape, but my maternal 
grandparents insisted on their be-
ing married first.  My parents’ 
first flight to the West started the 
next day.  By the time the war 
had ended in May 1945, their 
barge was anchored near 
Schlögen in Upper Austria half-
way between Linz and Passau. 

 As displaced persons, they were repatriated into Hungary by the fall of 1945.  My father al-
ways regretted returning and vowed to flee to the West again at the next opportunity (the one that ar-
rived in November 1956).  My mother and her parents returned to Piszke.  The home that they occu-
pied before leaving was missing its roof.  Hungarian soldiers used the rafters to build a raft to cross 
the Danube during the fighting that occurred in the winter of 1945.  My grandfather settled in the 
abandoned, two-room house that was next door to his place.  He told me that he fixed the broken tiles 
on the roof and provided a home for his wife and pregnant daughter.  My father was incarcerated as a 
political prisoner upon his return to Hungary.  
 I was born in that small house during the 7th rate period of the 1945-1946 hyperinflation.  My 
maternal grandfather paid the midwife with 200 cigarettes for her help.  My maternal grandmother 
would ride the trains and barter their meager belongings for food.  I heard from my mom that she was 
quite resourceful at this.  My mother returned to school in Esztergom and completed her teacher’s de-
gree in the spring of 1946.  She would spend the next year trying to get a teaching assignment, some-
thing she was to be denied because of her spouse’s political ‘unreliability.’ 

 Some time in 1947, my maternal grandparents, my mother and I 
moved into the larger residence on the property of the marble pro-
cessing plant.  My grandmother took care of me while my mother tried 
to get work.  She worked at the reinforced concrete fabrication plant 
for a short time in 1948, but the job was disastrous for her health. 
   In the midst of all this, my ma-
ternal grandmother suddenly 
passed away in May 1948.  I was 
a little more than two years old; 
and from what my mother told 
me, we were all devastated.  In 
April 1949, my father was re-
leased from Vác, came home and 
we went about bonding as a fam-
ily.  I have very few pictures 
from this time of my life. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Left: Growing up in the marble processing plant.  I’m standing on a 
boulder.  The stonecarvers worked in the shed seen in the back-

ground.   Right: Mom and I in front of our home. 

I’m standing by the corner of the house in which I was born (2002 photo) 
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 My maternal grandfather lived with us until 1950 when he remarried and moved to Lábatlan 
with his new wife, Janka Néni.  (Janka Néni passed away in 1961.  In 1965, my grandfather retired, 
married Margit Néni, and moved back to his home town of Kápolnásnyék.  He died in June 1979.)  
Since both of my parents were working, at times I was taken care of by a neighbor from across the 
street or I attended the village ovoda, a daycare center for pre-school children.  I started first grade in 
September 1952.  The custom was that young pioneers from the school escorted the new first graders 
from the ovoda on the first day of school. 
 The school years…  School was a half-day affair.  Because of the lack of classrooms that I 
mentioned before, the odd-numbered school grades reported at 8 AM and were dismissed at 12 noon.  
The even-numbered grades had the afternoon shift, 1 PM to 5 PM.  We would go to school six days a 
week starting on September 1st continuing well into June.  My first grade class picture showed 24 
kids, yet we were the smallest class at the time because, unlike in America, Hungary experienced a 
‘baby bust’ in the years following World War II.  Several of the kids actually lived in Lábatlan but 
were allowed to the school in Piszke for reasons unknown to me.  By the 4th grade, the Lábatlan kids 
could not attend there any more and my class size dropped to 19. 

 Each classroom had oiled wooden floors and 
a coal-burning stove for heat in the winter.  A couple 
of times I remember being given a week or two off 
from school because of the lack of coal.  The teach-
er’s desk was elevated and there were two chalk 
boards on pulleys behind it.  One board had horizon-
tal red lines painted on it for use when the lesson in-
volved writing; the other, red squares for doing 
arithmetic.  The desks seated three across in a con-
figuration eerily similar to the schoolroom mockup 
shown on the left.  (I took the picture of this class-
room display at the Durham Museum in Omaha, 
Nebraska.)  By the third grade, our furniture was up-
graded to more modern, double desks. 

 A picture of Joseph Stalin graced the wall of my first grade classroom.  The Soviet dictator 
died in March 1953 and I remember having to stand at attention during the official minutes of silence 
at the time of his funeral.  The teacher had draped a black mourning ribbon across the picture. 
 Discipline problems were punished by making the offender kneel in front of the class (on a 
piece of paper lest the oil in the floor stained the clothing).  In later years, some teachers used a short 
stick both as a pointer and as an implement to deliver a whack across a transgressor’s palm. 
 At the end of the first grade, everyone was inducted into the Young Pioneers’ Movement as a 
kisdobos / ‘little drummer.’  We received a blue kerchief to wear around the neck.  By the third grade, 
we became full fledged young pioneers entitled to wear a red kerchief.  As pioneers, we were directed 
to greet our teachers with the slogan Előre / ‘Forward’ rather than the customary kezit csókolom / ‘I 
kiss your hand’ used with other adults.  The meaning behind ‘forward’ was to go ahead with building 
socialism in our country.  Amongst ourselves, we said szevasz or szerbusz depending on our mood.  
(The word is a corruption of the Latin servus meaning ‘I am your servant.’ I know that it was already 
in use during my father’s youth.  Now, it has been replaced by szia from the English ‘see you.’) 
 I would be hard pressed to try to remember the subjects that were taught outside of the usual 
three Rs: reading, writing, and (a)rithmetic.  I remember that good penmanship was stressed and that 
we graduated to writing with ink from an inkpot recessed into the desk by the end of first grade.  Of 
course, we had to use blotter paper to clean up the mess if we picked up too much ink on the tip of the 
pen.  We also learned geography, from our locality up to the whole of Hungary.  And, in the fifth 
grade, we also started to learn Russian, but I will write more on this subject, later. 
 In the 1950s, the school did not provide any organized activities outside of the classroom 
time.  There were no sport teams or clubs.  Whatever activities we participated in, we organized our-
selves.  There were a few exceptions, though.  The school did have a field trip into the countryside 
yearly.  Each class participated in races during the May Day festivities.  In 1955, I went on an orga-
nized day trip by train to the fall agricultural fair in Budapest and to the nearby amusement park. 
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Left to right: 10th anniversary of the Hungarian Pioneers’ Movement stamp from 1955 (Scott no. 1156-7); 
1936 stamp issue from Russia (Scott no. 588) showing how a pioneer gives a ’salute’; a young pioneer building 
a model airplane from the 1954 Aviation set (Scott no. C149).  In the fall of 1956 I was taken by bus to Eszter-

gom on a weekly basis to work on such a model glider. 
 
 My aunt saved my class photos and gave them to me on my first return to Hungary in 1973.  
It is unfortunate that I did not write the names of all of my classmates on the back of the pictures so 
some of them will have to remain nameless forever because of my incomplete memory.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Left: First Grade, 1952-53.  I’m third from the left in the back row.  Next to me on my right is my on-again, off 

again best friend, Sch. Feri.  Cs. Laci, mentioned in the opening paragraphs, is second from the right in the 
back row.  Right: Second Grade, 1953-54.  I’m fourth from the left in the front row.  Sch. Feri is to my right. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Left: Third Grade, 1954-55.  I’m standing on the extreme left of the back row.   Right: Fourth Grade, 1955-56.  

I’m third from the left in the back row.  The chalkboard in the front reads ‘Lábatlan II. IV. o.’  The kids from 
Lábatlan I (the old Lábatlan before the merger with Piszke) were no longer with the class. 

 
 The last extra-curricular activity that I recall was the folk dance troupe organized by Mrs. 
Szántó in the spring of 1955.  We dressed in basic folk costumes and gave several performances lo-
cally.  My dance partner was Zsuzsi, the third girl from the right standing in the middle row of the 
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third grade picture.  In retrospect, I highly admire Mrs. Szántó for her dedication in fostering folk cus-
toms within the community. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left to right: The grade school teachers of my formative years: Aranka Lenkei, a dedicated 1st grade teacher 
with an established tenure; Gyula Czuczor, a charismatic yet strict 2nd grade teacher who passed away sud-

denly the following year; Mrs. István Szántó, my 3rd grade teacher (her husband was also a teacher for the up-
per classes) who worked hard to foster Hungarian culture amongst her pupils in the school; Mária Mészáros, 

my 4th grade teacher, energetic and enthusiastic in her first teaching assignment. 
 
 By the fifth grade (scheduled for the 1956-57 academic year), we were considered to be in the 
upper half of the elementary school.  We had a class head teacher but different instructors for the var-
ious subjects.  We were also introduced to the Russian language as a required subject, something that 
remained a requirement in the Hungarian education system throughout the communist rule until 1990.  
Because my 5th grade education was interrupted by the revolution in October 1956 (I never actually 
completed the 5th grade), I remember very few of my teachers’ names from that year.  Other, more 
exciting events wiped my memory clean.  The one teacher whose name I recall is István Huszár, the 
Russian-language instructor.  He was also an official in the local Communist Party, and I can relate a 
few anecdotes about him.  Once a year, it was the custom of the local Catholics to make a pilgrimage 
on foot to Péliföldszentkereszt, a nearby shrine.  While this occurred on a Sunday, somehow the topic 
of the pilgrimage came up during class.  Mr. Huszár reacted with the angry statement, “I don’t want 
to hear about any pioneers going to Szentkereszt!”  A day or two after the outbreak of the revolution, 
before the general, country-wide strike closed the school, Mr. Huszár appeared subdued and fright-
ened in class.  He suggested that we cut out the pictures of Stalin from our Russian textbooks.  My act 
of protest went one step further, and I burned the entire book in the kitchen stove.  

 In fifth grade we also had an organized gym class.  A couple 
of times, we were given a cursory instruction on throwing hand 
grenades.  We used an inert version of an old, German-style gre-
nade that had a canister sitting atop a large wooden handle.  That 
exercise was to prepare us just in case the imperialists came 
marching down Rákóczi Street from the West.  As I said, the rest 
of my school-related memories have been wiped clean by the 
events of October 1956. 
 The Catholic Church provided religious instruction after 
regular school hours in the school building.  I don’t remember the 
frequency; it may have been once or twice a week.  Parents were 
required to appear in person before the school principal and a 
Communist Party functionary to request that their child be regis-
tered.  This was a very strong form of intimidation. 
 
My class picture from the fifth grade.  I’m holding a prop fountain pen 
and wearing my pioneer’s red kerchief.  I received severe parental re-

buke for wearing it in the photo.  Much later, at my naturalization inter-
view in 1962 for U.S. citizenship, the examiner questioned me as to why 
I was member of the Young Pioneers.  He simply could not comprehend 

that belonging was compulsory and not a matter left up to choice. 
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  ‘Sparhelt’ and Youth Philately  
 

 I started collecting stamps in the spring of 
1954.  I don’t remember what motivated me exactly, 
but I do remember finding envelopes with stamps in 
the basket of papers and kindling wood for the Spar-
helt, the woodburning kitchen stove.  Sparhelt is a 
German word whose origins are most likely a family 
name that became a brand name.  It is still in use for 
marketing stoves in Hungary.  Our home was a basic 
mud-brick structure that we rented from the marble 
processing plant with no indoor plumbing.  My 
mother doesn’t remember the details of why we 
lived there or to whom we paid rent and how much.  
The ‘home’ was a kitchen, a bedroom ‘suite,’ a 
small storage room, and a pantry.  The living ar-
rangements usually called for making a fire in the 
kitchen stove for cooking and heat.  After dinner, we 
would retire to the bedroom where another coal-
burning stove provided the heat.  By the way, there 
wasn’t much residual heat left in the bedroom by the 
next morning. 

 On that evening in 1954 when I rescued the envelopes from the Sparhelt, I did not realize the 
future addiction I was signing up to.  The internet helped me find a rudimentary picture of what our 
Sparhelt looked like.  There were many occasions where I would have to light the fire after coming 
home from school.  I do remember the fire box being on the right and the exhaust pipe on the left.  
(And, yes, chimneysweeps came annually to remove the creosote from the chimney flue.  They had a 
brush on a long, coiled wire loop for physical cleaning that was followed up with a kerosene-soaked 
rag to burn off the remaining creosote.)  

 
Left: A chimneysweep good luck character from the 1963 New Year’s set (Scott 

no. 1557). 
 

 A lot of my school friends collected stamps.  As I stated before, it 
was difficult to gather stamps from incoming mail because of the lack of 
mail volume as well as the lack of availability of commemorative stamps at 
the local post office.  While the Hungarian Post issued hundreds of colorful 
topical stamps aimed at the export market, local collectors were handi-
capped.  Sure, most bookstores (in towns larger than Piszke) sold packets 
of stamps, but these were usually incomplete sets missing the blocked, high 
face value stamps.  Pre-1945 stamps did not interest me.  My collection was 
based on a pre-printed album that started with the 1945 Liberation over-
prints (Scott nos. 631-656).  Whenever my parents made trips to Esztergom 
or Budapest to visit relatives or on business, they treated me to a set or two  

of stamps.  Usually, these were so-called ‘used’ (cancelled to order) stamps; but I enjoyed them im-
mensely.  Trading amongst friends was common in order to complete the incomplete sets.  A fatal 
flaw of ‘stamp collecting’ in the 1950s was the total concentrations on stamps alone.  Postal history 
and stamps on cover were completely ignored.  All stamps were supposed to be soaked off envelopes 
so they could be mounted in albums.  I remember hanging out with the two sons of the chief engineer 
at the paper mill.  They had stacks of picture postcards at their house, most of which were franked 
with the 2kr black numeral envelope design stamp from the 1890s.  We were not interested in the old 
stamps or the postcards.  In retrospect, a great opportunity was lost!  It wasn’t until the late 1950s af-
ter imperforate Hungarian stamps became valid for postage that I was advised of the value of keeping 
such stamps on postal covers.  Hence, the spark of collecting ‘postal history’ as exemplified by entire 
covers became known to me.  Eventually, I was able to abandon the ‘curse’ of the pre-printed, com-
mercial albums.   By the early 1960s, I was making my own album pages.   

 

 

A picture of a Sparhelt wood burning kitch-
en stove, similar to the one we owned, 

gleaned from the internet. 
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Left:  12f stamp from the 1946 Forint-fillér series (Scott no. 790) cancelled in Vác,  
1947.  I believe that this is one of the original stamps that I salvaged from the kind-  
ling basket to start my collection.  It originated on mail received from my father.  Center:  The much-despised 
2kr ‘purple’ (Scott no. 23 or 36, depending on the watermark) that nobody wanted.  Right:  Scott no. 1028, the 
actual stamp given to me by Mária Mészáros, my 4th grade teacher, when she found out that I collected stamps. 

 
 Early in the morning of 2 November 1956, my family hastily packed 
a few changes of clothes and left Piszke to start our odyssey to the West.  
My mother grabbed a handful of photographs and I handed her my 
stamp collection.  It was probably the only thing of any value that we 
carried with us.  Three days later, as we were nearing the border with 
Austria, we met a local farmer driving a horse-drawn wagon.  He told us 
that he had taken some refugees to the border and advised us how far it 
was.  My mother offered him my stamp collection if he would give us a 
ride.  He declined, saying that his horse was tired after a long day.  
Thus, my rudimentary stamp collection survived the trip to America. 
 I must pay my respects to my philatelic mentor, Father László Teme-
si (shown on the left in a picture from 1957), who helped me very much 
in the early years.  When we first met, he was a newly ordained priest 
assigned as the assistant to Pastor Fischer in 1953.  He organized the 
schedule for the altar boys, of whom I was one.  He helped us to acquire 

stamps (if we had the money) through his contacts in Budapest, where his parents lived.  He was 
transferred from Piszke in 1956; but we reconnected via letters after I settled in Indianapolis.  He 
managed to find my address in 1957 and we continued to correspond until his death in 2001.  We 
conducted an exchange of stamps on our letters as well as stamps smuggled illegally inside letters.  
He sent me first day covers of new issues by subscription for which I reimbursed him by sending Vat-
ican City stamps.  Later, I ordered and paid for Märklin model train sets that were sent to him from 
West Germany.  He understood that his activities were being monitored.  In 1963, he was arrested as 
a member of the ‘ecclesiastical stamp collecting ring’ and spent six months in prison.  After his re-
lease, he established his credentials as a ‘tourist’ by traveling within the Eastern Block countries.  He 
befriended a married couple from Holland.  He was able to get a passport and visa to travel to visit 
them in 1967.  On his return trip, he asked for asylum in West Germany claiming German heritage.  
He Germanized his name and settled in the State of Baden-Württemberg, where I visited with him 
during my summer of European travels in 1968.  He still continued to supply me with philatelic mate-
rial that he did not want.  (He was the source of the Bishop Hamvas postal card that came from a box 
of letters that a predecessor of his left behind at one of his Hungarian assignments.  In Germany, he 
was given a stack of letters left behind by Hungarian soldiers who were stationed in Germany during 
World War II.  I became the happy recipient of the letters as well as the Red Cross correspondence 
from this hoard.)  As an aside, it was during my visit with him in August 1968 that Leonid Brezhnev 
ordered the Warsaw Pact armies to invade Czechoslovakia and snuff out Alexander Dubček’s ‘Prague 
Spring.’  He lived in the French occupation zone of Germany, and on our trips after August 21st, we 
had to yield to many French armored vehicles on patrol in Baden-Württemberg.  Later, when I con-
tinued my trip to Vienna, I experienced some difficulties in securing cheap student lodging because of 
the influx of Czechoslovak refugees.  I also learned that my oldest cousin was posting protest banners 
against the occupation on the street corners of Trenčin, Czechoslovakia.  Her parents and her two 

  

 

 



The News of Hungarian Philately 

38    April - June 2013 

younger brothers were stranded in Hungary.  They happened to be visiting our grandparents in Dö-
mös and were not allowed to return to Czechoslovakia for over one week.  The invasion also put on 
hold my return to Hungary until 1973. 

 Father Temesi took the altar boys on an annual 
summer trip.  I was able to go on one of these in 1955.  We 
stayed at his parents’ place in Budapest and went to the cir-
cus.  We walked around Castle Hill in Buda and tried to get 
into the Coronation Church, but it was closed due to under-
going repairs of damage left over from World War II.  We 
also visited the shrine of Máriabesenyő near the town of Gö-
döllő.  I remember him telling us that he would have liked to 
take us to the Budapest Stamp Museum since most of us col-
lected stamps, but he would have had to show his identity 
card for admission.  The identity card would have identified 
him as a priest; and a priest taking a group of boys on a non-
sanctioned, organized trip would have landed him in trouble 
with the Communist authorities.  I did not get the opportuni-
ty to visit Stamp Museum until 2002. 
 

Above: Aerial view of the Basilica of Máriabesenyő 
 

Left: A philatelic souvenir from Lábatlan 2: The 
stamp collectors’ circle of the Lábatlani Papírgyár 
held its first stamp show on 12 April 1977. 

 
  Stamp collectors are sometimes baf-
fled by the Cinderella items that are denomi-
nated in Hungarian currency and bear the in-
scription Iskolai Takarékbélyeg = ‘school sav-
ings stamp.’ These are stamps that Hungarian 
children bought at school with their pocket 
change and pasted into savings booklets that 
were redeemed at the end of the school year.  I 
don’t know how long the practice existed, but I 
participated in the program in the mid-1950s. 
 

 

 

Right: Two examples of the pretty school savings 

stamp Cinderellas picturing animals and birds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Left: School children with their savings stamp book 
are shown on the 40f stamp issued in 1958 (Scott no. 
1185), part of a series of six stamps encouraging sav-
ings at all age levels.  The cachet in the first day cover 

shows an enlarged version of the design. 
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 Other Facets of Childhood 
 
 One of the few joys of winter was the possibility of going sledding.  The stamp shown below, 
appropriately cancelled Lábatlan, shows a couple of kids on an old iron sled.  I had a similar one 
courtesy of my maternal grandfather.  The consensus amongst my friends was that it performed better 
and was easier to control than the ‘modern’ low slung, wooden sleds with built-in steering.  The hill 
shown here was where I did most of my sledding.  The picture was taken in 1973 and shows houses 
that weren’t there in the 1950s.  Back then, the dirt path had a sharp S-curve in it to provide for a 
thrilling ride. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: Scott no. C158 from the 1955 Winter Sports set showing children sledding. 
  Right: Today’s Balassi Street in Lábatlan as it looked in 1973. 

 
 Children were used as a tool of Communist propaganda.  
Each year, International Children’s Day was supposed to have a 
special meaning.  In the daycare center (ovoda) I remember receiv-
ing a special treat: a cup of hot cocoa and a cookie in honor of the 
occasion.  The stamp on the left, Scott no. 898, issued for Chil-
dren’s Day in 1950 shows a classroom scene with pioneers wearing 
kerchiefs and the inscription: JÓ TANULÁSSAL HARCOLUNK A 
BÉKÉÉRT = By studying hard, we are fighting for peace.  The 
same stamp issue also provided a gem of Hungarian philately for 
my collection.  Scott no. 899a, the 60f value with the inscription 

reading UTÁNPÓTLÁSUNK A JÖVŐ HARCAIHOZ = Our reserves for future battles was not an ap-
proved design, yet it was printed.  In 1950, a few weeks before the start of the Korean conflict, even 
Hungary’s communist authorities thought that it was bad publicity to refer to young pioneers as pos-
sible ‘cannon fodder’ in future wars with the capitalist, imperialist West.  The Budapest 4 post office 
sold 1661 copies before the unauthorized sales were discovered.  In the early 1980s at a local stamp  
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show, I purchased a first day cover mailed to the US with two stamps paying the additional airmail 
and registration fees.  One of the stamps on the back of the cover was the unissued stamp.  My cost 
for this discovery was $4.  The back side of the cover and the enlargement of the UTÁNPÓTLÁSUNK 
stamp are shown on the previous page. 
 Several annual community customs and festivities provided entertainment for kids.  One of 
the early ones in the year was the traditional locsolás 5 / sprinkling that young men and boys carried 
out on the young ladies and girls on the Monday after Easter.  Traditionally, that day was a holiday, 
although I remember it being a workday but not a school day.  By sprinkling cologne water on the 
opposite sex, boys were rewarded with colored Easter eggs or a few coins while young men usually 
received a flower to wear in their hat.  I remember that doing locsolás at my mother’s office was very 
lucrative in acquiring money to be spent on stamps.  Majális / May Day was a time to participate in 
organized activities.  Factories would pit their soccer teams against each others.  Búcsú / the village 
religious festival coincided with the patroness of the Roman Catholic Church, Our Lady of the Har-
vest.  Her feast day was on July 2nd.  Itinerant vendors would go from festival to festival peddling 
trinkets and offering carnival rides to the kids.  The harvest festival usually occurred in late summer.  
While this was mostly an older people’s event, kids could still enjoy the parade of decorated wagons 
driving up and down the street.  Getting an ice cream cone may have been a special treat during these 
events.  The lack of refrigeration meant that there was no local source for ice cream.  During the 
summer months, vendors on bicycles would go from village to village selling the stuff.  Lucky was 
the kid who had a forint to spare and heard the vendor’s bell.  One scoop cost one forint 6.  It was 
probably 1956 by the time a sweet shop opened up in the town and ice cream was (supposed to have 
been regularly) available.  I remember trying to buy a cone once but the clerk apologized that all of 
her ice cream had melted.  I bought a scoop of the liquid, nevertheless. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Left:  A picture from 2009 show-
ing the Lábatlan townsfolk pa-
rading along Rákóczi Street in 

decorated wagons.  The Hullám 
Restaurant is in the middle of the 

right side of the picture.  This 
photo reminded me of the har-

vest festivals from my childhood. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 Then there was soccer...  In the early 1950s, Hungary’s dominance in the world of football / 
soccer was a welcome distraction from the daily struggles with secret police terror, declining standard 
of living, and general malaise that permeated the worst years of totalitarian Stalinism.  We were 
caught up in the fever and hero worship of star players such as Puskás, Kocsis (my favorite player), 
Bozsik, Grosics, and the others.  My introduction to soccer was watching the 1952 Olympic final in 
the newsreels at the local movie theater.   

  

 

Left to right: 
May Day 1954 stamp 
showing a Maypole 

(Scott #1082); 
 Hungarian colored 

eggs from the 
2008Easter stamp; 

‘sprinkling’ tradition 
from the 2007 Easter 

stamp 
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 The Hungarian squad had won the 
gold medal.  The following year, the defeat 
of England in Wembley on 25 November 
1953 was commemorated on a stamp.  I 
was in second grade at the time on the af-
ternoon shift in school.  I was given a task 
to run an errand outside the school and 
heard that Hungary was leading in the 
game 3:2 via the outdoor loudspeakers 
broadcasting the game in the town.  The 
Hungary-England rematch occurred six 
months later resulting in total Hungarian 
domination.  The game served as a prelude 
to upcoming World Cup matches in Swit-
zerland.  Although Hungary made it to the 
final game without the team’s superstar, 
‘Öcsi’ Puskás, loosing the cup was out of 
the question.  At age eight I was hit with  

the first and really BIG disappointment in my life: the score of the final game was 3:2 in favor of 
West Germany. 
 

 
 
Philatelic soccer mementoes: 
Left: Scott no. C128 com-
memorating the 6:3 win over 
England in 1953.  Right: 
Commemorative cancellation 
used for the Hungary-
England rematch on 23 May 
1954. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Above: Stamp issued by Nicaragua showing the award ceremony 

after the 1954 World Cup Final.  German captain Fritz Walter ac-
cepts the cup from Jules Rimet.  Hungarian Captain Ferenc 
Puskás is standing in the lower right corner of the picture.   

Right: Commemorative Swiss stamp and cancellation for the final 
game, Bern, 4 July 1954. 

  
 In school, we relived the excitement of the games and tried to organize an annual soccer 
match between grades.  Scheduling and the lack of a proper soccer ball were ever present challenges.  
At times we had to resort to using a bundle of rags tied into a ball.  I remember that once we even 
used small wooden ‘bowling’ ball. 

  

 

Front page of the People’s Sport newspaper announcing 
Hungary’s 1952 Olympic gold medal in soccer. 
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 There was no television in Hungary until sometime 
in 1958, so we relied on radio broadcast of the games.  
Sports announcer György Szepesi, shown on the left, was a 
genius in providing color commentary that helped us visual-
ize the events. 

 
 
 
 

 The commemorative cancellation on the right 
was used for the occasion of the 100th Hungary-Austria 
international friendly match on 16 October 1955.  The 
reason I’m illustrating it here is that my mother and I 
were attending a cultural event in Budapest courtesy of a 
tour organized by the Lábatlani Papírgyár on that same 
day.  Our group was being transported in a pre-World 
War II era bus that didn’t quite have the get up and go 
that it used to have.  We were constantly being passed by speedier vehicles bearing Austrian license 
plates going to the match.  Our driver made jokes about being passed constantly and tried to accom-
modate the speedier vehicles as best as he could, but I sensed that it was actually Hungary, being on 
the wrong side of the Iron Curtain, that had been left behind. 
 I remember going to several first division games with my 
parents and even made it to the People’s Stadium in 1956 for a 
Central European Cup game between my favorite team, the 
Honvéd and the Vörös Lobogó.  In the age of attacking soccer, 
Honvéd won by a score of 5:4.  My second and only other visit to 
the People’s Stadium would be much later, in 1981, to watch 
England defeat Hungary 3:1.  But, prior to that game, I was en-
thralled with Ferenc Puskás’s first public appearance since his re-
turn to Hungary in a so-called ‘old boys’ game, Budapest vs. the 
Provinces. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Above: Puskás’s homecoming in May 1981 in the Budapest People’s 
Stadium that was later renamed Puskás Stadium in his honor. 

Right: A wonderful souvenir: pictures and autographs of Puskás, Hide-
gkúti, Grosics, and Buzánszky, the four living members of the so-called 

‘Golden Team,’ from their goodwill visit to Sarasota, FL in 1998. 
   

 After 1956, I found myself in America devoid of soccer.  Americans’ favorite pastimes of 
baseball and football were alien sports for me.  In college, I was finally able to re-engage with the 
game (real football as it is known worldwide) after an eight-year hiatus.  At first, all I wanted to do 
was to play again.  After college, this was no longer an option.  Luckily, my children came along and 
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when they were old enough (and soccer had finally established a foothold in this country), I started 
coaching youth teams.  When that option was no longer available, I became a referee for 20 years. 
 

Left:  Another wonderful soccer souvenir: a greet-
ing card sent by Puskás from Spain in 1960 signed 
‘Öcsi.’  Puskás became one of the Hungarian ‘dias-
pora’ after 1956.  He re-invented himself as ‘Pan-

cho’ playing for the Spanish team Real Madrid help-
ing his club win the European Cup several times, the 

last being in 1966. 
 
 
 
 
 
 The visible scars left by World War II are a vivid memory of my childhood.  The house we 
lived in bore pockmarks left by bullets.  Spent shell casings left over from the fighting could be found 
easily amongst the boulders in the marble processing plant’s storage yard.  On multiple occasions, 
tragedy struck the town when children playing with unexploded ordnance in the woods were severely 
injured.  My father put the fear of God into me about handling such stuff.  It was best never to touch 
anything military.  Children were encouraged to collect scrap metal for recycling which we did on oc-
casion to make a few forints.  The collecting agent would not accept even the precious shell casings 
made of copper lest they prove to be live. 

 Even today, Hungarian families do their best to raise 
some of their foodstuffs.  There was a much more acute need 
for this in the 1950s.  Planting a kitchen garden was not fea-
sible for us, but for several years my parents raised a hog.  
The disznóölés (slaughtering of the hog) usually occurred in 
the winter.  (My father related to me that December 22nd 
was a good day for this because, prior to Stalin’s death in 
1953, his birthday was a holiday from work.  The irony 
should not be lost there!)  First, a written permission needed 
to be obtained from the local authority, who, in our town was 
the butcher.  (He was also the manager of the store that sold 
meat.  He will play a role again in the section about the his-
tory of the 1956 revolution.)  This was to ensure that the hog 
was at optimum weight so as not to waste any potential 

source of meat; and, thereby, negatively affect the food supply of the country.  Then, friends and oth-
er family members were invited to come and help.  Usually, my maternal grandfather performed the 
dastardly deed of ending the hog’s life.  I participated in the activity of burning the hair off the animal 
with straw.  It was especially good to briefly enjoy the heat of the fire.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Above:  Street scene outside of my maternal grandfa-

ther’s house in Kápolnásnyék from 1973 with free 
ranging livestock. 

 

 

 

 
‘1 million additional hogs’ propaganda 

stamp from the 1951 series promoting the 
raising of farm animals, Scott no. C88. 

Right: A file picture of ‘disznóperzselés,’ i.e. burning the hair off the hog.   
The men in the picture are wearing hats and vest common in the countryside. 
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 Almost every part of the animal was used with the exception of the last ‘oink.’  While the 
men carved up the carcass, the women were busy prepping the organs.  The intestines were cleaned to 
be used as casings for different kind of sausages, thinner ones to be smoked for preservation later, fat-
ter ones for the liver and blood sausages.  I tried to help by cubing bacon to be rendered into lard or 
by grinding meat.  The unfortunate aftereffect of all of this activity was a diet high in saturated fats 
and cholesterol.  But, long term health issues were overshadowed by the need for food calories back 
then.  The process of smoking the hams and the sausages and cooking the bacon continued for many 
days after the initial event.  The lard was eventually stored in the tall canister and provided cooking 
fat for the rest of the year.  It was also the source of a quick snack for a hungry kid like me: carve a 
slice of bread, spread some lard on it; and, voila, I had zsíroskenyér (a lard sandwich, the idea of 
which still grosses out my American family).  The last time I had a slice was in 2002 while tasting 
wines in the cellars of Eger.  I could not resist the nostalgia trip: the zsíroskenyér, cost 200 forints. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Official permit to slaughter a hog for personal consumption (‘sertésvágási engedély’ on a form issued by the 
Ministry for Collections) with 1 forint in documentary revenue stamps attached to the back side. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Above, left: My grandfather’s permit to slaughter one hog on 22 December 1953 (see my father’s comment 
about the date on the previous page).  Grandfather was also required to surrender 4 kg of lard as ‘taxation in 

kind.’  The delivery was duly registered on 24 December 1953 on the back side of the form (above, right).  Iron-
ically, the previous year’s permit required a ‘tax’ of 8 kg showing the arbitrary nature of the system. 

 
 A ‘taxation in kind’ was a form of government tax for such an activity.  I don’t have a 
memory of the technical details; but, at this point in time, the government required the submission of 
a measure of lard following the slaughtering of a hog.  This ‘taxation in kind’ was a requirement for 
independent peasants (ones who did not join a collective) to pay the state a specified measure of their 
produce. I will deal with this issue in greater detail in the next section on my summers in Dömös.  

  

  



The News of Hungarian Philately 

April - June 2013  45 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Left: A Hungarian National Bank voucher, provided by the Cooking Fat Marketing Company of Budapest, 
worth 5 forints given in return for submitting ½ kg of lard. 

 Right: File photo of a Hungarian youth sampling lard from a typical storage canister. 
 

 A closing note about the disznóölés: this event was shown in authentic detail filmed on site in 
Hungary about a year ago on a cable TV show that regularly features weird foods.  
 The families who helped out with the slaughter received a kostoló, a sample basket of sausag-
es and meats.  One of my fondest memories was helping my paternal grandfather deliver the kostoló 
from the hog that he butchered.  The person making the delivery received a small tip, usually a forint 
or two.  On that occasion, I collected 13 forints that I used to buy the pair of 1949 Pushkin souvenir 
sheets (Scott no. B206, valued at 8 forints) and the 1953 Stalin souvenir sheet (Scott no. 1035, cost 5 
forints) for my collection.  The cost of these stamps was not much more than twice the face value.  
That was true for most stamp issues at the time.  These souvenir sheets turned out to be a decent in-
vestment since their value stood the test of time.  I also remember buying a full set of the 1955 Occu-
pations issue (Scott nos. 1116-1135), used/CTO for 10 forints from Lászó Szalva, who was an active 
member of the Esztergom branch of the national stamp collectors’ association, MABÉOSz.  He con-
gratulated me on my decision since some of the oddball values of the set were hard to find.  In retro-
spect, this was money not well spent.  I remember that the large Chain Bridge souvenir sheet (Scott 
no. C66, face value of 50 forints) was listed in the Philatelia Hungarica pricelist at 100 forints.  The 
two small Chain Bridge sheets (Scott nos. CB1D and CB2, face value 21 forints) could be bought for 
50 forints each.  There was even a year when the prices were reduced by 10 percent.  Still, these sums 
were a formidable expense for most collectors, especially children. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   

  

 

 

 

The trio of souvenir sheets purchased with the tips received for delivering 
the ‘kostoló’: Pushkin sheets from 1949 (Scott no. B206) and Stalin sheet 

from 1953 (Scott no. 1035). 
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 At the time of the 1956 revolution, an unskilled laborer’s 
monthly wage was around 800 forints 7, all of which was needed 
for living expenses.  As I mentioned before, packets of used, can-
celled-to-order stamps were available in most bookstores for a 
couple of forints.  Usually, they were not in complete sets since 
one value was regularly ‘blocked’ in order to artificially raise the 
set’s value.  Still, the packets were a good source of duplicates 
useable for trading. 
 While my original stamp album did not survive beyond 1960 
when I first remounted my collection, I did salvage a stamp col-
lecting guide book that was given to me as a present in 1956.  It 
was titled Bélyeggyűjtés / Stamp Collecting and was written by 
Endre Hajdu.  The publisher was the Ifjúsági Könyvkiadó, and 
the book was recommended ‘for young pioneers.’  The book doc-
uments the existence of a pre-printed stamp album for Hungarian 
stamps issued starting in 1945 as well as individual albums for 
the Soviet Union and other ‘socialist’ countries.  These albums 
were sold by the Filatéliai Vállalat (Philatelia Hungarica), the  

state run monopoly for marketing stamps domestically and abroad.  Supplemental pages were availa-
ble annually and all of my friends used this particular album for Hungarian stamps.  In retrospect, the 
book contained some very useful information about the history of stamps, a lot of which I did not ap-
preciate back then.  At the same time, it contained subtle communist propaganda by highlighting So-
viet stamp issues and how to prepare exhibits of stamps depicting the life of Lenin. 
 Early in my collecting days, I came across a small pamphlet advertising new stamps issues 
from 1953 such as the Rákóczi set, the Opening of the People’s Stadium, and the Folk Costumes.  I 
was elated by these pictures in full color (one needs to understand that I was unfamiliar with printed 
color pictures in newspapers, magazines, and school textbooks at that time) and wanted to cut them 
out along the perforations to paste into my stamp album.  Perhaps this was my first contact with how 
stamps can be faked.  I soon abandoned the project and have tried to stick with the genuine articles 
ever since. 

  While I was recovering at home from pneumonia during the winter 
of 1954-55, Father Temesi loaned me his copy of the Filatéliai Vállalat price 
list (aka: a Hungarian stamp catalog published annually in the 1950s), and I 
became familiar with stamp issues for which spaces did not exist on the pages 
of the pre-printed stamp album.  This was my first exposure to the class of 
stamps that are commonly described as ‘unlisted’ such as the 1947 Roosevelt 
Memorial stamps printed in small sheets of 4.  The ‘price list’ also informed 
this novice collector of the existence (and high price) of imperforate Hungari-
an stamps.  The booklet did not deter my determination to fill pages in my 
stamp album, but I was motivated to purchase a copy of the ‘pricelist’ that 
cost 20 forints.  My ‘dream’ was not realized until 1963 when I finally pur-
chased the then current copy from a Hungarian bookstore in Cleveland.  I still 
use this copy to take to stamp shows for basic information. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Coins of the People’s Republic from the 1950s (left: 1 forint, right 2 forints) 8 
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 I’ve already mentioned three of Piszke’s retail outlets: the tavern, the produce store, and the 
sweet shop.  The Népbolt (literally: People’s Store) was a source for non-perishable groceries.  I 
would on occasion spend 20 fillérs there for a piece of candy (Pajtás = Buddy was a small piece of 
chocolate) or a Stollwerk (originally a company brand name that became synonymous with a piece of 
caramel).  The hentesüzlet (butcher shop) was usually pretty empty.  A shipment of meat may or may 
not arrive there once a week causing a line to form quickly at the entrance.  There was a hardware 
store with a gasoline pump in front of it.  The village also had at least one paper goods seller where 
schoolchildren were able to buy notebooks and pencils.  I also remember a few specialty tradesmen: a 
shoemaker, who was mostly in the business of repairing footwear and a person who made wreaths for 
funerals.  My mother used to purchase cocoa from a lady who received packages from relatives 
abroad.  The cocoa mixed with sugar in a cup of milk served as my breakfast along with a piece of 
bread.  As I mentioned before, we had a resident doctor (Dr. Fülöp) and a dentist (Dr. Tulassay).  
 Piszke also had a movie theater where admission to a Sunday matinee cost 1 forint.  My taste 
in movies favored historical epics such as Rákóczi Hadnagya / Rákóczi’s Lieutenant; Föltámadott a 
Tenger / The Sea Rose Up as well as nature films by István Homoki Nagy (Gyöngyvirágtól Lombhul-
lásig / From the Lily of the Valley to the Falling Leaves).  Films shown in color were a novelty! 
 My paragraph on ‘friends’ is fairly short.  I haven’t been in contact with anyone and my mu-
tual contacts could not provide any updates, either.  Z…i Gábor and I spent a lot of time together 

during the summers.  He was a year older than I, and lived with his wid-
owed grandmother nearby.  We played a form of soccer most of the 
time, a special game of heading the ball back and forth.  He eventually 
moved away to live with his mother.  I turned up a photo of Sch...t Feri 
on the internet and from data I found on the Lábatlan.hu website, I sus-
pect that he may have married a mutual acquaintance of ours, K…s 
Margit.  I have alluded earlier to hanging out with the paper mill’s chief 
engineer’s sons, one of whom was named S...z Béla.  After perusing the 
long list of business permits in Lábatlan, I turned up only one familiar 
name: Mrs. Jenő Giacintó’s flower shop.  Jenő was standing on my left 
in the first grade picture.  I sincerely hope that I have not violated any-
one’s privacy with these details.  Mea culpa, forgive me, if I had. 
 

 Briefly about My Visits to the Agricultural Village of Dömös 
 
 The village of Dömös may be small, but it has a rich history dating back to the 11th century.  
It is near Visegrád, another town rooted deeply in Hungarian history.  All of this could serve well as a 
topic for a future issue, much thicker than my current ‘quasi-philatelic autobiography.’   

 
Left: Scott no. 922 showing tourism 
in the Danube Bend.  Dömös is lo-
cated at the base of the mountains 

along the Danube River. 
Right: Tourism publicity vignette 

designed by József Vertel advertis-
ing the scenic aspects of Dömös.  

The prolific stamp designer Vertel 
was born in Dömös. 

 
 I regularly spent several weeks each year at my paternal grandparents’ house in Dömös.  
Most of the time this was during the middle of the summer, but there were times when I would go 
there during the winter ‘coal-less’ school breaks.  My grandfather had retired as a municipal police-
man from Esztergom in 1944.  He had raised his family in that town.  Following his retirement, he 
moved back to nearby Dömös, where he and his wife had relatives, and where they had inherited 
small parcels of land.  My grandparents spent the rest of their lives as (very) smallholders, peasants.  
Their holdings were not contiguous: there was a patch of land here and another one there.  It included 
a vineyard on the side of the hill and a small plot suitable for a kitchen garden not far from the house.   

 

Sch…t Feri (~2006) 
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 Backtracking, one needs to understand that a typical Hungarian village in the agricultural area 
(that encompassed probably 90% of the country) consisted of a main street and maybe a few, short 
side streets, with houses built up to the street along both sides.  These properties were usually long 
and narrow and were completely enclosed with fences and gates.  The houses were up front by the 
street while the back of the property had outbuildings such as stables for animals or sheds for wagons.  
The cluster of houses of the village was surrounded by the fields quite unlike American farms, where 
an individual cluster of building is surrounded by fields. 

 An interesting anecdote of my one of my 
trips to Dömös was the time when my father and I 
were ‘shipwrecked’ on the Czechoslovak side of 
the Danube River.  Dad liked to take the passenger 
boat between Esztergom to Dömös whenever it 
was feasible.  I also enjoyed such trips because I 
could observe the steam engine of the sidewheeler 
in action.  On that occasion, we were heading to 
Dömös (downriver) when the chain controlling the 
rudder of the ship broke.  The captain made it safe-
ly between pillars of the then destroyed Mária Va-
léria bridge and cast anchor about 20 meters off 
shore on the Czechoslovak side.  We were definite-
ly in Czech waters (the international border is the 
main navigable channel of the river, usually near 
the middle) while the crew repaired the chain.  For-
tunately, the escapade ended well (unlike the trag-
edy that claimed the lives of two Hungarians on 
the Delaware River in Philadelphia in 2010 when a 
barge plowed into their tourist boat). 

 I was usually not around at the time of plantings or harvest, but I spent a lot of time with my 
grandparents doing the manual labor associated with growing crops: wheat, corn, potatoes, beans, etc.  
I would accompany my grandmother to the Fölsőfalu (sic: Upper Village as pronounced in a provin-
cial dialect) to help her pick strawberries or raspberries.  I would be with my grandfather when he was 
selling pears to the Sunday tourists near the riverboat dock.  My grandparents also raised chickens, 
ducks, rabbits, and hogs for food.  Since they were classified as ‘agricultural workers,’ they paid in-
come tax ‘in kind,’ i.e. an amount of produce determined by the local government agent.  The illus-
trated Beadási Könyv (Submission Book) belonged to my grandfather.  It indicated in exact detail 
how much land he was cultivating, what he was planting, and how much wheat, corn, poultry, eggs, 
etc. he was required to submit to the local collection agent.  These products then entered the govern-
ment-run food chain.  Under communism, the government obligated producers to deliver foodstuff for 
which they were paid about 20% of the retail value.  This five-fold markup allowed the centrally-
planned state economy a handsome profit to be used for supporting the huge security police appa-
ratus, an unneeded army, profitless investments in heavy industry, and the building of the socialist 
showcase: Sztalinváros (now called Dunaújváros).  All may have been tolerable if Mother Nature 
didn’t intervene regularly and kept the harvests from being abundant.  Since most of the smallholders 
had resources to grow only enough to support their families and maybe a small amount extra produce 
to sell or barter, there were thousands of cases of hardships.  I’ve heard of instances where the peas-
ants actually had to purchase produce in order to meet their submission quota. 
 An ugly reminder of the Communist era is a brief, typewritten note (dutifully rubber stamped 
with the official seal of the village collective farm) ordering my grandfather to deliver a part of his 
300 kilos of hay from his attic.  The note admonished him that since he had no livestock to feed with 
the hay, the government was requisitioning 50 kg of it WITHOUT REIMBURSEMENT.  Period.  
Grandpa probably cut this hay from alongside the edges of his many fields and lugged it back to his 
house on a wheelbarrow.  He may have intended to sell it to another peasant who did own livestock to 
raise cash, something that was in short supply in the villages.  This type of expropriation was called 
padlássöprés (literally, ‘sweeping the attic’) that alienated rural Hungarians against the communist 

 
The destroyed Mária Valéria Bridge in Esztergom 

from a 1973 photograph.  Párkány/Sturovo, Czecho-
slovakia is on the left bank of the river.  The river-
boat dock was upriver from the intact section of the 

bridge on the left side of the picture.  The boat turned 
to go downstream (right); and, with the broken rud-
der chain, went between the two pillars seen in the 

top right corner of the picture. 
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regime that originally tried to befriend landless peasants by dividing up large estates following the 
end of World War II; and, subsequently, reconstituting them as Soviet-style ‘kolhozes’ (in Hungarian, 
termelő szövetkezet  = collective farm). 
   
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 I enjoyed my visits in Dömös.  My aunt transferred there to teach at the grade school around 
1955 and lived with my grandparents.  There were lots of second cousins that I played with occasion-
ally.  I learned a lot from my grandparents about raising your own foodstuff.  One of my favorite 
chores was herding their flock of ducks, teaching them the way to the creek and back.  And, the vil-
lage bucsú was on August 20th, St. Stephen’s Day (see my picture from 1973 in page 59).  I got to 
see Grandpa’s brother from Dunabogdány who always made a token visit for that occasion.  Being a 
stamp collector, I also heard about the artistic successes of József Vertel, a distant relative.  I was fi-
nally able to meet him in person in 1981 (see the picture on page 60). 
 
 The day everything changed: 23 October 1956 

 
 The spontaneous national uprising, revolution, and freedom 
fight that erupted on that day had many causes.  I’ve already men-
tioned one of those from my personal experiences: the treatment 
of Hungary’s agricultural sector.  On the industrial sector side, 
one of the biggest gripes of industrial workers was the forced 
subscription to the peace loan program (békekölcsön) that was 
endemic in the Soviet-dominated European countries.  Workers 
were pressured to buy either an interest bearing or a lottery style 
version of the peace loan.  In effect, buying such a ‘bond’ reduced 
their take-home pay and effectively reduced the money supply of 
the country.  Since the consumer goods that were produced barely 
met the demand, a reduced monetary supply created an artificial 
illusion of having more goods on the store shelves because the 
workers could no longer afford them.  The picture of the left 
shows a painting done in the socialist-realism-style of an agit-
prop agent spreading the gospel about the benefits of subscribing. 

 

 

Directive 
The village Council’s Executive committee deter-

mined that János Kőhalmi, resident of Dömös, 
has about 300 kilos of hay in his attic.  The same 
named person does not own any animals; there-

fore, the council is requisitioning 50 kilos and di-
rects him to deliver this exact measure to the 

lumber yard by 1P.M. on February 6, 1951 for 
the purpose of weighing.  We are issuing this note 
to János Kőhalmi, resident of Dömös, on Febru-

ary 5, 1951.  Signed Dr. Szentirmay, Director and 
Albert Kecskés, President. 

Above: János Kőhalmi’s Produce Submission Book. 
Obligations entered in the book for the year 1952 include 
the forced submission of 491kg wheat, 185kg sunflower 

seed, 61kg potatoes, 287kg animal feed, 200 eggs, 480kg 
fattened poultry, and so forth. 

 
Right:  An official document of an incidence of ‘sweeping 
the attic’ without compensation, including translation of 

the typewritten text. 
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  The certificate from 1950 
shown here was the first in a series of 
‘peace loans.’  The beautifully en-
graved piece of paper measured ap-
proximately 10 x 14 inches and was 
printed by the Banknote Printers.  Its 
designer was not given credit for this 
issue, although Ede Horváth was al-
lowed to sign the ones he designed in 
subsequent years.  Interestingly 
enough, by 1955 the certificate size 
was reduced to 8 x 5 3/4 inches.  So-
cialist allegories were a prominent 
feature of the design: the worker with 
a large mallet and the soldier with an 
automatic rifle support Rákosi’s ver-
sion of the Hungarian coat-of-arms.  
The scenes in the background show a 
combine harvesting wheat and a steel 
mill belching smoke.  A radiating red 
star in the middle and an embossed 
version of the Rákosi crest in the cir-
cle along the bottom complete the 
design.  The text describes the lottery 
that was to be held on 1 December 
1951 and subsequently every six 
months until May 1961 to determine 
winners based on a formula printed 
on the back.  With each drawing, 
10,094 winning numbers would be 
awarded anywhere from 300 (8,048 
awarded) to 100,000 forints (a single 
grand prize).  The prizes were based 

on full value certificates (200 forints), so this half-value one was entitled to only half the winning 
amount.  Certificates whose serial numbers were not drawn would be redeemed for face value, again 
based on a lottery system.  If one does the math, a 300Ft win with this certificate would earn the bear-
er a 40Ft prize (50Ft minus 20% tax on the winning amount) on top of getting his/her 100 forints 
back.  The government acknowledged that for each 100 million forints of certificates purchased, the 
state would pay out 4.211 million forints starting a year later at six month intervals for the next ten 
years.  In reality, the békekölcsön was a (popularly despised) cheap loan to the government. 
 Russian troops were a visible presence in Piszke since they often used the road between 
Esztergom and Komárom travelling on military trucks back and forth between their bases.  Most of 
the Russians tried to make the best of their stay in Hungary by doing business with the locals.  Indi-
rectly, I was aware that they were a source of inexpensive watches. 
 My father was an avid listener of the Hungarian-language broadcasts 
beamed on short wave by the BBC, the Voice of America, and Radio Free Eu-
rope.  Usually, reception was poor since the broadcasts were jammed, so the 
radio’s volume had to be turned up to catch snippets of news between the per-
sistent grinding noise of the jammers.  These broadcasts played an important 
role in the decisions my father made during the two-week period of the revolu-
tion.  (Once there was panic in our house after we heard footsteps outside a 
window.  The last thing we wanted was to be reported by a snooping person to 
the authorities for listening to foreign broadcasts.)      

 

  Right: US Voice Of America stamp, Scott no. 1329. 
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 23 October 1956 was a sunny, mild, early autumn day.  Fifth grade was on the morning shift, 
so I spent the afternoon with Sch…t Feri.  We heard unusual announcements over the radio: Interior 
Minister Piros issued an order prohibiting marches in Budapest.  An hour or so later, a subsequent 
announcement rescinded the prohibition and broadcast a notice that the Communist Party’s First Sec-
retary Ernő Gerő would make a policy speech over the radio at 8:00PM.  The speech was just before 
my bedtime.  I could never have anticipated what I was about to learn the next morning.  As I was 
preparing to go to school, I heard unmistakable gunfire between the announcements over the radio: 
Fascist and reactionary elements have launched an armed attack… on our forces of law and order...  
The events were not lost on us kids that something big had happened.  Russian-language instructor 
Huszár entered the classroom and greeted us in Hungarian instead of the Zdravstvuite, tovarishch 
(Hello, comrades!).  As I mentioned before, he also announced his personal de-Stalinization program 
by advising us that he did not see anything wrong with cutting out his pictures from our Russian-
language textbooks.  I again spent the afternoon of the 24th with Feri listening to the announcements 
over the radio offering amnesty to the armed insurrectionists who surrender. 
 The events have now made major impression on me as I noted in my diary entry for October 
24th, shown below: Military units have been mobilized to crush the insurgency.  Fighting continues 
on the streets of Pest in order to crush the demonstrators.  Here is the second Poznan.  A curfew is in 
effect in Pest until 9AM… (Fine penmanship was never my forté…) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The next significant event that occurred was the passage of an armored column through the 
village on October 26th.  The Hungarian unit equipped with World War II-era Soviet T-34 tanks was 
stationed in Tata to the west and was ordered into Esztergom to control the demonstrators.  Piszke 
suffered its first (maybe only) casualty as one of the residents, Kálmán Pesti, fueled with revolution-
ary fervor bolstered by a drink or two attempted to climb aboard a moving tank in order to go to Bu-
dapest and fight the Russians.  His funeral occurred a few days later.  The Hungarian unit did see ac-
tion in Esztergom; and to this day, I don’t have an accurate picture as to what transpired in that city, 
even though it involved casualties. 
 A detachment of border guards was stationed in Piszke.  They were under the command of 
the Ministry of Interior and not the Ministry of Defense.  These soldiers, even though they were part 
of the Államvédelmi Hatóság (ÁVH = State Security Authority), the notorious secret police, wore 
green uniforms as opposed to the blue ones of their dreaded, hated, comrades.  Because the Danube 
River was the international border between Hungary and Czechoslovakia, pairs of soldiers regularly 
patrolled the shores of the river.  They never interacted with us playing on the banks of the river.  In 
the early morning hours of October 27th, the detachment’s barracks were attacked by freedom fight-
ers.  After a brief firefight that woke us up from our sleep, the guards surrendered.  On the next day, 
their armaments were distributed amongst those who wanted them and the unit was disbanded.  My 
father was offered a gun, but he saw no need to have one.  The armored brigade returned to Tata that 
same afternoon, passing through the town again, this time without incident. 
 By this time, a general strike had been declared throughout the country and that meant there 
was no school.  Unfortunately, I was too preoccupied with excitement to make detailed entries in my 
diary, so there are no snippets of information to share.  There were several impromptu demonstrations 
and meetings in town during these days.  The meetings were staged around the centrally located Lib-
erty Monument.  The news of Cardinal Mindszenty’s release from captivity reached the town on the 
morning of October 30th.  All three of the Catholics church’s bells were tolling and I hurried there to 
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help pull the ropes.  Since the fighting had ended in Budapest, waves of trucks carrying foreign aid 
passed through the town.  I recall spending a lot of time watching the trucks.  Some were returning 

empty to pick up another load at the Austrian border.  Some had 
leaflets and newspapers to throw out the window.  I collected lots 
of samples and passed off the extras to passers-by.  Fortunately, 
these newspapers and leaflets remained in my coat pockets as we 
left the country.  Two original examples are shown below. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 I remember catching a glimpse of a passenger car with the sign 
‘Kéthly Anna’ in the rear window.  Ms. Kéthly was a leader in the social 
democratic party prior to the communist takeover in 1947.  She had re-
cently been released from imprisonment and became a member of the 
Imre Nagy coalition government.  She was on her way to attend an inter-
national meeting of social democrats in Vienna.  She would not return to 
Hungary again.   

 
  
 By November 1st, a general euphoria had settled in: the revolution had won freedom from 
Russian occupation and communism.  My maternal grandfather, who lived in Lábatlan, came to visit 
a few times; and, unbeknownst to me, my parents had discussed with him their intention of possibly 
leaving the country.  On one occasion, I was in the town when he rode by on his bicycle and hollered 
out to me if we had gotten our passports yet.  I could not figure out what he was talking about, but lit-
tle did I know.  The next and last time I saw him (until 1973) was on the evening of November 1st.  
He and his second wife, Janka Néni, came over for a brief visit.  We had just returned from the ceme-
tery to light candles on the grave of my grandmother (his first wife).  It was customary to do so on the 
eve of All Souls’ Day.  I still have the memory of seeing the cemetery ablaze with burning candles.  
Late that same evening, the lady who lived across the street and made wreaths knocked on our door 
and wanted to know my father’s opinion about the future.  He was listening to reports from the BBC’s 
Hungarian-language broadcasts confirming that Soviet troops were moving towards Budapest and 
was very pessimistic.  I’m sure that his mind was already made up as to what to do on the next day.   
 Early next morning, my parents instructed me to dress warm.  They had decided to vote with 
their feet and head to the West.  We grabbed a few changes of clothes, a few family pictures, my 
stamp collection, what little cash we had and started walking along the railroad tracks.  My diary en-
try for November 2nd (probably written on the next day) provides more detail as seen by a ten-year 
old heading off to new adventures in an unfamiliar world. 

 

  

Above left: Proclamation from the Social Democatic Party addressed to Hunga-
ry’s workers signed by Anna Kéthly, Gyula Kelemen, and József  

Kőmüves.   Above right: Banner of the ‘Szabad Szó,’ the organ of the  
National Peasant Party from 31 October 1956. 

Left: Press photo of Anna Kéthly taken after her arrival in Vienna. 
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Notes for my entry above:  a While in Győr, I remember seeing a Soviet military jeep on a reconnais-
sance patrol of the city streets.  b Later in life, my mother confessed that she never felt so hopeless and 
abandoned as when she was standing in the snow at the nowhere junction of Jánosházapuszta. c My 
father knew that István Csonka was student at the college and that he was originally from Dömös. 
 Mosonmagyaróvár was the scene of a bloody massacre during the first days of the revolution 
when security forces fired into a crowd of demonstrators killing over 70 unarmed people.  Following 
this event, the college students had taken control and acquired small arms from sympathetic Hungari-
an military personnel.  We became part of this revolutionary spirit for the two days we spent there.  
My mother volunteered to help in the kitchen.  On the morning of November 4th, she came into our 
room ashen-faced to announce that the Russians had attacked Budapest.  We all went down into the 
dining hall to listen to Prime Minster Imre Nagy’s last desperate appeal that was repeated several 
times before the Budapest radio went dead.  By noon, Soviet tanks surrounded the college building 
and demanded that the students surrender their weapons.  No real thinking was involved; the histori-
cal building was not defendable, so the students complied.  I remember that their rifles were loaded 
on the back of a truck.  The Soviet soldiers were short in stature and of Asian ethnicity.  They were 
fresh troops that entered Hungary only a few days earlier. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   

 

 

Diary entry for Nov. 2.  In the morn-
ing the radio announced that Russian 
troops were moving into our country.  
Because of this new we packed hur-
riedly whatever we could carry.  We 
walked along the railroad tracks 
heading west.  We went past Süttő.  
There we flagged down a car on the 
pretext that we were going to a fu-
neral and received a ride as far as 
Neszmély.  There we boarded a bus 
that took us to Dunaalmás.  From 
there we rode on a truck into Győr.a  
We had a midday meal there and con-
tinued in a car.  Outside of town we 
under underwent an identity check, 
but our papers were in order and we 
were allowed to pass.  We were given 
a ride as far as Jánosházapuszta.b  It 
started to snow.  After a half hour of 
waiting, a military vehicle took us 
into Mosonma-gyaróvár.  We spoke 
with István Csonka at the Agricultur-
al College there and he obtained a 
room for us for the night. c 

Left: My photo of the court-
yard of the Agricultural 
College of Mosonma-

gyaróvár taken in 1989.  
 

Right: Scott #1899 honor-
ing the 150th anniversary of 

the college’s founding. 
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 The road to America began early morning on the next day as we quietly left the building and 
started walking toward Austria, approximately 20km away.  It turned out to be a long day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The border with Austria was completely unguarded.  On the Hungarian side of no-man’s 
land, my father instructed me to pick up a handful of dirt to help us remember our homeland.  I still 
have that clump.  On the other side, red-white-red Austrian flags signaled our safe arrival.  We sat 
down by the flags and had something to eat before proceeding towards the farm houses of Karlhof.  
Several residents there still spoke in Hungarian.  They explained that the authorities asked them to 
mark the Austrian side with flags.  We were given a meal and a bed for the night.  On the next day, 
we reported to a border patrol.  My mother’s feet were blistered from wearing bad shoes on the long 
walk.  One of the gendarmes inquired in broken Hungarian if she had shoes because she was in stock-
ing feet.  We were then taken to the schoolhouse in Deutschjahrndorf / Németjárfalu.  It seemed natu-
ral to me that a schoolteacher there spoke Hungarian.  She was so excited that she neglected to change 
to German when giving instructions to her charges.  Later we learned that several students from the 
agricultural college had also crossed.  I also remember reading that over 5,000 refugees arrived in 
Austria on November 5th.  (The next time I visited the area of Burgenland around Eisenstadt in 1989, 
I did not hear a single word of Hungarian spoken by any of the natives.)   From Deutschjahrndorf we 
were taken to many different collection points as the Austrian government scrambled to accommodate 
the deluge of Hungarian refugees.  One must applaud the authorities because Austria had just become 
independent (and neutral) one year before and was still recovering from the effects of World War II 
and the Allied partition/occupation.  Most of the transit camps we stayed in were military style bar-
racks.  The photo below on the left shows exhausted refugees sleeping on straw.  I remember spend-
ing one night like that.  Later, we were lodged in a summer guesthouse (Landhaus Wolfsberg bei 
Gresten, below on the right) in the Lower Alps for two weeks.  Our final relocation was Wieselburg.  
Camp life was boring for kids; it must have been excruciatingly painful for adults who had no 
knowledge of where fate would land them.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Diary entry for Nov. 5.  The UNO met 
last night.  The UNO determined that 
the Russians must leave.  Nothing more 
specific.  We packed again and started 
out for the West.  We started walking 
along the dry bed of the Lajta canal.  
We saw an armed guard on the third 
bridge.  We made a large detour and 
only after walking 1km away did we 
turn to the north.  We passed near the 
village of Paprét.  Bezenye was the next 
settlement in our path but we went 
around it.  Between Márialiget and Zi-
chy-puszta we met a peasant who told 
us the way.  Thanks be to God, we were 
able to cross the border since there 
were no guards or mechanical barriers.  
We reached Károly major and rested 
for the night. (Note: Károly major is 
called Karlhof in Austria.) 
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Above, right: My father’s World War II-era map of Győr, Moson, and Pozsony unified counties with our jour-
ney marked in ink.  On the left is an enlarged detail from a map of Burgenland showing Karlhof near 
Deutschjahrndorf (Németjárfalu) where we spent our first night in the free world.  The border around 

Deutschjahrndorf is complicated: to the southeast is Hungary, to the northeast is (was) Czechoslovakia.  On the 
night that we stayed at Karlhof, we heard booming noises, which, we were told were fireworks from nearby 

Bratislava celebrating the November 7th anniversary of the Great October Socialist Revolution, when the Bol-
sheviks overthrew Kerensky’s government and established communist rule in Russia. 

 
 My parents picked the United States as their first destination; Australia was a second choice 
even though it involved a six-week voyage around Africa since the Suez Canal was closed to shipping 
due to the Anglo-French-Israeli-Egyptian war.  In Wieselburg, we had a camp wedding officiated by 
a Franciscan friar who was released from prison in Vác during the revolution.  I was the altar boy at 
the wedding.  The last time I saw the bride was at Camp Kilmer in the US.  She asked me where we 
were heading (to Indianapolis) and gave me a big hug.  One of the refugees required an emergency 
appendectomy.  I witnessed many interesting conversations about the future.  A 16-year old teenager, 
who escaped by himself, was heading to Sweden.   A mother was telling her 18-ish son that they 
would be going to France since he was born there in the war years and was already a French citizen.  
He protested that he would be drafted into the French army to fight in Algeria.  From Wieselburg, we 
were bused into Vienna a couple of times for processing at the American consulate.  By this time, it 
was December and I enjoyed the Christmas light show along Mariahilfer Strasse, Vienna’s shopping 
district, a sight that I had never experienced before.  Hungarian refugees were entitled to ride Vien-
na’s trams for free.  I remember having to explain once to a conductor that I was a refugee: Ich bin 
ein ungarische Flüchtlingen.  I witnessed ladies giving coins to Hungarian children.  In fact, the pho-
tographer who took my picture for my green card gave me 20 schillings.  In mid-December, we were 
moved to a building at the Schwechat airport awaiting an ICEM (the Intergovernmental Committee 
for European Migration, founded after World War II) flight to the US.  After an 18-hour trans-
Atlantic flight (via Shannon, Ireland and Gander, Newfoundland) we landed at Newark airport on 16 
December 1956.  We were put on US Army buses and taken to Camp Kilmer, near Brunswick, New 
Jersey.  During the four days at Camp Kilmer, we met up with the L…g family from Piszke.  About 
eight years ago, I found my family’s interview records in storage at the Harvard Theological Univer-
sity Library.  From the records, I learned that we were given opportunities to go to Texas, Boston, and 
Indianapolis.  My father chose Indianapolis because he liked the way the highways radiated from the 
city on the map (after all, ‘The Crossroads of America’ is the city’s motto).  The International Rescue 
Committee (IRC) paid for our train ticket and gave us $20 for meals.  We departed from Newark in 
the evening; passed through Pittsburg in the morning (it was quite a sight to see the steel mills belch-
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ing smoke and fire), changed trains in Cleveland, and arrived at Union Station in Indianapolis on the 
evening of 21 December.  We were met by members of the Unitarian congregation who were in-
volved with the IRC.  One of them was a Hungarian (Andrew Herczog) who helped with the inter-
view by an Indianapolis Star reporter.  The Herczogs offered to put us up until our sponsor (Mrs. 
Charles B. Welliver) could accommodate us at her home.  The local congregation of All Souls Uni-
tarian Church, headed by Pastor Jack Mendelsohn, took up a collection to help us and worked to get 
my father a job at Link Belt.9 Mrs. Welliver enrolled me in school (Delaware Trails on the north side 
of Indianapolis), and we stayed with her until she helped us find an apartment.  She paid the first 
month’s rent.  We found a small Hungarian community in town made up of old timers, post-World 
War II Diaspora, and a fairly large group of 1956ers.  There was even a Hungarian Club where people 
gathered on Sunday afternoons.  After that, it was everyone’s personal business how to acclimatize to 
America and to establish a new life here. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 
Left:  The US Consulate in Vienna.  The people lined up along the wall in the back are Hungarian refugees 

awaiting processing.  I was there.  Right:  A file photograph of Hungarian refugees arriving aboard an ICEM 
flight in the US.  We flew on a DC-6 aircraft chartered from Lars Airlines based in Los Angeles.  Long time ago 

I was able to confirm the existence of the airline from Jane’s All The World’s Aircraft.  Unfortunately, I did 
not make a photocopy of my find.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
Above:. A portrait of Unitarian minister, the Rev. 
Jack Mendelsohn.  I was unable to find a photo of 
Andrew Herczog, who moved from Indianapolis to 
New York State to work for Corning Glass Company.    
He later relocated to Melbourne, Florida to work on 
the US Space Shuttle.  He had a distinguished career 
in engineering with 30+ patents to his credit.  He 
passed away in 1992.  

 

Left:  Austrian stamp (Scott #650) 
issued for the 1960 World Refugee 
Year showing a Hungarian refugee 

family in flight. 
 

 

Right: Mrs. 
Charles B. (Gretch-
en) Welliver with  
newlyweds, Diane 
and Csaba Kohalmi 
in 1969. 
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 In Camp Kilmer, I received 
a small gift package prepared by 
the school children of Indianapolis 
(Public School No. 38?).  It in-
cluded a pencil, a ruler, a small 
plastic whistle, and maybe other 
things that I don’t recall.  In later 
years, I regretted not being able to 
acknowledge receiving this, espe-
cially since we settled in Indian-
apolis.  The initial period of strug-
gling with the English language 
and American culture was hard, 
but by no means were we alone in 
this predicament.  But, I don’t 
want discuss that part of the story 
since this is supposed to be, more 
or less, my recollection of Piszke. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
  

 The Aftermath and Piszke’s Diaspora 
 
 Originally, I ran across this photograph in a magazine in 1956 while still in Austria.  Later, I 
acquired a copy of the actual Associated Press Wirephoto of the striking workers of the Lábatlan Ce-
ment Works.  I did not know any of them; although, I had remembered seeing the person third from 
the left bicycling through town many times. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Striking workers at the locked factory gate of the Lábatlan Cement Works, 16 November 1956.   

(AP Wirephoto) 

 

 

Clipping from the 22 December 1956 
edition of the Indianapolis Star news-
paper reporting our arrival in town.  I 

had not had a haircut in over two 
months.  The reporter left the ‘C’ out 
of my name in the caption.  I penciled 
it in not realizing how many times it 
would be misspelled in the future. 
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 By my count, twelve Hungarians left Piszke in November 1956 and fled to Austria following 
the defeat of the Uprising and Freedom fight.  My family accounted for three of them.  The L…g 
family of four; Mr. and Mrs. M…i, a married couple of two; the two sons, in their late teens or early 
twenties, (K...s) of the postal manager; and a single person whose name I do not remember complete 
the count.  We ran into the L...g family at Camp Kilmer and reconnected later in the Midwest.  We 
ended up in Indianapolis; they settled in Danville, Illinois.  The two sons of Mrs. K...s were with them 
at that time.  Since then, one of them had passed away.  The M...i couple settled in Cuba.  Their odys-
sey is a story in itself.  Mr. M...i was an engineer who was elected to the Revolutionary Workers’ 
Council at the Lábatlan Paper Factory in late October 1956.  Mrs. M...i and  Mrs. L…g  were sisters.  
Together, the two families decided to flee.  Mr. L…g was the town butcher and managed the meat 
market.  He owned a motorcycle with a sidecar that he packed everyone into, including his two sons.  
They ditched the motorcycle at the Austrian border and walked across.  Being an engineer, Mr. M…i 
was required to join the Communist party in order to get into the university.  Because he was a party 
member, he was not allowed to enter the United States.  Mrs. L…g and Mrs. M…i also had a brother, 
Sándor, who was a Salesian missionary priest.  His assignment was Cuba where he was when World 
War II broke out.  At the end of the war, he was stranded in Cuba.  In 1950, his missionary order was 
dissolved by government decree in Communist Hungary, so he had no way to return.  Mr. and Mrs. 
M…i decided to join their relative in Cuba.  They settled in the town of Matanzas.  By 1959, Fidel 
Castro had assumed power and changed Cuban society into a communist state.  This put the M..is into 
a bad situation from which they managed to escape by boat to Florida in 1962.  The M…i and L…g 
families’ happy reunion occurred in Indianapolis.  The M…is settled in Ashville, North Carolina until 
their death.  Mrs. L…g and her two sons Alex and Steve are living in Illinois.  Sándor L…g spent 
many years in Castro’s prisons until he was finally released through the efforts of Amnesty Interna-
tional.  By the time he arrived in the United States, his health was broken and died soon thereafter. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The above report by Sándor Primusz was published in the Lábatlani Hírmondó in November 2006.  It details 
the events that transpired at the Lábatlan Paper Factory during and after the revolution in 1956.  Hungarian 
workers took control of their factory operations through revolutionary workers’ councils to remove them from 
the centralized state planning office.  This democratic process was soon crushed as the Soviet-backed govern-

ment of János Kádár reinstated absolute centralized control in 1957. 

A Lábatlani Papírgyár Munkástanácsáról röviden 
Meglepetéssel olvastam a Lábatlani Hírmondó 1956-os ünnepi különszámában, hogy a Papírgyár 
Munkástanácsából mindösszesen kettő név ismert. Birtokomban van a gyári munkástanács teljes anyaga, 
60 db okirat, jegyzőkönyv, levelezés, stb. 
1956 október 28-án alakult meg a Munkástanács 21 fővel: Steinhausz Béla főmérnök, Monoki Tibor vil-
lamos mérnök, Tillmann József adminisztrátor, Vezér Ferenc terv av., Sárosi Károly gépkocsivezető, 
Mitták Boldizsár főgépész, Bargel Oszkár kőműves, Strohmayer János művezető, Czimer János lemez 
gépvezető, Kranczl Ferdinánd kőműves, Eck Géza művezető, Várvölgyi Márton lakatos, Gutter Ferenc 
asztalos, Horn Károly préses, Gasparovics Ferenc kazánfűtő, Kroer Károly papírgép vezető, Varga Gyula 
papírgép vezető, Urbanek István papírgép I. segítő, Húj János kenő, Balatoni István fogatos, Tóth József II. 
hollandi molnár.  
Időközben változott a névsor, mert Steinhausz Béla lett a megbízott igazgató. Monoki Tibor disszidált, 
helyettük megválasztásra került: 1956 december 8-án titkos szavazással Prenker János művezető 107 
szavazattal és Széll Mihály főművezető 62 szavazattal. A Munkástanács elnökének Vezér Ferencet, ale-
lnöknek, Mitták Boldizsárt, titkárnak Széll Mihályt választották. A Munkástanács leváltotta Köttő József 
igazgatót, Sényi Ferenc főkönyvelőt, Dombovári János művezetőt, visszaminősítette Wierl Mihály 
művezetőt, párttitkárt, papírgép vezetőnek. A személyi ügyeken túl, intézkedtek a termelés újraindításáról, 
a dolgozók élelmiszer beszerzéséről, bérezésekről, munkahelyi pótlékokról.  
A legérdekesebb jegyzőkönyv az 1957. február 7-i 16 oldalas (sűrűn telegépelt) anyag. Ebben a Munkásta-
nács szembeszállt az időközben hatalomba visszakerült felsőbb vezetőkkel: Földi László könnyűipari min-
iszterhelyettessel, Konczwald Imre ipaigazgatóval, megyei és járási pártbizottság képviselőivel az el-
bocsátott Köttő József igazgató visszahelyezése ellen. Ebben a személyeskedő vitákkal tele küzdelemben 
győztek, kívánságukra Piszke községből elszármazott Vakán Sándor lett az új igazgató.  
Számomra különösen izgalmas volt e régi anyagok újra átnézése, mert mindenkit ismertem, akik szere-
peltek a történetekben, hiszen én 1954-ben kezdtem a gyárban dolgozni.  

Primusz Sándor gyári nyugdíjas 
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Above:  The L…g and Kohalmi families in America, circa 1957.  
I’m in the middle of the picture. 

 
Right:  Mr. (in white shirt) and Mrs. M…i in Cuba, circa 1958. 

 
 On my trips to Hungary, up until the last one in 2008, I 
always had a strong desire to return to Piszke because I consider 
the place to be a significant part of my psyche.  Part of the reason 
was the cemetery cult, an opportunity to pay my respect to my 
deceased relatives; another part was nostalgia.  With the excep-
tion of our visit in 1981, I succeeded five times.  (In 1981, my 
wife and I were traveling with small children, and we simply 
couldn’t make it there.)  Still, I think that it would worthwhile to 
share a few anecdotes from some of the other visits.  

 
 THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE (1973, 1981, 1986, 1989, 2002, 2008) (with my apologies to 

Thomas Hardy) 
 
 I went to Hungary in 1973 with my wife and my mother.  We flew to Salzburg, Austria, and 
rode a train to (and back from) Budapest Eastern Station.  Hungarian border control was at Hegyesha-
lom and, true to Cold War standards, it was thorough.  A little old lady came and swept under all of 
the seats not for the purpose of cleaning, but to make sure that no reactionary Western newspapers 
made it into Hungary accidentally.  On the outside, all railway carriages were examined with large, 
portable mirrors lest foreign spies enter the country (or, on the outbound leg, stowaways make it to 
freedom).  This was followed by passport control and a travelling ‘cashier’ who cashed the pre-paid 
checks that were obligated to buy at the time we applied for the visas.  As I mentioned before, it was a 
happy time seeing relatives and revisiting a country that seemed to have stood still in time. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
Left:  I am on a hillside overlooking Dömös.  My Kőhalmi grandfa-
ther (white shirt in the lower middle of the picture) had preceded me 
down the hill.  Right:  Diane and my mother looking at the vendors’ 
tents during the Dömös ‘búcsu’ / village festival on 20 August 1973. 
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 I passed up the opportunity to take a picture of my grandfather standing in line outside the 
village store in Dömös waiting to buy pork chops for dinner despite encouragement from my aunt.  
The stores were better stocked than in the 1950s, but some things did not change.  Queues still formed 
quickly outside store because meat was still a hard-to-come-by commodity. 
 During our visit to Piszke, my mother looked up her classmate from the teachers’ institute, 
Ágnes J…y.  She was living in a one room rental house where a bed sheet hung from the ceiling sepa-
rated the ‘kitchen’ from the ‘bedroom.’  She was spending all her resources taking care of her son, 
who was physically disabled because of medical malpractice.  We were traumatized by the vision of 
such poverty.  In front of the church, I encountered a pair of street urchins, a boy about 8 years old 
and his little sister, maybe 6.  In them, I visualized how I must have looked two decades earlier.  I’ve 
always regretted not giving them a few forints to go buy some ice cream. 
 My maternal grandfather, who had moved back to his home village of Kápolnásnyék after he 
retired, gave me three small gold coins that became my inheritance from his side of the family (and, 
at the same time, I became an international smuggler when I took them out of Hungary).  Grandpa 
and I were sitting in the local tavern sipping a beer and watching a group of workers digging a trench 
by hand to lay some kind of a pipe.  I commented that in America, the workers would have an exca-
vator machine to get the job done faster.  Grandpa quickly retorted that there was no unemployment 
in Hungary because these manual laborers had a job.  
 The purpose of the trip in 1981 was to introduce my children, who were two and four years 
old at the time, to the Hungarian relatives.  Unfortunately, every place we went to had experienced a 
recent death.  We came a year too late.  When we flew to Budapest Ferihegy Airport, advance visa 
procurement was no longer required.  The line at the passport control was long and the children were 
restless.  A young border guard saw our predicament and motioned us to the head of the line.  His 
courtesy was much appreciated but it surprised me because it was uncharacteristic of the Communist 
culture of rudeness.  (The European leg of our flight was from Amsterdam to Budapest with a stop in 
Prague, where all passengers, including those continuing on to Budapest, were made to deplane with 
all carry-on bags and undergo an unnecessary security check.  This was just an unnecessary, artificial 
annoyance for those continuing on to Budapest.  Relations between Czechoslovakia and Hungary, 
even within the brotherly Communist block, were strained.)  My lone philatelic adventure during this 
trip was a quick visit to László Lacza’s stamp store while Diane entertained the kids at the Budapest 
zoo.  On all of my return trips, I did have the habit of going into the local post offices to buy an ex-
ample of whatever postal stationeries were available at the time. 
 

Left:  A cherished photo of 

me carrying son Andy on my 

shoulders in the hills over-

looking Dömös.  
 

Right: Andy with a vintage  
‘szódavíz’ / seltzer water bot-

tle. 
 

Below: Laura and I visit-
ing with József Vertel 
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A picture postcard showing passen-
gers boarding an airliner at Buda-
pest Ferihegy Airport.  As passen-
gers, we were bused from the termi-
nal to the tarmac and boarded the 
plane through an outside stairway.  
The bus is not shown in the picture 
nor are the Kalashnikov-toting bor-
der guards encircling the plane who 
were there to make sure that no one 
got out of line. 
 

 In 1986, I travelled to Hungary with my father.  His sister had passed away 16 months earlier 
and we went to take care of inheritance matters.  Unfortunately, Chernobyl had blown up the month 
before our trip.  Airlines were cancelling flights to Europe, but we managed to get to Budapest in a 
roundabout way via London and München.  (While we were there, we tried not to eat any leafy vege-
tables like lettuce that may have been exposed to nuclear fallout.)  Being an American citizen, my fa-
ther could not inherit any of his sister’s estate, but my cousin, his niece who was a Hungarian citizen, 
managed to distribute the cash gained from selling the assets.  I went along to help in transferring the 
value of the non-convertible forints out of the country.  What did I do?  I bought books and stamps.  I 
went to just about every dealer’s shop in Budapest and spent about a month’s salary at each place.  
I’m sure that I was on their radar because what I was doing was quite unusual.  Still, the exercise was 
challenging, but my stamp collection is better off because of it.  Yes, I continued my carrier as an in-
ternational smuggler.  My father bought a gold watch and some silver coins.  I also enjoyed this trip 
because, after all these years, my father was finally able to show me the places where he lived as a 
youth in the part of Esztergom called Szentgyörgymező. 
 

Left:  My father standing at the 12th 
century ruin in Dömös, a wall of an 

abbey founded by Prince Álmos where 
he spent his life after having been 

blinded by his brother, King Kálmán 
as a result of a feud.    

Right: 4Ft stamp from the 1971 Illu-
minated Chronicles set (Scott no. 

2110) depicting the reconciliation of 
Kálmán and Álmos.  The church in the 
background is the abbey founded by 

Álmos in Dömös.  The ruin in the pic-
ture to the left is the largest surviving 
part of the outer wall of the structure. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Right: My father standing in 
front of his childhood residence 
on Esztergom’s Balassi Bálint 

utca. 
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 In 1989, I drove my family into Hungary from Austria and in reverse, I retraced the path of 
my parents’ flight in 1956.  The trip started out backwards because our Pan American Airways flight 
from New York landed in Budapest before continuing to Vienna.  (Ironically, the ticket to Vienna 
was cheaper!)  We spent several days in Burgenland (the historical Lajtabánság of philately) before 
driving into Hungary.  In Austria, I restricted the kids to a single drink with meals because of the cost.  
Once we entered Hungary, they were relieved that the restriction was lifted.  The contrast in the cost 
of living between Austria and Hungary was phenomenal back then.  Outside of the nostalgic aspects 
of the trip, I felt the electrified political atmosphere.  János Kádár died in early July and the historical 
rectification process was preparing for the re-burial of Imre Nagy and the other victims of the Kádár’s 
retribution for the 1956 freedom fight.  On a quiet Sunday afternoon in the city of Veszprém, I no-
ticed groups of Soviet soldiers on leave in their dress uniforms.  The formerly feared members of the 
occupying Red Army looked extremely young and were more interested in picking up Hungarian 
girls than fighting the imperialist capitalists.  I managed to visit a stamp shop or two while Diane 
treated the kids to McDonalds on Váci utca.  At that time, it was the only such outlet in Hungary. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 The main purpose of my 2002 trip was to make my 
presentation before the Mafitt membership (see Post-
script).  I felt honored that members came to Budapest 
from the countryside and even from Vienna just to hear 
what I had to say.  I was also proud to find my name 
listed among the many members on the souvenir ‘stamp’ 
prepared by the Revenue Stamp Collectors Section of 
MABÉOSz for the group’s 10th anniversary.  Otherwise, 
I made very few philatelic acquisitions on this trip. 
 Nevertheless, I used the opportunity to travel in 
northeastern Hungary, a part of the country that was new 

to me.  I also visited my aunt and a 
cousin who lived in Trencsén/Trenčin 
and another cousin in Pozsony / Brati-
slava, Slovakia.  My hostess and tour 
guide was my cousin Viola, who had 
been living in Hungary since 1976.  
She showed Diane and me her child-
hood places in Trencsén and took us up 
the castle on the hill overlooking the 
town. 

 
 
 
 
 

  

 
 Above:  Andy and Laura on Rákóczi Street in Piszke.  

Right:  Eating McDonald’s on Váci utca. 

 

Left:  The Castle of Trenčin as seen from 
the town.   

Right: Diane and Viola at the entrance to 
the castle. 
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During the visit to Máté Csák’s 14th century castle stronghold, we were listening to a tour 
guide giving her presentation in Slovak.  My cousin Viola was translating for me into Hungarian, and 
I was translating to Diane into English.   A Dutch tourist, who realized that English was being spo-
ken, joined us and translated for his lady friend into Dutch.  The tour guide became aware of the in-
ternational flavor of her audience, and started to talk to us directly, neglecting her fellow, Slovak 
countrymen.  We had a somewhat similar Dutch-Slovak-Hungarian-English translation party back in 
1989 at my cousin’s place on Lake Balaton with their friends from the Netherlands.  That event, how-
ever, was fortified by many bottles of Tokai wine, 3 puttonyos. 

  The pictures to the left and right 
are views of the church and the public 
school that I took from the top of Calvary 
Hill behind the church in 2008.  In the last 
57 years, the trees have grown obscuring 
the buildings as well as the banks of the 
Danube River.  I hope that my essay pre-
sented a less obfuscated view of Piszke. 

 
 Postscript 

 
 In 2002, I made my acceptance presentation after being inducted into Mafitt, the Hungarian 
Scientific Philatelic Association.  My topic was The 1956 Hungarian Freedom Fight in Philately.  
Later, I received feedback that my presentation was deemed ‘too political’ in nature.  I was somewhat 
taken aback by this.  After all, the stamp issues of my formative years annually celebrated political 
topics: Liberation Day, May Day, Stalin’s and Rákosi’s birthdays, anniversaries of the Bolshevik 
Revolution, ad nauseum; and philatelic life was celebrated with exhibits such as Lenin’s Life on 
Stamps.  The controlling policies of a one-party dictatorship bent on transforming Hungarian society 
into the communist mold was an omnipresent fact of daily life.  If so, I again ‘politicized’ in my 
philatelic autobiography, I did so because that was the way of life was as I knew it at age 10.  Facts 
are facts; and, with my engineering training and 35 years of practice, I never argue against facts. 

 
NOTES: 

 
1  In the late 1930s, my maternal grandfather worked in the coal mines of Dorog manning the pumps during the 
night shift.  He detested that job and briefly moved back to Kápolnásnyék and tried to make a living as a black-
smith.  This endeavor did not pan out financially, so in 1940 he took a job as a mechanic at the cement factory 
in Lábatlan.  That is when he moved his family to Piszke.  During this time, my mother was a schoolgirl. 
2  My father was discharged from the Hungarian Army in 
1942 after being wounded during the campaign of the 
Quick Reaction Force (Gyorshadtest) in the Ukraine in 
1941.  His first civilian job (1942-1944) was at the Visco-
sa plant in Nyergesújfalu.  He and his new wife spent the 
first half of 1945 as displaced persons in Austria.  He was 
incarcerated in the prison in Vác in 1946.  He worked in 
the institution’s printing plant; and, as a political prisoner, 
was allowed to earn small amounts of money.  After his 
release in April 1949, he got a job at the marble pro-
cessing plant as a stone polisher.  In 1955 he worked at 
the paper mill briefly.  By 1956, he was employed by the 
Forestry Service in Dömös in a job that involved loading 
logs onto barges on the Danube River.  
 
3 My mother completed her courses in elementary education in June 1946 after a one-year interruption because 
of the war.  Because of her marriage to my father, who was an incarcerated political prisoner, she was unable to 
get a teaching job.  In 1948 she worked at the Reinforced Concrete elements plant briefly before her health 
forced her to quit.  She was hired as a bookkeeper at the paper mill around 1949 and continued to work there 
until we fled in 1956. 
4 The contemporary conversion rate was approximately 2.50 forints to the US dollar making the total initial 
construction cost (national + local + investment) of the railroad line to be about US$288,000. 

 

Postcard showing the view of the penitentiary at Vác 
(long block building in the left center of the picture). 
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5 A traditional depiction of ‘locsolás’ published in an English-language magazine, probably from the 1930s.  
Young men in matyó costumes (probably from Mezőkövesd) drag an apparently reluctant, but smiling girl to 
the well and splash water at her feet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
6 Establishing the value of a Hungarian forint in US dollars during the 1950s is difficult.  When it was intro-
duced on 1 August 1946, the exchange rate was 11.74Ft = US$1 (1 Ft = 8.5 US cents).  During the height of the 
centrally planned economy of communist Hungary, the forint was not convertible to Western currencies.  Dual 
artificial value was assigned for export-import purposes depending on whether the trade was with the com-
munist block or with a non-socialist country.  My data indicates that in 1965, approximately 35 ‘trade’ forints 
equaled one US dollar.  So, my best guess is that the cost of a one forint scoop of ice cream was less than 3 US 
cents. 
7 Given the exchange rate of 35Ft = US$1, the unskilled laborer’s monthly salary was in the range of US$23.  
Comparatively, in 1956, the minimum federal wage in the United States was $1 per hour that would equate to a 
salary of roughly $175 per month. 
8 One kilogram of bread (2.2 pounds) cost 2Ft.  The cost of mailing an inland letter was 60 fillér. 
9 The heading of the report sent 
on 23 January 1957 by Rev. 
Mendelsohn regarding the settle-
ment of the Kohalmi family in 
Indianapolis.  I acquired copies of 
these documents from the library 
files of the Harvard Divinity 
School. 
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THE SECRETARY’S REPORT 
 

by Greg Gessell 
 

I have the election results for you.  Although the by-laws state the Secretary collects and tal-

lies ballots for elections etc., it seemed convenient for the members to just vote by checking the box 

at the bottom of the dues notice when sending in payment to the treasurer.  So Wes collected and tal-

lied the information and sent it to me to speeding up the process.  

Most of the election ballots are in.  We could wait longer, but really in the interests of time 

and the trend we have already seen....these numbers really will not significantly change.  Fifty-six 

were received (9 email and 46 paper ballots).  All voters selected “vote for all candidates.”  As we 

currently have 166 members, I believe a quorum of voters participated and all officers nominated 

have been duly elected.  

I know this news was too late to make the January-March issue of The News, because it went 

for publishing earlier than expected.  

I also want to thank Wes for significantly helping me with this task! 
 
 
 

THE EDITOR’S NOTES 
 

by Csaba L. Kohalmi 
 

 I promise that the contents of the July-September newsletter will return to its regular format 
of articles, new issue listings, concordance, and whatever contributions reach my desk/computer.   

I would like to thank the SHP Board for supporting me in publishing this oversize issue along 
with the extra printing and mailing costs involved.   

This issue marks the beginning of my 24th year as your editor.  I’m also giving fair warning 
that someone will have to step up SOON and take over this job in the next year or so. 

So, please consider if you’d like to be our next editor and let any of the officers know about 
your intentions.  My support for you, as always, will continue to be there! 
 

 
 

FOR SALE: BOUND VOLUMES OF THE NEWS OF HUNGARIAN PHILATELY 
 

Book # Volumes Years Cost 

1 1-3 1970-1972 $30 

2 4-6 1973-1975 $30 

3 7-9 1976-1978 $30 

4 10-12 1979-1981 $30 

5 13-15 1982-1984 $30 

6 16-18 1985-1987 $30 

7 19-21 1988-1990 $30 

8 22-24 1991-1993 $30 

9 25-27 1994-1996 $30 

10 28-30 1997-1999 $30 

11 31-32 2000-2001 $30 

12 * 33-36 2002-2005 $50 * 
 

Each book No. 1 thru 11 individually is priced at $30.00 or purchase the entire set of the first 
11 books for $320.00.  * Book No. 12 costs $50 each.  Freight fees will be added to all orders.  Or-
ders and inquiries should be sent to:  

H. Alan Hoover, 6070 Poplar Spring Drive, Norcross, GA 30092; tel: (770) 840-8766,  

e-mail: h.alan.hoover@hungarianphilately.org 

 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

View of Piszke’s Main Street looking west 
 
 
                     Coat-of-arms of the 
                        City of Lábatlan 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                       Pre-World War I map 
                                        of Esztergom County 
                                  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   Piszke’s riverboat dock 
 

 

 

 

 


