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)FOREWORD
MY DEAR READERS,
Perhaps many of you have heard in the news or read in the papers about the Hungarian terrorist regime led by Janos KADAR which allowed the Communist courts to condemn to death or sentence to gaol, the participants in the Hungarian uprising. But only very little or nothing at all is known about the illegal detainments, the method used by the A.V.H. (A.V.H. stands for System of National Defence Council) to force a confession, or the trials of those who took part in armed coups and other political offences, the dreadful life in the political prisons, the torments and deaths which took place in concentration forced labour camps.
I am not a writer, only a university student with an average literary education who will relate the most tragic part of his life in simple words. I do not attribute much literary merit to this description, but since it contains most impartially the events which I saw and which happened to me, it has a very great authenticity.
I shall tell you my authentic experience in the tragic years of my life which I spent in the Hungarian Communist Security Council's preliminary custody, in the gaol of a rural town, in the Marko Street Prison in Budapest, in the political gaol at "Maria Nosztra", the concentration camp at CSOLNOK and in the concentration barracks in Budapest. I shall give you a picture of life in the Hungarian political gaols and in the forced labour camps so that you can see in their true colours the torture chambers the Communists created. I would like to put on record the inhumanities of the Communists which by far outdo the atrocities committed by the terroristic Hitler regime.
I would like to convey an echo of the bodily torments to the mind, so that you, my dear reader, may be fully aware of the dramatic significance of these sufferings. In the end I shall tell you about my miraculous release from the concentration barracks in Budapest.
Since its beginning, the Communists have killed more people than were killed in action in the first and second world wars. They number around 40 millions. 1 honour everybody's belief, but Communism cannot be an ideology. The taking of life is God's right, and likewise man's greatest sin. But Communism is in fact nothing but legalised murder which cannot be an ideology, but only sin.
Joseph Csardas.

 (
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)PRELUDES
It was the end of June, the beginning of a beautiful summer. There was a scent of flowers in the air and one was glad to be alive. I was working in my room, in a cottage of a small Hungarian town, where I have spent most of my youth. I was thinking about the printing of an anti-communist pamphlet, while my mother lay on the verandah enjoying her after-dinner rest, when all of a sudden there was rough kicking against the front door. I looked out of the window of my room through a small gap in the blinds and knew instinctively who those three men were who wanted to come in. My mother went to a window to inquire the business of three strangers, then a voice replied that they were detectives from the State Police Force. I heard only half that remark, then putting my notes in a book I started running to the back gate of our yard. While my mother opened up the door for the three detectives, I reached my destination. I felt somehow that they were looking for me, and I made my way through vineyards to the top of a hill from which I could see clearly into our yard. From this height I looked down for about ten minutes. I could perceive nothing, so I went slowly back to our house, to the window of a room which opened onto the yard. I peeped in cautiously and saw that the three detectives were searching thoroughly through the room at the moment. My thoughts turned to the notes of the pamphlet. What would happen if they found them? I did not even think about the guns, because I knew that they could only find them with the help of instruments which they did not possess. All this flashed through my mind in a fraction of a second and forced me to retreat. I went back to the hill unnoticed and went on a by-way to my little girl friend. I asked her to go to our house and enquire from my mother when it would be safe for me to return. I watched the arrival of my little friend at our home from a nearby yard and was measuring up the possibilities which were exceedingly gloomy. My pretty little spy returned, and her worried expression told me everything. She was able to converse with my mother for only a few minutes, as the detectives sent her packing. From her story I could gather that the whole house was upside down and that the detectives were looking for dollars. This put me at ease somewhat and I was only worried about the pamphlets now. My mother asked me to meet her at my little friend's place so that she could tell me the results of the raid. Afterwards I hurried to our little church so that I could confess my sins for the last time, so I thought. After confession I prayed with a lighter heart to God for the liberty of my homeland. I offered my future sufferings to God for the freedom of my country. Anxious now to learn about the results of the search I started to run from church to meet my mother. It was already 7 o'clock in the evening and I had to wait over an hour before my mother, weak from anxiety, arrived. It was a great load off my mind when I learnt from her that apart from a few books, which the communists had put on the Index, and three machine gun bullets, they found nothing. The looking for dollars was only an excuse. I did not possess any dollars and the detectives were not looking for them either, but for guns and a printing press. This theory proved to be true because we had already been betrayed. Hurriedly I went home to burn the notes for the pamphlets and worked till midnight to tidy up the house. We were expecting my brother early next morning to celebrate my mother's birthday. On his arrival my brother greeted us excitedly. He had had a strange experience on his way home, a distance of some 200 kilometres. At a road crossing a man on a motor bike waited for my brother, and joining him, escorted him to the boundaries of our town while he asked my brother personal questions. My brother felt suspicious and answered him reservedly. After a while the stranger became confidential and told him that he was a detective from

the police force. My brother knew that he was a member of the A.V.H., and, in order to shake him off, he started to drive wildly. Later on because of engine trouble he was forced to halt and then, driving alongside, the stranger introduced himself as HOMONNAY.
Our family took council and tried to guess the connection. We knew beyond doubt that there was a connection between the house raid and the detective escort on the motorbike, but we did not know at that time which way the wind was blowing. My mother knew of nothing and since the search ended with no definite result she was very composed. We spent two days together and during that time no one disturbed us.
We went to the swimming pool and met there a member of our association, Feri. Together with my brother and Feri, I sat on the terrace of the bar discussing the events of the previous day. Feri's first question was regarding the guns. We assured him that the "red bloodhounds" did not find them. My brother proposed that we should destroy our pistols, for instance throw them into a well, before a second raid in our house could be made. Feri vehemently opposed our plan to destroy the pistols. He argued that we might need them later on and besides they were in an extremely safe place. We did not suspect anything and quite agreed with his point of view. We took our leave of Feri and hurried home to spend as much time as possible with mother on her birthday.
We had no idea then that we should not be able to be together again for many long weary years. My brother and I had a premonition, and yet we were not prepared for the worst. We kept his departure a complete secret. At midnight he left after a lengthy farewell, and as if we perceived something evil we embraced once more. The motor started up noisily and soon darkness enveloped the disappearing figure, only the sound of his motorbike traced his way a few minutes longer.
Together with mother I stood at the gate and our hearts were filled with sorrow. We were trying to pierce the darkness as we listened to the song of the engine till it receded completely into the stillness of the June night.
The next morning, a Monday, I awakened late. It was the first of July, a beautiful sunny day, ideal for sunning and swimming. So I decided quickly that I would go to the baths with my little friend, Julika. I had known her for the last few months only. She was a fourteen-year-old, well developed, fair-haired girl, and the colour of her eyes matched that of violets. She was innocent in body as well as mind. Her Madonna like beauty and perfect figure attracted every eye wherever we went. Her soul was full of romantic feelings and everything that was good and beautiful would rouse her enthusiasm. She was at a very dangerous age. With wise guidance she would become the ideal girl and later on the ideal wife. I decided then and there that I would take over her moral and emotional training.
First of all, I gave her religious instruction as she only received an atheistic education at school. I guided her choice of books and tried to cultivate in her a patriotic feeling. I got her to read the very best in historical novels, and discussed it with her when she finished reading each book. She loved me very much, yet she was as proud as a queen. She tried to hide her feelings towards me, not very successfully though. I had the most beautiful and decent intentions towards her and she knew it. I never took advantage of her innocence or love. As the days passed by we came to love each other more and more. I made a deep impression on her and tried to unteach the wrong ideas she learnt at school. I was touched by seeing how much she searched for truth and beauty. On this occasion when we were returning from the baths discussing the morals of women, Julika asked me for a definition of ideal womanhood.
Once I read a novel (which Julika also read) entitled, "Rose-Mary Crosses the Bridge." Rose-Mary, the heroine of the novel, was a lovable, sweet and unselfish girl. Her character contained everything that was beautiful and noble, and she could very well be an example to all young girls. In reply to her question I answered Julika, "Be like Rose-Mary, pure, noble and truthful." Julika then took hold of my hand and looked trustfully into my eyes. She was close to tears, and with devotion in her voice she whispered that she would be like Rose-Mary. Then she took her hand away and I could already see in her blue eyes the spirit
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of Rose-Mary. I accompanied her home in silence. That was my last meeting with Julika.
I was just shaving when there was a knock at the front door. Unsuspectingly I looked out of the window. A uniformed policeman stood at the door and was looking for me. Three days had passed since the raid without anything happening, so I did not expect anything unpleasant. I let the policeman enter, and he very politely made himself known as Sergeant Fehervari. He brought me a summons from the Town Police Station. On my questioning him on what matter I had to appear there, the policeman gave me no definite answer. In spite of this I dressed calmly and unsuspectingly. I left a note for mother about my departure, locked the house and put the key in its usual hiding place, then set off to the police station with my escort. He took me to an office where he announced to Prefect Szelecki, of the police force, that the man summoned had arrived. Szelecki told me that on June 27th, 1952, during a house raid the detectives found in my room, books that the Communist Government had prohibited.
He read to me a decree relating to this offence which was passed through the Cabinet in 1946, and which had to the power and right to punish the offender with a penalty of one day to six months’ imprisonment, or a fine of 60,000 Forints. Szelecki in his capacity as a police magistrate asked me if I acknowledged this charge and then asked me the following questions:
"To whom did those prohibited books belong? Who was hiding them? Who knew about those books being in your possession? Ten in number. Did your mother or brother know about them?"
I replied to the foregoing questions as follows:
"The books were my own personal belongings. No one knew about their presence in my home. Neither my mother nor my brother had any idea that these books existed."
To his question asking me what could I bring up for my defence, I told him that at the time of the passing of the decree I was living in Budapest engaged in my studies. I did not think any of my books at home were put in the Index since there was complete freedom. Later on I did not think about the books anymore and the legislation was forgotten.
Szelecki passed judgment, "15 days imprisonment and you have to provide your own food."
After passing the sentence Sandor Meszaros, chief of the Police Station, entered the office. He started to talk to me privately as he had known me since my childhood days. He told me that someone from the country informed the police that I was hiding dollars and that was the reason for the raid. He asked me why I didn't want to work for the Communist Government. I did not give him a definite answer to this question, upon which, shaking his head, he left the room and Szelecki took me into custody. I still kept calm though the environment was rather strange.
In the prison Szelecki delivered me to the warder. Here they searched me from head to toe and took away everything they found in my pockets, and deposited them. The warder told me that on July 16th at twelve noon my sentence would expire and I could go home. Then he led me to a common cell where a habitual thief and an unknown old hobo were serving their sentences. So I fell into good company! The furnishing of the cell consisted of a wooden double bunk and three dirty blankets.
The conversation started with hardly any subject to be discussed. The first few days passed by slowly. My mother brought my first dinner on the first evening. Julika sent me some ham, white bread and spring onions. My mother was very concerned when she stepped to the bars to hand me my dinner. I kissed her dear providing hands and she started to cry. I could hardly comfort her. Then she conveyed Julika's love and kisses, which made me feel better. It was good to know that even in my present circumstances they did not deny and forget me. I was thinking of Julika and a warm feeling welled up in my heart, and I knew that she loved me with her whole being. This feeling strengthened me. I did not even touch the dinner my mother brought me but shared it out for the two hungry criminals.
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It was a beautiful July evening and the stars twinkled on a deep blue sky. I could not sleep. I was free in my thoughts and mused all through the night that I should be completely free on the 16th July. I had no premonitions, and was weaving rose-coloured pictures of the future in my mind. Then again I was weighing the possibilities of my present state. I was sentenced to gaol for 15 days for matters that had nothing to do with me. Not one of the books belonged to me, but of course I took the responsibility on myself.
The rising of the sun woke me out of my reverie. The everyday life of the cell began. Tidying up, washing and breakfasting. I felt weary when I got up from the bunk, my every limb was aching as I had never before lain on a bunk in a prison cell. You will get used to it, my cell-mates comforted me. Every day around noon I was taken out to the yard to work. The exercise and the fresh air pleased me. The work was varied; wood-chopping, tidying up the yard and cleaning motorbikes, etc. My mother brought me food, invariably in the morning, at noon and at night.
On the fifth day a sergeant of the A.V.H. entered the cell. He held a photograph in his hand, compared it with the two criminals. Then he stepped up to me and asked me very roughly why was I here. Curtly I answered him, my disgust quite evident. Suddenly he looked me straight in the eyes and asked me, shouting this time, if I was sure that I had not committed any other crime. I assured him that I had not. For a while he studied me and measured me up and down with his cruel eyes, then turned around and hurriedly left the cell. He was a most unpleasant and detestable visitor. The men of the A.V.H. are the murderers and executioners of the Hungarian people. I heard a lot about the methods they use to torture their victims. This visit excited evil feelings in my mind.
On the sixth day something extraordinary happened to me. My fellow prisoner, BARTUS the thief, was taken for questioning by the detectives several times a day. After the previous investigations he always complained that they tortured him, but on this evening after the questioning he was delighted that the detectives did not torment him, on the contrary, they treated him attentively. The next day Bartus very warmly inquired about my life. His interest in me was very suspicious, yet I decided to tell him the story of my whole life — but of course only so much as I found necessary. I was quite sure that Bartus was an informer. In the course of my years at the University I was engaged in the study of psychology, so it was quite easy to know what interested him most. I told him about my life as a student, which was eventful and humorous, I also told him that ever since I was a small boy I had wanted to become a detective, so while I studied at the University I was a frequent visitor to the underworld in Budapest to learn about the mentality of criminals. So we amused ourselves all day long.
On the eighth day at 5 o'clock in the afternoon a detective of Czechoslovakian origin by the name of Estefan came for me. On the way to the police station I enquired from him who wanted to see me and why. He replied that someone unknown to him wanted to talk to me. He did not tell the truth. He let me go ahead and made me enter an office. There were two desks in the room; in front of one sat a man who had fair hair and blue eyes. No one else was in the office. Detective Estefan did not step inside but departed at once.
I did not know the man in the room. I stood calmly by the door and greeted him with a "good evening". He accepted my greeting and bade me sit down on the chair opposite to him. The desk was covered with papers. There was a clean sheet of paper in front of the stranger and he held a pencil between his fingers. He was ready to take notes. He made me tell him the particulars of my personal identity. Having done that, he asked me to outline my life briefly and exactly. Calmly and briefly I told him this:—
"I was born in 1928. My father was a Town Clerk, my mother a High School Teacher, and later on she became Headmistress. I had two brothers, Joseph and Peter, I lost the latter. He died of scarlet fever at the age of five. My father died in 1932 of a heart attack, and my widowed mother reared us in hard times, full of cares. My brother chose a military career, and I, a commercial one. My brother finished his Air Force training and studies at the Academy in 1944 and was inaugurated as a Lieutenant, while I matriculated from a secondary school in 1946,
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and in the same year I enrolled for the commercial course in the Department of Political Economics at the Hungarian Jozsef Nandor Technical and Agricultural College in Budapest. In May, 1945, my brother was taken a prisoner of war by the Russians. He returned home at the end of June, 1948, in a very weak, rundown condition, but healthy otherwise. Hundreds and thousands died of starvation in Russian prison camps, so our joy was inexpressible when my only brother returned. In 1948 in August the college wound up and a new technical, or rather a new Marxist political Economics College opened up. To this institution I was not admitted. (To be correct, I would not attend a Marxist College on principle, but of course I did not let him know that). So I had to interrupt my studies after 4 half-yearly terms, and my brother and I had been working as day labourers and seasonal workers up to this day. We were living on this modest and uncertain income. I was a labourer in vineyards, road worker, bricklayer, loader, carrier, charman, farm-worker, but always occasionally only, as I did not belong to any union and was not a member of any political party. I was a Catholic and deeply religious."
With this I finished my story, while he took notes of it. He looked in front of him for a while and was thinking, then in a raised voice he announced that he was interested in something else. I answered him, still calm and polite, that he wanted a brief but exact outline of my life, which I had given him. I remarked finally that I would only tell as much as I thought necessary to a complete stranger. Hearing this he stood up, bowed cynically and introduced himself. Detective Inspector KOVAKS (sic) of the A.V.H. This introduction had an unpleasant effect on me, but I tried to keep calm. Kovaks (sic) studied my face to see if he could read from it my reaction to his announcement. Then he sat down calmly and asked me once more if I had told him everything. I answered "Yes."
"Why don't you talk about your political activities? We know pretty well everything; we only want to hear it from you just for curiosity. Look at all these notes, they are all about you and your associates. You are intelligent, well educated, you should know that by a frank confession you could alleviate your position. Think about it. I'll let you have ten minutes for it."
I studied my tight position and decided to find out at any price, how much Kovaks (sic) knew about me and what were his proofs. There was dead silence in the office for the next ten minutes, you could even hear the buzzing of a fly. Kovacs looked at his watch and announced with a firm voice: "Your time has run out. Speak frankly and all your troubles will be over."
I repeated my whole story as before but a bit more detailed. "I can't say any more than that," I concluded.
Kovaks (sic) jumped up from his seat, then like a maniac he started for me. He hit me across the face with his open hand repeatedly while he shouted, with his mouth foaming with rage: "You dirty Fascist, do you think you can deceive the A.V.H.? You should rest assured that we know everything about you! Or do you want me to convey you to the A.V.H.? There they make everyone talk, even if they sweat blood".
From the corner of my mouth blood trickled down to my clothes. Everything had happened so unexpectedly that I could not even defend myself. I wanted to jump up to avenge this attack, but just as suddenly I became calm again, because I thought it best. If I counter-attacked him surely more men would come in, and they would beat me to death. It appeared that Kovaks (sic) noticed my first impulse to attack him because he drew his pistol and pointed it at me. "I shall kill you if you make one suspicious move". I knew he would not dare to do so, since he had not got any information from me yet; he only wanted to frighten me. I felt quite faint from the terrific blows, yet I did not feel any pain. "Do you think we are idiots?" he asked. "That we did not know what you wanted?" Then he recounted the names of the five members of our organisation. "Talk or I'll smash you to bits, can't you see that we know everything".
"I don't know anything about these things, I don't know who invented this story."
Kovaks (sic) started for me once more and he not only bashed me with his hand but kicked me wherever he could. He overturned the chair on which I was still sitting. I quickly got to my feet so that this infuriated A.V.H. murderer should
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stake my life that my brother would not tell anybody. So that left the third person, 
Feri
, and he was a member of our association. It is a terrible accusation, and it seemed unbelievable to me at first. I had to think over well what 
Feri
 knew and deduce it logically. In September, 1949, 
Feri
 became a member of our association and was willing to work for us. He offered to distribute pamphlets for us 
on his motorbike, he only asked us to let him know beforehand. He came to our 
house on several occasions and on one of his visits my brother brought the pistols down from the attic. 
Feri
 examined them and found them good. Once, I was walking with 
Feri
, talking about everyday problems, when all of a sudden he turned to me and asked me a question quite away from the subject: "Who is the leader of our 
Organisation
?" I was pretty well taken back.
Our 
organisation
 was built up in such a way that the members did not know about each other or only knew about the other members within a small group, and even that was not so in most cases. 
Feri
 enjoyed our complete confidence, so I named my friend, Miklos to him. We were just in front of the Cathedral at
that time. So 
Feri
 knew only about those five members whose names Detective
Inspector Kovacs recounted to me at my first questioning. He also knew about the printing press and guns hidden at Miklos’ place. Out of precaution I thought over what the other members known to me knew about the 
organisation
 and it
was quite evident that 
Feri
 had betrayed our 
organisation
 completely. We had no
way out of this and all five of us were lost, and I also knew that the whole circus 
at the police station was only a trap. Since I was the leader of our group I took it
for granted that I would be executed. So I decided that I would fight for the
survival of the other members with every weapon available to me and also that I 
would follow an honest and sensible line: I would observe what they knew and
only take upon myself whatever they could prove. I would tell them in a way
that seemed voluntary enough and as if I did not know about 
Feri's
 betrayal. 
I also intended to take upon myself as much as possible, though I knew well that
the A.V.H. had the power to make everyone confess. They would not shrink back
from the use of even the 
cruellest
 torture methods and the effect of their 
injec
-
 
tions
 was such that the arrested man would unconsciously disclose even those facts
that he wanted to keep most. An example of this was the trials of Cardinal 
Mindszenty
 and Grosz. Taking everything into account this seemed the best line I could take, but of course I would not know what confession my associates would give.
Meanwhile day began to dawn, and the rising sun projected the bars of the
window of my cell onto the wall. I said my morning prayers and asked God to
give me strength in body and mind for the impending sufferings, and that the sacrifice of so many good Hungarian citizens to attain the sacred Freedom of their land should not be in vain. Here in my cell I promised God that if they executed me my last exclamation should be "I die for God and my Country!"
All through the night a guard stood with a police dog under my window. I
could hear the whining of the dog in the night but then I was so deep in 
my
thoughts that I did not take any notice of it. The dog yawned now. I pulled my-
self up
 to the window, the guard was just leaving the dog on a leash. They 
apparently were considering that I might attempt to escape and in that case
the dog would have recaptured me. They would not fire at me because they were interested in my confession. I slid down from the window as the door to my cell opened. I was not allowed to communicate with anyone; the guard took me to the washroom by myself.
At 8 o'clock in the morning my mother appeared at the door with 
my
breakfast. I embraced her and kissing her, I whispered into her ear: "Be very
strong and never forget me. Don't worry, even from hell I shall return." Hearing this my mother looked at me with frightened eyes and asked what had happened to me. Be it to his credit the warder never even with one word disturbed us, he just stood there and looked at us wonderingly. For many a long year to come this was mother and son's last embrace.
Kovacs, A.V.H. detective inspector, was the one to disturb us, he hurriedly
ordered me to follow him and led me to the room where my first questioning
had taken place the day before. There an unknown lieutenant, short and stout 
with a puffed face, and a second man, an officer of the A.V.H. with a set of
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)not have a chance to kick in my skull. He ordered me to sit down and he went to his seat, too.
"You are a very consistent man, but never mind, we shall transport you to our Headquarters and we shall make you talk. Now, who were these five persons and what were your intentions?"
"I don't know anything, while you seem to know everything."
"Would you like to hear what we know?" Tomorrow we shall take from your attic your 7.65 pistol and your friend's larger Steyr-pistol."
"Neither I nor my friend have any pistols in our attic."
This Kovacs beast of a man jumped up again and started hitting me and kicking my legs, shouted and raged. "You dirty ignominious Fascist, I hate you beyond description."
"I am not a Fascist, I am a sincere Hungarian citizen. I was only sixteen when Fascism was defeated so I could not have had any part in it."
"We call all the internal foes of Communism, Fascists. You are an armed organizer, so you are a Fascist too."
"I don't know anything about any armed organisation. I have no idea what you are talking about. I am not a Fascist, I protest against that.: "You may!" And with this he started to strike me again. This is the method legally used in the Communist 'States to obtain a confession.
"And what about your printing press and your pamphlets? Can't you see that we know everything? We have proofs in our hands."
Such was my astonishment that my heart started beating wildly, yet I put on an indifferent expression to hide my confusion. Luckily he, did not look at me as he was turning over the pages of his notebook.
It seemed possible now that we were betrayed and it looked as if they knew everything, but considering that they had no proofs as yet, I decided to deny all the charges for the time being.
"Why did you want to throw the pistols into the well? Even there we would have found them. I give you one more chance to tell everything on your own accord, without any coercion. Even the law punishes obstinate denials and it aggravates your position. We can prove all this, and your associates have confessed. The questioning is finished, you can go."
I stood up; my head was spinning and when I opened the door, a sentry with a machine gun confronted me. It seems they had been guarding the door during the interrogation. The guard warned me that in case of an attempted escape bid he would fire without another word. I started back to my cell, behind me the police guard with the machine gun. It was midnight when he handed me back to the warder. The questioning had lasted seven hours. Kovacs came down later on too, and talked to the warder at length.
I was completely exhausted in body and mind as well and staggered to the bunk in my private cell. My dinner that mother had brought me was laid on the bunk, but I was overcome with such a gastric fever that I could not even touch it. I was transferred to this private cell; the size of it was about that of my bunk. This confined space was maddening; you could very well call it a stock. I must not go to sleep, I must think the questioning all over again but I just could not concentrate, my head ached from the many blows, the dried blood on my face made me feel uncomfortable, too. I rapped on the door of my cell and asked the warder to take me to the toilet. After a short while he returned and accompanied me. I washed the dried blood off my face and it refreshed me. After returning to my cell my brain started functioning again and I began to analyse the examination. I had survived the first ordeal successfully.
They had exact knowledge about our armed organisation, that was beyond doubt. They knew some of our associates by name. They had a definite knowledge of the existence of the printing press, the pamphlets, the whereabouts of my and my friend's pistols. I was very astonished to hear how much they know at the A.V.H. This astonishment vanished as soon as I remembered our intention to throw the pistols into the well. We had discussed this question on the terrace of the bar at the swimming pool, only the three of us, and no one could have possibly overheard our talking. We were sitting at a table in the corner which my brother chose and nobody except us was on the terrace at that time. I would
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	instruments, waited for me. The lieutenant called on me to disclose the exact hiding place of the guns in our attic.
"Look, here are all the instruments, we will find them anyway, we are interested in your frank answer only."
"I know nothing about any guns."
"Alright, you shall talk differently at Headquarters—now you can go."
I was led back to the prison; my mother was gone. I had my breakfast and after that the warder made me sit down on a chair in the yard and gave me a paper to read. He looked at me with a feeling of sympathy from the door. I started to read the paper eagerly. The leading article was about the capture of Mr. Ducos, the President of the French Communist Party and the preparing of his trial, which the communist paper held to be unlawful and illegal. Perhaps that was lawful which they did to me! For seven hours Kovacs had been beating me in order that I might confess what he wanted. I could not turn for help to an attorney or anyone else. This method of interrogation was legal in Communism. It would be a good idea if those French Communists felt on their own skins the practical blessings of Communism. I am quite sure that pretty soon they would resign from this shameful party.
I busied myself with these thoughts, oblivious to the world, when the door to the yard burst open and three men from the A.V.H. ran towards me with their pistols drawn and pointing at me. They encircled me and ordered me to stand up. They were two detectives in plain clothes and one, Sergeant Sumi, from the A.V.H. Sumi told me that in the name of the law they were arresting me and taking me to A.V.H. Headquarters.
While he was still speaking, he fastened handcuffs on my wrist. Then they accompanied me to the prison. Here Sumi searched me and took over all my personal possessions from the warder. He warned me that if I attempted to escape he would use his gun.
They took me to the side gate which opened onto a narrow street. They waited till the street became deserted, then they pushed me into a sand-coloured Pobjeda sedan which stood in front of the gate with open doors and curtains on the windows. Sumi made me sit between him and a detective while the other plain clothes man sat next to the driver.
So the dreaded Pobjeda started off swiftly with me towards the A.V.H.
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IN THE CELL AT THE A.V.H.

	
	The car stopped before a door in the yard. The detective next to the driver got out and rang the bell. The door opened after a few seconds and they pushed me out of the car. I now entered the lion's den. I had to pass through an L-shaped corridor, which was carpeted, so that our steps were inaudible. I was not to look left or right. The A.V.H. man guided me with soft hissing sounds. At last I came to an office which was furnished in contemporary style; there sat four plain-clothes detectives and a Major VARGA, C.O. of the Central A.V.H. in the district. They made me sit on a chair in the middle of the room. I still wore my handcuffs.
"Since you are an intelligent man you should realise, that by your unnecessary denials you can only make your position worse," said Major Varga. "We will have no alternative but to use force to learn the truth. We don't care how long you stay here, one month, two or even six months, it all depends on you. We know everything about you and now it is your turn to show some sign of your truthfulness. Perhaps you know our reputation. We have proofs in our hands." With these words he put my pistol, still in its case, on the table. "Do you believe now that we know everything about your armed organisation? We also have the other pistol belonging to your friend, have a look and see if it is the same. You are not completely lost, yet by your frankness you could still make up for a lot of things We know also that your associates are hiding many more pistols. You have a printing press, and you have distributed pamphlets on many occasions, and not only the five of you, but there are many more members of this organisation. We know all about your plans, it is no use denying it. We shall soon have your brother's pistol in our hands, too. Think it over, here you shall have plenty of time for it. I warn you, don't you dare mislead us."
He rang a bell and a tall A.V.H. corporal entered the office. Varga gave him a sign to take me away. In the middle of the corridor was the guard's room, to the left of this were the examination offices, while to the right, behind the iron bars, were the dreaded A.V.H. cells. The corporal accompanied me to the guard room, where he took off my handcuffs, then I had to remove all my clothes and they examined every piece carefully. Sergeant Sumi even removed the heel of my shoes with a pair of pincers. They took away my socks, handkerchief, braces and even my shoe-laces. They made a list of all my belongings, which I had to sign. After completing all this, Sumi accompanied me to cell No. 93, and he informed me of the rules of the prison.
"Up till retreat you have to sit with folded arms and straight back at the edge of your bunk. Only talk when you are spoken to; otherwise you are to be silent as the grave. If you want anything, you knock at the door softly, the fewer times the better if you don't want to be kicked. Don't scribble on the wall." He left the cell, locking the door behind him.
I sat down on my bunk and in accordance with the regulations I folded my arms. I was inexpressibly tired and sleepy. The furnishing of my cell consisted of two iron framed wooden bunks built into cement, and the small 8in. x 6in. window was made of unbreakable glass. In the top corner, to the right of the window, I noticed a galvanised iron ventilator, while above the door there was a built-in light socket with a 100 Watt bulb. It had a glass window in front of it which was covered with wire mesh. In the door at shoulder-height there was a small door, which opened outward, while above at the eye-level there was a small, round built-in window about 3in. in diameter with double frame. The
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wall at the side of the door was rounded, there were no corners. Wherever I was in the cell I would be visible to an observer looking through the spy-window. A round, perforated iron plate covered the outside of the spy-window with a little handle attached to it. With the help of this handle you could push the plate aside and watch the prison unobserved. Through the other little opening in the door, which opened to the corridor, they passed the food. This was called the feeder. There was no heating appliance and even now in the July heat-wave the cell was rather cool. I concluded after observing all this, that from here it was impossible to escape.
I sat on the edge of the bunk like a statue and had to keep from my face all trace of emotion. Someone looked into my cell through the spy-window every minute. In the beginning this played on my nerves terribly. While I was still thinking about my tight position, the feeder banged down and they pushed me my food in a square dish. My first dinner consisted of about one pint of diluted potato soup and one slice of bread. I did not even touch it, but put it on the bunk next to mine. After a few minutes the key rattled in the key-hole and the tall corporal appeared at the door; he ordered me to walk in front of him with the dish in my hand to the washroom where I had to empty the contents of my dish into the toilet, and he then made me wash the dish in the wash basin. He asked me if I hadn't any appetite. I didn't answer him and he led me back to my cell.
I went through the story of our armed organisation in my mind and concluded that they knew it in all its details. I could not know what my associates would confess or what they would find on them. The pistols were damning evidence; Feri's fingerprints would be clearly visible, so after that they would not doubt his words. It was obvious that there was no way out of my present situation. Meanwhile they watched me every minute to see my reaction to my very unusual environment. I had to be strong to hide my inner agitation. Also it hurt me very much that Feri, in spite of our complete confidence in him, had betrayed us; he knew everything and he informed the A.V.H. of everything. I only hoped that all the others would deny everything and that I could take upon myself all the consequences. I pursued this line of thought all day long.
About seven o'clock they brought me my tea: marrow in a thin sauce. I still could not eat, did not even touch it. After a few minutes, just as had happened at dinner time, I had to take out my dish and wash it. Retreat was at ten o'clock that night; the tall corporal threw me a tattered blanket and told me that I could go to sleep. I was completely exhausted, and very soon I fell asleep. But my rest was cut short when my cell-door opened suddenly with a bang. The tall man entered the room swearing and roaring like a jackal.
"Get up, you dirty fascist! Do you think you are in a hotel where you can lie down and make yourself comfortable? Stand against the wall or I'll kick you!" And he kicked me, his eyes full of hatred. "You will stand with your face turned to the wall all night. You will learn how to lie correctly at the A.V.H.; you can only lie on your back with your hands on top of the blanket." I turned to the wall while he rushed out of the cell. It was not very pleasant to stand up for hours and look at the blindingly white walls. It was around midnight when the little door opened up and to my surprise the tall corporal said to me in somewhat softer tones: "Have you learnt the correct way of sleeping? Now lie down, and this should not happen any more."
I lay down on my back this time and put my hands on top of the blanket; this way the lightbulb shone straight into my eyes. No matter how tired I felt I just could not sleep in these circumstances. I was awake all through the night and my back was nearly breaking from staying in that one position. Meanwhile I was watched continually through the spy-window. I could hardly wait to be allowed to get up from my very uncomfortable position.
Reveille was at 5 o'clock. The cathedral was nearby and I could hear well as its clock chimed every fifteen minutes. Through the ventilator I could hear every sound. The warder roared, "Reveille, get up!" I jumped up and stretched myself. The warder went from cell to cell to ensure that everyone obeyed. He stormed into a cell shouting and I could hear the thud of blows; it seemed that one of my fellow prisoners jumped out of bed a few seconds late and that
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was the cause of the beating. I folded up my blanket and put it on the end of my bunk and calmly sat on it. I had hardly sat down when the door opened
and the corporal asked me where I had put the blanket. I told him that I was sitting on it. "You crazy fascist! Do you think you are perhaps in a royal box?" he said to me. "Put the blanket at the head of your bunk and stand against the wall, you shall learn the rules yet."
I had not been standing against the wall for very long when the cell door opened again and a broom flew at me. I understood that I had to sweep up, so I started at once. I wasn't quite ready when a dustpan was thrown in; I swept the dust onto it and handed it out together with the broom. The warder sent me out to have a wash and on all these occasions I had to go first while he followed me. I stripped down to my waist and I had to be ready in one minute. Everything had to be done on command. I had hardly even wet my body when the warder commanded me to use the soap. It was utterly impossible to get washed in such a short time. With my body still wet, with hands behind my back and bowed head I had to return to my cell.
	So I learnt slowly the rules of the A.V.H. prison through my own sad experiences. I took great pains to adhere strictly to these rules in order to avoid all atrocities, so that I could keep all my energy for the impending interrogations. I got dressed, sat on the end of the bunk in accordance with regulations, and waited for my uncertain future. After consuming the half a pint of completely unsweetened black coffee and a very thin slice of bread I had to wash my cup in the way I have already described and with this the morning's activities finished. Then began the sitting on the hard bunk which seemed to be never-ending and which reminded me of the position of a fakir. A complete silence reigned in the whole building; I felt as if I were in a crypt. In this depressing silence the prisoner reacts to all the noises he hears and his hearing becomes very sensitive. So I got accustomed to ascertaining the happenings within the A.V.H. from the noises I heard.
They still kept me under observation through the little spy-window. In the silence I could hear the warder creep stealthily from door to door. When he reached the door next to my cell and pushed the perforated iron-plate aside, I knew that I was next to be observed. There was a hardly-audible rustle and then there was one eye in the opening looking at me fixedly for ten seconds. All this was so ghastly that it would terrify someone highly strung; even for me it took quite a while to get used to it. One would feel an utter loneliness and desolation in the communist executioner's cell. "All hope abandon, ye who enter here." The line came to my mind subconsciously. Everything was planned with an evil grandeur, and in these surroundings even men with strong characters were broken. I decided that I would fortify myself with prayer.	I still had my faith; I believed in God's help and the resurrection of Hungarian Freedom. I wanted to act according to this faith. Proudly, concealing all my sufferings, to bear all my sorrows in silence; that was worthy of a true Hungarian political prisoner. When I started the organisation with Miklos we took all the dangers into consideration, and, with this knowledge, we worked against Communism. Our organisation has been betrayed and we are lost, but I shall still face the consequences bravely.
These were my thoughts, and meanwhile noon had come again. We had kohlrabi for dinner and I put it aside. Detective Inspector Kovacs entered my cell just then, called me by name and even greeted me amiably, then sat down on the bunk next to mine. I sat calmly and motionless as a statue. I had unpleasant memories of our previous meeting and I wanted him to feel it.
"You are in a bad mood, and I see that you don't like this good vegetable. Or perhaps the provisions are too much for you?" he asked me cynically, accenting every word. "The provisions and supplies are satisfactory in the present circumstances," I replied.
"We shall interrogate you again. I warn you not to deceive us because, I repeat it once more, we know everything about you, we are only waiting for you to tell the truth. Since then we have new evidence in our possession. For your own sake think about all these things."
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"No use my thinking, I just don't understand the whole business."
"Keep thinking and don't forget what I told you here."
He stood up and left the cell. This visit was very unexpected and I started probing its significance. Even though the time of the interrogation was uncertain this information worried me very much.
They made me empty and wash my dish again. For the last two days I had eaten nothing; yet I did not feel hunger. It worried me that I should have to confirm what the men of the A.V.H. maintained. I had a clear conscience, I could not worsen my associates' situation. I could only improve mine. My commonsense told me too, to help myself if I didn't want these brutal men to torture me to death, I had to confess to whatever the A.V.H. had the evidence for, perhaps then they would leave me alone. I should reluctantly acknowledge the facts they could prove, I decided, but I should have to be careful not to let them know my tactics. I was in a pretty tight corner too, in that I was up against well-trained detectives: I had to play my part perfectly. Meanwhile I was under constant observation and had to control the expressions on my face so that they would not betray my thoughts. So I sat on the end of my bunk with a dispassionate face and completely motionless all day long.
Evening came and the usual activities of prison life passed by. I said my evening prayers. The physical and mental anguish inspired beautiful prayers in my mind. I sighed: "Oh my God, help Hungary! Give us soon a happy, peaceful and Christian Hungary. Rid us of this evil government and let us live happily in peace and freedom. Let the whole world liquidate Communism very soon and let love and truth be victorious over it. Hear the prayers of the millions and millions of Hungarians who implore Thee that the full cup of suffering may be emptied at last and that Peace, Happiness and the Love of Christ and our neighbours may come upon this our much tortured land. Please, help my dear Hungarian Homeland. Amen."
I was all alone in this crypt-like cell at the A.V.H., yet I did not feel lonely, as God was with me. This faith in God helped me to overcome all my difficulties later on.
The days passed very slowly, according to schedule, without any special happenings up till July 12th. A pair of prison warders were on duty daily. One day the tall corporal and Sergeant Sumi were there alternating with a short, fair man and another sergeant, so we had a different kind of brutality every day. The tight, exact schedule was as follows: Reveille at 5 o'clock in the morning, then cleaning the cell, the occupants of each cell went separately to wash, then interrogation and breakfast. Between one and two o'clock in the afternoon we had our dinner; tea was at about 8 o'clock, and, of course, after every meal we had to wash our dishes. We went to bed at midnight. Sometimes we went to bed at 2 o'clock in the morning and reveille was at half-past three in the morning, depending on the mood of the guards. Under these circumstances it was quite impossible to have a night's rest.
One morning I was very tired, and as I sat on the bunk I lay back. I had to be very careful to keep track of the time when the guard was due to look in to observe me. Then I quickly sat up. I rested this way for quite a while till Sgt. Sumi caught me. He opened the door to my cell at once.
"What are you up to again, you stupid fascist? Do you think perhaps that you can outwit me? I'll teach you, you wretch!" He went out, but after a short while he returned and took me to cell No. 94. He banged my new cell door shut and locked it. This cell looked exactly like the other except that it had only one bunk. My head started to ache from the stale air, but I did not dare to rest as I had done before. I came through this quite well, I thought.
I kept correct track of the days, so I always knew what day it was. About two o'clock in the afternoon on this day an electric bell rang, then I could hear steps approaching my cell. Within a minute my cell-door burst open. I was taken along the corridor, even through the iron bars to the other end of the corridor where the A.V.H. offices were situated. While the warder knocked on one of the doors I had to stand with my hands behind my 

back and my face turned to the wall. They gestured to me to enter the room in which the window was level with the ground outside. The office I entered
 (
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)was subterranean and furnished in a modern style with the following pieces of
furniture—one writing desk, complete with shutters and drawers; a safe, chairs, and clothes-stand; the floor was covered with carpet. Along the side of the
wall there was a square earthenware stove, alarm bells, telephone. The room was sparklingly clean; there were strong iron bars on the half-opened window. They made me sit down away from the desk; opposite me, on the other side of the desk, sat a medium built man, about thirty-five years old, with black hair and black eyebrows and brown eyes; he was a detective inspector of the A.V.H. in the communist government and a special expert on weapons. There was a clean sheet of paper in front of him and he had a pencil in his fingers ready to take notes. He took my personal particulars, putting down every word I said. He had a very strong expression in his eyes, rather suggestive. He asked me his questions firmly, which concerned exclusively the hiding of arms.
"On July 9th, 1952, during a raid on your house, the A.V.H. found two pistols hidden in the wall in the attic; one 7.65 gauge Hungarian Army pistol in a brown holster with two full magazines wrapped in an oil cloth; further on one Steyr cavalry pistol and two full magazines in the original package." He put in front of me three enlarged pictures, one of them showing the uncovered hiding place with the two pistols in it, while the other two pictures showed each pistol separately.
"Do you recognise these three pictures? Did these two weapons belong to you?"
"Yes, both weapons belonged to me."
"Who was hiding these two weapons?"
"I was."
"Where did you get these two weapons?"
"I found the 7.65 service pistol in January, 1945, in a vineyard. During the second world war the front-line passed through here and there were many weapons discarded in the district. I hid it in several places in my house till I finally found this place to be the most suitable. I had the other pistol in order to preserve it."
"What were your intentions with the weapons?"
"I kept my pistol till 1949 with the idea that it might be useful one day." "To what end did you go on hiding it after 1949?"
"My purpose was to use it for an organisation, but up to the day of my imprisonment I had never used it."
"For what organisation did you want to use it?"
"To assist an anti-communist Government organisation."
"Why did your friend give you his Steyr-pistol after he became a member of your organisation?"
"Solely for the purpose of hiding it as he did not have any suitable hiding place at his home."
"Why did you hoard all that large quantity of guns?"
"I have no knowledge of any large quantity of guns."
"We have a thorough knowledge of everything, so do not try to mislead us. We know much more than you think. What missions did you plan to accomplish with the guns?"
"I do not know of any missions."
"Don't think we are fools. You planned an armed action against one A.V.H. Centre in the plains between the rivers Danube and Tisza. You wanted to disarm them and take away all their documents and guns. With this action you hoped to cause disturbances in the country and you worked out an exact plan for this occasion. What do you say to that? We know about many other things too. I am only interested in the guns at present, the detective inspector will handle the other matters. Who else has a pistol?"
"To my knowledge no one."
"Where is your brother's 6.35 pistol which you were hiding together?" "I know nothing about such a pistol!"
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	"The fingerprints will clear up everything and your consistent denial will only worsen your position. Where is your friend Miklos' machine-gun and Vecsei's hand grenades?"
                         "I don't know anything about those things being in their possession."
"You showed some truthfulness, but it is not enough by far to alleviate your position. Think about the questions I asked you here."
He rang the bell and the warder took me back to my cell on his order. I sat down in accordance with the regulations and started to think over my protracted interrogation, which lasted 21 hours. I came to the conclusion that they knew far more than I suspected. Up till now my tactics seemed to be right.
I could not meditate for long, for they brought me my tea, which I finished quickly after my long fast. After tea, shaving was scheduled. With one razor blade they shaved 15-20 men which was just one sort of torture. The warder did the shaving on practically dry skin with hardly any lather on the face and with a completely dull blade. Silently I suffered the pains like a fakir. The warder laughed and sneered and made fun of me. After the shaving my face was covered with blood. I washed the blood off my face, then I was led back to my cell, after which this son of Satan shouted: "Retreat."
About four o'clock in the afternoon of the next day I heard the electric bell ring. A cold shiver ran down my spine. My cell door opened; they came for me. I forced myself to be calm. They led me to the same office that I was in the day before, to Detective Inspector Kovacs' and two strangers. They took my fingerprints first from all my fingers separately, then from all my fingers together. I was relieved, no questioning this time. In the washroom I cleaned my inky fingers and was accompanied back to the cell, but they called for me again after an hour; I had to go to a different, much bigger room than before, which was equipped as a studio. They took two photos, one of my profile, one of my full-face. There was one strange man and a woman beside Detective Inspector Kovacs in the room. They were the registrars of the A.V.H's criminal division. This kind of torture was very unpleasant. I was subjected to so much humiliation already!
I made some remarkable observations. After they passed the broom into every cell, one after the other they led away the prisoners to wash singly. I observed every prisoner's steps and also the voices, which drifted to me from the wash-room, so after a while I could quite definitely ascertain in which cell I had friends. This way I observed that in cell No. 96, two cells down the corridor from mine, was my brother, and in No. 86 my friend Miklos. My brother gave me a sign with his well-known cough from the wash-room every time, which I returned in the same manner. This way we communicated every day and said, 'Good Morning' to each other. On each of these occasions I was overcome by a very great concern for my only brother, wondering how he could stand up to all this suffering? By what method would they torture him? My heart nearly broke thinking thus, since he had suffered a very great deal during the four years as a prisoner of war in Russia, and it was a miracle that he had returned from that red hell safe and sound: My poor mother, she might very well lose both of her sons. How was she now? How could she bear her sufferings? I tried to still this mental anguish by my burning love for my country. I remembered an aria from a very well-known Hungarian opera: "Bank Ban," which expresses most beautifully the sentiments of the Hungarian's love for his country. "My country, my country, my all, I know that I owe you my whole life. Golden meadows, silver rivers swelled by the blood of the brave. Forgetting his own griefs, Bank sobs but serves the good of his people. I offer you, my country, this sacrifice. It is good to live or die for you, my beautiful and brave country." (Written by Jozsef Katona. Music composed by Ferenc Erkel).
After humming this melody to myself I was greatly strengthened. In the course of my later experience I needed this strengthening on many occasions.
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	Hardly were the morning chores over in the prison when the electric bell rang; this sound seized all the occupants of the cells with fear. They opened the cell opposite and took my friend Miklos to questioning. After a short while another bell rang. This time they came to fetch me. Sergeant Sumi took me to a different office, but all the offices had identical furniture arrangements. Behind his desk sat a balding, strongly built man with broad shoulders; he was a Detective Inspector of the A.V.H., about forty years old; he made me sit down on a chair a little distance away from the desk and asked me my personal particulars. He had several sheets of paper in front of him and a pencil in his hand. There was a tin mug near his right hand, which had wine in it, judging by its smell. He seemed to be a very quiet man. He talked softly and haltingly.
"I warn you that you have to show more truthfulness than you did in the previous interrogation. This is in your own best interests. The A.V.H. knows the plans of your armed organisation in every detail; it only remains for you to be truthful. You are an intelligent and well educated young man, so you should be well aware of that. Tell me, when did you start your organisation and with whom?"
"In July 1949, I can't remember the exact date, at my friend's Miklos' place." "I need a more accurate answer. Your friend Miklos told me a different story. What was the aim of your organisation and who was its leader?"
"I was the leader of the organisation. Its aim was to plan carefully an armed action in order to cause disturbance."
"What kind of an armed action did you plan?"
"We planned an action to disarm one of the district centres of the A.V.H. in the plain between the rivers Danube and Tisza."
"Getting hold of the guns and documents was in your plan too. Who worked out the plan and who started this action?"
"I thought up the plan but I did not work out its completion."
"Tell me in detail the story of your printing. How did you do the printing with your friend, Miklos?
"We carved the letters with a razor blade out of bits of rubber. This was a very tedious job, so we gave it up."
"At which letter did you give it up?"
"At the letter 'N'."
"Who compiled the first pamphlet and what was its contents?"
"I compiled the first pamphlet. Its contents showed the low level of living, illustrated with statistics. In 1949 the weekly wage of a builder's labourer was between 100 - 150 forints. While the price of one kilogram of first class pork-sausage was 60 Forints. So the majority of labourers had to work for several days to get one kg. of sausages. On such wages it was quite impossible to keep a large family. This unprecedented exploitation was very painful to all honest and sincere Hungarians."
"Tell me the exact text of the pamphlet."
"I don't remember the exact text of the pamphlet. I can only give a rough outline."
"Where did you intend to distribute the pamphlets?"
"Among the workers of an industrial settlement."
"Therefore you wanted to carry out subversive action to cause discontent among the workers and their leaders. What were the further aims of your organisation?"
"There were no further aims."
"Why do you still deny it? We have a good knowledge of everything. You were expecting the breaking out of the third world war and you were organising an armed uprising against Communism at the same time. You wanted to unite with the other anti-communist organisations in this country."
Hardly had the detective finished speaking when there was a cry of terror from the next room. I thought of Miklos, perhaps it was he they were torturing.
There was no way out of here; we were completely at their mercy. You could only defend yourself with your brains, otherwise they would beat you until you were an invalid. The detective paused a moment too, so that I could take in the cry
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of terror in its fullness. After a few seconds there was a knock on the door and Detective Inspector Kovacs entered. "I hope that you are answering the questions truthfully?"
"He is not truthful at all" — the detective answered him. "He just tells me half-truths. I have to coax every word out of him."
Kovacs said: "For the very last time I warn you to speak the truth. If you keep on being obstinate, we shall have to use some other means in order to get the truth. In view of the strained international situation we shall hang you and your friend Miklos in this town as a terrible example."
There were renewed cries of terror, this time one after the other. I felt the urge to jump up and run over to the other room to defend Miklos from further tortures. They seemed to read my thoughts, for Kovaks (sic) warned me to sit quietly, otherwise they would start on me, too. What he meant by starting on me I could only guess, but even thinking about it sent a cold chill down my spine.
It might have been one o'clock in the afternoon when I was returned to my cell; soon afterwards they brought me my dinner. I was completely exhausted mentally, but gathering new moral strength I started to put my thoughts in order. I had to be very careful of every word I said.
I could have no more doubts after my questioning that they really did know everything about those fine people who were closely associated with me. But it seemed that they had no knowledge of the other members of the organisation. Thanks to Feri they had only discovered one branch of our organisation. The A.V.H. knew only as much as Feri, but unfortunately he knew quite a lot, which was sufficient for a few of us to be executed. I decided to save whatever could be saved, to keep quiet about things they apparently don't know about and to take upon myself whatever I could. I knew quite well that it was fairly easy to make a resolution, but it would be very hard to adhere to it in my present position.
I could not meditate for long, for the bell rang again and they took me for questioning to the same office that I was in before. The same detective inspector was sitting behind his desk and he asked for my personal particulars once again. Every questioning started with the same procedure. He repeated the same questions he had asked me in the morning, which I answered again. Then he continued:
"Where and what kind of a printing press did you buy?"
"I don't know of any such purchase."
"Where and on how many occasions did you distribute pamphlets?"
"We did not distribute any on any occasion, we only planned to."
"Miklos told us a different story. He told you twice that his group distributed pamphlets on seven different occasions, different parts slandering the communist party and its leader. So you also knew about it and you also planned to distribute them on your motor bike. We shall look into the matter carefully to see if that actually happened. Where did you get money to buy paper in such a large quantity?"
"I find it quite superfluous to answer that question as you know much more than I do."
"You will answer every question. Don't mock your fate! Answer now, where did you get the money?"
"We pooled all our money for this purpose."
"What other foreign connections did you have?"
"We had no foreign connections whatsoever."
"With what foreign embassies did you communicate?"
"We had no communications with any foreign embassies."
"Why do you deny it? Don't worry, you can speak openly here, nothing will happen to you."
"I don't deny anything. I can only say what really happened."
"We shall examine this question later on. If you have deceived us we shall torture you to death. Who encouraged you to form an armed organisation?" "No one encouraged me. Whatever I did I did of my own accord."
"Why did you take the leadership of the organisation on yourself?" "Because nobody else wanted it."
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"Who gave you the money to carry out your plans?"
"I used practically every penny I earned for the purpose of our organisation. For years I abstained from any kind of pleasure that cost money."
"According to our report of your circumstances you really did live very modestly. Tell me truthfully, why do you take everything on yourself? Why do you want to become a martyr at all costs? Don't you even want to help yourself? You are still young and educable."
"I can't tell you anything but the truth."
"What connections did you have amongst officers?"
"I had no acquaintances amongst officers."
"Why do you lie? Even your brother was an officer."
"He was my brother, and that is quite a different matter. Excepting him I had no connections with any officers at all."
"With what persons did you have any association at your college? Who was your room-mate in Budapest?"
"While I was at the college I had no opportunity to befriend many people as I very seldom attended lectures. Because of my financial position I was forced to take a job to keep myself."
"What were your relations with your room-mate?"
"We lived on purely collegial terms and after our college disbanded in 1948 we lost touch altogether. We have not seen each other since."
"But you still exchanged letters?"
"Yes, for one year. We sent greeting-cards on every festive occasion. Later on we did not even do that."
"According to this you led a very secluded life. When did you last see your room-mate?"
"In June, 1948, when we cut our studies short."
"Who were your friends?"
"I had no friends."
"That is unbelievable. You played soccer in the town team, you were quite a well-known person. You met many people. Who did you know more intimately?"
"That is quite so, but on those occasions I only occupied myself with sport and never took much notice of persons."
"Tell me quite truthfully: would you tell us here if you knew anything about anyone?"
"Quite truthfully — no."
"You can go now, think more about it, we have plenty of time. It seems though that you don't want to help yourself."
I was led to my cell, 9 o'clock in the evening it was. I was quite exhausted, which was not surprising, as the questioning had lasted all day long.
The next day while doing my morning chores I recognised my uncle's voice. I was very surprised that he had ended up here too, and started guessing why they had brought him to the A.V.H. from so far away. He was an elderly man and his health was not the best. I was worried about him. If he was here in connection with my case I should learn about it sooner or later at one of the questionings.
It seems that this was the day of surprises, then I had another surprise in the afternoon: I heard Agnes' voice in the corridor. She was an acquaintance of mine. The warder yelled at her to keep quiet. Thank God, Agnes stayed at the A.V.H. for only a few days, it seemed that they wanted from her further information about me. Woe to everyone who was acquainted with me! But alas! I could not help it now. Just as well I did not go to many places, so they could not suspect many persons because of me.
July passed and my case was still in its initial stage. I was wondering how long they would keep me in this crypt-like room. My position was completely hopeless. They had never even said one word to me in the last week. Although I did not wish for the questioning, this great silence was just as depressing; only the warder took care that I was not bored. Every morning I greeted my brother with a well-known sign. At least each of us knew the other was still alive. I realised that I had got through the first month of gaol very well, but I felt that
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the biggest part was still to come. I had taken on myself the leadership of the organisation, which could mean certain death for me. I saw my position to be very grave, but this feeling strengthened me. I was now worried about my associates. I was afraid that my brother might have been concerned in some other affair too. If this presumption should prove to be correct, he too would be hanged. Thinking this over, a terrible concern descended upon me; my dear mother could very well lose both of her sons and be without any support for her old age. I worried about Miklos too; it could be the end for him also. I hoped though that he would live and would not take everything upon himself; perhaps he would put the responsibility of the leadership on me. The question was how well was he standing up to the many terrors of the A.V.H. and how strong were his mental powers in these surroundings. I knew that my other associates would live. I fretted this way till I remembered the last happiness of my life, Julika. My depressing state of affairs was forgotten and I called forth a mental picture of her pretty little figure. Perhaps this great hopelessness caused me to think this way. What had happened to her? I hoped that they would not hurt her on my account.
A piercing cry of terror wakened me from my reverie. "You traitors, you murderers." It was a terrible cry, only someone who had been nearly tortured to death could utter such a cry. It was the voice of my friend, Willie; it must be dreadful what they had done to him. "Oh, my God, please help us," I sighed.
Soon after I heard another cry: "Help", it came hesitantly. This was not Willie's cry. My first thoughts were: how could I help them? There was no way to help, I answered myself hopelessly. This cry for help echoed in my mind repeatedly; I shall never be able to forget it. I unconsciously thought, that not only we, but the whole nation was at the mercy of the whims of the moscovite (sic) dictator; there was no help. They sold Hungary for the "Red-hell". This was the sad truth. Perhaps if we stayed alive we might yet see Eisenhower save the world from bolshevism. If not, well, as least we, the Hungarian youth, had tried to do the impossible for our Christian ideals. We could stand calmly in front of the judgement-seat of our country, as we had sacrificed everything. We had acted in this knowledge and had accepted all the consequences of our failure. "For God and our country we give our lives and blood," this was our motto and this sentiment would fill the whole world one day. These patriotic thoughts put us up on a pedestal, and I was proud that I too felt exactly this way. God knew it, and perhaps because of it He would not abandon me. "My country, my country, my all . . . . " I started humming it and my eyes were filled with tears of emotion.
Evening came once again. The warder bathed all the prisoners one after the other. He made us strip completely, and with arms behind our backs and heads bowed, we made our way to the washroom. I had one minute to soap my body and wash it. There was no time to dry myself. While I washed, the warder and his deputy watched me from the door, laughing at me. I could hear parts of their whispered conversation: "Look at that skeleton . . . he is having a bath. There will be some of him left for the worms too . . . " They accompanied me back to my cell, wet all over my body. There I dried myself in my shirt, then got dressed again. I must have lost a lot of weight, for the warders talked about me being a skeleton. Truly I was in very bad condition. I might have been only 48 kgs. (108 lbs.) while I weighed 64 kgs. (144 lbs.) at the time of my imprisonment. My present poor nervous condition, together with lack of sufficient food, had caused my sudden deterioration. I had not seen the sun for more than a month. Even though my physical condition worried me, my mental power was still strong. The warder shouted to us to retire so I ended my meditation for the next day.
Around five o'clock in the afternoon of the next day they led me to questioning again; I was brought to the same Detective Inspector who had conducted my previous interrogation. The barred window of the office was half open and a pleasant breeze was blowing through it. It felt good to breathe the fresh air; I had missed it for such a long time!
The detective asked me mockingly: "How do you feel among us? The food is good and satisfactory, isn't it? Have you any complaints?"
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"I have no complaints."
"I can see that you are very well and in the very best of health. Now, I want to ask you a few questions on a different matter, which concerns your uncle. What year and which month were you at his place and from what date?"
"In the year 1951 from 20th August till the 8th September I stayed at my
uncle's house."
"Weren't you there for a lengthy period at another time?"
"Yes, in 1951 from October till 9th December."
"What were you doing during that time at your uncle's place and who did you communicate with?"
"I was working at all kinds of agricultural jobs, so that I could lighten my uncle's burden. He had no means of keeping hired hands. He was regarded as a "kulak" by the Communists. During my stay there, my job occupied me completely, so I had no time to lead a social life."
"But nevertheless, who else did you talk to except your uncle?"
"Only to the members of his family, and very seldom too, as I lived out on the farm. I was there mostly on my own and worked in the fields alone." "What did you usually talk about with your uncle?"
"We talked about matters concerning the family."
"Did you listen to Hungarian broadcasts from abroad?"
"We had no wireless, so we could not listen to any broadcasts at all." 
"What political matters did you discuss?"
"We never talked about politics."
"Did your uncle know about your armed organisation?"
"My uncle knew nothing about it."
"Did you ever mention it to him?"
"No, I never mentioned it to him."
"What kind of identity registration did you plan in case the Communist Government was overthrown?"
"I know nothing of such a thing."
I could hardly hide my surprise.
"Then listen to me," he continued. "Now I shall tell you the exact plan of identification you talked about to your uncle. On one occasion you talked of every Hungarian citizen going through an identification procedure, which had three classes, in case the regime changed. All the people, who were never members of the Communist Party and never participated in any communist action would come into the first group. To the second group would belong all those members of the Party, who, in spite of entering the Party for selfish reasons, never held any responsible position and so caused no-one to suffer because of their membership. The third group would be made up of people, who were Party-members or who were even outside the Party, but indulged in brutal treatment of their fellow men and caused harm to them with their actions: you planned to start legal proceedings against them. According to your plan, even people in the second group would not be able to hold any leading position. What a pretty plan! Do you think that Communism could ever be defeated? No, never, but one day Communism will conquer the whole world."
Perhaps, not even he believed in this last sentence; he said it without any conviction in his voice. He read all this from a sheet of paper.
"You see, we know everything about you. Did you conceive this plan of identification?"
"Yes, I did."
"Your uncle tells me differently, he asserts that it was his own plan, but he discussed it with you."
"I disclosed this plan to him."
"Why do you take everything on yourself? In that way you only make your own sentence more severe."
"I only wish to state the plain truth. I must accept responsibility for my actions and my words. I can't let the responsibility fall on someone, who out of love for his relative takes it on himself. You should understand that, too."
"You know it, but be careful, that you won't be, sorry in the end. Do you accept everything I just said?"
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	"I planned it, but it wasn't worked out in every detail."
"Therefore, every member of the A.V.H. would come under the third grading, wouldn't they?" He laughed maliciously as he said that. "I can just imagine what you would do to us if you had the power in your hand."
"We are Christians and we would only punish the really guilty ones. We would never arrest men, like my uncle, for example, for no reason at all and drag him about though innocent."
"Your uncle isn't innocent, he had a hand in this identification business." 
"He had no part in it whatsoever, it was all my idea."
"But you told him about it and so he knew the facts, yet he did not report you."
"That is so, but would you report your own son? On the other hand, this plan did not hurt anyone yet. I must accept the responsibility for my own actions and cannot bear to see anyone else suffer for it innocently."
The detective rang the bell and the warder took me back to my cell. I was very glad that this rather embarrassing questioning had ended at last. I thought hard and tried to refresh my memory as to whom else I had mentioned this plan besides my uncle. It hurt me deeply that my uncle had to suffer for my carelessness, but I was touched that he wanted to take my case upon himself. I hoped, that with my confession I had succeeded in acquitting him and that he would be able to return to his beloved family. As I learnt later on, my hope was, thank God, fulfilled; my uncle was allowed to go free shortly afterwards.
All through the night I wondered who could have reported me in this matter. I received the answer to this the very next day. After completion of the morning chores I heard the familiar voice of a woman coming from the guard's office; in the deadly silence I could very nearly hear the whole conversation she had with the warder. The voice belonged to Yolantha; I kept company with her for a while, though quite truthfully, only for my own gain. Yolantha was completely trusted by the communists; she was a very attractive brunette and her moral standard was rather low. She was the best material in the hands of communists; she was on intimate terms with a high-ranking official and she filled a confidential position herself. She knew about quite a lot of things that interested me very much. I spent much time with her and found out everything I wanted. On my asking, she even arranged matters for persons who were regarded by the communists as anti-bolshevists. She came under my influence so much that she lost her confidential position because of her many manoeuvres. But she did not stay without a job for long because her friend secured her an even more important and mere confidential position. After that, she became less talkative than she had been before. We were dancing at a milk-bar on one occasion and were discussing the probable consequences of a change of regime; it was there and then, that I mentioned to her my idea of identification, which I had discussed with my uncle. I explained it to her thoroughly, so she knew the whole set-up. I also mentioned to her that for her services rendered, she would receive her reward. She became more communicative again and I received much more information from her. Later on she became much less interesting for me and I neglected her, which had some unpleasant consequences. She might have loved me a little, but I think that my dropping her, insulted her vanity. As she was a woman of no inhibitions, she reported this unlucky identification plan to the A.V.H. out of revenge. Naturally, she was only concerned with me and my failure. She was now called to the A.V.H., so that they could compare my confession with her report; she discussed the matter with the warder in the guard's office. As she only had knowledge about this one matter, I was quite relieved. Her information could have coincided with the time of my arrest. I heard the warder say: "Yolantha, make sure you help this dirty fascist to the gallows!"
"I am only doing my duty in reporting him."
These words did not hurt me, as I had the feeling that nothing mattered any more, and I was never in love with Yolantha. The main thing was, that she had no knowledge about anything else. So I learnt the truth about this, too; everything loses its cover sooner or later and only the naked truth remains —and with these happenings the month of August finished.
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	The beginning of September came and I was busy with my evening chores. After "Retreat" sounded, I said my evening prayers, but sleep evaded my eyes. I started to think again: How much longer was I to stay in this tomb-like cell? Would I ever see the sun again? I hadn't been out in the fresh air for two whole months.
My cell door opened suddenly, and there was the brisk order of: "Get up". It could have been midnight. They took me to night-questioning. Detective Inspector Kovaks (sic) did the interrogation.
"Give me truthfully the outline of your life since 1945, don't leave out any details!"
"In the year 1945, because of the events of war, I had to cut my high school studies short. I matriculated in 1946, and enrolled at College in the Autumn of the same year. I did my studies in great financial difficulty and had to suffer lack of many things, although I took all kinds of occasional work, but could save nothing at all. Our college disbanded in 1948, and with this I finished my academic career. Also in the same year my brother returned from Russia, where he was a prisoner of war for four years, after suffering a great deal. My mother retired from her teaching post in 1946. We could not find any permanent position, so we eked out a living from occasional jobs; we really suffered a lot. I took on the leadership of this armed organisation in 1949 and since then, I have worked against Communism, not sparing either monetary sacrifice or time. I avoided publicity and lived in seclusion. I was convinced that only the western world could assure a high standard of living for mankind. Since I am deeply religious, I cannot agree with a communist-atheist ideology."
"So, you are an enemy of Communism out of conviction. Who taught you so?"
"Life taught me so or rather all the examples I saw."
"You are a very strange man, and you are very lucky that you were really frank this time. You are a confirmed anti-communist, who deserves to be put in gaol for life or hanged."
After these very comforting words, they led me back to my cell; this questioning did not last very long. I could not go to sleep any more; I was overcome by a feeling of uncertainty: "What else do they want from me, since they know everything. I can't take any more responsibility on myself."
On the morning of the 17th the corridor of the gaol was swept not by a man of the A.V.H. as usual, but by a prisoner. When he was sweeping in front of my cell, he knocked the broom to my door three times, then coughed once. So I got to know who was sweeping and greeting me in this way; he also knew which was my cell — I had a certain feeling of apprehension on this day, so I paid close attention to everything going on around me. There was a great commotion in midmorning, cell doors opened and shut. My brother was taken to questioning around ten o'clock. He was away for only half-an-hour. It seemed that our case was coming to an end. There were five in our group, they might even transport them somewhere else. My brother was taken away once more around dinner time and returned only after lunch had been distributed. We had for lunch nothing but a thin soup. When the warder brought the soup to my brother he asked him sneeringly how he liked it. My brother answered him: "It is very good. In Russia we did not even have any like this!" The warder opened the door to his cell at once and started kicking my brother. I clenched my fist and started biting my lips in my utter helplessness. I knew that my brother spoke the complete truth. The communist regime is equal to slavery, misery, gaol and murder.
It was around 5 o'clock in the afternoon when my brother, together with his
four companions, was transferred to the local Attorney's office. As he passed by my cell he rattled his handcuffs and coughed loudly, to which 1 coughed in return. So the two brothers said good-bye to each other in the prison of the A.V.H. This good-bye made me very sad, as our future was completely uncertain and I did not know if this was our last farewell. But at least they were delivered from this A.V.H. hell.
End of September came and the cell became cooler and cooler; the cement walls seemed to radiate the cold. I had to sit always in the one position and I
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got a very bad chill. Our food consisted solely of soups. These circumstances forced me to knock frequently on the cell door at night to ask to go to the toilet. Very often my fists bled from the hard pounding on the door till the warder let me out amidst great swearing. He even kicked me on all these occasions; my body was covered by blue, green and purple marks. They wanted to frighten me that way. At other times he did not even let me go out and when I could not hold myself back any longer I was forced to void in my cell. I was very sick and hardly had enough strength to reach the washroom. The kicks he gave me added new strength to go on, and the bodily insults increased daily. Once they wanted to force me to eat up my own excrement from the floor. When I refused to do it one of the slave-drivers jumped at me and started to strangle me. I summoned all my strength to push him away from me but was so weak that I could not defend myself sufficiently. They beat me till I became unconscious. I felt that I could not hold out any longer. I was in a completely neglected state, my hair
had not been cut for the last three months, my naked feet were black and my underwear stuck to my body with dirt. This condition made one feel that nothing could matter any more and that the execution would come very shortly. This bad treatment increased from day to day; very often I felt the urge to scream out of sheer physical pain.
It happened in the beginning of October; I listened as the door to cell number 85 opened and the warder talked with a girl there. The voice of the girl sounded familiar, but it was broken and soft and I wasn't quite sure. Then I heard this more plainly and louder. Sergeant Sumi: "Why do you defend him?" Then I recognised the voice, it came from Julika: "because I love him" . . .  adding my pet-name. "Then you shall rot here," Sumi answered her and slammed the door behind him.
I was taken aback so much, that suddenly I could not even think. Was this really true? Then I nearly cried out with joy, or perhaps, with unhappiness. Julika's declaration of love in the gaol of the A.V.H. It completely revitalized me and gave me new moral strength to suffer my impending tortures. I felt a deep and clear feeling of love towards Julika. Then a painful grief took hold of me, and my heart was troubled by terrible worries. How could they arrest a fourteen-year-old girl purely on the ground that she loved and defended me! This was the lowest form of villainy, just like many other acts of Communism . . . I was worried about her too, that she might get a chill in this terrible, cold place, and get sick. Then I prayed to God to help her home soon; and after that I sent Julika a few comforting words in my mind, which I dispatched on the ether-waves of love. "My dear little Julika! Thank you very much for your brave and beautiful testimony. I thank you for the most truthful declaration of love. Thank you for your sacrifice but, do abandon me, as I shall never be able to be yours, for I am the fiancé of death." Then I hummed to myself the ever beautiful aria from Verdi's opera — "The Force of Fate". "I give you my heart, I bless you in my dream, remember me, never forget me. Leonora, God be with you. When death comes, never forget me my beautiful Leonara, God bless you." This day was painfully beautiful and I shall remember it as long as I live.
The next morning when the warders changed, the short, fair-haired sergeant opened Julika's cell at once. He was quite beside himself. I listened as he accompanied Julika out of her cell and had a show-down with the other louts. Later on I learnt that this sergeant occupied a furnished room in Julika's house, which the A.V.H. requisitioned from her parents. Thank God, Julika was freed! For this I was glad with my whole heart and I felt relieved. After this for a few days I could bear the sufferings quite well, which were very often nearly unbearable.
What could they still want with me? Why did they keep me here? My case was closed, they didn't take me even to interrogations any more.
Whenever I received a thin slice of bread with my soup I ate it with great ceremony. I picked up all the crumbs one by one, if they fell to the floor while I was eating. I was very hungry and cold, and wanted to scream with pain, but, as I still had some mental power in reserve I could control myself. My appearance was completely neglected, I did not even look like a human being any more. I could hardly walk and was reduced to skin and bone. I might have weighed 
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around 40 kgs. Their treatment became worse as the days went by. They kicked me daily. Only those days were a little more bearable, when the short fair-haired sergeant was on duty. It might have been the end of October when he came into my cell one day and tried to comfort me in regard to the methods used by the A.V.H. He asked me what my future plans were. I answered him, that I would be free again if I stayed alive.
"You will not be able to bear the privations much longer, you are at the
end of your road. But even if you survive, you will never be free. The seasons will come and go, but you will never have another Spring-time in freedom."
"I am confident, that I shall, have another Spring-time in freedom." 
"Do you hope for a change of Government? That will never happen!"
"I don't believe that the Anglo-Saxon peoples of the world will abandon
this great nation, with such a glorious past."
"Do you expect the English and the Americans to come?"
"Honestly; yes, I do."
        The Sergeant stormed out of the cell, and from that day on, he was even
more cruel to me than the others. I summoned all my remaining strength so that the sergeant would not be right. I spent more than 100 days in this terrible hell.
         It looked as if it would never end; I must perish here. These feelings welled up in my mind and slowly I was overcome by a feeling of apathy. They increased the intensity of starvation; the cold was nearly unbearable in my incomplete set of summer attire and bare feet. It was my bad luck too, that the frosts started in early November, and the cement floor and walls poured out the cold. To top it all I was sick. I had a fever and could not control my needs, my muscles would not function any more to retain it. The constantly wet clothing started to rot on my body, which exuded a very unpleasant odour. My whole body was itchy from filth, my face was burning because of my long beard, and my hair stuck together with an oily dirt and it was so long, that I could have plaited it. I was shivering all day long and my teeth chattered from the terrible cold. Excruciating pains seemed to split my brain. Only my great faith prevented me ending my own life, so I kept on suffering and believing in God's help. I hummed the beautiful hymn — "Nearer, my God, to Thee, Nearer to Thee, E'en though it be a cross that raiseth me; Still all my song shall be, Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee."
I thought that they would execute me. I was very much neglected and in my
opinion, they would only treat in this way someone, who was already doomed. hi the nights I had visions. One night I saw the final contest of a battle, which was fought with the armour of the Middle-Ages; two gigantic armies opposed each other. The one army fought with the sign of the Cross, at the top, leading the troops, Cardinal Mindszenty in his full regalia. He was riding on a beautiful white horse, holding aloft the Cross in one hand, while he held a sword in the other to defend the Cross. All the soldiers wore the uniform of the Crusaders. In the sky I could see this celestial sign: Hungary was crucified on the cross and surrounded by the crown of thorns. From the wounds, caused by the thorns, blood was oozing freely and falling onto the heads of the enemy. The enemy was waving a large red flag; Lucifer, whose face resembled that of Stalin, was leading his troops. The two mighty armies advanced towards each other. Before they reached their mark, I woke up. For a long time I lay there dazed and
thinking about my nightmare.
I came to myself suddenly, when I heard a hissing sound; I sat up at once.
It might have been around one o'clock. A young man's face appeared at the bars of the little window, which was open. He silently bade me come to him, then whispered softly: "Don't worry, they won't execute you. You will stay alive." Then he closed the little window hurriedly and disappeared; never in my life did I set my eyes on his face again. Quickly, I lay down and started to think about this strange incident. Who could this brave stranger have been and how did he know all this? I could see frankness in his eyes and no doubt he knew something about my case. His voice sounded urgent, which showed, that he had come there secretly. As I found out later, Julika made this young man come to me, who worked in a position unknown to me at the A.V.H. Julika would most probably be constantly informed about me and my case. I was told later on,
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that Julika fought for me, but it remained a secret forever, what weapons she used in her fight for me. The morning found me still deep in my thoughts. From this day on, I seemed to bear all the sufferings much better. Mentally I became more alert again and this strength conquered all the physical pains.
On the 12th November it was the 126th day in succession that I had not seen the sun or breathed fresh air. Straight after reveille there was a quickening of pace in the prison. They handed me an oily rag to wipe the iron frame of my bunk, then they made me wash the floor of my cell. At 8 o'clock they took me to questioning. The room where I was taken was pleasantly warm, which pleased me beyond description. If only I could always sit in such a warm room, I sighed. I was completely numb with cold.
The short stout detective inspector—who was called Teddy, was conducting the questioning. A young lady sat at the type-writer, ready to type the report. "The time has come to conclude your report," said Teddy, "and with this we shall end your case. Listen carefully to what I say, and interrupt me if anything is said that is not the complete truth. I repeat, listen carefully, it is still not too late."
First of all, he dictated my personal particulars, then continued with the results of the inquiries: "Sometime in July, 1949, there was a meeting at Miklos' house. The following persons were present . . . . There they discussed plans for an armed organisation, which aimed to accomplish certain matters, namely: ( 1 ) To organise as many reliable members as possible. (2) To collect and hide all kinds of weapons, ammunition and explosives in view of a possible future need. (3) To propagate an anti-communist ideology' by distributing pamphlets. (4) To plan and carry out anti-communist subversive action.
The further purpose of arming against the communists was to unite with all the similar organisations of the country in case of an eventual outbreak of war. The task set for the united forces was : (1) To destroy the lines of supply of the Red Army. (2) To organise an internal anti-communist national uprising, and support it with arms. (3) To participate actively in the restoration of order afterwards. The participants of the meeting discussed this plan in its broad outline and unanimously approved it as correct. Miklos asked the accused to become the organiser and leader of a group; this post he accepted. The second meeting took place in August, 1949 — only Miklos and the accused were present — and here they discussed the organisation of an armed action, namely, to disarm one district centre of the A.V.H. in the plains between the Rivers Danube and Tisza, in order to cause disturbance. After completing the necessary army training and working out the plan in every detail, the action would have taken place at a time the accused thought most appropriate. In the Summer of the same year they started making a hand-printing machine with the letters carved out of bits of rubber with a razor-blade. To complete a printing machine this way proved to be very primitive and slow, so they gave it up at the letter "N" and decided to buy a new printing press with their own money. The first pamphlet was compiled by the accused; he does not remember the contents of it in every detail any more. The accused gave money to his friend Miklos to buy the machine and paper; he also advised him to touch the pamphlets only when wearing rubber-gloves, to avoid leaving any fingerprints. His friend Miklos and his group distributed the pamphlets on seven occasions; the text of the pamphlets incited against Communism. The distribution took place in different parts of the country, Miklos reported to the accused on several occasions.
For the use of the organisation the accused hid in his house the following two pistols: one 7.65 gauge Hungarian Army-pistol and also one 9 gauge Steyr Cavalry-pistol, the property of his friend.
The accused confessed to the contents of this report by his own free will, without the use of any force and takes the responsibility for everything said.
Dated	
"Do you plead guilty and are you willing to sign this report? Or do you refuse to sign it? In that case we would be forced to retain you here and make further inquiries regarding your case."
Although, the report contained some exaggerations it was fairly near to the truth. I remembered the 126 days I spent at the A.V.H., and the memory of this 

compelled me to sign the report. I stood up and signed all the copies. The detective also put in front of me three photos, depicting the pistols. On the back of the photos there was something written, which I can't recall. I had to sign all the  (
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)three of them too.
"We have finished your case here and shall hand you over to the Attorney's
office. I warn you to confess the same things there, too; our hands reach even that far. If you behave there differently, we shall claim you back. The rest will he handled by the court. Your case is very serious."
It was already midday when I was led back to my cell. I would have loved to stay longer in the pleasantly warm office. "Never mind" — I thought to myself — "I will be able to bear these few more hours." I would surely come to a better place from this hell. I gave God thanks for helping me through these many sufferings.
Soon they brought me my dinner and around half past four the door to my
cell opened and they led me to the guard's office: In there were Sumi and the short, fair Sergeant. They searched me from head to toe, and they returned all my belongings deposited, and made me sign a receipt. I put my socks back on my feet at once, as I was very cold. They accompanied me to the same office hat I had been in in the morning, where a detective addressed me in the following manner: "The time has come to hand you over to the Attorney's office. I must remind you to tell the whole truth there. But we shall be there anyway."
I was brought back to the guard's room and they handcuffed me. They warned me if I attempted to escape, they would use their firearms at once. I was led to the courtyard between Sumi and the other Sergeant, where close to the gate stood the Pobjeda-car of the A.V.H. The sky was overcast, it was a rainy day, real Autumn weather, yet even this dull day-light hurt my eyes. I had spent 126 days in the dimness of my cell and this daylight blinded me. Even the air was too strong for me, but I still took a deep breath. The courtyard was encircled by a high stone wall. They made me sit in the car between the two sergeants, who sat next to me with their pistols at the ready. The driver of the car and the Detective Inspector sat in the front.
The Pobjeda of the A.V.H., dreaded by millions, started towards the Attorney's Office. I sighed deeply when we left the gate of the A.V.H. behind us. And the car rolled through the town with all its curtains drawn.

CHAPTER TWO
AT THE ATTORNEY'S OFFICE
The car came to a halt in a small court-yard, fenced in by iron-bars. The Detective Inspector alighted and entered the building, while we waited till the street became deserted. The Detective Inspector delivered me to Lieutenant SZOMBATI, the Commander of the Prison. They took the handcuffs off me; I was allowed to keep only my towel and wash-bag, all my other possessions were deposited.
Szombati said: "I warn you to keep all the rules of the prison strictly. All breaking of regulations will be punished severely. Remember it!" Then I was taken by the Commander to the second floor; where I got a single cell, No. 32. Szombati said: "You must not scribble on the wall or the dish. You must not look out of the window. For your own good, keep everything clean and tidy. You must not talk to anyone." With these words he turned on his heels and left.
In this cell I very nearly felt free after the imprisonment at the A.V.H. The following articles were in my cell: Near the window stood one iron-framed bed; on it was a mattress filled with straw and covered with two blankets; there was a shelf on the wall and a hook, a tin washbasin and a water-jug. In the right-hand corner near the door stood a bucket covered by an iron-lid. I was very pleased to see so many useful articles; now I wouldn't have to ask anyone to take me to the toilet, and I could wash, whenever I wanted to. The door had a round spy-window at about eye-level. The window was unusually large and placed about six feet up the wall, which made the cell fairly light; there was a wooden floor, which was sparklingly clean. After the many sufferings I felt like being on holidays, and my vigour returned.
Around six o'clock a 45-year-old, red-cheeked Staff Sergeant Major opened the door of my cell. He threw up his hands in sincere astonishment: "Man, your appearance!" Then he added 'in a softer tone: "It is terrible, what the A.V.H. does to human beings!" On the doorstep stood a dish filled with thick potato soup. This was quite unbelievable, and I asked the staff-sergeant if I could have all of it. He said, "yes," then locked the cell-door, and I started to eat my soup at once. As I had no spoon, I drank my soup fast. When the door opened again I put my dish out, and was given permission to retire. Even though the cell was not heated, the room temperature was milder than at the A.V.H. With my clothes on I lay down on the bed, and with a feeling of comfort I pulled the two blankets over myself. After saying my evening prayers, I soon fell asleep.
Reveille was at five o'clock in the morning. I quickly got up, made my bed, then I washed myself from head to toe several times, and for the first time in four months, I washed my teeth. I was like a person reborn and walked up and down in my cell. They opened up the cell-door and I had to put out the bucket and the water-jug, then I had to clean up the room. After a short while they returned the bucket and the refilled water-jug. The breakfast consisted of about a pint of black coffee; later on I received a 1 lb. piece of bread too. I ate up everything at once, as I was so hungry, that I could not restrain myself from eating the lot. After breakfast I sat down on my bed, wrapped up in my blanket. I was still very weak and the morning chores fatigued me. I was only skin and bone and the rest did me good. I knew that I would recover, as I wanted to very badly. I had to gather new strength to be able to withstand the impending sufferings, and to do this successfully, I had to regain my health. I wanted to recover from the sickness with which I was stricken following my heavy chill. I constantly warmed my kidneys with blankets, as otherwise I had pains. I was also
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careful to avoid all unnecessary movements. As I was on my own, I tried to occupy myself with various thoughts, but I never thought about my case, or the A.V.H., or the possible heavy sentence any more. Thanks to the improved circumstances, my nerves calmed down too. As I was very close to the Cathedral, I always knew the exact time.
At ten o'clock a barber came to me. While he shaved me, I learnt some very interesting news from him, after I answered his questions as to who I was, and why I was here. He told me that my brother was here too, and he gave me a full account of him, which pleased me very much. Then he informed me in detail of the results of the American Presidential-Election. So I got to know, that Eisenhower had become the President, and Dulles the Minister for External Affairs. He was very optimistic, and had high hopes for the future. He comforted me by saying that Hungary would be liberated in the Spring of the next year; and that Communism in the whole world would be defeated. He assured me that he would help me as much as was possible for him. He also told me, that he too was a political prisoner; he was sentenced to six years for disloyalty. He was a Chemical Engineer; he had a factory processing cellulose before the outbreak of the second world-war. He told me all this in order to gain my confidence. I sent a message to my brother, which he undertook very willingly. After shaving me, he cut my finger and toenails, which were at least an inch long. Then he took his leave from me, and after knocking on the door of my cell, he left me. All this good news revitalized me, and even I had hopes for the future.
Dinner consisted of soup and vegetables; the staff-sergeant gave me a
double-ration of everything; he told me just to trust him and he would restore my health. I finished the four dishfuls of food in a matter of seconds, but perhaps I would have been able to finish even ten dishfuls, too.
After dinner I made myself comfortable; around three o'clock another prisoner-hairdresser arrived in my cell. He was completely confidential, and he also told me a few more interesting items of news. He could report the results in detail of the Helsinki-Olympics. Meanwhile he cut my hair very carefully, then he said that never in his life had he had anything to do with hair like mine. It was terribly dirty, greasy and long. After his departure, I started to wash my hair. Around five o'clock they brought me my tea, which was, perhaps, the most beautiful item of the many happenings of the day. Soon after, I retired to bed. I had many joys on this day. Even my appearance became that of a human being once more, and with it my spirits rose too. I washed all my underwear the next day. My first big washing of clothes in my life succeeded very well, considering that every article was covered with the dirt of many months. After finishing my washing I re-lived all the joys of the previous day; thank God, my brother was well, and all the good political news made me hope for a speedy release. But in spite of this I prepared myself to face even the worst. This day passed without any special happening.
I wanted to spend the next morning amusing myself. I stood up at the window and enjoyed the view, but not for long; then around ten o'clock a corporal came for me and took me to the guard's room. There, they put handcuffs on me and warned me that if I tried to escape, they would shoot me at once. The corporal took me to the Attorney's Office, which was built onto the prison building. In the corridor of the office-building I met many a private citizen; they all looked at me pityingly and I even overheard one of their remarks: "Poor young fellow, he is in a terrible condition." We went through an antechamber, where a clerk was sitting whom I knew very well. He looked at me wonderingly, then turned his head away hurriedly, although we used to play together in our childhood. He did not want to recognise me with handcuffs on.
The corporal led me to a lavishly furnished office: the large room had a leather loungesuit, a writing desk, and some Persian carpets on the floor. At the writing desk sat Dr. Nyiri, Public Prosecutor. I could not hide my astonishment, when I saw him. He was also taken aback at sight of me. Dr. Nyiri and I lived in the same street; he had his house only three blocks further down from us. We knew each other well by sight, but I never greeted him on principle, as I knew his profession, and knew also, that he belonged to the Communist Party. I don't
35

	know why, but he felt sympathetic towards me. He made the corporal remove my handcuffs after he had made this announcement: "Comrade Public Prosecutor, I have brought in the prisoner." The corporal sat down away from us, near the
door. The Prosecutor was very polite to me, and bade me sit down opposite his desk.
"Are you ill, or well? Have you any complaints?" Dr. Nyiri asked me. 
"I am well and have no complaints."
"Tell me briefly about your anti-communist armed organisation."
"You will find out about it much better from the reports."
"Do you wish to alter anything in your confession made at the A.V.H.?
Do you acknowledge it fully?"
"Yes, I do."
"Did they use force at the A.V.H. to get your confession?" "No, they did not."
"Did they cause you bodily harm at the A.V.H.?"
I did not answer this question at once, I thought for a little while about what I should say. If I told the truth, the A.V.H. might reclaim me out of revenge. Slowly and reluctantly I answered: "They did not hurt me."
Dr. Nyiri smiled momentarily, and with that he acknowledged the falseness of my answer: "What do you bring up for your defence?"
"Nothing."
"Were you the leader of the organisation?" "Yes."
"Your two associates also confessed to the leadership. Why do you take the responsibility for it too? Don't you think it might harm your position?"
A warm feeling welled up in my heart thinking about my friend, Miklos, who wanted to shield me under all circumstances. I knew that Nyiri was telling
me the truth. "Whatever I have committed, I want to take the consequences for it."
"Do you know, that in cases where hiding of firearms is involved, martial law is still applicable?"
"I didn't know that."
"Well, we shall see; perhaps your case might not come before a court
martial after all. Of course, that would be more severe. Have you anything else to tell me?"
"No, nothing."
"In view of the grave nature of your offence, you will stay in custody. I
ask you once more, while you still have a chance; have you anything at all to alter in the report of the A.V.H.?"
"No, nothing at all."
Dr. Nyiri regarded me with probing eyes, then he said with an extraordinary expression in his voice: "It is a pity."
What he meant by that, I do not know. He got up from his chair, and took his leave from me politely, which marked the end of my questioning. The guard
put the handcuffs on me again, which he removed as soon as we arrived back at the guard's office.
It was past one o'clock when I returned to my cell; my dinner was put down on the floor for me in two dishes, which I finished fast. I drank the soup out of the dish, and took the solids with my fingers, as I still did not have a spoon — I must ask pardon of the civilised world for committing this offence against the rules of proper behaviour when eating, but my excuse can only be, that I was a very hungry young man, and that the civilized world delivered us, body and soul, to Communism.
I was having my after dinner rest, when someone looked in through the spy-window, and a voice said in an urgent and soft whisper, which I could not recognise: "Hello, brother, greetings!" After a short while it returned. "What is the matter, how are you?" No matter how long I thought about it, I could not place the person who talked so intimately to me.
My nerves calmed down; I could feel my health improving from day to day. I now knew for certain, that I would be able to get over the tortures of the A.V.H. — This day passed too, quite eventful, I thought.
	The barber came to me next morning and he had quite a large amount of dry-bread in his tool-kit. I could scarcely believe that all this precious treasure, my chemical engineer friend brought, was mine. This prosperity was quite unbelievable! The following discussion took place: "I talked to your brother, he sends you many kisses and implores you to be careful. He is glad that you have been delivered from the A.V.H., but please, do not take upon yourself things that you did not commit. Be strong -- he is praying for you." — I divided the pieces of dry bread into two heaps, and asked my friend, Uncle Ben, as I called him, to take one part of it to my brother, and the other to Miklos. I was living well now, I said, and I was not hungry and could do without it. The barber protested vehemently, and announced that there was no need for me to do it. "I help your brother, and also all the other political prisoners systematically, where ever I can. I took bread to your brother and Miklos not so very long ago, and I also took them sugar and onions. I can't help you and Miklos as much as I can the others, because you are in solitary confinement still, and under strict A.V.H. surveillance. I will do for you whatever I can, and try to get you some onions; you have a great need for vitamins. I can provide for your brother much better; there is no need for you to go without this little. Besides, you look pretty sick, you have to get better."
"At least take one part of it to Miklos."
"I won't take any of these, they are all yours. I took them even more just half an hour ago. Leave it to me, I am an old inmate, I can manage all these
matters properly."
We did not talk any more, he quickly shaved me and then departed. The two heaps of dry bread were left on my bed. I was thinking about Uncle Ben's words, but it still hurt me that he did not fulfill my wish. I hid my treasure under my blanket. I decided to ration it, and eat these delicacies little by little.
My cell door opened again, the Commander of the prison entered with the prison-doctor. I was sitting on my bed with one blanket wrapped around my body; I was still shivering with cold.
"Good day, can't you salute?" the Lieutenant shouted at me. "Why do you sit on your bed instead of standing to attention, when I am talking to you?"
"Because I am sick."
"Stand up, if I say so!" the Lieutenant shouted even louder.
Slowly I slid off my bed and looked at them, as if they were nothing but
air.
"You should know the rules of good conduct as you are an intelligent man."
"I know the rules of good conduct, but my enemies don't deserve any respect
after the treatment I received from them."
"Just keep on swaggering, you won't do it much longer."
"God will decide that and not you!"
"That's enough, don't be cheeky!"
"I am not cheeky." I knew that he would not dare hit me in the presence
of the doctor.
"Keep quiet!" he shouted at me, livid with rage. I knew the doctor; his name was Dr. Korffy Endre; I was astonished to meet him. "Did they hurt you?" he asked, "or insult you?"
"They did not hurt me, only my kidneys ache."
Dr. Korffy looked around my cell, then announced that it was not detrimental to my health. "Every cell has its heater, so there must be one here, too," he added.
"Such a fellow could quite easily do without one," the Lieutenant remarked.
Both of them sneered at me. Dr. Korffy's badge of the Communist Party was shining on his lapel. "You shall receive some medicine." They left me and soon after I was led into the nearby consulting-room, where they gave me some medicine, remarking, that I would get well without it, too. I never saw this inhuman doctor again. He did not live according to his profession, but always had his own personal gain in view.
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In the afternoon I looked out of the window. I had a pretty view of the town, which brought back many pleasant memories of my student days. I hadn't seen houses for a long time, and to see different colours after constantly looking at the white cell-walls, pleased me very much. My view was blocked by the building of the Attorney's office only. In the garden, chrysanthemums bloomed, which fitted in perfectly with this picture of sad Autumn. A little further, I could see part of a street, where an acquaintance of mine was just walking by. I felt strong enough now to stand at the window for hours at an end; this was my one and only pleasure.
Hunger brought me down from the window, and I took out my "treasure" from under my blanket. I only nibbled at a few pieces of bread at first, but my appetite increased from one minute to the next. I just could not resist! I kept nibbling, till the last piece was gone, too. I drank some water after it and I felt as if I were in Paradise, although I could have nibbled till the morning. A few pieces of bread were mouldy, yet, for me they tasted superb.
Next day at dinnertime a parcel flew into my cell. I opened it and found in it several heads of onions. So the promised vitamin C arrived, and I remembered Uncle Ben with a feeling of love. In the afternoon I had another very pleasant surprise. The Sergeant-Major left my door half open, so that I could see my brother, who was standing in front of the consulting room. My heart jumped for joy, for it was five months since we had last seen each other. He too, noticed me at once, and did not hesitate long, but ran straight into my cell, and we embraced and kissed. Our joy at seeing each other again was immense. While we talked, the Sergeant-Major was keeping a look-out.
"We were transported here from the A.V.H. on September 17th. The news circulated here, that you escaped from the A.V.H." my brother told me.
"It would have been completely impossible to escape from the A.V.H., you know that too."
"It must have been terrible for you, in those icy-cold cells! They pushed needles under my nails; while questioning me. Nearly all my fingernails suppurated and fell off. Thank God, my nails are starting to get alright again and grow. But you look terrible. Did Uncle Ben bring you any food?"
"Yes, he even brought me some onions today."
"Be very careful, they are going to transport us to Budapest today. There will be much ado, but don't worry."
"I feel as if nothing more could ever frighten me. You must be very careful, too!"
We embraced once more, then my brother hurried out of my cell. This saying goodbye to him again hurt me very much, just as if a dagger had been thrust into my heart. My poor brother, how much he had been tortured at the A.V.H. too; I shall put this down along with all the other things they did. Perhaps, someday someone will ask them to give an account of their reign of terror. If not on earth, then in heaven before God, they will have to answer for all this.
When the Sergeant-Major brought in my tea, he told me, that around seven o'clock the A.V.H. would transport us to a destination unknown to him. He encouraged me not to despair, as by next Spring Communism would completely disappear. Uncle Ben came in too, and we said "Goodbye" sadly. I thanked him for his help and asked God's blessing upon him. After finishing my tea, I was told now officially, to get all my things together. I wrapped my towel around my body, so that it should keep me warm, even if only a little, in this cold weather. I put my few belongings in a paper-bag. No sooner was I ready, when a short Sergeant-Major, together with my barber-friend, brought me some Paprika-Potatoes on a tray, and also a large portion of bread. This extraordinary attention was quite unbelievable and pleased me. I took off the tray, the dish filled to its brim with potatoes and the piece of bread. "Eat it as quickly as possible," said the Sergeant-Major, while Uncle Ben was waving to me affectionately. They locked the cell door, and I started to feast with the best possible appetite. — It was November 26th. I had been here in this "rest-home" for exactly two weeks: after the treatment at the A.V.H. it was really like a holiday for me. In this very short time I recovered fairly well.
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When the cell door opened again, it was the red-cheeked Sergeant-Major who entered. He embraced me sincerely, then said: "My dear Hungarian brother, I commend you to God's protection. I only wish that Hungary possessed many more brave young men, like you. " I must confess, I was deeply touched by the frank and sincere declaration of this simple man. Hurrying out, he left the cell door wide open. A little while later Sergeant-Major Molnar arrived and put the handcuffs on me. He told me not to move my wrists, as the handcuffs might get  (
a
)tight and cut into my hands.
       I was taken to the guard's room situated on the ground floor. On the way, the guard showed the right direction with his hands, as the corridor branched off. There were the following persons in the guard's room; a Sergeant of the A.V.H.. the prosecuting Detective Inspector of the A.V.H. and the Commander of the Prison. The Detective Inspector said. "We will transport you now, behave calmly and silently on the way. If you want anything, you will have to hold your hands up. In any attempted escape-bid we will use our guns. Remember it!" They examined my handcuffs, then took me towards the gate; I was stopped near the gate, as a large crowd gathered and blocked the gate. All those warders were standing there and watching, who were off duty at the moment. Two strange men of the A.V.H. confronted me: "How long will you live, you dirty Yankee?" he said, while blindfolding me with a white scarf. I answered him curtly: "As long
as God wants me to. "You shall perish, you dirty Yankee!" he retorted, and
then he hit me hard on my head with his leather-gloved hand. From two sides they grabbed me roughly and took me to the prison-van, kicking my ankles all the while. They hurled me onto the van by holding my clothes. They pushed me to and fro for a while, then at last they made me sit down. I had to keep my head bowed. Opposite to me sat a guard, holding my leg between his, who amused himself by hitting my head hard during the whole trip. We were sitting very close to each other, so I could feel quite well that the person on my left had very sparse clothing. He was trembling with cold on the whole trip; I edged close to him, so that with the warmth of my body I could alleviate his sufferings a little. We started off to an unknown destination, handcuffed and blindfolded. Perhaps they are taking us to be executed — I thought — or perhaps to another cellar of the A.V.H., which would be even worse. We stopped at one place on our way and then the guards of the A.V.H. mentioned the name of the township, Aszod. It looked as if they were taking us to Budapest. In his uncertainty one of the prisoners asked aloud: "Where are you taking us?" Firstly, they hit him and kicked him a good many times, then one of the guards answered him mockingly — they were taking us to a fancy-dress ball.
It was around midnight, when I heard the bell-tinkling of street-cars; so we had arrived in Budapest. Where were they taking us here? After a further ten minutes ride, the prison van stopped, the guards jumped off and started to drag off the occupants of the van, one by one. They pulled me up from the seat by my hair and dragged me to the door, from where they virtually lifted me by my hair. I could not properly use my hands with the handcuffs on, and being blindfolded I just could not help falling. Face down I fell to the pavement, luckily, from no great height, and my hands, which I thrust forward, cushioned my fall in some degree. I bruised my face somewhat, but did not break any bones. On my hands the cuffs became very tight and cut my wrist to the bone. The pain was excruciating, but I suffered it without a word, as I was only interested in knowing where we were.
They pulled me up from the ground by my hair. My scalp started to bleed and my hair was pulled out in patches. They pushed me from hand to hand while they kicked my ankles, and the last lout kicked me to the wall. I had to stand with my face turned to the wall, the scarf still covered my eyes. My head was throbbing from the many previous blows. I pressed my face to the cool wall; this way it alleviated my pains, mercifully. Blood trickled down from my face, hands and head. Soon it was my turn to have the handcuffs removed, and then I had to bite my lip, for the pain was great. The blood had congealed already on my injured wrist, and now the handcuffs tore my wounds open again. They led me to a room where the scarf was removed from my eyes. Even though my eyes reacted to the sudden brightness, I could see that this was not the 
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A.V.H. A few warders, dressed in a bluish-grey uniform, busied themselves in the room: in my joy I smiled subconsciously. There were so many in the room, that one of them noticed this smile. The man from the A.V.H. shouted at me roughly: "What's all that, you still have the nerve to smile? Well, make sure you smile just as nicely on Death!" — I did not care what he had said, the main thing was, that I was not at the A.V.H. A man in civilian clothing sat at a desk and passed me the note made of my deposited belongings, which he made me sign.
A guard accompanied me to the third floor of the prison-building, where he handed me over to a Corporal, by the name of Farkas, who handed me one dish and a spoon. He told me the following: "Here you have no name, only a number, 323. Remember this number well, for from now on you will be called by it. He thought for a while, then led me to cell No. 13, without another word.
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CHAPTER THREE
IN THE MARKO-STREET PRISON
They could hardly open the cell door, as there were bags of litter laid out on the floor: the door could be opened just wide enough to let me through. The light was turned on in the cell, and the disturbed prisoners sat up. My first question to them was: "Where am I?" They were amazed at first, then they laughed at me, at last they answered: "You are in the holiday-resort in Marko-Street, a wonderful and a very comfortable hotel." The size of the cell was about 16 feet by 6.5 feet, and I was its seventh occupant. On the left-hand side of the door stood a W.C., the seat of which was covered by a board, while on the right-hand side of the door, there was a small cupboard hanging on the wall. Alongside the wall, under the window, stood two iron-framed beds. There was a small table with drawers, and a three-legged stool near the W.C. On the floor of the cell were two bags of litter, four people slept on them, while there was one person to each of the beds. I asked, "Where could I sleep?" An elderly man, who was lying on one of the beds, gave the order to search my clothing: my appearance must have been terrible, for they looked for body-lice. I submitted myself to this examination, then I was given permission to lie down. Even with only the four of them there were too many people on the bags of litter and now I became the fifth. We only had room to lie on our sides. Taking off my outer clothes, I folded them up and used them for a pillow, I received a blanket for cover. It was pleasantly warm in the cell, and since I hadn't been amongst people for a long time, this new environment soothed me. They bombarded me with questions at once: "Why was I here; what had I done; who was I; where had I come from and what news could I tell them?" etc. I answered their questions briefly, and they looked at me in amazement; I could see that they did not believe a word I said. From the outside they switched off the light and we tried to go to sleep.
At five o'clock in the morning we were awakened and had to put our water-bucket onto the iron steps, just outside our door, at once. We put one bag of litter on top of each bed, and covered them with blankets. They handed us the water and we all washed ourselves, one after the other, in the one washbowl. The man in charge of the cell for the day swept the floor, scrubbed the washbowl and the toilet, washed the rag and put out the dustpan. Straight after these chores were completed, the bread was handed in through the "feeder-window" of the door: the seven portions were placed on the table and everyone selected one piece. Soon after that, black coffee was brought, which was in fact nothing but black-coloured, bitter, tasteless hot water. After breakfast everyone washed his own cup.
Of course, all of us were dressed in civilian clothes. After breakfast we started introductions. Our cell had a commander, who was called "cell-master", and everyone had to obey him. This position was always filled by the man who had been in the cell the longest. The privilege of sleeping on the bed was given according to the same principle. — The prison had an unwritten book of laws, which showed the prisoners' great love of justice. The keeping of order and peace in the cell was the cell-master's responsibility, as was the reporting of the number of prisoners in the cell morning and night.
It was perhaps seven o'clock in the morning, when the head of the third section came to verify the number present in the cell. The cell-master reported the number, and with that our morning programme was over. On the inside of the cell door hung the rules of the prison; I read it so that I would be well in-
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	formed. Our cell-master was a waiter, about 50 years of age, who was detained while manager of a wine-shop, for disloyal conduct, and illegal traffic in wine. He was now brooding over what he could bring up for his defence. There was a 40 year-old sports trainer, Szabo, who had embezzled about 40-50,000 Forints. Then there was Ferenc Szabo, an inhabitant of Pecs, who came to be here, at least that was what he said, for no apparent reason at all, and on no evidence whatsoever. Andras Volgyes had been imprisoned for stealing from a beer-factory. The fifth cell-mate was a coal-loader, who was charged with giving short measure, and stealing coal. Lastly, the sixth occupant was a 60-year-old farmhand, who was caught stealing, and arrested. I learnt all this from their own accounts; so with the exception of Ferenc Szabo, I was in the company of criminals. They were all "conjunctive fighters" of the Communist Regime, who cheated and stole from their own "beloved" regime, wherever and whenever they could. They were men without ideals and character, who would always take the side from which they could gain the most. I refrained from offering any kind of political opinion, and only spoke when I was spoken to. I sat with my back to the hot pipes all day long, and warmed my kidneys. This warmth was good for them. Outside it was cool and overcast. Even the usual half-hourly morning walk was cancelled. I said my usual morning prayers, then my cell-mates asked me questions. I answered them patiently. They were amazed that I had been put with them, for they told me the section for political prisoners was on the second floor. It seemed that there was no room for me in that section, or perhaps, I might have been put here for another reason. The cell-master advised me that I could not go to the morning walks, as the political prisoners had their walk in the evening separately. They were all nervy; you could see that they had suffered a lot because of their imprisonment. With one exception, they were all family men, and were constantly preoccupied and wondering what their families would do. I tried to fit in with this state of things. As this type of person would be willing to do anything in order to gain something for himself, I only answered them briefly regarding my own case. I was careful too, to see that they did not feel inferior to me mentally and morally. I wanted to be a pleasant cell-mate; I was polite to each and every one of them, and I never expressed my own opinions. They instructed me all day long, what to do and how, so that the cleanliness and order of the cell might be maintained. They took great pleasure in doing it, then they gave me all the inside news. The trial of Balint, a Yugoslav, who was charged with smuggling men, and spying, took place about that time. There were five persons executed out of the men charged, according to their report. The prison windows, opposite to the Attorney's Office, were covered with boards during the trial. According to my fellow-prisoners, even the trial was broadcast by Radio Budapest. In cell No. 9, opposite to us, was Dienes, the chief Engineer of the newly constructed Arpad bridge, who was sentenced to death for sabotage, and executed later on. All his accomplices were severely punished with long-term prison sentences. The trial of the Horse Valuation Enterprise's greatest swindlers, the Sefton Brothers, was at this time too; furthermore there was a currency trial on a large scale; there were a hundred accused, who were called "the Goldies". There was also another swindlers' trial, and then, lastly, the Underground Railway Construction Workers' trial for sabotage.
At that time, there was no other important political-criminal offence committed, except for the Budapest Electric Train Employees' organising an uprising, and our own armed organisation, although there were still quite a lot of political detainees in the prison building. The political prisoners, who had long sentences, were kept on the second floor; the guards there consisted of A.V.H. men. Allegedly, Ibolya Csak, the former Olympic Star in Berlin, and Lajos Rajk's Secretary, was also kept there. All these news-items were told to me one after the other by my fellow prisoners, and I proved to be a very good listener, as I never interrupted them. So the morning passed quickly.
My first dinner consisted of a soup and some vegetables, which contained hardly any calories at all. Everyone was very hungry, so We quickly finished our dinner. I still felt a bit weak, so I sat all day long. "The company isn't the best", I thought to myself — yet it pleased me to be among human beings once more after my long solitude.
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	Around 4 o'clock, they brought us some water, then soon after, they distributed our evening meal, which was spinach, boiled in water and a few chunks of rotten potatoes. Everyone was filled with disgust; it was something horrible, and besides, it did not have any food value at all. It seemed that our starvation diet was beginning once more. After washing our dishes, they came to check the number of prisoners; we stood in a row, and the cell-master gave the number, while the others kept on talking.
At seven o'clock the bell rang to retire. The seven of us had hardly enough room in this very small cell, so the making of beds was not an easy operation. We put the two bags of litter on the floor, opening the window meanwhile, as the result was a huge dust cloud; the bags contained mostly dust instead of straw. Each person had about 14" of space, and no matter to which side I turned, someone was always breathing into my face, or coughed at me from close quarters. Later on it happened that my sleeping partner was overcome by a fit of coughing, and he just could not help spitting in my mouth, so it was advisable to lie on one's back. The men who slept on the bed had access to the toilet only by treading on the others sleeping on the floor. In these circumstances it was quite impossible to rest at night. We woke up in the morning more tired than we had been the night before. The monotonous daily existence started again. After the distribution of breakfast, the occupants of each floor were taken for their walks, but the political prisoners did not even take part in that. When my cell became empty, I walked by myself up and down in the room.
The food was invariably terrible, hardly fit for human consumption, only the daily 1lb. ration of bread offered us some calories. I ate everything, because I knew that regaining my health meant life to me. My wounds healed nicely. I nearly got over my kidney trouble, and my fever nearly left me.
One day, about ten o'clock, Lieutenant-Colonel Temesvari, the prison doctor appeared. He always wore a sadistic smile on his face when looking at prisoners, and because of this, he was nicknamed "Professor Mengele". The guard shouted into the cell: "No. 323". I was this nameless, numbered animal, but I did not react to his announcement immediately. I stepped out onto the doorstep at his second roar only. "Professor Mengele" asked me: "Did they ill-treat you at the A.V.H.?"
"No, they did not," I answered him. Seeing the scars of my wounds, he sneered at me; obviously he did not believe my purposely negative answer, and said to me: "It serves you right, why didn't you confess? Have you any complaints you wish to make?" I did not answer him, not even with one single word, but looked straight into the eyes of this sadist, then I stepped back into the cell. Lieutenant-Colonel Temesvari was also a prisoner, the prisoner of hate, which overran even his profession as a doctor. The ideology of the Communist Party dictated this hate. They slammed the cell door and moved on further down the corridor. The days came and went, my fellow prisoners changed quite regularly. This kind of social life soothed my nerves. My wounds healed completely, and my state of health improved steadily.
An eventful period of my life in prison in Marko-Street now began. A few days before Christmas, at 11 o'clock in the morning, the cell door opened suddenly and the guard shouted that No. 323 was to step forward. They escorted me to the first floor and here, they chained me, together with 16 fellow-prisoners, onto two long leading chains, in pairs. There were 8 prisoners to each chain. This leading chain was used in the following manner: The handcuff was put on the left wrist for the one prisoner, and on the right wrist for his partner, then the locked handcuff was strung to the leading chain and locked onto it now. According to the length of the leading chain, variable numbers of pairs could be strung onto it. This method was used to transport prisoners in groups. Here were all my friends: my brother, Miklos and the others. Seeing each other filled us with joy, but I also had one surprise. Juci, a friend of ours, was among us and I could not imagine how she had got involved in our case. There were a few other persons, unknown to me, on the chain and I concluded, that they must also belong to our case. For the first time I found myself in this situation, and I was quite ignorant of the procedure; namely, that all accomplices of the one political crime were transported in force to the Attorney's office, at the same time, though everyone
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was examined separately. Before we started off, guarded by several warders, we were warned not to talk to each other, as this breach of the regulation called for severe punishment, such as the short iron-rod or the dark-cell, etc, In spite of this warning, I managed to exchange a few words with my friends, but alas, I could not talk to my brother, as he was on the other leading chain.
In the antechamber of the Attorney's Office our handcuffs were removed, and everyone stood with their faces to the wall. The guards were behind us, watching that we did not talk to each other.
They read to each of us our bill of indictment: Miklos' was read first, mine was third. They read to me one closely typewritten page, which contained briefly the accusations they had made at the A.V.H., with the difference that here I was also accused of the leadership of one group in our organisation. I was told further that I could appeal in writing regarding my bill of indictment within 24 hours, and that my trial would take place on December 24th. — We were not given our bills, but had to sign a paper to acknowledge hearing them. The Public Prosecutor remarked ominously that I would see the rest at my trial. When our examination ended, we were taken back to the prison building in the same way that we were brought: all of us had a three-figure identification number. I did manage to exchange my cell-number with my brother: he was on the first floor in cell No. 4 and I also succeeded in learning, that Miklos was on the same floor in cell No. 2.
The day of my trial would be on December 24th—Adam and Eve's feast-day. Perhaps they would bring in the verdict on the same afternoon and then, by Holy Christmas Day, I would be executed. It was even quite possible that I would celebrate Christmas with the angels. So much I could gather from my bill of indictment, as I was positive that I would be tried by a court martial, and my Christmas present would be death by the rope. I commended myself to God's mercy, and with calm presence of mind I waited for the day of my trial. I was not afraid of Death; just the contrary — this thought provoked an heroic feeling in my mind. I prepared myself for the celebration of Christmas in my mind, and let my thoughts dwell on the mood of Christmas. I remembered all the beautiful Christmas Carols, and I hummed them while "pictures" appeared on the screen of my inner self. I could hear the bells ringing and calling the people to early morning mass. I could hear the crackling of steps on the freshly fallen snow, as the Faithful hurried to church in the greyness of the morning. Divine Nature put a white cloak upon everything; on man-made roads, and buildings. Jingling sleighs dash along in the wintry countryside. People everywhere are buying presents for each other to symbolise the Feast of Love. In the pine-forests Christmas trees are borne amidst the sound of axes. I was brought back from my Christmas reverie by the ringing of the bell to mark the time to retire, and I saw the cruel reality all around myself: the cell. But in spite of this, my daydreaming was beautiful.
Everyone had already retired, when the door opened and the "man with the small number" was called to go for a walk. Quickly I dressed myself and stood on the iron steps; they took us for a walk to the yard secretly, so that no one should know about us. We stood there in single file on the third floor. Four of my friends were there too. We greeted each other silently, without words. One guard at the front of the line, and one at the rear, led us down to the small yard to the left, where not a light was visible in even one of the cell windows. The iron-barred windows looked down at us gloomily, while a spot-light passed over them constantly. Eight to ten yards between each man, with hands behind their backs, strode the silent procession. The yard was surrounded by huge walls of buildings, several stories high, so that only a small part of the sky was visible. December stars twinkled and shone brightly. We walked the circle smartly. The fresh air pleased me very much. This was my first walk in the open air in the last six months. When turning the corner, in the light of the spotlight, I noticed a waving figure in the window of room No. 4 on the first floor; it was my brother. Coming around for the next circle, in an unguarded moment, when the warder was not looking in my direction, I waved back to him. This was two brothers' way of saying good-night to each other in prison. We repeated the waving at nearly every turn, although I had to be very careful that the guard did not
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notice it. We loved each other dearly, and it hurt us deeply when our walk
ended, silently we said good-night.
Every prisoner was entitled to two 7 lb. parcels a year, one in June and one in December. They distributed cards, on which the accused could ask his family for a parcel. The political prisoner could neither write nor receive letters or parcels. He was completely sealed off from the outside world. Christmas was fast drawing nearer, and all my fellow-prisoners received their Christmas parcels, which bore witness to the love of those at home.
What would my mother be doing now? Perhaps she had not even one crust of bread! I had had no news from her for the last six months, just as also she knew nothing of us. These thoughts tortured me a great deal. Those who were put away by the A.V.H., were lost to the outside world, completely.
December 24th, Christmas Eve, arrived. I got ready for my trial and waited for someone to come for me. With my clothes neat and tidy, I waited; the hours passed, but no one came. I concluded that our trial had been postponed, and I had a feeling that it was a good omen for us. They took up for a walk again, this time before our evening meal. My brother was waiting for me in the window and waved to me; in this way we wished each other a "Happy Christmas." We smiled to each other and were glad of the postponement of our trial, and knew somehow that this meant life for us. The Christmas dinner consisted of uncooked, uneatable, hard dried peas. I was the only one in our cell who ate it. The others did not even touch theirs. We lay down soon afterwards, and were celebrating a free Hungarian Christmas in our dreams.
After the Christmas feast-days passed, our everyday mood returned to us in the cell. The calmness, that I had possessed up till now, was changed to a feeling of uncertainty. They did not tell us the new date of our trial, so I did not know when we would be taken before the notorious Vilmos Olty death-council. As the days passed by, I began to realise, in spite of the uncertainty, the cause of the postponement of our case; namely, at the end of this year, all court martial trials were cancelled, and I felt that Dr. Nyiri had arranged it so that we would not come before a court-martial. The first days of the New Year passed more quietly. On January 6th, the feast of Epiphany, the door to our cell burst open, and a Mr. Kucsera, head of our division, called out my number. I calmly followed the guard. In the middle of the star-like hall my friends were already assembled. Then we went to the first floor, where they read out our numbers once again. We were all put into the leading chain, and we knew now they were taking us to our trial. Secretly we exchanged a few words. The eight armed guards took us to the Attorney's Office, to the ante-chamber of court room No. 27, where they stood us against the wall and removed our handcuffs. To prevent us from talking they spaced us about a yard from each other; behind us stood the guards. In our scanty clothing we stood and shivered in the cold ante-chamber until three detectives from the A.V.H. arrived who were to take part in the trial, as observers. All political trials were held behind locked doors. The public was excluded, and only the defendants, the Court of Law, the Public Prosecutor, the Clerk of the Court, the defence, the observers from the A.V.H. and the guards were allowed to be present. Our case was strictly confidential. In the Communist court circles our crime was marked with double O's.
The illegal Communist Judges took their seats on the judicial platform. We were taken into the courtroom in order of the gravity of our crimes. They started with Miklos, then they took Karcsi, after whom it was my turn, as I had been the third in their order. There were benches in the courtroom, and on one of these sat the three officers from the A.V.H. They were dressed in civilian clothing, and wore green blazers and flat caps with a visor. In front of the benches stood the judicial platform; on the right side sat Dr. Egri, Public Prosecutor, while at another table the Defence, Dr. Virag and Dr. Patriasz took their places, who were ordered to defend the case of the first three accused and also that of my brother. The Communist Party badge displayed on their lapels, so we could not expect much good from the
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defence ordered by the prosecution to defend us. Below the judicial platform sat the Clerk of the Court, and next to him, on a long table, were all the exhibits. The table was loaded to near breaking point with various guns, explosives, hand grenades, ammunition, a hand-printing machine, and anticommunist pamphlets. In front of the first row, on the defendants' bench, sat Miklos and Karcsi already, with a guard in between them, when I was brought before the judicial platform. There they compared my personal particulars, then after reading the bill of indictment, Olty said: "Do you agree with everything in the bill?"
"No, not everything."
"I warn you that the law will punish the willful misleading of the court, and stubborn denials, on top of the sentence for the crime committed. To what parts do you object?"
"There were not two separate groups, one for Miklos and one for me. There was only one organisation of which I was the leader."
"This will be cleared up during the proceedings. Otherwise, do you agree with everything else?"
"Yes."
"Is that so?" Olty asked, turning to Miklos.
"I was the leader of the organisation and not he," answered Miklos. "You can indicate anything you may wish to observe during the trial of the other defendants by putting up your hand," Olty added.
All the remaining defendants were tried similarly. Each of them defended himself as best he could, yet never at the expense of the others, but always trying to help their friends by their admissions. So Vilmos' confession saved Karcsi from the gallows after clearing him in one decisive question, while I was saved by my friend Miklos' confession. I myself was successful in saving the fourth accused's life by my admissions. We all tried to save Miklos, but alas, in vain.
After completing all the examinations, Chief Justice Vilmos Olty turned once again to Miklos.
"Against whom and why did you organise?"
"Against Russian Communist oppression and for the Freedom of Hungary."
For one second complete silence reigned in the court room, then Olty's voice cracked: "Hungary is free and independent, and there is no oppression in the country." Vilmos Olty himself did not believe what he just said. My friend Miklos answered him nothing.
Dr. Egri, Public Prosecutor, delivered his ominous speech for the prosecution, in which he asked the death sentence for the first four accused; and demanded severe prison sentences for the others. The speeches for the defence, made by men under orders from the prosecution, would have served well their own purposes. I did not use my privilege of the last word; all my friends spoke to defend each other. My brother's voice was trembling with emotion for he was concerned with my welfare; he tried to protect me and Miklos. The officers of the. A.V.H. listened to the trial in complete silence.
I took my probable death sentence for granted, yet I was very calm. My brother was graded 13th, so there was more hope for his survival. The Court Council retire to bring in a verdict in the name of the Communist regime, and we were led out of the court room. I tried to come close to my brother, in which I succeeded. We were chained together in one pair, standing to the wall, and a guard stood behind each pair.
"It is very likely that I shall be sentenced to death and this is my good-bye for ever," I whispered to my brother in a hardly audible voice, "Do not forget why I give up my life. For God and my Country. With these words on my lips shall I die and I shall be brave, even under the gallows, and I shall be worthy of my ancestors. I thank my mother for bringing me up. She should not shed any tears for me, but bear her sufferings proudly. All my moral and temporal legacy belongs to my mother. Julika could bear my name, if she so desired. Love this little girl, for I loved her too. Pray for the repose of my soul.”
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This was my farewell and will, in the shadow of death, which, of course, I could only say in bits and pieces and not so coherently, when the guard's attention was distracted. We asked to be taken to the toilet, where we embraced. The guard protested, but he did not put us in for disciplinary punishment, when we told him that we were brothers, and this might be our last chance to say good-bye.
We waited till 3 o'clock in the afternoon for the verdict. Our handcuffs were removed once more, and we had to hear the verdict standing up. Vilmos Olty, Chief Justice, read the verdict:
"In the name of the Hungarian Republic I sentence to death and loss of property the first-named accused, for his part in leading and taking active part in an armed organisation, with a view to overthrowing the present Regime (here he specified the paragraphs of the Bill). The Budapest County Court Council took his youth into consideration. I sentence the second accused to prison for the term of his natural life, to the loss of his property, and to the loss of all his political rights for ten years as well, for his part in leading and taking active part in an armed organisation with a view to overthrowing the present Regime (here he again specified the paragraphs of the Bill). The Budapest County Court Council took into special consideration his family status with a six months old infant, also his youth."
I waited for my sentence knowing that I was completely at their mercy, and I also knew that there was not much in my case that could be taken into consideration. I looked back at the face of my brother, which was deadly pale with agitation.
Olty went on: "I sentence the third accused to prison for the term of his natural life, to the loss of his property, and the loss of all his political rights for ten years as well, for his part in sharing the leadership and taking active part in an armed organisation with a view to overthrowing the present Regime (again he specified the paragraphs of the Bill). The Budapest County Court Council takes into consideration his fixed anti-communist views."
I could not believe my own ears, so I looked again at my brother's face to read the truth from it, but I had to believe the things I had just heard, as my brother was smiling happily at me. The verdict on all the sixteen defendants was read out; my brother was sentenced to gaol for fifteen years, to the loss of his property and to the loss of his political rights for ten years. From the fourth accused onwards—except three only—the verdict was: "I sentence the accused to prison for fifteen years, to the loss of his property, and 
the loss of his political rights for ten years, for taking part in an armed organisation, with a view to overthrowing the present Regime." The twelfth, fifteenth and sixteenth accused were sentenced to five, twelve and three years' gaol respectively. The sixteenth accused, the only female participant in our case, was sentenced to prison for three years for the simple reason that she knew my brother and me well. The results of our trial was: one death sentence, two life imprisonments, ten 15 years', one 12 years', one five years' and one three years' gaol sentences. These sentences were not yet final.
Chief Justice Olty called upon us, one after the other, to declare whether we accepted our sentences or whether we wanted to appeal to a Higher Court. Everyone registered his appeal. After thinking for a short while, I did so, too. I would have resigned myself to my fate, but one of my friends who stood next to me asked me, out of sheer concern for me, to appeal also, reasoning that the prosecution would appeal for heavier sentences anyway, and my appeal would equalise matters. The prosecutor did in fact appeal.
There were, among us, fathers of families; one had four children, another two of them had one child each and one had two children. We were all under 30 years of age, excepting three of our friends. We knew well what would happen to us if we failed; we would lose our domestic happiness, our property, our youth and personal freedom, and even our closest family members would lose their homes and positions, and would live in exile in their own country. We even considered that above all these losses, we could lose our lives after long tortures, yet we were ready to make all sacrifices for our ideals. Two ideologies oppose each other in the world: both of them represent mighty powers. The
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one is Communism, led by the Russians, which prescribes collective thinking, and which mercilessly annihilates all independent existences. The basis of the State is terror; it robs, imprisons and murders, if need be. The Communist Regime has murdered many millions since its beginning. After the Revolution in 1917 alone, whole classes of society were exterminated, and we only have to remember the mass graves at Katyni, where the Polish patriots were forced to dig their own graves, and were buried there in their thousands. The propagation of this kind of legalised murder presents a great danger to mankind. Opposite this stands the other ideology—that of the Christian world, led by God's own precepts, which is so much more advantageous for the peoples of the world. Everyone can express his own views. It ensures complete human freedom for everyone and tries to arrive at absolute justice. Here, even the material well-being is greater, compared to that of the Communist side. Naturally, here too mistakes can occur, but it still could serve as a basis for a crystallised, universal World-Regime. Leaving aside the sentiments of patriotism and Christian beliefs, the logical way of thinking alone settles the correctness of the Western world's ideology. In this Christian sphere everyone can act freely, and decide according to his heart's desire which principle to follow; he can choose either one, even the Communist. In the Communist States on the other hand one could only profess to the Communist ideology and whoever opposes it will be mercilessly imprisoned, hanged, or his family persecuted and exiled. All of us who were severely sentenced by the Communist court on this day, chose the principles of the Western Christian world. We opposed the atrocities of Communism, out of love for God and our country, and from our sincere goodwill towards mankind. We did that purely out of unselfishness, true to our principles and responsibilities. We made moral and material sacrifices for the sake of our beliefs, and by these actions we, the Hungarian youth, set an example of the highest degree of patriotic feeling and love of God, and consistency to the world's still slumbering youth. We loved our mothers and families and even ourselves, but above all we loved God, Creator of the whole world, and loved our Country, where we were born and in which we lived and which provided us with a smaller or larger piece of bread. Knowing this, we passed proudly over the threshhold of life, and, our heads held high, into the court room.
At 4 o'clock in the afternoon our trial ended, and we returned to the prison building once more, shackled to our leading chain. On the way back everyone's tongue was loosened, although this was strictly forbidden; we all comforted Miklos. I whispered in his ear: "Get ready to meet Death, we shall all pray for you. You will go to Heaven, God be with you, my friend." Miklos preceded me, holding his head up proudly. I was manacled to the chain with my brother as a partner, and his eyes filled with tears of joy and he kept stroking my shackled hand with his free hand. Returning to the first floor of the prison the handcuffs and chain were removed, and as soon as our hands became free my brother and I embraced and kissed each other. We could not restrain our feelings and did not care that this was prohibited. One of the guards went to strike me in the face with the heavy chains, but another—the one in whose presence I had said goodbye to my brother in the toilet at the Attorney's Office earlier. before our verdict was brought down—jumped in front of him, quick as lightning, and grabbed his hand, shouting: "Don't touch him, they are brothers!" So I escaped having my face disfigured, but that warder pushed me a few times in his helplessness.
As a newly sentenced life-prisoner, thoroughly chilled and hungry as a wolf, I stepped into my cell. I consumed my dinner, that had been saved for me with great calmness, while my inquisitive fellow-prisoners bombarded me with their questions, and forced me to relate to them all the happenings at the trial. I answered all their questions calmly, and obviously the nonchalance with which I spoke about my case and verdict, perturbed them. Of course I did not believe, even for a moment, that I would serve my full sentence. On the contrary, I hoped imperturbably in Divine Justice, in the resurrection of Hungary and the help of Western Christianity. This belief lightened my prison sentence. This day was one of the most memorable days of my life.
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The days just dragged now. Hunger seemed to be unbearable very often. For our midday meal we had either a thin dried-pea or potato soup, and for our evening meal we had alternately boiled carrots or spinach boiled in water. The spoon shook in everyone's hand, while they got this stuff—which was unfit for consumption by beasts—down their throat. The number of occupants in our cell gradually increased and our very trying circumstances made us irritable but also more sincere. One Communist, who was imprisoned for embezzlement and fraud, compared the gaol in Marko Street to the concentration camp at Auschwitz, and concluded that Auschwitz was better; he was entitled to this conclusion, as he had been to both places. The occupants of our cell kept coming and going, till at last I became the oldest inhabitant, and with it, the cell-master.
	This brought me many privileges inside the cell. I could look out of the window to my heart's content, although it was prohibited; now the cell-master could not reprimand me. Opposite our window stood the building of the Attorney's Office; its large windows were about 25 yards from ours. One could talk from the office windows to ours and vice versa, of course, only as well as was possible for the guards crossed the yard regularly, and also there was a guard stationed in the sentry box.
Above us on the fourth floor was the section for women prisoners. The occupants of cells Nos. 17, 18, 19, and the women prisoners of the fourth floor were able to communicate with each other. Once, I discovered two of my friends, who were in Nos. 17 and 18; one of them was talking at that moment in sign language to his wife who was standing at the open window of the Attorney's Office. I took up communications with them at once and, with this, with the outside world as well. My friend described our prison life little by little, and his wife reported everything to our family. She was even able to describe the trial to them in every detail. I could observe my friend's young and pretty wife standing by the window. They had been married only for a few months and they had to part so soon. She showed great faithfulness toward her husband who was sentenced for life. She appeared there every day, and on one of these unofficial visits they discussed among other things the sending of cigarettes secretly. In the cell, smoking was strictly forbidden, and the hiding of tobacco, cigarettes or flints was severely punished, but the inveterate smokers were not deterred even by those measures. The petty criminals—excepting only the political prisoners—were allowed to receive from home, one "cleanliness" package every Sunday in the following manner: the exchange of dirty underwear or clothing for clean clothes took place through the prison officials. This did not concern the political prisoners, as they did not have even the slightest concessions. My friend managed to dispatch his clothes through a petty criminal's relative to his wife, who concealed some tobacco and flints in the shoulder padding of his clothes. My friend changed his upper clothes weekly, so his supply of tobacco was ensured; an exchange of letters was carried out in the same manner. The officials later discovered this, but smoking and exchanging of letters stopped only for a short while. There is nothing impossible for the prisoner; he can solve every problem if he only has ingenuity and courage to do it. So I was prompted to courage by one woman's loving heart. The young woman, Zsuzsa, lived above us in cell No. 13 on the fourth floor, while her husband was in cell No. 27 on the third floor. The husband was sentenced to death for his part in an anti-communist organisation, and the wife was sentenced to five years in gaol. The woman loved her husband very dearly, and the knowledge that he had been sentenced to death was very nearly beyond her endurance—she fainted on several occasions because of her great sorrow. They lived only a few yards from each other, and yet they could not see each other, and this young woman was nearly going mad in her grief that she could not share her husband's last days. She tried to compensate for the lack of personal contact by sending letters to him which was strictly forbidden and severely punished. This sending of letters was very difficult and complicated. I could 
not get in touch with the occupants of the cell above ours, so I had to establish contact with Zsuzsa through the cell diagonally opposite mine where two of my friends rallied to her assistance. Through them I got in touch with her and arranged for the letter to be sent to me in the following manner: just at the
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onset of darkness, before the reflectors were switched on, she was to lower the letters in a small linen-bag on a piece of string, and I would forward them to their destination with the help of my friends during the time of my evening walk. Of course, all this was not as simple as that. All our cells—Zsuzsa's, my friends' and mine—were filled with petty criminals, among whom there is always the informer. So I had to bribe the occupants of the cell, as to do it discreetly was impossible in front of so many. In prison all sort of manipulation ends in failure sooner or later. My fellow prisoners would keep quiet only if I supplied them with cigarettes. In vain did I explain the importance of this dramatic exchange of letters, they were not prepared to go without their due reward. One of my friends succeeded also, only with bribery, in his cell.
After this nerve-wracking "game" began, all attention was focussed on my cell. Just before darkness one fellow prisoner stood in front of the spy window, so that in case of an unexpected inspection the guard would not see me at the window. My friends in the opposite window directed the lowering of the small linen bag, while I gave the signal for the starting of the operation; the small bag descended quickly and stopped right in front of the bars of my window. I pulled it in and emptied its contents into my hand; two full cigarettes and two letters fell out of it. I tugged three times at the string, and then the "lift" was pulled up; we called this method "sending the lift." I threw the two cigarettes to one of the gangsters in disgust, and hid the two letters in the torn shoulder pad of my coat. One was for me, the other for the condemned husband.
From the window opposite, the sending of a new consignment was indicated. With everyone to his place, the game began again. This time the little bag contained a handkerchief. Zsuzsa sent it to her husband as a last present so that, he could wear it on his heart at the hour of his death as a symbol of eternal, marital love. This I also hid well, and waited anxiously for my evening walk. For the time being, till evening came, I read out the letter addressed to me and my fellow prisoners; it conveyed a desperate and loving woman's plea in her tragic circumstances. The contents of the letter touched the hearts of the prisoners, and it guaranteed, at least for the time being, the silence of all. We set down the beds and everyone prepared for bed, while I, fully clothed, waited for the walk of the nameless. I wrapped the handkerchief and letter together, in order to pass it on more easily; I was confident in the success of further dispatches without detection.
We started for our walk at 8 o'clock that night, after standing in the middle of the corridor in a single file for a little while. Marching behind the leading guard was my friend, his arms crossed behind his back and his palm open, ready to take the letter at any minute. Between the first and ground floor I seized the right moment; I approached my friend half a step, took the parcel out of my pocket and slipped it, quick as lightning, into my friend's open hand which closed around it at once, and from there it was put into his pocket just as quickly. The whole operation was over in a few seconds. We had already left the guards on the second floor well behind us, and our rear guard was, because of the length of the line, two turns further up the steps. I was very happy that all went well.
For days it was the same, my handling of letters increased steadily. Nearly every young man was courting one young woman prisoner through the window, and the love letters were delivered during the evening walks. Some of the 
letters even contained locks of hair. It also happened that the women sent foodstuffs for the men, who suffered more from hunger. Of course, only small amounts were sent. . .. like loaf sugar, a little jam, sometimes even cigarettes. Everyone enjoyed this exciting game.
But at times things did not go so smoothly. Once the string broke when they started to give the alarm from above by tugging at the string and I was just about to deposit the articles received in the bag, so I had to hold it back. They gave the alarm when the guard looked in through their spy window.
We had now been doing this "sending the lift" business very boldly and superciliously, until someone betrayed us, even to the smallest details. It was reported to one of the cruelest Sergeant-Majors by the name of Bukki. The, retaliation started firstly with a very thorough search in the participants' cell.

	They even emptied the litter from our bags and they stripped everyone completely. They searched every piece of clothing one by one; they even looked in our shoes. They found one little pencil and a love letter on one of my friends, and with it the whole line collapsed. Bukki came into my cell and asked for the cell-master; then he led me into the disciplinary cell, No. 16, where he stripped me of all my clothes and demanded the letters from me. Luckily, he did not even find one single letter, which made him mad with rage: "If you don't give me the letters you dirty fascist I shall bust your head."
"I have no letters.".
"Don't be cheeky, you gallows bird," he roared. He filled in my disciplinary card and led me next to my cell to No. 12.
Next day the three of us were led out for questioning: Zsuzsa, my friend and I. Turned to the wall, we waited for the questioning, following on which all three of us were sentenced to six days in the "dark cell." Luckily, the use of the short iron rod had been forbidden a short while previously. I felt very sorry for Zsuzsa. Perhaps one day I might find out who this traitor was.
At 11 o'clock in the morning of the next day I had to appear before "Professor Mengele," as everyone had to undergo a medical examination prior to the serving of all disciplinary punishments. At this medical examination Mengele asked me if I was fit and well, to which I answered, yes. They searched my clothing once more, then pushed me into a pitch-dark room where the furnishing consisted solely of one three-legged stool. When my eyes got accustomed to the darkness and I could distinguish the white walls, I started to walk up and down, and then I engraved my initials on the door with a nail. I sat and walked alternately. They handed me a bag of straw and a blanket at night; in the morning a prisoner, who did the house work brought me water and a towel. Only seldom, at meal times, was the light switched on; this pitch-darkness hurt my eyes. My friend lived in the adjoining cell and we spoke a lot to each other through the thin walls, which relieved my boredom. This dark cell was called in the prison language "the movies." The time passed very slowly, and to top it all, Kucsera, head of this section, made me stay there a quarter of a day longer. I	started kicking the door as much as I could, where- 
upon Kucsera came to my cell and threatened me with further disciplinary measures. Instead of being released at mid-day, he kept me there till evening, and then I was led to a different cell already containing eight persons and which seemed even more crowded than the one I had been in before. This cell was not heated, as the heating system was out of order. I felt the effects of the dark cell on my eyes for days after; on the first day I could hardly see at all. I was shaking with cold all day long.
The end of February had many events in store for me; there was one nearly every day. First of all, I received Miklos' farewell letter. A reliable prisoner worker brought it to me from the first floor. The letter was as follows: "Farewell to you, dear friends, but not for ever. I am not afraid of death as God is with me. I am very proud knowing that by sacrificing my life I shall become a step on the way to the altar of Sacred Hungarian Freedom. God be with you, dearest friends." This young man was only 22 years old, yet he bravely opposed Communism, worthy of the Hungarian freedom-fighters all through Hungarian history, which has been written in blood for the last 1,000 years. He was ready to die for his principles, for the ideals of freedom. He set a shining example of patriotism to the youth of the world. His name shall live on forever in the history of Hungarian youth. This letter of good-bye touched my heart very deeply; for a long time afterwards I was under its influence.
The next day at twelve noon, my number was called, and a guard accompanied me to the ground floor, to a small room next to the depository store. Behind the desk sat a stout young man in civilian clothes who bade me sit down on a chair opposite his desk. He was a Detective Inspector of the A.V.H., who conducted a most trying interrogation. He asked my personal particulars first, then he started questioning me about my case in detail.
"Now, you tell me everything that you did not disclose at the A.V.H."
"At the A.V.H. I told everything, for which I received a very harsh sentence. I have nothing, else to say."
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"The second trial before a Higher Court is still to come. To my knowledge the Prosecutor has appealed for a harsher sentence for you. Don't you think it is quite possible that the rope might yet tickle your neck? Don't you want to help yourself?"
"I am prepared for everything, and if need be, I am willing to die for my principles."
"Aren't you prepared to say something new? Think it over well."
"I have nothing to think over, I take upon myself the consequences for all my actions."
"But you are still young, and you could yet live. In this case the Prosecutor's appeal will tell heavily against you. Now answer me a strictly personal question: What kind of relationship existed there between you and Yolanda? Speak frankly."
"I courted her exclusively, but I think she loved me. She reported out of revenge, as I became interested in another girl, although I never offended her. Whatever you thought, that never happened between us."
"Thank you, you may go."
I was led back to my cell and started to think about this most horrid and very cruel method that the A.V.H. used. This questioning disturbed me greatly, but I was pretty well seasoned to be able to bear this too.
Our second trial before the Higher Court was to be held in the beginning of March, which we were expecting anxiously, but even up till then, there were some more surprises in store for us. One Monday morning I was led to the middle of the "star," where my friends were all assembled; there was Jucika also, from the women's section, the only female person accused in our case. They took us to a reception office on the ground floor, which had a waiting room attached to it; we admired, and later on we even tried out on ourselves, the remarkable furnishings in it. Along all the walls in the room, there were cubicles, open on top, suitable only for one person, for the purpose of preventing the prisoners, who stood close to the walls, from talking to each other, when there were several of them in the office. They made us stand in these cubicles, too. There were also several newly detained persons in the waiting room, who had been brought here from the Department of Investigation. According to our information, they received "guests" there, day and night. The Communist Prison mechanism worked at full capacity. It was the year 1952, the last full year of the Communist terrorist era, which lasted till the Summer of 1953, till the time Imre Nagy came to power. Very often, during that time, people were sentenced to gaol for long periods for very trivial offences. For example, one man was gaoled for one year on a charge of hoarding goods, when he bought four loaves of bread, each loaf weighing 4 lbs., for the use of his family of six, on a Saturday. If we consider that a worker could hardly provide more expensive provisions for such a large family out of his low wages, and also taking into account the complete stoppage of work on Sundays, when all the shops were closed, we can very well agree that those four loaves of bread were only just enough for the six persons for two days. This family man tried in vain to justify himself before a Court with these logical arguments, but to no avail. All this shows the material and moral weakness of the Communist Regime. Although this worker was a member of the Communist Party, he had to try out on his own skin the brutal methods of terror his own Party employed. Such are dull people, that they do not believe, until they feel the sting of the knouts of the Kremlin on their own skin. All these facts justified us.
They took us into the office, one by one, where they recorded our personal particulars; from now on we became officially and publicly the occupants of the gaol in Marko-Street. Up till now we had. only been nameless numbers and shut off hermetically from the outside world. From now on we would be called by our full names, and we also received a serial number consisting of six numbers; all our belongings were transferred to this number also. Everyone who finished going through this official procedure had to stand back in his previous cubicle. Meanwhile the newly detained persons gave us packets of cigarettes. We hid our great treasure in our clothes and shoes very carefully, so that the guard in the room would not observe it. We were delighted at first that we would succeed in
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smuggling the cigarettes in, but in the course of our return to the prison, on reaching the bathroom, the guard ushered us all into the dressing room. In vain did we protest, we had to strip and all our clothes were inspected. The cigarettes they found on us were confiscated.
Jucika was only superficially searched in the ladies' dressing room; then, just before starting to go upstairs, she whispered to me that she had managed to hide a packet of cigarettes in her panties. She promised me that she would persuade Zsuzsa to start "sending the lift" once again, as she could supply cigarettes once more. They greeted me with great joy in my cell. The fact that I would be called by my full name and that I had received a Serial Number would mean, according to my fellow prisoners, that the Higher Court had approved my sentence. Later on it became known they were wrong, as the Higher Court heard our appeal at the beginning of March.
Next day Irma brought along the mothers of Miklos and Jucika, so that they could look secretly at their children from the Attorney's office, window. Miklos' broken-hearted mother looked for her condemned son, to see him just once more, but Miklos wasn't there any longer and she could not bid him farewell for the last time. She sought consolation in looking at us. Irma brought along a different friend daily, and this spectacle pleased us very much. Once she brought my mother along, who studied her "son behind bars" through binoculars, and pointed to something in her left hand, which I just could not distinguish. The courageous Hungarian mothers behaved true to their ancestors. That mother is true to her hero son, who comes to visit him, knowing that this might well be the very last occasion, and yet, sheds no tears. My mother stood at the open window, with her head held high, for a while, motionless, like a statue. I could not restrain my feelings any longer, and grabbing the bars of the window with both hands, shaking them, I rattled softly, rather than spoke the words: "My dear Mother". Irma, quickly taking my mother by the arm, pulled her away from the window; perhaps some officials from the Attorney's Office had discovered them, and they had to flee. I was worried about them, as this kind of breaking of the regulation was severely punished.
It happened a few days earlier, that I had asked permission by means of a request card, from the Prison Authorities, to talk to my brother, as I had found out, not long beforehand, that you could fill in these request cards, although I was positive that they would not grant my request. Yet unexpectedly the door to my cell opened and the warder called me by my name, holding the request card in his hand, on which this "house meeting" was granted me, and the card was duly signed by the Prison Commander, Lieutenant Colonel Toth. I was allowed to talk to my brother for ten minutes. I saw that his appearance was much changed. I also told him that I had seen our mother the previous day. We asked a great many questions of leach other, then discussed the possibilities of our impending trial before the Higher Court. I found out during our conversation, that my brother was occupying Cell No. 18 on the first floor, and so we could see each other from our cell windows, which made us very happy. As soon as I returned to my cell, I tried it out; I jumped up to the iron barred window and I could see the other cell window perfectly, at which my brother was standing already. Happily we waved to each other and talked in signs, but we understood each other. From then on we communicated in this manner, which alleviated the monotony of cell life.
On March 8th, the news spread from cell to cell. Stalin, the Dictator of the. Red Hell, was dead. Everyone rejoiced and we all felt sure that the day of our release was at hand, and that Communism would fail completely. Later on we received the news that Malenkov had become Stalin's successor, but the real power was in the hands of Beria, who in turn was opposed by Bulganin. The death of the Dictator, whose hands were stained with blood, made every soul sigh with relief; everyone built hopes on the new American President. Eisenhower became the symbol of Freedom. We forgot our hunger and our hopeless position. The eyes of all prisoners were shining bright with happiness; we even hoped for the survival of Miklos. During our morning walk, there was a loud discussion about the political position. Even in our prison the iron terror softened somewhat, but not so in the outside world. Many people voiced their delight, which led 
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to further atrocities by the A.V.H. They detained and tortured many more citizens. Among others, there was the case of the truck driver who was detained because he defaced a picture of Stalin published in one newspaper. As it happened, there was a lamp post just behind the statue of Stalin in the picture, and this driver drew a loop around the neck of the statue and hung it up onto the lamp post with a thin pencil line. This shows how much the people in Hungary hated this self-appointed Generalissimo. Perhaps there were statistics kept at the A.V.H. of the number of people denouncing Stalin. My brother and I waved happily at each other.
On Sunday I had another surprise. I received a "cleanliness parcel" with nicely ironed, clean underwear. It was done by my mother; I kissed every article, then I changed into my clean clothes, which made me feel very happy, a happiness I hadn't experienced for such a long time. I could feel upon myself my mother's loving hands. I also received from home a cake of soap, a toothbrush and toothpaste. I had been sent a similar package sometime earlier, but the Prison Authorities denied that I was there. From now on we were allowed certain privileges; the cleanliness package, the writing of one letter every three months, a ten minutes talk half-yearly, and lastly, a 7 lbs. food parcel every June and December. Also on this day I received one letter-card, which I could send to my family. In the last nine months, this was the very first occasion on which I could communicate with my family officially.
In the middle of March, our friend Irma relayed to us from the Attorney's Office window the results of our second trial. Unfortunately, all the sentences were approved, and with that, they became final. Miklos' death sentence had been submitted for commutation, because of his youth. We hoped that the death of Stalin might bring some relief and perhaps, even save Miklos' life. In spite of the life sentence looming in front of me, a new and great vital force took possession of me. I relayed the results to my brother also, who in turn informed our friends.
The Easter Feast days followed soon after, and we prayed for the Resurrection of Hungary. One of my brother's cell-mates was a Catholic Priest, who heard our confessions. This Father had been gaoled for taking part in anticommunist activities.
There was a festive mood in the prison, and although it was not outwardly apparent, yet it filled everyone's heart. In the cells we talked about our previous Easter experiences, as we were living in memory, and now, the outside world had ceased to exist for us. These cells were our crypts, where we had been buried alive. Yet this was a milder example of Communist prisons, as it served only as a transit gaol, part of the A.V.H. Office, whence the human skeletons were transferred to Government prisons. That is exactly what is happening in the camp of the leader of Pacifism, in Soviet Communism, in the name of humanity.
Peoples of the World, learn from these facts, and don't wish for Communism either for yourselves, or for your neighbours! Now we are even suffering for you too, for Christian ideals, for your life in peace and certainty. You do not remember us as you celebrate a happy and free Easter. Those martyrs, too, who gave their lives for their Country and Christianity, can sleep in peace in their graves in the prison cemetery in Budapest: they did everything humanly possible against Communism! These thoughts occupied my mind as I celebrated Easter. The next day brought me great disappointment and sorrow: they completely emptied our cell, to which we had got accustomed by now, and I was transferred to a large cell, No. 15, from where I could not see my brother any more. All my direct previous contacts ceased, and I could only get in touch with cell No. 17. I found myself in very bad company. Nearly all the occupants of the cell were petty criminals, and although they treated me with great respect, their low level of discussion disturbed me. This cell was about twice as large as that of the small cells; there were about 40 persons living in it; in this overcrowding, not only room to move about, but even air, was scarce. For lack of space, the bags of litter were piled high to the ceiling, and in the evenings, before we retired, during the demolishing of these two towers of bags, we just could not see each other for the dust. Many were choking, others were overcome by coughing bouts; every time we prepared for bed, it caused us physical pain. The
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only small window in our cell was open all day long so that the stale air, which was hardly breathable, would escape: the W.C., that stood in the cell, was used constantly by 40 people. The "fixing of beds" was done according to the orders of the cell-master, while the prisoners stood on one side of the cell door, the empty space was covered with bags of litter, then on the other side the bags were piled up in the same manner. Then we covered the lot with blankets. This operation was done by a different group daily. There were four iron-framed beds in the cell too, two people lay on each of them, but two only, because more could not fit on them. Taking into consideration that I had been sentenced for life, the occupants of the cell decided, not considering the unwritten laws of prison life, that I should sleep on one of the beds from the first day on. Two persons on the one bed had room only if they slept with their heads to the opposite end of the bed. On the first day I found this method of sleeping very unpleasant, but later on, I could bear it much better, and the odour of the gipsy horse-thief's feet "rocked" me to sleep. It also happened, at times, that for some there was standing room left. It seemed that the Authorities were conducting a working race, as they put all lawfulness aside just for the sake of arresting more people, and in this way they hoped to win the race over their opponents. Very often even these viewpoints were considered in the Communist judicature.
In the mornings we awoke tired, as under these circumstances night rest was quite impossible. Everyone got dressed first of all, then followed the operation of piling up our bags of litter against the wall; some of the weaker men bowed down under the weight of the bags. After this task was completed, everyone washed, one after the other, in a very small amount of water, as there was no more to go around; then the man in charge of the cleanliness of the cell for the day, swept up the litter dust from the floor and washed it. I also took part in the morning walk, as I was now registered under my own name and had a serial number. No matter how sternly talking was forbidden during these walks, still we discussed all the news there. A hopeful spirit reigned among us all.
Playing chess was also prohibited, yet it was our favourite pastime. The inventiveness of the prisoner overcomes all difficulties; the inveterate chess-players in the cell saved the inside of their bread, from which they made the chess-men. Firstly, they kneaded this substance well, and when it became pliable, they divided it into two portions, and one portion was coloured black with boot polish. The chess board was replaced by a piece of wrapping paper, on which the squares were alternately coloured in with black boot polish. After drying the chess board and chess men, we were in possession of a fairly good chess set, and retreating into one of the corners, we played an exciting game of chess. The time passed his way much faster. The ardent smokers needed all their resourcefulness in order to satisfy their passion somewhat, in spite of all the prohibition. There were several sources from where they could get their supply of cigarettes and tobacco. Most of the time the newly arrested persons managed to smuggle in some cigarettes. Those prisoners, who were taken for questioning to the Attorney's Office or to the trials, had an opportunity of getting some cigarette butts from the ashtrays, and lastly through their relatives, in the secret manner they had agreed upon beforehand. Sometimes the tobacco came in hidden in the shoulder pads. The success of all these smuggling methods depended on the personal courage of the prisoner. To procure fire necessary for smoking posed also a difficult problem; the art of striking a light in prison became a scientific achievement, and of course, much depended on the tools available. Before a prisoner was taken into his cell, he was thoroughly searched in the bathroom. It was very nearly impossible to smuggle in matches or a lighter, but as the boldness of the prisoner knew no bounds, he quite often managed to escape the watchfulness of the guard. If he was in possession of flints, then he was assured of a constant and fairly easy way of lighting his cigarettes, if he had only a clean piece of linen, which he had to burn partly. We called the not quite burnt remains of the linen "the black". This "black" was a great treasure in prison, which was very carefully kept in an empty boot polish tin. The "black" was made in this way: We struck a spark from the flint onto a small piece of cotton wool, which had been treated with the boot polish, which contained turpentine, with a small piece of glass or with a fragment of steel. The cotton wool started to burn, and it lit the linen: If
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	there was no cotton wool or boot polish available, we struck the spark onto some celluloid chips, which we filed off our tooth-brushes. The warders knew about nearly all these methods, among other things the lighting of celluloid chips also, and because of this, only toothbrushes with wooden handles were allowed. In the evenings, just before "lights out", was the most suitable time for producing the "black", as the guards were very busy then. The linen burnt with a bright flame, which made this action very risky; on the other hand, the use of the "black" was quite simple, as it started to glow from the sparks, and the cigarettes could be quickly lighted from these embers, and besides, the "black" lasted for a long time, because the embers could be put out straight after use. If there were no flints available, cigarettes were lit by sparking the electric wiring with the help of a black lead, or crystallised, undissolved permanganate. But if there was no possibility of using any of the above-mentioned methods, then there was yet another method, namely, the one which leads back to primitive man: put a strong cotton thread, 1.5 ft. long, through the opposite holes in a porcelain 
button, which stands in the centre of the parallel lines of the thread. Tie the ends of the thread together, then putting the middle fingers in the loops, twist the thread by twirling it around. Upon the movements of our hands, in and out, as when playing an accordion, the button in the middle will start to revolve at a great speed; let the button, while spinning around, touch a pebble and it will start sparking. Let the sparks fall upon the cotton wool soaked in boot polish, and it will catch fire after long and patient attempts. It may well be that you have to attempt it for hours on end, till this tedious game of patience succeeds. During my prison-life, I witnessed all these methods, but in this cell, cigarettes were lit either by matches or a lighter, which had been very carefully guarded and hidden in the cell. No matter how many difficulties arose from smoking, the victims of this addiction overcame them all. I was very lucky in this respect, as I didn't smoke.
One day I learnt that Miklos and three other fellow-sufferers had been transferred to the Concentration barracks. This concentration barracks at Budapest was the institute where death sentences were carried out. Miklos had to wait there for the result of his appeal for mercy. You have to have an extraordinary mental power to survive this waiting period. The condemned man does not know when the executioner is coming for him to take him away to be executed. At every opening of the cell door the nerves are strung to breaking point, thinking, now they are coming for me. This is a devilish method of sadistic torture. There were many who went mad in this uncertainty. This state of things lasted at times for months and even years, and during all that waiting time the condemned lived in the death-cell of this so-called "little prison." I hoped that Miklos would be strong enough mentally to bear this terrible waiting time, but I also remembered my three fellow-sufferers there with loving anxiety, as the concentration barracks at Budapest had a very bad reputation.
Juci was transferred to Kalocsa, to the women's political prison, and we were also due to be transferred soon as our sentences had become final. We might be transferred to any of the three political prisons: the Government Security Prison at Vac, the Government Concentration Barracks at Budapest, or the Prison Institute of Political Discipline at Maria Nosztra. Rumour had it that we would be sent to Maria Nosztra. This disciplinary prison had a bad reputation, and was also notorious for its bad and insufficient food, but on the whole there was only a shade of difference between the abovenamed three prisons.
One morning, at the beginning of April, I woke up with my tonsils swollen. Because of my contagious disease, I was put into isolation in cell No. 25 on the first floor, which was already filled with sick prisoners. I became very weak there, as for four whole days I could only swallow liquids. I sent my bread rations, which I saved, to my brother on the same floor level as I now lived; he lived namely in cell No. 18. I spent a full week in this sick room. My treatment consisted solely of gargling with permanganate, dissolved in water. From the noise that came from the smithy in the yard, our heads were buzzing all day long.
56
	
	       Only half-cured, they took me back to my cell on the third floor, where 1 had to spend a few more uneventful days. The food was invariably disgraceful. Every evening for two whole months we got nothing else but pearl barley, which was consumed by no one in spite of our hunger. Sometimes two whole hours passed between the distribution of the soup and the next dishful of food. In the afternoon of April 24th, my name was called out in the cell and I was told to step out with all my belongings. I said good-bye to those of my fellow prisoners who were worthy of it, then I left my last "residence" in the prison in Marko Street behind. I stood a while, with my face to the wall, on the iron steps. Here I was told that together with my companions, I was to be transported to Maria Nosztra. We assembled on the first floor, then they escorted us to the yard, where our daily walks took place. There were 50 other political prisoners, some of whom were sentenced for short, and some for long prison terms. In the yard we were shackled on to the leading chains. I had been put together with my friends. The Commander of the Guards personally checked all the prisoners' handcuffs. I had my handcuffs on my left wrist and carried all my belongings in a linen bag in my right hand. Our names and serial numbers were called out once more, then we were herded into the yard nearest to the gate, right under my brother's window. He was standing at the window; he knew that we had to pass that way. We waved and shouted goodbye to each other. During my prison career we came across each other often, but we had to part again just as often. Waving our handcuffed arms, we all waved to my brother. At the gate all the prisoners on the leading chains were put on to delivery trucks. All these trucks that carried the prisoners were called by the prisoners "dream-boats." They were really large trucks, complete with iron bars and iron door, that could be padlocked, and the roof was also made of iron. Between the iron bars and the door a guard-box was placed for two persons in which the armed guards sat. Through the small barred window on the back door, one could even look out. The "dream-boats" were painted a blueish grey on the outside, and inside the trucks there were benches. Because of our leading chains we found it fairly difficult to get seated. I sat at the end of the truck near the door and so I had a view through the small window of our route. Our "dream-boat" proceeded through the streets of Budapest, on Vaci Street, towards one of the suburbs, and at last it stopped at the railway station at Rakosrendezo. Nearly everyone of our guards had a machine gun, with full magazine. As we alighted, we had an audience all of a sudden; pitying remarks were coming our way. We were all dressed in civilian clothes, and most of us were young. There was also a man who had only one leg with us. Communism must be very strong, that they even feared a cripple. The bystanders looked at the guards with disgust; we had the sympathy of the people; they were encouraging us with their eyes. This frank display of charity cheered us all. We were lined up in a public square, not far from the railway station, where we waited for the arrival of the train. Our "dream-boats" brought us only to the station, and from here on we had to make our trip by passenger train to Maria Nosztra. They never took prisoners to the Central Railway Station, as they wanted to avoid sensation in connection with the dirty actions of Communism, but even so, there was always a great number of people there to witness the transportation of political prisoners from the suburban railway stations. There were two armed guards to each leading chain, and there was an officer in charge of the whole contingent. It pleased me greatly to breathe fresh air till our departure.
When the train arrived, the guards stood on both sides of the carriage with their guns at the ready. With the greatest difficulty, the prisoners were driven up into the carriage and sat down on the benches. An armed guard stood at each of the doors of our compartment. After the train started off, the conductress came into our compartment at once and she threw a packet of cigarettes to us when the guards were not looking. Although smoking was prohibited, my fellow prisoners started to smoke at once, taking no notice at all of the guards' warning; they smoked one cigarette after the other till they nearly felt sick, while the guards, in their helplessness, threatened them with disciplinary measures. Every time the train pulled up at a station we lifted our hands in chains to the
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window to attract attention, and in that way we made propaganda against Com
munism. People stopped at our windows and waved to us affectionately. Along this railway line people were used to this kind of spectacle, as two political prisons were in this direction, one at 
Vac
, and the other at Maria 
Nosztra
. The train took us towards 
Szob
, and on the way to our destination we remembered in silence, at the railway station at 
Vac
, the martyrs of the Communist Regime, who were resting in the prison cemetery, and who died because of the tortures and the privations of the prison.
Late at night we arrived at the station at 
Szob
, which lay on the Hungarian and Czechoslovakian border. While alighting, the guards took the same pre
cautions as on entraining. Escape from here seemed impossible. Our trans
portation from 
Szob
 to Maria 
Nosztra
 was again effected in trucks, and we waited for the arrival of the trucks in the waiting room of the station.
A winding, serpentine road, led into the 
Borzsony
 mountains, where the village of Maria 
Nosztra
 was situated. In this village stood a building, which had been historically famous in the past, as it was in the present. In the 13th century King Louis the Great had it built as a hunting lodge, where he often stayed during his fatal illness. The castle became a convent later on, then it was converted into a women's prison where the spiritual reform of the prisoners was attempted by the nuns of the convent, and lastly, in the year 1950 the building became a political prison for men. Here the Hungarian patriots were kept prisoner. Riding through the village I had a glimpse of the walls, ten feet high, on top of which a fence of barbed wire was strung, 3ft. high above the wall, which stood there as in bright daylight. Above the walls stood sentry towers, from where the barred prison windows were constantly flooded by a movable search light. The walls of the prison approached us like deep shadows, till at last we passed through the prison gates.
Our transport truck came to a halt. We had arrived at an infamous political prison.
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)CHAPTER FOUR
IN THE POLITICAL PRISON AT MARIA NOSZTRA
The warders escorted us into the prison building from the trucks. They lined us up in the long corridor, on the right-hand side of the gate, where they verified our personal particulars. Only now were we informed officially of the finality of our sentences, when the commander of the guards, Second Lieutenant Szabo, read us the final sentences from our cards. It was an hour after midnight by the time they read out the exact particulars of the 50 prisoners, one by one, and throughout this procedure we were all standing in the cold corridor in our sparse clothing. We had already been thoroughly chilled during our train trip. I was trembling with fever. All the prisoners' particulars were accompanied by smirking, low remarks. Janos Kolozs, head of the solitary cells section, made the following remark: "The Regime was not good enough for these dumb fascists, now they will have it much better in prison"; while Second Lieutenant Szabo's remark went like this: "I would much rather live in the outside world just on potatoes in their jackets, than inside this prison on roast chicken." They were simple, misled men, with sadistic inclinations. They singled me out, for I had the severest sentence in the group: "You will never get out of here, you will rot away, alive, in this building." This was the way Janos Kolozs encouraged me. You can imagine my joy at hearing these comforting words! But inwardly I was of a different opinion; not for one minute did I believe that I would serve the full sentence, and nothing would shake this hope of mine.
When at last they finished verifying our particulars, they took our handcuffs off, and the guards escorted us to a large transit cell on the ground floor, which had once been the chapel of King Louis the Great. All over the floor of the cell lay untidy torn bags of litter. This was the transit cell where they put up the newly arrived prisoners for one night. We opened up the window so that the air of the cell would become clean again, as there was a cloud of dust after we had put the bags of litter in order. It was a cool, end-of-April night. The thick centuries-old walls radiated the cold. With all our clothes on we lay down on the bags, but sleep did not come to me. I lay thinking all night long. I was deeply touched by the knowledge that here I lay in the chapel of King Louis the Great, which now served as a prison for the freedom-fighting sons of the Hungarian people. Most of my fellow prisoners slept from sheer exhaustion, and morning soon came in our new prison.
We lived there for years—in a world all of its own—completely cut off from the outside world which made our prison lives even more unbearable. The doors opened and shut—that was how our daily routine started—we put out the water jugs and the buckets. In this prison there was no W.C., but a bucket with two handles on the sides stood in the corner of our cell with an iron lid on top of it. The prison punishment consisted not only of losing our personal freedom but it meant also that we lived for years constantly in a toilet; that they starved us and tortured us bodily and mentally; that we completely lost touch with the outside world, and that our human dignity was ignored and reviled. The word "prison" in the Communist Regime means all these privations put together.
The house-workers did their morning chores with the speed of lightning. They were also prisoners, and their chores included the cleaning of the corridors and stairs, and also of the windows; the removal and disinfection of the buckets twice daily; supplying the cells with water twice daily and lastly, the carrying of the large cauldrons from the kitchen and distributing their contents. But they were also forced to do all kinds of occasional jobs under the constant
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supervision and inspection of the guards. These house-workers lived in special cells, and in return for their work, they received certain privileges. They were given a double portion of the terrible mush, and they enjoyed a certain freedom of movement, compared with the other prisoners. The guards chose the house-workers, and they took several viewpoints into consideration. I shall relate these viewpoints later on.
Breakfast consisted of half a pint of warm, black water, and our full bread ration was also distributed at breakfast time. The coffee was very bitter, most probably they never put any sugar in it at all. Our daily ration of 11b. of brown bread, made of bran flour, was very tasty for the starving men, and we ate it as some delicacy, but alas, it did not last very long. I discovered in one of the house-workers an old acquaintance of mine, from the time of my school days. Silently, yet affectionately, we greeted each other, so that the guard would notice nothing. Later on Laci returned, and on this occasion we were able to talk for a little while. I was informed by him that the prisoners lived under very bad conditions here, and soon our "decivilisation" or rather our "equipping," would begin; then we would be put into the worst possible place, into the solitary confinement section. He also warned me to hide all the prohibited articles well, as there was going to be a very thorough search. His story did not rouse my hopes much.
My friends started to hide their precious possessions at once. They cut the middle out of a loaf so that it could be replaced again. They cut off the inner half of the bread they removed and there was a small cavity, which they filled up with cigarettes and flints, and lastly, they replaced the middle of the bread. Only after a careful examination could one discover the cut in the bread. Everyone tried to hide his few forbidden articles. In groups, one after the other, we went to the civilian clothes store to "decivilise," by which action we lost even the last insignia of free men, we were allowed to keep only our shoes, as there weren't many leather boots in the prison, although there were enough shoes with wooden soles, which we named "Japanese boots." These wooden-soled shoes spoilt the feet very soon; the wearing of them was not recommended. The "decivilisation" proceeded very quickly. I deposited all my civilian clothing except my shoes. I was allowed to keep my toilet articles and towel. They made a list of the deposited things, which I had to sign. The woman officer asked me the length of my sentence, and I told her. Hearing it, she replied: "You will never wear these civilian clothes any more. But don't worry, if you behave well, we will let you go in fifteen years' time." I had already had enough of prisons, and she was comforting me with 15 years. I gradually got used to this kind of talk, and I did not attribute any importance to it. There were ten people in each group, which were led to the "solitary cells" section. We started our walk in one of these groups to the "S.C." torture chambers, where immeasurable sufferings to the body and mind awaited us. We followed one guard through a long winding corridor; the so-called "large section" was connected to the "S.C." by a closed-in corridor, which was called by the prisoners "the bridge of sighs". The building where the "S.C." was situated was erected at the end of the nineteenth century, for the specific purpose of a prison.
In 1950, the old women's prison became the political prison for men, and the first occupants of the new prison were brought mainly from the Budapest Concentration Barracks and from the "Szeged Star Prison". The women prisoners were deported to the prison in Kalocsa. The Convent was disbanded and the convent building became a prison also. In the convent building there were two sections; in the one section lived, in a large community cell, the prisoners. In the other section lived the workers; the cooks, bakers, bricklayers, laundrymen, bootmakers, tailors, blacksmiths, carpenters, rope-makers. Although treatment in these two sections was very harsh, yet it was by far milder than in the "S.C." It was the greatest punishment for the workers to be transferred to the "S.C." All the entrances to the "S.C." were covered with iron bars. We passed through this dreaded door clad only in shirt and underpants, which led to an enormous, three-storied building that had a flat cement roof and 192 windows, complete with iron bars. This huge building stood in the middle of the yard. The central part of the ground floor had a combination of cement and stone floor. The cells
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were situated on the left and right sides and were numbered beginning from the right-hand side. Next to the entrance door, under the staircase at the corner of cell No. 1, hung a large bell, which rang for reveille and retreat. Some of the cells on the ground floor were used as stores for clothing and shoes, and also for storing bread. In the middle, opposite the staircase, was the office of the "S.C." section, where Janos Kolozs, head of this section had his headquarters. Nearly all the cells on the Ground Floor were used as disciplinary cells. Also in this part of the prison lived the prison doctor, the section clerk, the storekeeper and the house-workers too. All these positions were filled by prisoners, who did nearly all the work in prison. The "S.C." Section was sparklingly clean. The upstairs cells were situated on the sides of the building. In front of them, wooden stairs with iron bars were built, while the centre of the building was empty and looked like
a large hall. At the two ends of the building were large, clean windows, which consisted of small, 10" by 15" squares of window sections in strong iron frames. It was impossible to squeeze the human body through any of these sections. At the level of the first floor a strong net was strung across, so that the prisoners could not commit suicide. These nets were the same in every prison. One net was installed in Maria Nosztra after one of the prisoners jumped down from the first floor.
There was deadly silence, only the echoes, of our footsteps could be heard. In the middle of the section we were brought to a halt, and were ordered to strip completely. All our clothes were searched very carefully, and then we were given striped prison clothes and a blanket, and they also distributed to each of us a sheet, a dish, a spoon, and a cloth for wiping our dishes; lastly came a haircut. Our hair was clipped off completely with clippers. All these procedures completed, Kolozs personally led us to the third floor and placed one person into each cell, starting from No. 147. The long-term prisoners were usually accommodated on this floor. I was put into cell No. 152, on the North side. This cell had a wooden floor, and was sparklingly clean, and there were five more persons in it besides me. I introduced myself to my fellow-prisoners, and I acquainted myself with their circumstances. One was an elderly miner; he had been sentenced to life. The next one was a young farmer; he had been sentenced to eight years, while the other three were Yugoslav citizens, sentenced to three years for illegally crossing the frontier. The size of the cell was 15 feet by 8 feet and the iron barred window was placed high up on the wall. The furnishings of the cell consisted of three iron-framed beds, one four legged kitchen stool, one small table, one wall cupboard, one bucket, one broom, one water jug, and one wash basin. In the small cell, among all our furnishings, there was hardly any room for the six of us, we could not move about at all, so we sat on our beds most of the time, as lying down was allowed only after retiring at night. I found this new environment rather strange at first, but the occupants of the cell extended a warm welcome to me. They made me tell them the story of my life, and this programme filled in the whole day. When I reached the end of my story, the old miner stepped up to me, embraced me respectfully and kissed me, while saying with tears of emotion gleaming in his eyes: "My God, is it really true that there are still true Christian Hungarian people, who are ready to sacrifice everything for their ideals?" — I admit, that after so much slander, it was good to hear this appreciation. I quickly reassured my elderly fellow-prisoner that there were many more, and even much better, and worthier young men in Hungary, and that there was no need yet to bury this Nation, so rich in glory and tradition. This simple miner was now serving his eighth year after being in different political prisons of the Communists, yet his spirit was still unbroken, and now it was my turn to admire him. I became attached to him with a feeling of sincere friendship, and later on we made an alliance that bound us forever. As an "old" prisoner, he knew, and told many authentic prison stories, about which the world knew nothing. He was deeply religious. This man was an example of honesty and decency, whose character I learnt to know completely during the many months we lived together, and whose unbiased and appropriate observations showed great wisdom.
At 5 o'clock next morning we were awakened and, after the bell rang, guards looked into each cell to see that everyone got out of bed, and they made a note
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sympathy for those wearing them. We could only stealthily look out of our window, and we were horrified by the sight that met our eyes. They were 
human beings no longer, but only walking skeletons, doing their rounds at a great distance from each other. There were two prisoners walking separately on the small square, fettered in irons. They had received this severe disciplinary punishment for their escape bid; one of them was in fetters over a year. 
The fettering was done in the following manner. The iron was soldered onto the victim's legs above the ankles, in the prison smithy. The fetters of the two 
legs were connected by a heavy iron chain, which weighed about 45 lbs. He had to wear these fetters day and night, till his disciplinary sentence expired. To walk this way was painful, and he could proceed only very slowly, yet I always 
saw them walk with their heads up and a proud expression in their eyes. The disciplinary sentences were spent in the disciplinary cells all alone. These men were the heroes of prison life, to whom all prisoners looked up with 
-
a discernible respect. Their sufferings could be compared to the tortures in the middle ages.
When the rattling of the chains ceased, and the walking of the 
disciplinaries
 ended, the house-workers started to clean the stairs. After finishing this job, they 
also retreated to their cells, and quietness descended on the building once more.
          Suffering from hunger, everyone awaited eagerly the distribution of the midday meal. They suffered so much, that even the sight of my bread in the wall cup
board, disturbed my fellow prisoners, and the three Yugoslav citizens asked me 
to eat my daily ration of bread at once in the morning, just like the others did. This way it would be easier for them to bear the nagging pain of hunger. I could 
easily satisfy their wish. We waited for the distribution of the mush with an oppressive silence hanging heavily over us. It was a great effort for me to hide my sufferings. The hunger was causing me physical pain, although I had always been a light eater. At last midday arrived and distribution of our food began. They brought the vegetables in thin sauce from cell to cell, after which they came around with the soup. Two house-workers were dragging along the heavy cauldron, which held 23 gallons, the third one rationed our food with a long-handled ladle; we received about half a pint of soup and about one pint of vegetables. Very often it happened that they distributed the hot soup straight after the hot vegetables, and, eating it quickly, we burnt the insides of our mouths. Some of them developed ulcers, others again ruined their teeth. If there was any food left over, it was given out to the occupants of the cells in turns.
The following vegetables were on our menu: — Spinach, lettuce (nearly every day in its season), turnip and kohlrabi (too woody to eat), carrots (full of grubs), dried potatoes, dried peas, sauerkraut, cabbage and kale. They were all boiled in water only, without any dressing, and if at times they put some dressing on it, it was made of branny-red flour. These vegetables, anyone would decree after tasting them, were unfit for human consumption, and you could say that the soups were nothing but hot water. Most probably, many animals would not eat this mush, yet, trembling with hunger, we waited for a double ration, from which we hardly drew any calories at all, rather was all that water harmful to our hearts and kidneys. Our constitution really had to be made of iron to withstand all these harsh conditions. That kind of feeding was called the "1953 green-cure," but according to the older prisoners, the "1951 green-cure" was even worse.
After consuming the food, we were even hungrier than before. We could easily wash our dishes, as there was absolutely no fat in our food. We sat most of the time out of sheer exhaustion, and waited trembling for our next meal, which was brought between half-past four and five, when we received a pint of the above-named delicacies. After the distribution finished, about five o'clock, we were locked in for the night. Janos 
Kolozs
, head of our section, came and checked the number in each cell, then the cell door was shut and locked. The daily 
programme
 finished, the guards put on their feet soft slippers, so that they could get about silently and observe the occupants of the cells unnoticed. They were very much interested in what the prisoners talked about, and they were forever gathering evidence for the detectives, not only of what they saw, but also of what they heard. Whoever was overheard talking politics had to be prepared for the worst, namely, to receive a disciplinary sentence or to be beaten. There were several examples of the latter: Second Lieutenant 
Csikmero
 and Novak often gave
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)of, and punished with disciplinary measures, all who were found still in bed. Relentlessly and passionately did the guards carry out this hunting down. When the time came for opening our cells in order to check the number present in the cells, our beds were already in their places, the cell was in order, and we all washed one after the other. With a rumble that nearly shook heaven and earth, the running about of the house-workers began, for the guards demanded from them the swift completion of their work, and running along the wooden stairs caused a deafening noise. Usually by half-past six, the morning chores were all done, and our daily half-hour walk began, in which all the occupants of the one floor took part, one floor after the other. To Kolozs' sonorous command, the third floor prisoners began their walk first. The cell doors were opened and we stepped out onto the wooden stairs, where we had to wait for our walk to begin, with our faces turned to the wall. On each floor, the stairs were connected with that of the opposite side by a bridge, on which a guard stood, who observed every movement of the prisoners with the eyes of a hawk. It was strictly forbidden to talk or to stay behind, to sway our hands, to look about or to wave to each other. All those who broke these regulations, were given not just a strict disciplinary punishment, but were also beaten-up there and then on the spot.
There were two yards for walking inside the prison building. In the middle of one, onions grew, while in the other, prisoners were making ropes. We walked around in a circle on the edge of the yard, with our arms folded behind us, and beside the one guard, that stood in the middle of the yard, there was also another one, with his gun at the ready, keeping watch. Looking ahead, with our mouths open, we talked in a nasal voice. This walking was the most pleasant programme in our whole day. We breathed the fresh air deeply down into our lungs. Also on these walks the ardent smokers had an opportunity of obtaining some cigarette butts, although to bend down to retrieve a cigarette butt from the ground was very risky. It sometimes happened too, that the house-workers put small packets of cigarettes on the side of the road where we walked, and whoever thought it worthwhile, took the risk of picking up the small packet. The political prisoners tried to help each other this way, even taking personal risks, although they knew fear no longer, so much had they already suffered. The spirit of comradeship was very high in this prison. Whoever got permission from Major Dr. Adam — mostly invalids and elderly prisoners — was allowed to walk in a small square under the building walls; it was easier for them to talk to each other.
This silent walking column would have made a pitiful sight to an outsider. The faces, which were pallid and hollow from prison life, mirrored immeasurable sufferings. We were living skeletons, dressed in striped clothing. It happened on many an occasion, that some prisoners fell out of line from sheer exhaustion. Although I never fell out of the line, yet it happened to me several times that everything blacked-out, and dark circles danced in front of my eyes. On these occasions, I just kept going, hardly able to drag myself along. This extraordinary exhaustion was caused by our very bad food. These walks lasted 20-30 minutes, and on returning, the wooden shoes made a noise on the stairs, and we could exchange a few words more easily. I became acquainted with the occupants, of the adjoining cell, who represented nearly all classes of society. Among them you could find a miner, a diplomat, a university student, a farm labourer, a tradesman and a businessman. We got over the formalities of introduction on this short section, and on each walk we asked one question from each other, and so, slowly, we learnt about the past of our fellow prisoners. Here they collected all the enemies of Communism, and you could find here a good number of conspirators, saboteurs, agitators and even spies, but at the same time there were many who had been sentenced, though innocent, which was characteristic of Communist jurisdiction. Then many were sentenced to long prison terms on the grounds of assumed evidence. In a short time, I met many a true Hungarian citizen, all of whom looked at their fellow prisoners with the greatest respect and esteem.
After us came those on the second floor, then from the first floor and lastly it was the turn of those in the disciplinary cells. We knew that it was their turn, even if we did not see them, as the rattling of the heavy chains could be heard even inside our cells. This rattling of chains awoke in all prisoners a deep
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their victims such beatings that blood started to flow from their noses and mouths. Csikmero was the Deputy Commander of the prison for a while, and Novak was Commander of the Guards. Csikmero became infamous for beating one prisoner to death in the Government Prison at Jaszbereny, where all the prisoners who attempted to cross the frontier illegally were kept. The two above-named were the most sadistic beaters here. It happened at times that they beat their victims after stripping them naked, and with the iron of their boots, they crushed their toes. The time after closing the cells was the most dangerous in regard to talking, as the guards stood listening at the cell doors of Generals, ministers, under-secretaries of State or Catholic priests, for hours at times, and not only the guards, but Csikmero and Novak, personally, too. No matter how careful the prisoners were, victims were found quite often, and one could hear the cries of terror: "Help, murderers! — they are killing me!" — in the silence of the evening in the Solitary Cells Section. The cries of terror drowned in the quietness of the prison building, only we heard them, and we clenched our fists in our helplessness, and sorrow pierced our hearts. Next day, during our walk, we would find out which of our fellow-sufferers had been tortured.
At seven o'clock, when the bell rang announcing retirement, we started making our beds. We piled the beds on top of each other and put three bags of litter on the now empty floor-space, which became a resting place for six persons. This moving of beds raised a cloud of dust. We folded up our striped prison clothes, which served as pillows. By the time we lay down, the lamps and searchlights were lit in the yard, and this light projected the shadow of our barred window onto the ceiling. Because of the uncomfortable beds and lack of room, sleep did not come to our eyes for a long time, and the silence of the prison was disturbed only occasionally by the guards calling outside: "Halt! Who goes there? — Commander of the Guard, — advance". After we retired, I never even said one word, so that the guard on duty, who went stealthily from one cell to the next, would not hear anything that could be brought against me. At last, our physical exhaustion made us go to sleep.
To bear this daily programme year after year, called for strong will-power and an iron constitution. Staying constantly in the cell changed our complexion to a sickly white. The use of the toilet in the cell very often made the air quite unbearable, and on top of that, the stale air of the cell became very humid and harmful to the lungs from scrubbing the floor twice weekly. Our sufferings were greatly increased by the bitter winter cold, most of the cells were draughty and the wind blew across them.
Our guards called themselves "men from the black A.V.H." There was a large poster in their guardroom, which portrayed a wan man in the clothes of a prisoner, and under it stood the following slogan: "A prisoner looks his best, when he is thin and pallid." This slogan truly reflected the sadism of the guards through their actions. Lieutenant-Colonel Sandor Keresztes always encouraged his rogues to commit atrocities, and he put those guards, who were not cruel enough to the prisoners, onto a less popular duty, such as tower-guard. Lieutenant-Colonel Keresztes distributed disciplinary sentences with harsh severity.
One of my fellow prisoners wrote a satire on the death of Stalin, secretly. The satire was discovered; he was given 40 days of strict solitary confinement, and the loss of all privileges for two years. That meant, that he received his food every second day only, and half a ration on the others. Out of the 40 days, on 20 he had nothing at all to eat all day long, and on the other 20 days, he received only half of the usual meagre ration. Whoever spent the full harsh sentence in solitary confinement, inevitably ended up in the prison hospital, where they made every effort to get him better again, but only for the sole purpose of starting his pitiful life in the "S.C." once more. Major Adam, the Chief Medical Officer in the prison hospital, often announced in front of the prisoners, that he treated them only so that they would be able to serve their full sentences, and would not escape from their sufferings into the prison cemetery. In spite of his efforts, many died. Major Adam was the Commander of the Field Hospital Contingent sent to North Korea by the Communist Regime; he then had the rank of Lieutenant. After returning from there, he was promoted to the rank of Major for his services rendered, and he was appointed Chief Medical Officer in
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this political prison. Whoever faced the challenge, as he did, was one of the most reliable men of the Communist Regime. In most cases, he asked what offence had been committed by the prisoner, and what was the sentence, and taking everything into consideration, he treated his patient accordingly. In these circumstances it was quite a tragedy to fall sick, and we tried to avoid it as much as was possible.
          May 11th brought action and diversity into the monotonous life of the prison. Janos Kolozs, head of the section, ordered a rearrangement of the prisoners: to the third floor came the prisoners who had a life sentence or 15 year terms; on the second floor were placed those whose terms ranged from 5-15 years; to the first floor came all those who were sentenced from 1-5 years, while he put the invalids, and those who had less than one year to serve, in cells on the ground floor. There were not many cells at his disposal on the ground floor, because most of them were disciplinary cells. The whole prison looked like a disturbed beehive. Kolozs inspected, personally, the execution of his order in every cell. He also came into our cell and asked everyone about his sentence; consequently, there were only the two of us left, Uncle Janos and I, as the other occupants were shifted to lower floor levels, according to the length of their sentences. Instead of them, three other fellow sufferers came to our cells; one of them had been sentenced to life, and the other two had 15 years each to serve.
	Our new fellow occupants settled in quickly. Very soon a lively discussion sprang up, and we all became friends. Everyone related his own life story, which made us acquainted with each other's past. We respected and loved each other, and so tolerated the whims of our mates. As the number of prisoners in our cell was decreased by one, we could move about a little more. We discussed political and agricultural problems most of the time. Even the weather became milder; bright and sunny May days followed.
For the following three weeks, our food consisted solely of spinach and
boiled lettuce. Several prisoners fell sick with dysentery, and this epidemic claimed one victim. One of our fellow prisoners received, out of sheer negligence, a larger dose of opium than allowed, which his heart could not bear. Everyone had diarrhea, more or less severe, which made our already weak constitutions even weaker. To halt the epidemic, they ordered the buckets to be treated with chlorine, and later on we received two inoculations. All of us were faint from exhaustion. We could reach the bucket, that stood in the corner, only if we held on to the walls. After getting up in the mornings, we could not see for a few minutes. The whole world blacked out in front of our eyes. One of my fellow prisoners, who was serving the fifth year of his sentence, was raging with hunger on one occasion. Everyone suffered greatly, but the "green cure" was continued, and, because of it, dysentery raged incessantly.
        One prisoner doctor, who worked with Major Adam, managed to have the coffee grounds brought over from the kitchen, and given to the prisoners who suffered from diarrhea; in many instances this treatment alleviated the diarrhea. This epidemic lasted for one month, and it was a miracle that only a few fell victim to it.
One day, on our returning from our walk, a prisoner, who was just shaving
another man on the bridge of the second floor, waved to me unobtrusively with his shaving brush. I could hardly believe my eyes. The man waving to me was my brother. We were very happy just seeing each other again even though we could not exchange words as we weren't even on the same floor. If that had been the case, we would have been able to see each other on our daily walks, but it was strictly forbidden to place father and son, or even brothers on the same floor. Happily, I related my joy to my fellow prisoners, and they at once started to think about a way by which my brother could come to live on the third floor too, but at last they came to the conclusion that this would only come about if there was another re-shuffling of everyone in prison. Suddenly, an idea entered my mind—if we both went to have a medical examination in the hospital at the same time, we might be able to talk to each other secretly. I relayed the exact time of our proposed meeting to my brother through a reliable house-worker, and, although our meeting succeeded, yet we could exchange only a few words.
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	Those prisoners, whose sentences exceeded five years, had the privilege of writing four times a year, and were allowed to have a visitor twice a year. The letter could only contain family matters, and was not allowed to exceed twenty lines. But in the "language of flowers" many things could be said. All the letters were censored, and if the censor was not in a very good mood, the letters would reach their destination only after weeks of delay, but it also happened at times, that the letter was never dispatched, because the censor threw it into the waste paper basket. This operation was called by the guards "air-mailing." Once every three months the letters were written in alphabetical order. It was my turn to write on this day, and I told my mother in the "language of flowers" about the whereabouts of my brother. At last she would know that both her sons were in the same prison. In my letter I also asked my mother to come for "the visiting hour" on the third Sunday in June. I inquired about Julika too, as it had been over six months now since I had last heard of her. I tried to write my letter densely, to get as much into the twenty lines as possible. After the letters were collected, we all waited anxiously to receive a reply, which was delayed for weeks at times, or perhaps never came. Those who were sentenced to disciplinary confinement, with the loss of all their privileges, could neither write nor receive letters, and visitors were not allowed either, and even their
food parcels were cancelled. On this occasion, we were allowed to write a special, three-line letter, asking for our June food parcel. Up till June 30th we could receive the following foodstuffs in our parcels: bacon, home-made sausages, lard, home-made cookies, bread, apples, cheese and sugar.
Excitedly, we waited for the arrival of our parcels, and everyone was very careful around this time not to commit any disciplinary offences that would jeopardise receiving our food parcels. But now, the guards were much stricter and they zealously hunted down everyone breaking the prison rules. On one occasion they noticed that one of my cell-mates talked during our walk, and, while the guard was putting down his name and serial number, the other cell-mate happened to look out of the window, and, unluckily, this was also noticed. The cell door opened at once, and the guard started swearing at my cell-mate, and as a punishment, the guard deprived everyone in our cell of the left-overs for a full month. This was one of the greatest punishments, as everyone was starving, and it hurt my fellow prisoner greatly that because of him, everyone in the cell
would suffer. He very nearly burst into tears, although he was a resolute, hardened young man, who for five months had been living under the shadow of the gallows; but now we could hardly console him, and he looked at us sadly, when they took away the cauldron from the front of our cell door, without giving us a second helping. We returned his sad gaze with a kind smile. We  loved each other and we fought against Communism, and were ready to make sacrifices for each other. At present, we were worried about our other cell--mate, who had to go before the commander of the prison, Sandor Keresztes, for a disciplinary offence. He could not expect much mercy, as he had been an army officer in the Horthy Regime. Now, the Communists had a particular dislike for those men, and whenever it was possible, they gaoled them. We very nearly took it for granted that our friend, Bela, would lose all his privileges when he was taken for questioning the next day, and sympathetically, we awaited the results. But just before mid-day, he returned with a broad smile on his face, he had received a sentence of six days in the dark cell, with hard bed and fasting. It seemed that the prison commander was in one of his happiest moods to punish him with this light sentence under the present circumstances.
According to Bela's description the questioning went like this: "What have you done again, you old ass? Can't you behave properly?"—the commander asked, then, studying Bela's card, he said: "Six days in the dark cell. Corporal, lead this dirty Fascist away."
"The main thing is, you did not lose your privileges," we added.
At least a hundred dangers lurked in wait for us, until we had our parcel in our possession, and even at the last minute, bad luck could rob us of it. It was reason enough to have our food parcel cancelled if, during our walk, we just looked away, waved, talked, bent down, picked up anything, or even if our hands were not folded at our back, according to regulation, or if we smoked in
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	the cell or looked out of the window. The loss of privileges was one of the harshest of all punishments. For example, the writer of the satire, "On the Death of Stalin," could neither write nor receive letters, see his wife or child, or receive a food parcel, for two whole years.
In June, the first food parcels arrived. Bela and Uncle Janos were the first to receive them in our cell. They kindly offered some of it to each of the occupants of our cell. It had been over a year since 1 last had some smoked bacon, and I more than appreciated this delicacy here in prison. Everyone tried to ration the contents of his food parcel economically and sensibly.
In the afternoon of one day, one house worker came into our cell and read out my name from a note and asked me to follow him, bringing my towel with me: I wondered what I would need my towel for. On the ground floor we waited till there were about twenty prisoners assembled, and then a guard escorted us over to the workers' section. Luckily, I met my brother here; we pressed each other's hand secretly. Both of us had contracted the epidemic, and were just skin and bone. We were able to talk together for a comparatively long while.
We were made to stand in front of one large cell facing the wall, then the addressees were called. by their names to receive their parcels, one by one. I shall never forget my brother's face, unreservedly happy and smiling at last; after all these unspeakable sufferings, as he clutched with both hands, the contents of his parcel wrapped in his towel. As if he wanted to express his defiance, now that the louts could not take away his treasure from him. I knew my brother's character, and it hurt me to behold him, as I could judge from his behaviour that he suffered much from hunger. Soon I was called to enter that large cell, which now served as a parcels store-room.	There were the following articles on a long table: one shop scales and two long knives. Kolozs, in white apron, distributed the parcels with the help of Lance-Corporal Sos. Firstly I had to go before a prisoner-clerk, where I had to sign a receipt for my parcel in a book. The parcel was then handed to Kolozs, who asked me from whom I was expecting the parcel. I named my mother, but I did not know her address for sure because I had sent my letter to her at random, assuming that my mother would have been put out of her house because of her two sons, and that her pension would be suspended, also. I was quite correct in my assumption, for later on I was told that she lived with my grandmother. I put my towel on the table, so that the contents of my parcel could be put onto it. I received about 3lbs. of smoked bacon, about 11b. of home-made sausage and 2lbs. of lard in a tin. All these weighed exactly 7lbs. The heavier parcels were weighed and anything over the 7lbs. was confiscated. They, naturally, always took the fats out of the parcel, just what the prisoners needed most. This happened several times and they were as mean as could be. If the bacon was lean, they called it ham and confiscated the lot, since only simple home-made bacon was allowed to be sent. They also confiscated salami, confectionery, chocolates and the like. The relative of a "new prisoner" would not know yet that only simple, home-made foodstuffs were permitted in the parcels, and she would try to please her husband, or son, with delicacies. Some of them received only a few scones from the whole parcel, as all the rest had been confiscated.
These louts loved the distribution of parcels very much, as all the confiscated food went into their own stomach. The distributing guard had a few "personal" words to each of the prisoners: "Well, let's see what the old girl sent you," or "your wife has been unfaithful to you, long ago, and she sends this parcel as to the wall, she does not love you any more," etc., etc. While uttering these remarks he turned up the contents of the parcel, cutting the bacon and cookies into small bits, stirring the lard with his knife, breaking up the sausages: he was searching for hidden letters, flints or cigarettes. We had to suffer this meanness silently, in the knowledge that we were completely at their mercy, but if some could not stand it any longer and gave a back answer, then the consequences were a harsh disciplinary sentence, as their offence was impertinence against the guards. My mother compiled my parcel  
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	strictly according to the regulations, but she included two small bottles of vitamin C tablets, which were naturally confiscated, to the accompaniment of the following words: "You have no need of vitamin tablets as you receive here, food rich in vitamins, like spinach and lettuce." The guards present laughed at this, as if it had been a very witty joke. I did not take any notice of them, but gathered up into my towel the broken and cut contents of the parcel, and holding it against my chest, I hurried out of the room. Yet, by the time I reached my cell, indignation was mingled with happiness: I was happy with my parcel, the symbol of so much love from home, and I was indignant against the treatment of these inhuman louts, because you should treat your defeated adversaries with due respect. But these men did not observe any laws at all, be it either divine or humane, and they completely disregarded international law as well as the rules of proper behaviour. This is the type of Communist man whom the Soviet sets before the whole world as an example, who has neither God nor country and who has no respect for the law or moral obligation.
Everyone in our cell received a parcel. I respectfully offered my mates a little of my treasure too, and sent a piece of bacon to the author of the satire, "On the Death of Stalin," as he was not allowed to receive any parcels, and, together with some small presents from the other fellow prisoners, it was delivered to our "house poet" through a kind-hearted house-worker. Many others sent him also some foodstuffs out of compassion and sympathy. We rationed our treasures economically, for example, my food lasted till the end of August, but there were some who finished all of it in a fortnight. The distribution of parcels was the greatest event in our prison lives, and was surpassed only by our visiting day.
At last, the third Sunday in June arrived, the eagerly awaited day of visiting. My name was called from the ground floor, upon which a guard opened my cell door. On the ground floor, they checked once more to see if the prisoner had not been punished by the loss of all privileges. If there was one, he was mercilessly chased back to his cell, and they sent the relative away who had been waiting with anguished heart. There were many instances of relatives travelling there from a couple of hundred miles away to see the imprisoned member of their family for just ten minutes. In their tight financial position, this travelling required a fairly big sacrifice, and one can imagine how that mother, wife or sister felt, who had been constantly persecuted anyway, when the commander of the guards told her that she could not see her relative. One of my fellow prisoners had, for five months, been condemned to death, and on one occasion, Second Lieutenant Csikmero sent his mother away saying that her son was dead. My fellow prisoner was actually, at that time, in the prison hospital suffering from acute pleurisy, about which his mother also knew, as he wrote home about it in his previous letter, so the news of his death was quite plausible. It is amazing how strong the heart of this Hungarian mother was. Not everyone would have been able to bear this great sorrow without a murmur. Luckily, this young man did not die, and Second Lieutenant Csikmero told this sad, misleading news, out of spite to the mother, whose hair had already turned white with sorrow.
We were led across to the convent building, to the iron barred gate of the prison, where we waited, with our faces turned to the wall. Once more our names were read out, and then ten of us were lined up in one single file. The commander of the guards warned us to talk about family matters only, otherwise our talking to the relatives would be cut short at once. The guard that stood next to the iron gate of the prison opened it, and we were led into a corridor, where our relatives stood near the wall, two or three yards of space between them. Everyone recognised his loved ones, and we had to stop two yards in front of them. By the side of every talking couple, there was a guard, who listened in and checked the subject of our talk. We were not allowed to touch each other and even the smallest offence against the regulations was punished by cutting the talking short. My mother stood at the end of the row, and she hardly recognised me when I stood opposite her. She only said, her voice hardly audible: "My little son, whatever has happened
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	     to you?" I stood still, looking at my dear mother, and could not even utter a word, I was so       overcome with emotion. We had only exchanged a few words when the roar of the commander of the guards sounded: "End your talking." Our conversation could not have lasted for more than five minutes, instead of the ten minutes allowable, according to the rules.
This short visiting time was good for nothing else but to stir our feelings. Under the supervision of the guards, we sadly started going back to our cells.
One of my cell-mates, Laci, had his visiting day on the same day as I. His wife came to see him. At the time of his arrest they were a young married couple. Now, he had been sentenced for life. He had already served five years of his sentence, and his young daughter was attending school. The young woman worked heroically in a textile factory in order to keep her partly orphaned child. Although her husband was a political prisoner sentenced for life, whose only hope was that death would release him from prison soon, yet this woman expected him back faithfully. This was the highest degree of marital fidelity I ever came across, and it was discussed in this prison in the most respectful terms by the political prisoners. Laci was very honest to his wife. He offered her a divorce several times, as he did not want to spoil his young wife's chances in life. Laci loved his wife dearly, and because of his great love he wanted to spare her from lifelong suffering because of him. But, when he mentioned divorce, his wife, Magda, burst into tears and would not even hear of it. Laci loved his wife more, if it was possible at all, after this, and he vowed in our cell, that if God would grant him his freedom once more, he would bring her even the stars from heaven. Laci was still very happy and spoke about his brave-hearted wife with praise. "You know," he went on, "there she stood in front of me in her glory of youth, fresh and beautiful, yet unattainable. A whole ideology stood in between us, represented by the Communist armed guard. I could not even embrace the person I love most. With arms folded at our backs, at a distance of three paces, we could only talk uneasily, embarrassed by the presence of the guard, and when time expired, she walked out to the right, while I started going back to my prison cell in the hope that we would see each other again in six months' time." Laci said all this, like the hero of a tragedy, every expression on his face mirrored his deep feelings. After this Laci, and I too, kept silent all day long, retreating into ourselves. June was a very eventful month for us.
Hot summer days followed, and in the insufficient space of our cell we suffered greatly from the heat. We sat on our beds, dazed. At the beginning of July, a prisoner bricklayer, going from cell to cell, and accompanied by a guard, painted all the windows with a white glass-paint, so that we could not look out of them at all. This painting of the prison windows was carried out on the orders of the prison commander, and now the cells were bathed in a constant, glaring white light, which was very detrimental to the eyes. The natural beauty of Mount Borzsony vanished from our sight, which up till now had lain in front of us in a cool, green mantle, so peaceful for our eyes, and the dark-blue starry, July sky above us disappeared also. The removal of paint from the windows was punished by a disciplinary sentence, but after a few weeks God saved us from it, for a heavy downpour washed it off the windows, as the rain trickled down on the insides of the window through the cracks in the window frames.
One day, during our walk, after we had already been around the onion patch once, I heard a familiar cough. Looking towards the origin of the sound, I noticed my brother waving to me. I was very much surprised that he was on his walk at the same time as I, this would only be possible if he had been transferred to the third floor. I just could not believe this, although it happened to be true, but he lived on the other side of the third floor. The occupants of the North side usually walked around the onion patch, while the others, who lived opposite the prison hospital, walked in the other yard. This order of walking was reversed at certain times, but now I could see my brother, even if it was only from a distance. Sometimes we managed to talk to each other in sign language, but this was fairly risky.
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At 2 o'clock in the afternoon of one day, I was led out of my cell, and I was able to talk to my brother for twenty minutes on the connecting bridge, in the presence of Kolozs, head of our section. It seemed, that even Kolozs was touched by this meeting of two brothers, as he did not raise any objection to the fact that we embraced each other. My brother was in very bad condition, as he had been through another bout of the epidemic, which made him very weak. The contents of his food parcel were all gone, and I offered, or rather I had to make him accept, a part of the bacon I still had, which I sent to him through one house-worker prisoner. We talked about family matters. My brother was allowed to talk to mother also, and he had already received a letter from home. All this news was conveyed to me during our brief talk. Just before we finished, we embraced once more and the house-workers, seeing this scene, stopped for a second in the middle of their jobs, they looked at us affectionately, caressing us with the expression in their eyes. My brother lived in cell No. 172, and from now on, all the prisoner workers tried to get us together, which they managed to do on several occasions. The best possibility offered itself on our weekly bath day.
On one of these occasions, we had the good fortune to be able to talk confidentially, and my brother told me something that had happened to him. A few days earlier, a Detective Inspector, who came from Budapest, called him for questioning, and he accused him of propagating the "Bulletin", published by the British and American Embassies, and he also named a person to whom my brother had passed one of those bulletins to read. My brother denied this vehemently, for which the Detective Inspector of the A.V.H. threatened him with the usual tortures. This A.V.H. Detective sniffed at the right places, and we were in a pretty hot situation. Nevertheless, we kept as silent as the grave. Indeed, we had propagated such bulletins, which discussed the social, political and economical structure of the free Western World, and its aim was to make it possible to compare the living standards of the Communist Bloc and the free Western World. We only received a few samples of this edition, as we got it indirectly too, and we passed them on mostly from hand to hand among the intellectuals, and among the peasantry, who constituted the majority of the people. My brother asked me to deny all these charges, in case I too might be brought to questioning. The renewal of this case would bring forth new dangers to us, according to the A.V.H.'s way of thinking, this would furnish further evidence to prove that we had connections with the British and Americans during the time of our organisation, which was, of course, completely untrue, yet we would have been suspected of it. It seemed that someone was trying to end our lives, and interfered in our case, from the only one susceptible side of it. Luckily, to procure any proofs at all was impossible, as we had destroyed all the "Bulletins" well before our arrest. During our whole prison life, we never mentioned this case again. I could picture in my mind the terrible cell at the A.V.H., and the possibility that I could be returned there, made perspiration run down my temples.
I felt as if they were observing me more closely, and this feeling was confirmed by one of my comrades. This young man lived in the cell opposite, in No. 161, and he and his cell mates gradually, and unobtrusively, filed a small spy-hole in their door, from which they could see our cell door. He happened to notice that a guard, several times a day, sometimes over a period of half-an-hour, would listen at our door. He told me anxiously about it during one of our walks, and warned me to be careful about our discussions in the cell. My friend knew nothing of the above-mentioned case, and although I knew well which way the wind was blowing, I was still surprised. The Detective from the A.V.H. did not question me, but put me under strict observation. I had to be increasingly careful, for very often they put petty criminals among political prisoners who, as the "fallen Great" of the Communist Regime, were still, even in this place, working for the A.V.H., with the exception of only a few. For example, during the reign of terror in Bankut, the most dangerous A.V.H. informers in the concentration Barracks at Budapest, came from the members of the "Rajk-set" and similar national-communist conspirators, who hated the followers of the Christian, Western ideology, beyond description, and they were only too happy to report on
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them. Perhaps, even, there might have been one or two exceptions, but I say this only in very good faith. The "Judas reward" was, in fact, the transfer of prisoners to the "Small Hotel," but to avoid any misunderstanding, many exceptionally good and honest men worked there, too. I shall return to this subject later on, when describing my prison life in the concentration barracks at Budapest. These treacherous informers had caused death on many occasions. It was not advisable to talk about matters in the prison cell that had not cropped up at the A.V.H. or during the trial. The following old proverb fits here perfectly: "Speech is silver, silence is golden." I only trusted in religious or anti-communist political prisoners, although a good many times I did not take into consideration these points of view either, but defamed, unreservedly, this whole dirty regime in front of everyone.
The well-known informers in the prison at Maria Nosztra were: the bigheaded Kovacs, Gazdagsos and Dalnoki. To avoid a mistake in identifying Dalnoki, he was a slightly built man, 25 years old, 5ft. 6in. tall. In the A.V.H.    Kovacs had also been a failure in the Communist Regime; according to some, he had been an officer in the police force. They were planted among the political prisoners as petty criminals, and they caused a lot of trouble with their reporting on the others, till we became wise to their ways, and from then on, we took great care what we talked about. These informers received many privileges in comparison to the treatment of the others.
My brother managed to get into cell No. 151, next to mine, at the next reshuffling of prisoners, which meant that we could walk behind each other. Our joy lasted for two days only, as Kolozs noticed that we walked too near behind each other and ordered my brother to be put in cell No. 138 on the second floor. Alas, so we became separated again.
At the beginning of August, on my Patron's feast day, my door opened softly and one house-worker pushed a cake of soap into my hand. The cells of the house- workers are not locked till the evening, and while the prisoners of the three floors and the disciplinaries went for their walk, the house-workers had an opportunity to perform such secret missions, although these undertakings involved a great personal risk, for during the walks all cells were inspected, and the window bars checked to see that none of them were filed through. In these miserable circumstances, the loss of the position of house-worker was the greatest punishment. I held the soap in my hand and discovered the following greetings, scratched on it by my brother: "I wish you all the best for your day. I am celebrating with you in my thoughts. Love and kisses from your brother." I managed to hide the soap for a while successfully, but at the next very thorough search of our cell they confiscated it. This sincere letter, written in an age-old way, made me very happy, and the arrival of my mother's letter would have made the day a completely perfect one for me. Hers came a few days afterwards. This was the first letter I had received in prison, and now it completed my happiness. It was a beautiful letter, one that only a loving mother could have written to her son. I was extremely pleased also that my mother also conveyed Julika's love. After so many sufferings and humiliations, this happiness was quite unbelievable. But not only did these two persons love me, and not abandon me under any circumstances, but relatives, friends, and even acquaintances did not forget me, as the letter was full of their greetings and good wishes. All that served as a balm to my bruised soul, and I meditated over the contents of the letter all day long.
On August 22nd I had to part from my brother, and also from several of my good friends. Staff Officer Princz, of the A.V.H., the Communist Slave Merchant, chose the men who had to be deported to concentration forced labour camps on this day. They deported nearly all the young men, and no matter how much I wished to go with my brother, I could not be taken, as only those among the "lifers" were chosen who already had served seven or eight years of their life sentences. They took the contingent to Varpalota, consisting of about 200 men. The number in the prison was around 2,200 at this time. There were about 980 suffering in the solitary cells section. There was very great overcrowding; even in the smallest cells, six or seven prisoners were lodged under very inhuman conditions. They used this method of deporting to lower the number in the
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prison, and allegedly the contingent was taken into a coal mine, where hard work awaited them, but nevertheless, life there, supposedly, was better than here. I was very much concerned for my brother, as often they reported fatal accidents from there. We could hardly imagine how they would be able to do hard work, as their condition was very much run down, but their will-power and their terror of being brought back to Maria Nosztra again, might solve all their problems. It hurt me deeply to part from my brother and friends, but Uncle Janos tried to comfort me by saying that he had worked in mines for 30 years and yet he was still healthy.
For the next few days Uncle Janos gave me lectures on coal mining, and so I learnt all about its theoretical techniques. Three persons were deported to the mines from our cell, but I did not stay alone with Uncle Janos for long, for Kolozs ordered a fresh reshuffling of the prisoners, so that our cell was soon full again. One principal figure in a political crime, that had been known throughout the country, came to stay with us too. For nine months he had lived, sentenced to death, but later on his death sentence was commuted to life imprisonment. Among the new occupants of our cell, there was also another well-known person: he was the first juvenile to be sentenced to life imprisonment by the Communists, at the age of 16. Lacika was an under-developed, thin, young man, but he had an iron constitution. Out of sincere patriotism he took arms against the penetrating Russian Bolshevik Army, which pushed forward into our country. Unluckily, he was seen by a Communist in Budapest, who reported him to the G.P.U. He had been serving his life sentence in different political prisons for the last nine years. A huge Bolshevik State was afraid of a sixteen-year-old youth.
The iron discipline softened somewhat, and our food improved. We heard that Rakosi was dictator no longer, but Imre Nagy had become Prime Minister. He was also a Communist, but represented a much more moderate tendency. He disbanded the concentration camps at Recsk and Kistarcsa, so that 50 per cent of the inmates were sent home, and the other 50 per cent received harsh sentences, which were imposed on them by a Communist Court that came to judge them on the spot, and from there they were transported to different political prisons. Some of them were brought to Maria Nosztra. These prisoners could provide us with a most authentic description of the life in the concentration camp, and also on their disbanding.
Imre Nagy gave amnesty to all political prisoners, excepting those who had worked for the failure of the people's democracy, and who had taken part in conspiracy, spying, treason, war crimes and sabotage—but according to this decree, all men over the age of 60, disregarding the length of their prison terms, were to be freed, and one-third of the full sentence was to be remitted for all those men under 60, who were guilty of hiding arms. The enforcing of this amnesty decree was sabotaged very often by the executive bodies: for example, one 69 year-old farm labourer from the Nyiregyhaza district who had been sentenced for life for hiding arms, was released at once according to the new amnesty decree. But in November, he was brought back, because, so they said, the decree did not refer to him. Even the guards were amazed, and could not explain why the farm labourer was brought back. So that was, in practice, the political amnesty given by Imre Nagy, and so poor Uncle Andras had to suffer its bitter consequences.
In the following paragraphs I shall tell you the life stories of Lacika and Uncle Janos. Lacika started first to serve his sentence in the Military Defence Service prison in Budapest, whose commander, before the year 1945, came to be in one of the cells on the second floor at Maria Nosztra. Now, from 1945 on they did not only keep spies as prisoners there, but in many instances, people were detained there, mostly on the grounds of circumstantial evidence, as war criminals. At that time, the prison conditions had been even worse than they were at present. The cells were white washed and scrubbed daily, not so much for the purpose of maintaining cleanliness, but it had quite a different, devilish purpose. To live in such a cell was just like living in a hot-house of T.B. The nutrition was horrible there. It happened quite often, that the prisoners were given nothing but a small amount of soup, with nothing in it, for the whole day.
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        Starvation was terrible there, even worse than here, and the guards were guilty of attempted destruction of human life and health, which they sought every day by creating these prison conditions. A few months there was sufficient for a number of prisoners to fall sick with T.B. and to end their lives swiftly that way, but nevertheless, hanging was carried out daily. Lacika witnessed many dramatic scenes. In those days, relatives were allowed to visit their loved ones in prison. There was one young man, about 20 years of age, who came from the district of Budapest, and his mother often visited him. On one of her visits they arranged the day for her next coming. The Communist People's Court sentenced the young man to death by the rope on the very next day, and the sentence was executed within a very short time. This mother came to visit her son on the day they had previously arranged, although, to do this in 1945, demanded a great sacrifice, as very often people had to walk long distances because of war damage to railway tracks, and these pedestrians were overrun by Russian soldiers periodically. Their victims were robbed, the women were sexually assaulted, the men deported to work in labour camps, from whence only some of them returned after two or three years in Russia; but some never returned. This mother did not consider all these risks, but took upon herself this very difficult and dangerous journey in order to see her son, not knowing that her son was not among the living any more. One of his fellow prisoners broke the tragic news to his mother, gently, and hearing it, she collapsed. She could not even tend her son's grave, as she did not know where he lay.
After his arrest, Uncle Janos was beaten nearly to death on several occasions; with inhuman tortures they robbed him of his manliness. He told me about the conditions in the concentration barracks in Budapest after 1945. In the larger cells, the prisoners would not report the death of their cell-mates for another half-a-day, or perhaps even for a full day, so that they could claim the food of their mates, as they suffered from hunger so much. One could hardly believe such things if one had not experienced similar things before. Uncle Janos had also been in the Star prison at Szeged, where they kept political prisoners till 1950. Here he met, and later on befriended, a prisoner on crutches, who told him about the most inhuman tortures of the twentieth century. He had been questioned at 60, Andrassy Street, in the torture chambers of the Communist sadists and murderers, where he was questioned and tortured constantly, until he fainted. He would not take upon himself the accusations which the detectives made against him, so they threw him off the third floor. The detectives took his death for granted, which should have occurred according to all expectations, and in the event of death, the communist assassins would claim that suicide had been committed, and as the dead cannot talk, no one could check this satanic lie. Not on one occasion, only, did they do this kind of thing to those who would not confess to the charges they had fabricated themselves, which was necessary to get the death sentence. That group of detectives had a favourite pastime — to throw out of the window prisoners who denied the charges. In the case of Uncle Janos' friend, a miracle happened, and the victim, who was supposed to be dead, was alive, but crippled, so that now he could bear witness to the inhumanities of the Communists. After terrible sufferings, his broken bones mended somehow, and his wounds healed.	After his recovery, the People's Court sentenced this 
crippled man to forced labour for life. In vain did he refer to the terrible attempt on his life. The court wanted evidence, which of course, he could not produce, and then the whole thing was termed a suicide attempt, the more so, as all the detectives present at the trial stated, without even a flutter of their eyelids, that he attempted to commit suicide. He could prove his statement to be true only under oath, which was not accepted by the court. Time went by, Uncle Janos went on with his story, and after a few years this crippled fellow prisoner was taken to questioning again before a detective of the A.V.H. This same detective had thrown him down from the third floor at 60, Andrassy Street, that time. He was kind to him beyond description, and promised the cancellation of the remaining years of his sentence, if he only would sign the papers in front of him. This A.V.H. detective even gave his word of honour to arrange his release. As our friend's sentence was very harsh, and his infirmity greatly increased his sufferings, he was very much
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tempted by this offer. He picked up the statement and read its contents, which contained, among other things, the following confession: "I declare, that on ... (the exact date was stated) I jumped out of the window of the questioning room at 60, Andrassy Street, in an attempted suicide bid." He was a helpless, crippled prisoner, completely at the mercy of his executioners, yet, in his indignation, he threw the papers in the face of this murderer, who approached him on several other occasions too, and tried to get his signature on the statement, but this crippled man refused it just as often. This matter might have had some important background; why did he want the signing of this untrue statement so badly? It could be that his fellow officers, who were present at the attempted murder, reported him for some reason later on. Of course, we don't know that for sure, but perhaps later on, it will come to the light of day, as everything usually does. We listened to this tragic story deeply touched, silently looking in front of us, and from now on we loathed Communism. Up till now, we had only fought against it.
At the beginning of September, bright and sunny days made their appearance. The prisoner bricklayers renovated and repaired the section of the solitary cells, and this broke the monotony of our prison lives. As they progressed with their jobs, so the scaffolding went higher and higher, till at last they reached the level of the third floor. First-class Sergeant Vince Medek, Inspector of the prisoner workers, constantly watched the men working on the scaffolds, so that they could not communicate with their fellow sufferers through the cell windows, but our working friends did not take much notice of him, and they threw cigarettes into each cell, for the working prisoners were permitted to smoke. The bricklayers were allowed to do outside jobs too, and they heard much news, so that not only the "house news" of the prison, but also the political news of the outside world, reached the occupants of the cells. They reported in detail President Eisenhower's speech on April 26th, 1953, to which we listened with great joy. Such good news raised the spirits even of those who were despairing. The guard on duty could not hear these conversations because of the distance, but even we could not enjoy them much longer, as the bricklayers finished their work and they took the scaffolding over to the other side. During the repair work on the Solitary Cells section, good news spread through the lines on our walks, and for months to come we "lived" on this good news. Everyone hoped for the fall of Communism in the very near future. On the other hand, the "house news service" reported that several other prisoner contingents had gone to Varpalota. Rumours alleged that, at Csolnok, a new concentration forced labour camp for political prisoners was being established. This news excited the prisoners, and unfortunately proved to be true, as many fellow prisoners were taken to Csolnok. This news also reported that the infamous A.V.H. Guard from Recsk had gone on duty at Csolnok.
In November, they distributed the winter clothing, made of blankets, among the prisoners. There were several winter seasons, when they left us in our summer clothes all the time, or we had to suffer in warm winter clothes all through the heat of summer. Many prisoners became stricken with rheumatism and rheumatic fever. Uncle Janos also suffered from rheumatic pains, and on those days he could not even walk. For months he missed his daily walks, and often he would start up with sudden terrific pains, but not only the elderly prisoners were afflicted by the ailment all through the winter, but, for example, even I suffered from rheumatic fever, and also my complaint of frozen toes, which I came by at the A.V.H., recurred.
"Cleanliness parcels" could also be sent to Maria Nosztra, which were allowed to contain articles strictly necessary for hygiene, underwear, and also snapshots. But the resourceful relatives used the most inventive methods on these occasions to help their loved ones. Among the possibilities, were the replacing of toothpaste in the tubes by saccharine, crushed up and mixed into a paste. The hiding of flints; and it also proved possible to smuggle in with the parcel secret letters, and sometimes even a bank-note. All these articles had a great many practical uses; with the saccharine we could sweeten our bitter morning coffee; we were informed by the letters about external affairs, and also about other confidential matters. The flints were a smoker's neces-
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sity, while we could use the notes later on, especially in the coal mines. The inventiveness of the relatives knew no limits. The flints were placed, wrapped in cotton thread, under the billions of the underwear they sent in the parcels. Letters and flints, again were put inside the soaps. The boot polish tins 
contained lard; the tooth powder box contained vitamin tablets crushed to powder, or menthol and icing sugar. Even cod-liver oil was sent in the bottles for shoe creme. Naturally, all these had to be arranged beforehand during visiting day or in letters, in both instances in a "language of flowers," other- 
wise the receiver would not know what the articles contained. Slowly, a secret language developed between all my fellow prisoners and their families, which only they could comprehend. Of course, this was not just as simple as it sounds, because the guards searched every parcel thoroughly.
One day I also received a "cleanliness parcel." When several such parcels 
accumulated in the one section, then the head of the section or his deputy distributed them, and for this purpose the guard on duty for the day let out the prisoners, according to his orders. On duty, were for the day: Corporal Borzak, on the ground  floor; Corporal Ujhazi, on the first floor; Lancer Szalai, on the second floor, and Corporal Csupor on the third floor. They bothered the political prisoners. To receive the parcels, we had to wait on the ground floor, with faces turned to the wall, then we had to sign a receipt for our parcel. Janos Kolozs asked each of us, from whom we expected the parcel; then he made us open it up, and he examined every piece carefully. He undid the toothpaste tube at the bottom, and, with a steel stick, he stirred its contents; he emptied the toothpaste powder on to a piece of paper; he cut the soap in two; he stirred the contents of the boot polish tin and examined the underwear at its seams. So one had to be very clever in camouflaging the articles smuggled in, so that they stayed hidden, and if Kolozs noticed anything against the regulations, he immediately confiscated that article, and if he found one "black letter" hidden in the parcel, that had very serious consequences. In my parcel I found a snapshot of Julia, which made me very happy indeed. My little girl friend wrote this on the back of the photo: "To remember our friendship. With love from Julika." I was allowed to keep the photo for only a day, then I had to place it in the depository. I looked at the picture all day long, yet I could not see enough of it.
One day Karcsi talked in the line, and he was noticed by the guard. He recalled him at once, and bashed him up in one of the empty cells on the ground floor. A new wave of terror started with this, and similar beatings happened frequently.
December came, and Christmas approached. At the beginning of the month, they deported another contingent to the death mine at Csolnok, consequently our number decreased considerably in this section, so a new reshuffling of prisoners was ordered. After spending a most pleasant eight months with Uncle Janos, I had to take my leave from him, unfortunately, as I was put into another cell opposite the prison hospital, together with an old friend of mine, and with an elderly high school teacher. Uncle Frici had been sentenced to death first, but later on his sentence was commuted to life imprisonment for executing Russian guerillas, although that kind of execution was legal under international law. Uncle Frici spent only one year of freedom in the Communist Regime, he spent the rest in prison. Tearfully he told me his terribly tragic life story. After the end of the second world war, at the beginning of Tito's power, in the Yugoslav town of Titel, Russian guerillas started a terrible massacre among the Hungarian and German speaking population, and they killed several thousand of them, disregarding their age or sex. In this inhuman massacre Uncle Frici lost all his family, his parents and brothers. Many innocent souls lost their lives at the hands of the Communist murderers there. My friend and I looked at each other in amazement, because this was the first time we had heard of this. It seemed that the world press did not think it was worth reporting this incident at the time. Uncle Frici became very upset on telling us this tragic story, although it had happened eight years previously. We became firm friends, and we spent Christmas in a pleasant atmosphere. Only the two of us received our December parcel, as my friend had no one to send him anything. No one came to visit him, and he neither wrote nor
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received letters. He took an active part in organising against Communism. He had been suffering in different prisons for the last six years, yet he still believed, imperturbably, in the final victory of the free Western world. The three of us shared the two parcels in brotherly unity, and we celebrated Christmas Eve by improvising a small concert. We sang Christmas Carols, then we prayed to God together, for the liberation of our country. Soon after we started our "festive dinner." I had a very pleasant surprise. My mother sent me a small piece of smoked bacon in the parcel, and while I was cutting a piece of it, I could feel that the knife was touching some foreign material. This foreign material was one letter, artfully built into the bacon and wrapped in cellophane paper. The bacon and letter was sent to me by my brother from the concentration camp at Varpalota, as a Christmas present. He smuggled it to my mother on one of her visiting days there, and she forwarded it to me in my half-yearly parcel. Alas, I cut one corner off the letter, which had been folded into a very small square, but luckily I found that part, too, and while I read the letter, one of my fellow prisoners stood in front of the spy window, so that no one would surprise us. When I unfolded the letter, twelve pieces of completely dry cigarette paper fell out, which had been written on with a very sharp-pointed pencil on both sides, twenty-four sides altogether. In spite of the tiny letters, I could read every line of it quite well, as the cellophane covering saved it from becoming greasy. The pointed pencil gave a clean outline to the letters. My hands trembled with joy. The letter had been placed in the right-hand corner of the bacon, counting on the likelihood that the bacon would be cut crosswise, and even if the piece had been cut into small pieces by the Inspector, he would not have succeeded in finding it, as it had been worked into the bacon right at the corner of it, standing up. My brother, the master, counted on the probability that the guard would not cut up such a small piece of bacon, and this supposition of his turned out to be correct. The great risk that he knew he had taken, prompted him to perform a work of art. While reading the letter, I nearly called out loudly for joy about the many good items of news it contained. This letter was like the best edition of a newspaper—it reported matters relating to world politics, sporting news and family matters. Each of the articles was one bright report written in the most beautiful style. The pages were numbered, but no names or addresses were mentioned in it, as he had to count on the possibility of failure. However, by the pet names he used, I could ascertain of whom he was talking. This composition was a perfect form of logic, which contained exclusively only true happenings. To replace the small pieces that had been cut out, took up a considerable time, and so we only read the letter superficially at first, then I put it in my pocket, so that in case of danger, I could swallowed it at once. Then the light was switched off by the guard from the outside, and, owing to the darkness, we could no longer read, but because of the unexpected joy, we could not go to sleep for a long time afterwards; so we discussed the events, whispering softly. As we were hermetically sealed off from everything, we actually yearned for this spiritual food, and we just could not get enough of the many good tidings. The events surrounding the death of Stalin; the echo of the world press recording this event; beginning of the Russian battle for Stalin's inheritance; Eisenhower's self-reliant talk on the air about the liberation of the suppressed nations; the ensuing fight between Matyas Rakosi and Imre Nagy; the effects of these external affairs; the internal complications, etc., etc.; all these news items did not allow us to go to sleep. We relayed all this news to the occupants of the cell next to ours the very next day, while Uncle Frici informed the sick all about what he had read. Within a week all the prisoners knew about the reliable news, and it put new hope into the souls of those despairing. The news also returned to me, exactly as I had given it out.
While we were out for our walk, the guards made sure that we would have a pleasant Christmas. On returning to our cells, we found our cell ravaged. Our blankets and belongings were strewn across the room, and our beds of straw were thrown about, which showed us that the A.V.H. men had a hand in this matter. On every important feast day, they greeted us in this fashion, and wished us now with their action, an unhappy Christmas, full of sufferings and humiliation. It took us a long time to bring our ravaged cell back into order.
[image: ]Uncle Frici played with his grandson under the Christmas tree in his mind,
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while I put the pieces of the letter together, with the help of my friend, and read parts of its contents repeatedly, and then, when we knew it by heart, we tore the lot up and destroyed it. Doing this occupied our full day. We were sure that we would be able to spend next Christmas at home. We could justly expect it according to the news we had just received.
On Boxing Day, prison life was returned to its everyday drudgery, yet in our hearts, we were still celebrating Christmas. Uncle Frici told us Christmas stories, then we looked at the photos of our beloved, which were given out to everyone on Christmas Eve. Our thoughts wandered home, and as if the photos had come to life, I talked, now, to my mother, then to my brother, and then again to Julika in my mind.
My brother spent Christmas Eve at the bottom of the coal mine, and the same time, my mother prayed, crying for the liberation of Hungary, and for her two sons suffering in prisons. I learnt this from her on her next half-yearly visit to me in January.
After Christmas, the bitterly cold weather arrived, and from now on, for a full month, the temperatures were down to 15 to 20 degrees Celsius, below zero. The windows of the other side, looking to the north, were frozen so much that they could not be opened unless they were broken in, which was not advisable at all, as the prison authorities would not have bothered much to have the windows fixed again. They could not air those cells for a whole month. We were freezing beyond description. One could feel every point in his body in this bitter cold. In the solitary cells section, there was a central heating system, but as warm air circulated through the pipes for only a few hours a day, this heating was equal to nothing. Uncle Frici held on the pipes all day long, yet he was not able to get warm as the pipes were only lukewarm. The ceiling of the cells on the third floor was the roof of the building, which was covered with cement, and snow and ice accumulated on this, and in the frequent snowstorms it was virtually unprotected. The walls in fact exuded the cold, and very often we thought that we just could not stand it any longer. Even I found it hard to bear this cold, though I tried to control myself.
A fresh "cleanliness parcel" arrived for me, in which Julika sent me her latest photo, and she wrote this on the back of it: "Have courage and hope, and believe in the future. With love, Julika." I did not deposit this photo in the depository, as just looking at it made me warm inside, and reading the encouraging lines on the back of it doubled by willpower. In the course of my later prison life, this sentence gave me special strength.
My right shoulder, which I had to turn to the wall constantly, when sitting down, got chilled completely. The moment had arrived when I thought that the highest degree of our suffering had been reached. But I was mistaken, as I discovered later on.
In the midst of my sufferings, the idea of Julika occupied my mind constantly.
The favourable political news gave us hope for our release in the near future, and I planned my future accordingly. By autumn, 1954, the hour of our liberation would have come. I would finish my studies in another year, and after that, I would marry Julika. After the immense sufferings, the many beatings and humiliations, I longed for a happy, quiet family life, and wished for love and appreciation. These wishes and plans sprang from my sincere naivete, as in parts they still haven't been fulfilled yet, and the disappointments in my expectations have brought me to think realistically. A terrible cry of terror woke me out of my meditation. The cry was repeated several times, as often as the louts started their beatings anew. One of our fellow sufferers went berserk, and they wanted to put him in a straight-jacket, to which he vehemently objected. That was the reason why the guards gave him a beating and kicking. We learned about this incident in detail from the house-workers the next day. In the A.V.H., and also in the prisons, a large number of the inmates became mentally ill, so that they established a special mental hospital within the concentration barracks; they transported all the mentally ill prisoners there.
Even in this cold weather, they scrubbed our cell twice weekly, and its wet floor dried very slowly. This humid air damaged our health consequently. There were many cases of pneumonia and pleurisy. Uncle Frici fell stricken with it too. He contracted tuberculosis as a result of living in prisons for a long
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time. There was a special section in the prison hospital for men who had this disease, and there they waited for the end of their lives. They put Uncle Frici there, too, poor man. How he kept his hope burning all through these last eight years, and how well his constitution withstood all his many sufferings up till now.
I was moved into another cell again, this time it was cell No. 158. There were five of us crowded in there: three of us were sentenced to life imprisonment, one to fifteen years, and one to twelve years' gaol. This cell was opposite the morgue in the hospital building. We could see from our window into this room, in the middle of which stood a black-stained coffin. On one occasion, we observed that a completely naked body lay in the coffin. He was a Hungarian political prisoner, a fellow sufferer. Most probably his life came to a sad end in the T.B. section, as there was nothing but skin and bone on him. Later on we received the information that he was about 40 years of age, a family man, father of several children. His death certificate had been signed, and together with his few belongings, it was sent home to his wife, who had been waiting patiently for the return of her beloved husband. When he was dragged away from his home by the A.V.H. louts, he was a young man, full of life and health; now only a wreck of a man lay in the coffin. No matter what lie Dr. Adam put on his death certificate, the real cause of his death was that he had been tortured in the A.V.H. torture chamber, was insufficiently dressed, and starved in the prison. He contracted pneumonia, and his constitution, weakened by his sufferings and starvation, could not withstand his illness. As T.B. had been diagnosed in a very advanced stage, it claimed him within a few months. The whole Communist Regime is guilty in this and similar murders. It should be the duty of the State to provide for the widow and children, but instead, the relatives only receive a rude refusal when they ask for their wish to be granted: to bury their dead in a humane way. These sadist murderers even find pleasure in reviling the dead man by refusing a human burial.
About 4 o'clock in the morning, we were awakened by the rattling of a cart; we could hear it stop directly under our window. We pulled ourselves up to the window and saw that two men, clad in the striped prisoners' clothes, under the escort of a guard, were pulling a small, four-wheeled cart. A bundle of grass and branches was on the cart. The guard opened the door of the morgue with his key, and ordered the two prisoners to bring out our dead fellow prisoner in the coffin. While they lifted the lidless coffin on to the cart, we caught a glimpse of our fellow prisoner: not a dead man, but a naked wreck of a skeleton lay in the coffin. The guard watched the nearby windows meanwhile, to see if he could spy someone watching him, then he quickly replaced the lid of the coffin, and strew the grass and branches over it. The indifferent funeral procession started off, so that on the Communist Dictator's orders, they would revile the dead body once more, for the last time, the body of one prisoner, whom they had tortured to death. In such indifferent funeral processions, they took the victims of the Communist murderers, stealthily, to the prison cemetery at dawn. Just before reveille the same rattling noise of the cart was heard again, and naturally, we looked out of the window once more. Under the escort of the same guard, the same prisoners were pulling the small cart, which, to our amazement, had the same black-stained coffin on it. Perhaps they bury the dead without a coffin! But I discarded this thought at once, as I thought it most improbable, and asked my elderly cell-mate, who had witnessed several prisoner burials before, for information regarding this matter. I was told then, that they take the body in the coffin only to the cemetery, where they dump the naked body into the previously dug grave, and bury it without the coffin. That same coffin would be brought back then, and put into the morgue again, so that it would serve as a bier for the next victim. Such a burial is a plain insult to the dead, and even a pet animal would receive more respect after its demise. Not even death frees the prisoner from his sentence, because if he did not serve his full term, then his body would stay prisoner forever. Many more followed this fellow sufferer just buried, for all the prisoners in the T.B. section of the hospital stood in the shadow of death already, and also very many prisoners died, for example, in the political prison at Vac, under unknown circumstances. Major Dr. Adam, the hero of Korea, and Professor Mengele, at Maria Nosztra, could always fill in a
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lie in the death certificate to state the cause of death, if his superiors wanted him to. It was he, too, who inspected the food daily, that was in reality unfit for human consumption, yet he found it fit for distribution every time. It happened several times that some prisoners became sick from that mush, and at another time they fed us for a while with half-rotten food from tins, which had deteriorated long before. Those, who could not stand the tortures of the political prison, either became mentally ill or committed suicide. Unfortunately, there were many instances of both cases.
In my present cell, No. 158, the occupants changed frequently, which made our lives varied. At last, we had one group together, whose professional interests were the same. We drew on one wall of the cell, with the help of a needle, several business plans. We exported several goods; we discussed business propositions, and, with the help of the needle, we executed them in writing. This was a good pastime, and we spent our time usefully.
Spring approached, and the cold ceased to torment us anymore. Spring always awakened in us new hopes for the future. Corporal Vakarcs, one of the cruellest of all the twits, was placed for permanent duty on the third floor. He stripped us completely on several occasions, searched everything on us, and confiscated all the prohibited articles. We caught a cold on several such occasions. Before every important feast-day, guards descended on the solitary cells building and conducted a general search. This searching is very humiliating. They look through every article of the prisoners' clothes, and meanwhile the men wait around naked. After they had searched everything, we had to pick up the dusty and dirty clothes from the floor, where the guards threw them, and put them on again. Among the main events counted was the shaving and bathing once a week. The bathroom was situated in the convent building, where a guard escorted us. They gave us each five minutes to get undressed, to wash ourselves under the shower, and to dry our body and get dressed again, which
was quite impossible in such a short time. Especially the elderly men found it hard to do. There was no lime left for drying ourselves, so we put the prison clothes on our wet bodies. There were 30 men having a shower at the same time, and by this method, they finished the bathing of everyone in the solitary cells section in two days. This method of bathing was rather detrimental to the health of the men. The weekly shaving took place, cell after cell. On the bridges, that connected the two sides, sat the prisoner barbers. Everyone lathered his own face quickly, then our fellow prisoners shaved us while a guard stood nearby and watched us, so that we could not talk. There were six or seven barbers shaving at the same time, and they finished shaving the whole section in a couple of days. Once every two or three months, the shaving of our heads followed in the same manner.
There were many transportations to the coal mines, and consequently the working force became very small by the end of summer. The Deputy Commander of the Prison, Lieutenant Niedermuller, went from cell to cell, accompanied by Borzak, and he put down the names of prisoners, especially of the younger ones. This recruiting happened once a month. Most of the time, they never even asked me, but now that I was starting my second year in the solitary cells section, on the third floor, they put my name down for rope-making. They also put the names of my three cell-mates down, and on the next day we were taken to the ground floor with all our belongings, where there were about 50 prisoners already assembled. They took us over to the convent building with no clothes on, because we had to leave all our prison clothes behind. Such a walk was bearable in summer, but surely it must be terrible in winter time.
In the so-called "large section" of the convent building, we were issued with clothes again, then everyone was asked his crime and punishment, and accordingly they selected the workers for rope-making. This position had the most privileges: they worked constantly in the fresh air. In summer they could strip to the waist and sunbathe. They received a larger amount and more sustaining food, and were allowed to smoke. They could even earn some small amount of money, for which, according to their work output, and for a specific sum, they could order some foodstuff that was permitted. Also, it was the privilege of workers who worked in the prison, who, after they had finished
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	                    their jobs for the day, could read certain censored books. They could shave twice a week, and they could have their shower for a period longer than five minutes. There was employment for about 300 prisoners. Previously, there were some prisoners working in the nearby quarry also, whose overseer had been Lieutenant Niedermuller, but a short while before, they wound up at this work.
Inside the prison building the following working positions were available: rope-making, carpentry, toolmaking, boot-making, smithy, bricklaying, laundry, bakery, kitchen work, tailoring, painting and gardening. Besides all these, the prisoners carried out the jobs of cleaning the yards, store-keeping, clerk duties, house duties, firemen for the boilers, pulling up the water and several seasonal jobs. The choosing of the prisoners for one special job was conducted according to several principles, and his placing depended on his crime, the term of his sentence, his previous occupation, his descent and behaviour, his political viewpoints and his character as a whole. At the selection, those men were favoured who had only a short prison term, the petty criminals, the milder political offenders, those who originated from the worker and peasant-class, the ex-officers of the Communist Army, the ex-members of the A.V.H., and those who had held some position in the Party; those who flattered the guards and had Marxist sentiments, and those with a weak character. Before the transportation of prisoners to the mines, they strictly adhered to all these principles, as they had a choice from 2,000, and only needed 300 men. Naturally, I don't want to imply that all those workers were of an inferior character, on the contrary, most of them were honest Hungarian political prisoners, who were chosen to do the work either because of their worker-peasant origin, or because they were fittest to do a special kind of work. To be completely truthful, I only wanted to show the principles of the selection. The present number of men in prison was around 1000, exactly half of the number previously held. The majority of this number consisted mainly of elderly and ailing fellow sufferers, so that the number of men fit for, and capable of work, had decreased considerably.
One Sergeant eliminated the men once again, asking everyone for the nature of his crime, and the length of his sentence, and his origin. He became very angry after I replied to his questions and threatened to chase me back to the Solitary Cells section. Later on he placed me with four other fellow prisoners in Cell No. 100, where the workers for the odd jobs lived, and allotted me to rope-making. I found myself together with 40 other prisoners in an overcrowded cell, which was full of fleas, where we slept on double-decker beds. In the corner stood eight or ten buckets, and further on, the furnishing of the cell consisted of six wash-basins, a long bench, several brooms, mopping-up rags, scrubbing brushes and eight water buckets. As I was a young man, I was to sleep on a top bunk.
I shall never forget my first night there. Thousands of fleas bit my body, and I could not defend myself against them. I could hardly wait for the morning to come. My whole body was covered, as if tattooed, by small red spots and I was itchy all over. In vain did the cell-master ask for the flea exterminating powder—the guards only laughed and Lancer Lorincz even jeered at him. We tried to exterminate them ourselves, but they increased to such a large number, that our efforts to exterminate them were a complete failure. I bore this suffering for a full week, then at last, exhausted by the sleepless nights and weakened by the many bites, I presented myself for a medical examination. When I showed my body to the doctor, he thought that I had a contagious disease, and did not want to believe that all those small spots were caused by flea bites. After a repeated examination he was convinced of the truth of my statement, and this pleasant prisoner doctor smeared some kind of an ointment over all my body. My suffering ceased temporarily, yet the invasion of fleas, night after night, continued. I admired my fellow prisoners; it was amazing with what great self-control they bore this suffering. The protracted heat of summer only increased the number of fleas. At last we got rid of them, when the cooler autumn weather arrived. The bite-marks disappeared from our bodies, and even our spirits rose higher.
Everyone enjoyed the large number in the cell. Every class of society was represented. There was one Colonel of the General Staff, a Count, a writer, an
	
	
	overseer, a journalist, a proprietor of a flour and saw mill, a manufacturer, an engineer of an old refinery, an ex-land owner, an embassy official, a lawyer, a high school teacher, a gendarme, labourers, university students, a farm hand, tradesmen and businessmen. We had also in our cell two lunatics. One was pursued by imaginary snakes, the other one called himself King Charles IV.
        This last one stayed with us in the cell for only a short while. This many-faceted society made our cell-life varied, and I got to know each and every one of them, 
and we became friends. From this cell they called auxiliary workers to the kitchen, to peel potatoes. On one occasion we had to unload flour from a large truck, and for this job they called voluntary workers. The pay for this was 11b. 
of bread, which made everyone volunteer, even one 60-year-old prisoner. We had to unload the flour in 180 1b. sacks, and carry the week's supply to the bakery, situated under the kitchen, and pile it up there. We had to carry the heavy 
sacks for 70 yards, which demanded from us a terrible exertion of our strength, as we were all in a very rundown condition. I weighed about 112 1bs., and my legs trembled under the weight of the 180 1bs. I had to gather all my strength to be 
able to make that long trip, but everyone just like me, was spurred on by the promise of the 1 1b. bread, to exert an extraordinary display of strength. Our 60-year-old friend fell to his knees under the weight of the first sack, but we all helped together to deliver his share of the bags, so that he, too, would receive his ration of bread. The poor man must have been very hungry to volunteer for this work.
The days passed more pleasantly now, for we could be out in the fresh air more often, and on many occasions we passed by the hospital. Poor Uncle Frici. He would often wave to us from the T.B. section. Many of my old friends greeted me also from the windows in the solitary cells section. While 
we were walking around the onion patch, a Lieutenant stood in the middle of the garden observing us, and he held pencil and paper in his hand. He motioned those to him, whom he thought to be strong enough, and questioned them about 
their crime and prison term, and if the man conformed to the special requirements, then his name and serial number were put down. They needed some more slaves for the coal mining, and the Lieutenant called many a prisoner to him. I did not cut a very promising picture with my 112 1bs.
One morning, while I was doing some deep breathing exercises at the window after I had washed, I saw a sad picture before my eyes. From my window I could see into the hospital yard, where the T.B. patients were doing their morning walk. Those men walked round and round, who were already 
marked for death, and they eagerly took deep breaths of the fresh early morning air into their sick lungs. I felt sincerely sorry for them, and I pictured the sad prison burial in my mind. Looking up to the morning stars I said an "Our Father" for them. I thought of Uncle Frici and my eyes filled with tears of sorrow. Only God could help them.
On this day they deported all those who were selected for mine work, and the slave merchant lieutenant appeared again, the very next day. We were removing dross from a trench, when he addressed me and put down my name and serial number on a piece of paper. It seemed that there was not much choice left now, because even I was acceptable. Considering the approach of the winter season, they needed some more prisoner miners. I had heard of many accidents in the mines, and I would not have liked going to the coal mines, and I also felt that I would not be able to carry out the hard work in my present weak condition. Also I did not know how to adapt myself to the circumstances of the mines, as up till now I had seen only the picture of a coal mine in books. But in vain did I protest in my mind against my deportation, I was helpless, and they would take me if they wanted to. If I refused to work in the mine, they would give me a harsh disciplinary sentence. We were completely at the mercy of our foes, and had to put up with everything that came our way. But those prisoners who had come back from the coal mines and told us of their personal experiences, reported also privileges, namely, those who worked in the mines were allowed to have visitors once a month. Together, with more and better food, I tried to console myself, that if I was taken to the concentration forced-labour camp at Varpalota, I might even come together with my brother and good friends. So at last, considering all these tempting possibilities, I was even
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attracted to mine work. I can take everything, and I am afraid of nothing, and so I started thinking about my future prospects, and I nearly cried out loud when I realised, that I might even see Julika on one of those visits.
All the prisoners selected were taken for a medical examination the next day. This "examination" proceeded as an unknown doctor lieutenant asked the following questions: "Do you see and hear well? Read those letters on the board." He did not even look up, he was reading my card; then he listened to my heart, and entered on my card, "Fit for mine labour." With that procedure, our very thorough examination ended. They only found the cripples, the ones with a heart ailment and those suffering from tuberculosis unfit for mine labour.
Rumour had it that we would be transported to Csolnok, about which I had heard many unpleasant reports, among others, that the shafts were too wet, and that there were many fatal accidents. I was still hopeful that I would be placed in the mines at Varpalota, where I could meet my brother again. Our "undressing" and re-equipping took place. We were given a brown uniform and cap—the coat, cap and trousers had large white "R" letters on them, which stood for "Prisoner." They gave out all our small and larger articles from the depository, and from then on we only waited for our transport to come. Those, who were being sent to the same destination, were placed in the same cell. There were two groups, one for Varpalota and one for Csolnok.
Unfortunately, I was placed in the group destined for Csolnok, together with 16 political prisoners, who were all sentenced for life, and so my hope of meeting my beloved brother again was shattered. On my last night at Maria Nosztra I could not sleep for excitement. In my mind I went over my prison adventures once more. During this sleepless night, and in spite of the many sufferings, I was sorry to leave Maria Nosztra, because I had to part from my dear friends. I was on good terms with all honest political prisoners and became an intimate friend of a number of them. I reflected: Who were the inmates of this prison? There were policemen, gendarmes, officers and non-commissioned officers, ministers and statesmen. The majority of them had been sentenced to long prison terms as war criminals, although their crime, in reality, was nothing more than that they courageously resisted the advance of Russian Bolshevism to the end during the war. Not only did they convict Generals, Colonels and officers, but they even condemned privates. I had the opportunity of talking to soldiers of all ranks and 90 per cent. of them could honestly state that they had no part in Fascism. They fought expressly for their country out of patriotism, and anti-bolshevist convictions. History has justified them since. The majority of war criminals consisted mainly of elderly intellectuals, while most of the anticommunist organisers were university students, catholic priests, workers and peasants, most of whom were under 30 years of age. The intellectuals were convicted mostly for spying, and only among those prisoners, who were condemned for minor political offences, could all classes of people be found. Many members of the Hungarian aristocracy were also put into prisons. There were counts and barons in Maria Nosztra, and there was even one duke. This was the cross-section of society in prison, which bears witness to the general anticommunist view of the Hungarian people.
We were awakened early next morning, and packing up our few belongings, we waited for our trip to begin. In the corridor of the prison, Janos Kolozs, who had been promoted to the rank of a lieutenant, as a commander of the guards, gave us a lecture: "You are all political prisoners, who have been sentenced to long prison terms. You all had responsible jobs in your civil lives before and I expect of you the same, honest work at the mines. You will receive there better food and also more privileges. If anyone of you returns here as a disciplinary prisoner, I will see to it that that person will not leave here again." As we left for work, we were not shackled, but the iron door of the prison van was locked on us, and two armed guards sat in the guards' compartment. We could look out of the small window in the door of the van.
The engine started, and we went through the gates of the Maria Nosztra political prison. We all hoped that it would be for the last time.
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CHAPTER FIVE
IN THE CONCENTRATION CAMP AT CSOLNOK
We travelled in a roundabout way through Budapest. On the 8th of October, 1954, at half-past past seven, we first saw, in the streets of Budapest, apparently free men, hurrying to their places of work. We watched for glimpses of old acquaintances. After so long an absence, it was almost impossible to absorb everything around us, so strangely different did everything appear. Pretty school girls were on their way to school, and involuntarily, I remembered Julika, now sixteen years old, and in sixth year. At this very moment, she would be hurrying to school, too. I hoped that she would visit me in my new home, as she would now have the opportunity.
Our transport van crossed the Arpad bridge, then rushed on through the streets of Buda. Not far from here lived my mother, who of course would know nothing about this trip. Confused feelings stirred in my heart, and I did not return to reality until our prison van had wound its way through the gentle hills of Trans-Danubia. We sped through Dorog, and soon we arrived in the concentration camp at Csolnok.
Pit No. 9 was on an elevated plateau-like section of a small mountain, about two miles out of town. The inhabitants ironically called it: "The Mountain of Freedom." The barracks of the concentration camp were arranged in the shape of an oblong, the inside of which was a large yard. The barracks had flat cement roofs. There were two barracks, one at each end on the shorter sides of the oblong, while on the two longer sides, two barracks were situated on each, side. Of the six barracks, five served as living quarters, while later on, when the number of prisoners in the camp increased, they built a sixth barrack as living quarters next to barrack No. 5. In 'the building next to the entrance, the following rooms and offices were situated: the office of the District Administrator, the gaol bootmaker and tailor workshops, offices for the prisoners, and a laundry. Alongside these rooms, the whole length of the barrack, lay a large hall with cement block floor, that served as dining room, visiting room and assembly hall. Opposite this barrack, on the other side to the entrance, in a smaller building, was the kitchen. You were allowed to stay only in the yard completely surrounded by the buildings, or inside the barracks. The space between the guards' room and the kitchen was closed off by a barbed wire fence, and its small gate opened electrically when the guard pushed a button in the guards' room. In the area of the ninth pit, there were the store-rooms, the smithy and the carpenter shop, as were also the offices of the guards, where the prisoner could only pass if he had sufficient reason. The work rooms, and the area of the camp were surrounded by a double barbed wire fence, and sentry towers stood on the corners. There was a space of about one and a half yards in between the two lines of fence which was raked constantly. After dark the fence was lighted by many lamps, which were placed close to each other. In the sentry towers, guards kept a constant vigil, with their machine guns always at the ready. The sentry towers were also equipped with very bright searchlights, so that the camp, and its surroundings, were as light as in daytime during the whole night. On the outside of the fence, around the camp, there were frequent patrols, especially in foggy weather. The guards would fire after their first command. Looking at the camp from the air, it had the appearance of an African legion fortress.
On arriving at the camp, the door of the van was unlocked, and we were taken into the dining room, where Janos Kolozs handed over the contingent to the foreman, Sergeant Kabarc. The usual formalities followed. Checking the
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names and numbers; they verified our papers, and deposited our belongings, and then searched our clothes. After all this, they equipped us in the store-room with blankets and sheets, and accompanied us to a medical examination room within the camp, where a prisoner doctor examined us, and then a prisoner clerk allotted each of us to our barracks. I came to be in barrack No. 4, in dormitory No 2. The barracks were built in the following manner. The only entrance was in the middle—from there we entered a bathroom. In the bathroom there were two circular wash basins with round taps, from which flowed water from the mines, but besides these there was also a tap with drinking water, while in the smaller part of the bathroom, which had been partitioned, was the toilet. To the left and right of the bathroom were the dormitories. Facing the entrance to the right-hand side were Nos. 1 and 2, to the left-hand side were Nos. 3 and 4, two to each side. I entered my new lodgings, where iron beds stood close to each other. There was a stove in the middle of the room and a loud-speaker on the wall, near the windows. The large windows made the room light, and the room itself housed 40 persons.
I placed my belongings on an empty bed, made it up, then hurried out to the yard to meet my old friends, whom I hadn't seen for such a long time. In the joy of our reunion, we embraced those who had been here for some time. There were only three of them missing, who, working on the night shift, were still asleep. We met them in the dining room at midday. They all gave me good advice and were helpful in all respects, so I soon knew my way around, and could fit into this strange new life.
Inside the camp the prisoners enjoyed a fairly free life. I could walk about the yard and in the barracks to my heart's content, which pleased me very much, especially in the beginning. I notified my mother of my whereabouts at once. For the first few days no one bothered about us. Thanks to our friends, we ate all day long. They all tried to please us and be kind and helpful to us. We were a bad advertisement for the kitchen-craft of the political prison at Maria Nosztra: we were starved completely, and ate without restraint. Some of us even got sick. Although it was very hard at first, I always managed to stop eating in time. We were overjoyed that we had arrived at a much better place, although our friends warned us that our joy would be short-lived, and we would change our minds once we went down the shafts.
After a rest, 'which lasted three days, chief mine engineer Mosoni gave us some lectures about mines for a couple of hours, and on the fifth day we descended into shaft No. 9 during night-shift for mine exploration. We were equipped with working clothes, rubber boots and miner's helmets beforehand. As the air in this shaft was pressurised, we also received one "CEAG" mine lamp, which was charged with a battery. This battery weighed nearly ten pounds, and it certainly was not very easy to walk stooped, carrying this weight for miles. We entered the elevator, which could carry 16 persons at the same time, then we set off deep into the inside of the earth. A Sergeant made us walk through the whole ninth shaft. He was one of those men, who for due reward, made the prisoners work very hard. We soon became very tired in this unusual atmosphere. From that shaft the elevator took us back into the camp premises, and with it, we finished our exploration of the mine.
We were put on a permanent roster the very next day, and without any proper instruction, or practical experience, we had to descend into the shaft, which was dangerous even to the older miners. Besides that, due to our weak condition, we could not even stand up to this hard work. But as coal was urgently needed, men were not taken into consideration, be they free men or prisoners. There were three shifts working in shaft No. 12, and I descended first on the afternoon shift. For 24 hours a day, in three 8 hour-shifts, men were driven till completely exhausted. The Communist Regime has the perfect method of exploitation.
I have no intention of explaining the technicalities of coalmining, but I shall, in the following passages, recount just those details which are relevant to subsequent events. We got ready for our descent, putting on our striped working clothes and rubber boots. Then it was announced that we had to line up in the

yard, or, in case of bad weather, in the dining room, at 12.30 p.m. The names of those in the shift were read out by Sergeant Jozsef Szabo, and the number of prisoners in the shift was decided by him. This number was between 100-120 in shaft No. 12 for each shift. I did not know then that I would become the prisoner most hated and persecuted by the guards and inspectors, while I became a trusted and beloved friend to all the real political prisoners. Anyway, this was the greatest distinction for me later on.
 (
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)On all the shifts, there was one prisoner driver, who was the third-in-charge; our third-in-charge was Vilmos Matko, who was also one of the camp's best-known informers. The prisoners beat him up several times, and they would not accept him in any of the dormitories. He lived in the waiting room of the surgery for a while. Ile reported remorselessly on his fellow prisoners.
We got off in shaft No. 9, after two guards searched everyone as we stepped through the door. We crowded into the shaft-house till the elevator transported us, 16 at a time, to another shaft. This shaft was a tunnel, 400 yards long, which led under the mountain to shaft No. 12. The end of this tunnel, and another shorter tunnel, which reached the technical territory of shaft No. 12, were connected by a wooden bridge on high stilts. This bridge was. closed in on both sides by triple wire netting, and on top of these fences wire netting was strung across too, so that this bridge looked like the exit cage of wild animals. Above the shaft entrance stood a sentry tower from where guards, their machine guns pointed at the bridge, watched the prisoners march past. There were numerous electric lamps and searchlights installed on this wooden bridge, and in the evenings, it was flooded with light as bright as day. This exit cage was about 80 yards long. Passing through the second tunnel, we arrived at the lamp-distributing chamber, where everyone was issued with one "CEAG" miner's lamp, as shaft No. 12 also had pressurised air. Opposite the exit of the second tunnel there was another sentry tower; the duty of the guard there was to watch the pit house and the tunnel also. The whole area of the shaft was surrounded by double wire-netting. To go to shaft No. 13 you had to get off here, also, its entrance lay next to the lamp-distributing chamber. Then we waited in double files at the entrance of the elevator to descend. During our descent the guard counted us again. The elevator took the 16 of us 1,200 feet down the shaft in 2 minutes, and on our first descent we were pretty well shaken up. Alighting from the elevator, we went to a chamber, where we were allotted to our places in the mine, and here, sitting down on the air pipes, we waited for the arrival of a civilian miner, who was absolute ruler over us in the mine. What work was allotted to each of us, depended on him. Unfortunately, I was allotted to the western coalfields, where Lorinc Szax drove the political prisoners mercilessly and Janos Vig, Szax's brother-in-law, who also had many cruelties on his conscience.
We arrived at the bottom of the pit, and all those prisoners who had worked there before went straight to their jobs, and then the allotment of the newly arrived work force began. Taking into consideration my obviously weak condition, I was allotted to truck number 5, to act as a hooker; here one of my fellow prisoners showed me my duty, and with these instructions the incessant work started, which, although it was not very hard work, still made me very tired, as it is much more difficult to work under thin air conditions, than in the fresh air. Our fellow prisoners were very helpful to us in our work.
For two weeks, till November 1st, I worked in this position. After finishing our work at about 9.45 p.m., we lined up in twos and waited for our ascent. Arriving at ground-level, we returned our lamps to the lamp distributing chamber, and then started our return journey to the elevator through the shorter tunnel, and the bridge, and then the long tunnel: At the camp they gave us our cards after each of us was called by name. These they took away from us at the beginning of our daily work. On this small card, which was the size of a visiting card, our name and number were recorded. There was a cement trough, where we washed our muddy gumboots clean, then, after getting undressed, we put our wooden slippers on and ran to the bathroom. This bathroom was situated between barrack No. 5 and the laundry; it was far too small for the number of men that came up from shiftwork. Dirty, but hot water flowed through only 8 showers. Everyone hurried with his shower, but the men could hardly squeeze

by each other. After our baths we ate our meagre evening meal. It was already midnight, or half past, by the time we reached our beds, and I fell exhausted onto my bed of straw.
The number of prisoners in the camp was between 900-1,000 at this time. The political prisoners worked in shafts Nos. 9, 14, and 12, while the rest were allotted to ground level work in the kitchen, store rooms, smithy, carpenter, tailor, bootmaker and hairdressing workshops, or in the laundry, boiler room, offices or bricklaying works. The work-force of the three shifts numbered 300. First of all the prisoner-miners descended into shaft No. 12, then into shaft No. 14 and lastly into shaft No. 9, which meant in practice, that we were kept busy from half-past twelve till midnight, when we retired. Shaft No. 9 was the best, as those who worked it, descended at 1.30, and they were back at the camp by 10 o'clock, taking their showers. We awakened at 8 or 9 in the morning, but stayed in bed till noon; we hardly had time to recover from the fatigue of work, when the loudspeakers announced that "those working in shaft No. 12 should line up." We had no time free for ourselves at all.
The shifts alternated weekly. After morning shift, the night shift followed, and then afternoon shift. The morning shift workers were awakened at dawn (3.30), they started out at 4.30 a.m., and their work in the mines began at 6 o'clock. The night shift left the camp at 8.30 p.m., so that they could relieve the workers of the previous shift at 10 p.m. The miners in shaft No. 12 worked 11 hours altogether, counting the time they spent descending and ascending, consequently we could never refresh ourselves completely. After I was allotted a permanent job I was placed in barrack No. 3, dormitory No. 2, among my friends. We had to have an extraordinary strong willpower to overcome the original difficulties, but as it will become evident later on, this willpower had to be increased even more.
On November 1st, I began my nightshift. The mine engineer read out everyone's new position. I was placed in the fore-cutting, amongst a group of "coalers". The cutting foreman was a real Communist civilian, who loved only to make men work, but he himself did not like to. The heart-shaped shovel was heavy enough without any coal on it, but when the shovel was filled it weighed 20 lbs. even with the light coal.
In the one shift we filled 10-15 trucks, each one carrying 7 cwt. I was coming on well, until I had an argument with the mine engineer, who out of spite put me into the worst position, and from then on I had to do the transporting work on level 167. This level 167 was a winding transport track, on which we had to transport the coal mined by the group in the trucks. Of course we supplied the empty trucks for them, too. Between the rails flowed water that reached above our ankles, and we had to walk in this water all day long. On the ceiling of the cutting many beams were broken, and they brushed against the top of the trucks. Even to walk there on foot was dangerous, and hazardous to our health. How much more so, when the trucks were loaded and running down the track. The length of this ghostly track was about 200 yards. All my fellow workers were young men. Going down the sloping tracks we had to brake all the way, otherwise the full trucks ran too fast. We hung our lamps on the top of the trucks, because the cutting was in complete darkness, and the lamps shed a ghostly illumination over the trucks, which we had to follow at a run. By the end of the day we were wet to well over our knees. On this track there were three 90 degree bends, and through these we had to lead the trucks, otherwise they would jump the rails. The rails were also in bad repair, and only through a good knowledge of the track, and with great care could we avoid overturning the fast trucks, not to mention the fact that there was an ever-present danger to our lives. Once, the top of a truck caught the broken timber in the ceiling of the cutting, and such a breakaway occurred that could have buried the transporter, or pierced his eye, or hit him on the head. The beams brushed the coal from the full truck into the face of the man. The filled truck, which weighed 10 cwt. gross and jumped the rails, had to be put back onto the rails by human hands. I do not need to tell you in detail what efforts this operation demanded from us, but even to push up the empty truck, which weighed 2-3 cwt. on the sloping tracks required extraordinary exertion on our part. Also nearly all the wheels of the trucks did not turn properly, as they needed oiling, and our eyes

bulged from this effort, till we managed at last to push the trucks up the rising tracks. One also needed to have legs of iron to do this sort of work. But besides all these unpleasant working conditions, we were driven to even greater output, and were constantly threatened with disciplinary punishments. Very often I could hardly lift up my feet from sheer exhaustion.
 (
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)Only the hope of our monthly visiting day kept my spirits up; although I only weighed 112 lbs., I started to do my work with renewed energy, every time I thought about the impending visiting day. We could not even rest undisturbed in the camp in our free time, as they took us to work twice a week in the camp before our descent, so that we set off into the mine already dog tired.
On the second Sunday in November, my mother arrived to visit me, and we were allowed to talk to each other for one hour. Before entering the dining room, where we were allowed to talk to the visitors, we were searched in the guard's room. The relatives sat on one side of the table, while the prisoner, dressed in striped clothes, sat at the other side. Guards moved among us all the time and listened to our talk. Although we could not touch each other, my mother quickly passed a bag of chocolates into my hand when the guard was looking the other way. These I hid in my rubber boots at once. At times it also happened that we could talk of everything as the guard did not take any notice at all.
        With sorrowful heart I listened to the sad life my mother had lived since our arrest. In the middle of winter she was evicted from her house. She travelled to Budapest, where she starved for days and slept in railway waiting rooms. She had absolutely no news of us for six months, and she thought that both of us had been executed, till at last, she saw me in the window of my cell in Marko-Street from the Attorney's Office. She managed to secure a position as a housemaid in Budapest, and so she earned her living. She was on the move all the time now. She travelled to see my brother at Varpalota, and then to see me in Csolnok. She never murmured, and she always tried to reassure us. She never missed out on our visiting day. She came in rain, snow or frost. She deprived herself of everything, and supported us with her meagre earnings. She never showed her sorrows and worries, hid all her sufferings within herself, and she cared for her two prisoner sons with a courageous and persevering mother love for many a long year. She is a really great lady, worthy of her ancestors. Everyone who knew her respected and loved her.
With our conversation coming to an end we said good bye to each other. I stepped calmly and determinedly before the searching guard, who only searched my clothing and not my rubber boots, so that I came out of this with flying colours. Although the chocolates got a bit crushed in my boots, this did not disturb my friends in the least when we sat down to enjoy this delicacy we had not had for such a long time. It was Sunday, and at last I could rest to my liking.
On the Monday morning I was inspecting the transporting tracks, when suddenly I had a very bold idea. A serious breakdown in this cutting, where all the timbers were broken and in a hazardous condition, would not be too obvious. On the first 90 degree bend a good opportunity presented itself. I decided that I would cause a sit down shift this day. I realised that I had a very effective weapon in my hands, which, as I saw it, I could use with effect, as here I could cause a breakdown whenever I wished. There were five of us transporting on this track, and we started off about 20-30 yards behind each other. I walked with the first truck. About 70 yards from our starting point an excellent opportunity for breakage presented itself. I let the 10 cwt. loaded truck go full speed against the broken corner timbers of the bend and 10 yards in front of the actual bend I let the truck go, so that it would not fall on me and bury me. There was a loud report, then a muffled rumble shook the air. The ceiling fell off on a 3 yards stretch, completely blocking the transport track. I hurried back to report the breakage to the cutter foreman, while my fellow miners smiled happily at me. After a short while, the foreman came back with a long face saying, "I told Lorinc to have these timbers repaired, now here it is, the whole thing has fallen off and we can't work. Just today, we might have even filled 50 trucks." Then another miner started to lament: "Here is all this coal and we can't load the trucks, we might have loaded 40 of them today." I looked very innocent, so no one thought to blame me. I did not confide my secret to anyone,
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which meant, practically, that my nine fellow miners could sleep in peace during our shift. Poor souls, at least they could have a good rest, I thought to myself, and from these 90 truckloads of coal there will be no chemicals made for the Russians. I only had one disturbing feeling that if it had been a really bad breakage, we might have been trapped in the mine. But in spite of that, we bedded down in some straw and had a good sleep, although the air was very stale, as there was no ventilation whatsoever. By the end of our shift, the breakage had been repaired enough for us to be set free after being completely sealed off for seven hours, and we ascended from the mine. We had rested well. Miner Szax and "Slavedriver" Szabo started to abuse and threaten me, but the foreman took my part. This was my first action in the mine, and it was followed by many more similar incidents. Of course, all of them happened "accidentally". I was glad that, although I was a "lifer" political prisoner, a few things still depended on me. If I could do anything against Communism, I did it gladly, and with conviction. Here I had plenty of opportunities for it. One had only to be bold.
Whoever could do so had asked to be placed in a different position from this track, which was murderously detrimental to our health. I "worked" here for eight months, till I destroyed the tracks. Every day I ascended with my trousers wet on my body, and it frequently happened in winter that my trousers froze on me by the time I arrived in camp. My joints felt the consequences of this, yet I felt that somehow I paid back all the sufferings.
After this successful day I thought hard all the afternoon how I could further hinder the delivery of the coal. I had a few good ideas — destroying the tools, keeping up smaller and larger breakages, etc. I acted in the deepest secrecy, although, in the end, they suspected something, but of course they had no proof. Being careful not to be seen by anyone, I made it the rule to cause a small breakage one or twice a week. I did this with my braking pole and quickly disappeared from the scene. Most of the time I "repaired" some of the broken timbers, which caused a couple of truckfuls of stone and earth rubble to fall onto the tracks, and this delayed the delivery of the coal for a few hours. Of course, these delays were at the expense of production, while we rested peacefully. Although miner Szax disturbed us at times, shouting, "You dirty fascists, you are sabotaging again." He stuttered with mortification, when I answered him: "Don't you shout at us, you Communist," then he jumped in front of me threatening that he would break my skull with his lamp. To this I answered smilingly: "All slavedrivers like you ought to be hanged." From then on we talked to each other in this pleasant way, and he often threatened that he would return me to the prison at Maria Nosztra. "Then I would be rid of this dirty mine," I would reply happily. I knew that he could not place me into a worse position in the mine, as shaft No. 12 was the worst. I dreaded Maria Nosztra, so I showed my delight when he mentioned it, and then I could be sure that I would stay in this place. In this respect I was confirmed by the words of Sergeant Szabo: "You shall die here, you dirty capitalist. We shall make you work as long as you have breath in your body." I just laughed at them when they said things like that.
Among the civilian miners, there were many who had been misled, and they were Communists only to gain by it. Whenever I had a little spare time I talked to them. It was easy to show them that they did not earn enough for their hard work. Soon I became well known among the civilians, as they knew that I spoke the truth. The Communist Regime was always increasing their norm, and with the increase, the earnings of the miners decreased. I talked to them often, and I could be proud of the results achieved. There were several civilian miners, who went down to the mines only to sleep. I referred to the following wages and their buying power. The wages of a miner, working on the maintenance of the mines, were between 900-1,400 Forints a month, while those miners, working on the actual coalmining, received between 1,200-2,000 Forints a month. Only a very few privileged miners reached 3,000 Forints a month. These incomes decreased steadily as the norm was raised, while at the same time, according to 1955-56 reports, a medium grade men's suit cost 1,200 Forints, and a pair of men’s' shoes cost 500 Forints, while the upkeep of one person with food and lodging for one month cost 700-800 Forints. The majority of the miners received under 1,500 Forints. All this pointed to a low standard
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of living, not to mention the fact that a miner could only perform his hard work if he had a plentiful supply of food.
Arriving one morning in the mine for the morning shift, we experienced a dangerous thing. A shaft fire broke out. One of the coal walls caught fire and was smouldering. In our pit a thick carbon-dioxide smoke cloud was present, which if breathed in, would cause severe headache and mild poisoning. We waited for the instructions of the mine engineer, as under these conditions it was quite impossible to work. Miner Szax arrived and after conferring with the collier, he announced that work would cease while the fire was burning, and instead, he ordered one trench that led the water into the cutting to be cleaned out. Considering that he wanted this work done by us, the transporters, I simply but most decidedly, refused to do it. He threatened me, and called me a saboteur and agitator, to which I answered: "The mining laws specify that all work has to cease while fire and smoke in the shaft would fatally, endanger the lives of the workers. Tell me, have you no conscience at all, to make the political prisoners work under these conditions, even if you don't regard them as human beings? Did you ever think about the possibility of the failure of the Communist Regime?" My fellow prisoners did not talk so calmly, their heads were spinning with pain, their eyes were running from smoke, and they called Szax names, among others "murderer". Janos Vig also came along on hearing the great commotion, and told Szax: "You can't make the men work in these circumstances". Szax looked in front of him for a while, thinking, then he suddenly ran away. Janos Vig appointed us to do some other work. He put me on the large cutting as a transporter, where I worked under better conditions. When the shift work finished and we returned to the camp, I went to the doctor at once and he gave me some medicine for gas-poisoning.
In the middle of December some drunken guards beat up one prisoner in the shaft, as he was returning from work. His wounds had to be attended to in the doctor's surgery. This new atrocity committed by the Communist assassins roused the indignation of all prisoners in the concentration camp, so that the shift workers, just ready to descend, unanimously refused to work on either of the three shifts. By this action, we wanted to protest against this villainous treatment. We wanted to make an end to all further terror. In spite of the repeated demands of the loudspeaker, or the begging of the officers at first, then their threatening, no one was inclined to descend into the shaft. All the occupants of the camp went on a general strike, to the amazement of the whole district. We, the prisoners, deprived of all our rights, had the courage to demand satisfaction for the beating up of our fellow prisoner, if work was rewarded this way in the Communist Regime. To demonstrate, we stood in silent groups in the yards. The Commander ordered out the guards and asked for troops from Budapest, while the guards tried to herd the men from the yard back into the barracks.
After a few hours the troops arrived, consisting of officers of the A.V.H. under the leadership of an A.V.H. Colonel. To get an impression of the prisoners' mood, they went around every barrack, then they ordered all those due to descend, into the dining-room. My fellow prisoners were hesitant at first, and only after long delays did they consent to obey the order. I started towards the dining-room in one of the groups, but guards barred our way. They did not want us in force to present our case. They let only one small group at a time into the dining-room.
The Colonel asked the men first, then he threatened them, and when all this showed no result, he promised them that he would punish and replace those men guilty of the beating, if only the workers for the next shift would descend. Hearing this promise, the men began to go down, actually only because our strike was now pointless, and we had seemingly got satisfaction by his promise, although we knew that the Colonel's every word was a lie. All the workers from the three shifts went down, but no one did any work.
The strike was followed by a terrible retaliation. All those fellow prisoners who did not belong to the shifts that had to go down, but were still lectured by the Colonel in the dining-room, were arrested and put into prison.
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Anticipating that our friends would be charged with rioting, and transported to a disciplinary prison, we smuggled some food-stuff among their belongings. Unfortunately, our presumption proved to be correct, for their belongings were packed by the guards, and they were all transported to the political prison at Maria Nosztra. We notified their relatives in letters smuggled out, so that they could send their December parcel to Maria Nosztra in time, as a parcel there was worth gold. There were no other miners' strikes of such magnitude at that time, and even if our strike lasted for only a short time, the falling out of three full shifts caused considerable loss to the Communists. They suffered the loss of at least 600-700 truckloads of coal.
Since our courageous strike, the civilian miners looked upon us with the greatest respect, and our example weakened the ideological faith of many inveterate Communists. I may add that the Colonel naturally did not keep his promise, but this was no news to us, for we knew, from sad personal experience, that the promises of the Communists are only lies. Since all wonders last only three days, the excited mood of the camp was replaced by the spirit of Christmas, but because of the retaliation, the output on all three shifts decreased.
The Catholic priests (as there were no others), tried to call to the minds of their fellow prisoners the happy and free Christmas Feasts, so that their Christmas Devotion would be strengthened by it. Work never ceased here. At Christmas, only a smaller number of men descended into the shafts to perform maintenance work. Here, they observed no Sundays or Feast-days, every day was just a plain working day. Luckily, I worked on the morning shift, so I could take part in the festivities, which the prisoners put on in all the barracks. The Christmas programme consisted of a short speech, and the singing of Christmas Carols. Then, Christmas wishes were exchanged, and after that, everyone retired to celebrate his own Christmas. Our thoughts flew homeward, and everyone celebrated the Birth of the Messiah at home, in the circle of his loved ones. But everyone's heart was filled. with sorrow also. Fathers wondered if the little family, left without the breadwinner, would have enough bread and a warm home, winter clothes and a Christmas tree, and if there was enough money left to buy some Christmas presents for the little ones. Or would those little hands reach out for bread and Christmas presents in vain? How long would the young partners bear, faithfully, the humiliations, the privations and sufferings. He, who had already spent nine, eight, seven or six, five, four, three or two Christmas Eves in dark prisons still had love in his heart. Oh yes, there is still hope left. The sad reality is the eight, ten or twelve, and fifteen years, or even the life sentence. Who would help his family, except God? No one! These two words cut into our hearts like daggers.
I was also very indignant at the strike retaliations, as two of my political prisoner friends were transported to the disciplinary prison. I expressed my indignation by causing several smaller breakages and smashing some rail tracks. Even the natural forces were our allies, as breakages occurred daily. The swelling of the sodden sleepers and the overhead pressure ruined all timbers. In case of danger to life, the mine laws had several decisive instructions. "You must not work under faulty timbers, and must not walk under such, until they are repaired." But the greediness of the Communist mine management knew no limits. We were driven mercilessly under the dangerous timbers, even for a few truckloads of coal. Often we had to push with our backs those trucks that got stuck in the cutting. They brushed against the woodwork and got stuck in the cutting. This work would have been too much even for beasts of burden. About this time the output of each shift decreased to 8-10 truckloads instead of the usual 70-90. We were not afraid, but still we pushed the trucks with closed eyes, for seeing the cutting made cold shivers run down the spine of even the bravest men.
During one morning shift, Chief Engineers Novak, Berces and Szoke, and other members of the management, were inspecting the cutting, when the rumble of a faraway breakage shattered the air. Trembling with fear, they retreated. I was just passing by with my truck and I shouted to them indignantly, "You murderous slave-drivers, can't you see that it is very dangerous to make us work here? Aren't you afraid that one day God will bring the mine crashing down
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on you?" After a few days the mine did fall in on Berces, but he was very lucky, as he escaped with only a broken leg. "God does not punish with the rod." In spite of all that, this section of the shaft was closed only after a few days. They tortured us there till then, but I made them pay for it. The cutting became completely unworkable for several weeks, which meant the loss of some 150 truckloads of coal. Several gangs of maintenance workers were engaged to repair the cutting, and used up a lot of the precious exportable mine timber for the construction of the shoring, such was the damage I inflicted. From then on I "worked" also on other sections, but with much less success, but even this way they lost by putting me in shifts nearly every Sunday. They made me clean the cuttings, but most of the time I did not work at all, but destroyed many tools used by the group, so that on Monday morning at the start men had to stay idle for hours because of lack of tools. When I had finished my mission in complete secrecy, I bedded down in an unused cutting and slept till the shift ended. At last they cancelled my Sunday shifts, as I could not show any working results. Once Sergeant Kabarc wanted to start legal proceedings against me on a charge of sabotage, as I slept during working hours, but as he did not have any proof, the case did not eventuate. Sergeant Jozsef Szabo called for me several times also, but as he could not furnish any proof either, he only reprimanded me. After I became free again, I learnt that they harmed me where it hurt me most.
I injured my hand, and I suspected bone fracture, so they took me to Dorog to the Miners' Hospital for X-ray. One orderly, who was known in the camp as "Professor", accompanied me there. My injury occurred when I fell in the shaft and hurt my wrist so badly that it swelled to double its size, and because of the severe pain I concluded that it must have been fractured. For several days I could not go to work, and at last I requested the management's civilian doctor, Dr. Liptak, to have my hand X-rayed.
Dr. Liptak ordered my hand to be X-rayed to the great indignation of the "Professor", but for security reasons I was not told until just before we left for the hospital. The "Professor" stamped and swore in his anger, because I arrived late in the guard room. Here they handcuffed me to another fellow prisoner, who was also being taken to the hospital. My injured arm was in a sling, the other in shackles. We started off, accompanied by the "Professor" and an armed guard, to the bus stop in Csolnok. The "Professor" was in a hurry, and he kicked me on our way several times. I stopped every time he kicked me and looked at this fat man with flashing eyes. He in turn nearly burst with rage, because I stopped instead of hurrying on. I did not say one word to him on our way, which only increased his rage. We missed the bus. We were all hot. Perspiration ran down the fat "Professor's" face, his eyes were bloodshot and bulged every time he looked at me. In spite of my pain I could not help laughing out aloud when I looked at his face. When he heard me laugh, the "Professor's" face turned purple, and he hissed at me, gnashing his teeth: "It was not enough that we missed the bus because of him, but now he laughs at me, this dirty lout. Just wait till we return to camp, I will get even with you. If your hand is not broken, then I shall kick you and chase you down the shaft to work, or I shall lock you up in gaol. Now we can walk to Dorog, you mean Fascist. Just laugh, I will cheer you up yet."
We started to walk to Dorog, which was about 5 miles out of the town. This meant a nice outing on this pleasant, sunny, spring day, and the walk pleased me in spite of my present condition. With steady, calm steps we proceeded to the small mining centre, the two guards at our heels. Passing through Csolnok, we had many spectators, although the inhabitants of this town were used to such spectacles. The ladies waved to us affectionately; the men lifted their hats in respectful greeting to these two political prisoners in striped clothes; thus did they manifest their sympathy toward us. It pleased us greatly, this manifestation of respect and kindness, but it certainly did not please our "Professor". We walked through the streets in Dorog and the market place, and here in this small township everyone admired our prison uniform and handcuffs, too.
In the surgery of the Miners' Hospital, our handcuffs were removed. The doctor in charge examined my hand and said: "Even if it was not fractured, you would have to rest it for eight days at least, and apply a poultice to it
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	frequently." I was standing by myself near the open window of the room, as the others were busy at a desk further away. In my three years of prison life this was my very first opportunity to escape. We were on the first floor and by jumping out of the window, one could reach the ground safely, with a bit of luck, and after that, by running fast, one could gain some ground. But the clothes! The striped uniform kept me from jumping, although I was tempted very much by this opportunity, which was the first, and might have been the last one for me. In spite of my uniform I might have attempted to escape if we had been on the outskirts of the town. In a split second I weighed the possibilities of my position. They led me to the X-ray room, where they took the X-ray picture; the bones were all intact, but my wrist was badly bruised.
Our "Professor" began to threaten me while we were still in the hospital. "Just wait till we return to the camp. To trick us this way and being so cheeky on top of it." I did not reply, but was very happy indeed that my wrist was not fractured after all. My fellow prisoner had his X-ray taken too, then we were handcuffed together once more, and off we went to the bus stop, where we were led into the waiting-room. There the "Professor" put us in the care of the guard, while he went to an inn to soothe his anger.
My fellow-prisoner felt sorry for me already, imagining the consequences of the "Professor's" anger, but luck was on my side and the "Professor" had to swallow his anger. This stupid man, out of petty stupidity, handed the conductor, one unused, and one used ticket. The guard looked at him questioningly, whereupon he explained to the guard that they could share the money from the tickets. Before he realised his mistake I was already smiling at him ironically, which made him flush, then, he wanted to start a pleasant conversation with me, but only my fellow prisoner answered him. He knew that I did not wish to talk to him. At last, turning to me, he announced, "Your hand will soon be alright again, and then you can work. You are lucky indeed that it was not broken." Which meant, of course, that I would not have any unpleasantness, if only I would keep quiet too. All of a sudden he became very considerate, and cordially returned the civilians' greetings, which were meant for us, really. Not just for eight, but for ten days the professor did not let me go to work down the shaft, but even so my hand did not heal completely, so that I informed our foreman that I could perform only lighter work with my injured hand. Janos Vig sent me back to my old position, which I refused. "If you won't go there to work, you can go to gaol," replied Janos Vig, and at once Jozsef Szabo, who was also present, escorted me and another fellow prisoner to the camp, and took us before the Commander of the Camp. The Commander, Lieutenant Kiliti, sentenced both of us to 20 days restricted gaol sentence, on a charge of refusing to work. After they searched us, we were put in gaol in cell No. 1. This was the worst cell. From the wall that faced the yard, water dribbled down constantly, -which made the floor rotten, and this odour mingled strongly with the odour of the toilet. There was nothing in the cell, except a bucket. We shivered, as the air in the cell was very damp. About 9 or 10 o'clock in the evening they passed one wooden bunk and one blanket to each person in the cell. The cell was in complete darkness. The gaol had 4 such cells, and sometimes there were five persons crowding in each, although the size of the cell was 6' x 9'. There was complete fasting every second day, and on all the other days we received only half rations. So out of the 20 days, on 10 days we had absolutely nothing to eat, and received altogether only 5 days' food ration.
One of my cell mates in gaol had been sentenced for life on a charge of killing Russian troops. On a farm near Cegled two soldiers of the Red Army tried to rape the cell-mate's mother and sister. With the help of his father and uncle, he managed to kill the two soldiers, and then buried the corpses. For this manslaughter, which they committed from righteous indignation, his uncle was executed, and he and his father were both sentenced for life. This farmer boy withstood the maddening sufferings very well. He was a pleasant cell-mate. Both of us were released from gaol on the same day. When they let us out of the 
dark cell and we stepped into the bright daylight, faint with hunger, I lay half-blinded in the semi-dark barracks for hours, till my eyes got used to the light again. Only after this could I go out into the yard to breathe some fresh air. Those just released from gaol were fed by those who worked in the kitchen. On
	that very same day I had to descend into the shaft, where I was put mercilessly to work on the "Death-track".
Without a murmur I accepted my position, for I knew that this was my job. The cutting was very badly broken again, so that I had plenty of opportunities to cause small breakages. I started work with new high spirits, and slowly my strength returned, although in the beginning I felt much weaker than when I was brought here from Maria Nosztra. When I thought that I could not stand it any longer, I remembered Julika's motto, "Have courage and faith, and hope in the future." On this occasion I could picture her pretty smiling face in my mind, and I could hear her voice say: "Yes, I shall come and visit you." This thought always renewed my strength and gave me courage. It was already two months since I had last written to her, asking her to forget me forever, but first come and see me just once more. I did this in view of my life sentence, as I did not want to spoil her youth with my insecure future. But I loved her very much, though I never expressed my feelings to anybody. I never received a reply to this letter. But later on, after my liberation, I was informed that the prison management never forwarded my letters addressed to Julika.
The mining board of directors took revenge on me for my anti-communist statements, which I made whenever I met any members of the directorate. They transferred me to a three-feet high coal cutting, where I was supposed to work lying down all day long. I refused to work there, although my other position was even worse than that. The foreman put me on level 163 as a punishment, to transport the coal from group No. 28. Only those men worked here who were persecuted even in prison by the Communists. The track of the cutting was very steep, airless and humid. We worked, dressed only in our underpants, yet even so we had to remove and empty our gumboots frequently, as they were filled with our perspiration. The fully loaded trucks gathered such speed on the steep tracks that we could not follow them, even if we ran after them. We hung on to a handle on the back of the truck and let ourselves be carried by it, often our bodies swung in the air like flags. Only with the utmost exertion were we able to push the empty trucks back, while we were constantly gasping for air. The air in the cutting was so short of oxygen, and such was the heat, that perspiration ran down our bodies in streams, even if we sat motionless. After each bend we lay down on the sleepers exhausted, the temperature ranged about 90 degrees Fahrenheit.
Everyone tried to escape from this position, where I worked for 6 months. But it was not only this shaft that had such difficult positions to work in; shafts No. 9 and 14 also had similar ones. The workers of shaft. No. 14, for example, had to descend on a long steep shaft, which was made so slippery by the ice in winter, that the men fell flat on their faces at nearly every step. At the end of their shift, they had to ascend along the same steep way, already exhausted by their day's work. Those who worked in the southern mines had to walk 3-4 miles to their working place, stooped, and there they had to shovel the coal lying down from the very low cutting, and working on the transporting tracks was plain torture. In this shaft, choke-damp poisoning occurred frequently. In shaft No. 9 frequent mine fires made the air quite unbearable, and constant headaches bothered the workers there. The prisoners performed their inhumanly hard work on the transporting tracks of the "Legionnaires," for here water trickled down constantly from overhead, and only in heavy-duty raincoats with hoods on could they labour. Prisoners were punished by allotting them to this work. That is why they were called "Legionnaires". In those shafts where there was an acute danger from water, the pumps were worked all day long. In the year 1944 during a mine flood, 9 lives were lost and the bodies of seven were recovered only recently. Also, in this shaft, two fellow prisoners were crushed to death by the elevator, while one young prisoner was run over and killed by a runaway truck. But in shafts No. 12 and 14 there also occurred a number of fatal accidents. In shaft No. 12 two civilian miners died after they became dizzy and fell from a great height. On level 167, where I worked for a long time too, one civilian and one prisoner miner were buried under the broken timbers. My fellow-prisoner was killed instantly and the civilian was maimed for life. One of our fellow-prisoners met his death in the barracks bathroom while cleaning his teeth. The cause of death was complete exhaustion from hard work. Nearly every day
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there were injuries in mining accidents; broken legs or arms, or broken fingers, often we had to "mine" the men from under the coal or dirt that fell on them. Once I was struck by such a fall, but as I lay on the ground I pushed myself clear, and luckily, I escaped serious injury — only my back was scratched by a falling beam. The mining management was interested only in coal, they did not bother about maintenance work. Besides, the prisoners' safety and bodily wellbeing was the least of their worries. That might have had some bearing on the numerous accidents. The mining laws were on the paper only.
For the abovementioned atrocities, the following Communist members of the mine management were responsible. Chief engineer Novak, foremen Berces and Szoke, Jozsef Kerenyi, chief miner in the western coalfields; Marosvolgyi, chief miner in the eastern coalfields, miners Klebus, Penzes, Gyurcso, Janos Pallagi, Lorinc Szax and Janos Vig. They were those who regarded us as inferior slaves and behaved like slave-drivers. They were all trusted members of the A.V.H., and as a result of their reports we were often put in gaol. Even the civilian miners despised them.
Lieutenant Baranyai of the A.V.H., the detective in the concentration camp, listened secretly to the conversation of miners during working hours, but there were also a few informers among the civilians. Peter Weber, a 60-year-old miner, eavesdropped constantly, and made his reports to Baranyai periodically. There were also several petty criminals put among us, who reported nearly all attempted escape bids and denounced the political prisoners. These petty criminal informers filled several prisoner positions; they did not do any manual work and enjoyed different privileges. The so-called prisoner commander of the concentration camp and the third- in-charge, all worked, with the exception of just a few, for the A.V.H., but even those persons in confidential positions were mostly informers, who worked against the political prisoners. The best known persons who worked against the political prisoners were: Birkas Dobos, wife-murderer, ex-officer of the A.V.H., Karoly Biro, also an ex-officer of the A.V.H., Takacs, who also had a position with the A.V.H., Gyula Cziffra, ex-communist officer, Vilmos Matko, Gyorgy Fogarasi, Nandor Szamocseta, Laszlo Matrai and a certain person, known by the name of Pliha.
In the middle of the spring of 1955, a very daring, and highly successful escape took place. My fellow prisoners lined up for their night shift work in shaft No. 12, when two men suddenly sprang out of line, jumped over the high barbed wire fence, then disappeared into the darkness. There was a big search organised for them in the district, but their escape was well carried out, and after a few days, they sent a message through the free western-world broadcasting system, telling of their escape. The whole camp prayed for the success of the escape of these two men, and for their safe arrival, which we heard of through the civilian miners, and we were greatly relieved. What a grand feeling it must have been for them, to step into the free world, after suffering so much in prisons. One had served seven years, the other four years, of their sentences. This could be appreciated only by those, who similarly, have endured the sufferings of prisons.
Not every escape bid succeeded and unfortunately several had tragic consequences. Encouraged by this successful escape bid, many tried it also during this spring and summer. One young fellow prisoner, who worked with the bricklayers, escaped, but he ran in vain toward the free world. He was caught in his pursuers' dragnet and called upon to stop. To keep on running was hopeless, as the police force and the A.V.H. detachment in the whole district was mobilised, so our friend stopped, and with his hands raised, gave himself up. Then suddenly, aimed at the clear outline of the striped prison clothes, a gun was fired by one murderous communist A.V.H. man, and our fellow prisoner fell to the ground, dead. So the constitution of the United Nations was stained once more by the blood that flowed from this fatal wound. They could have recaptured our fellow prisoner without any difficulty, as he obeyed the order to stop, yet these communist louts chose irregular and lawless murder instead. But this was typical of them! Placing the bloodstained corpse on a stretcher, they brought it into the camp, as in a victory march, so that the "Professor" could kick at it, swearing as he did so, and with this act dishonour the dead. Not only the whole camp, but even the population of the whole district, became very indignant and pro-
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tested against this terrible murder, and protests were also expressed in broadcasts from the free world. This murder in the concentration camp at Csolnok will not be forgotten, as the occupants will remember it forever. Not long after this incident, during another escape bid, they shot at our fellow prisoner without warning, but luckily this shot did not prove fatal.
Our "Professor", swearing vehemently, kicked this victim repeatedly. During this high escape bid fever, some of our fellow prisoners were accused of planning to escape by the inhuman informers, and they were put in gaol and tortured for weeks, although they were quite innocent.
One Saturday evening, when the stars were shining brightly, I thought what a pleasant evening it must be in Paris, London, and in the whole free world, whose citizens would not be at work at this time, but spending their evenings in a leisurely way, and enjoying their freedom in amusements. They would be eating and drinking, dancing or making love, going to the pictures, theatres or circus performances, playing roulette or card games. I did not envy them, not even in my mind. On the contrary, I was happy for them, that there was a world where people lived in freedom and enjoyed life. But, do they realise what danger lies in wait for them if they look indifferently, and inactively, at the efforts of Communism? Do they know about the concentration camps at Csolnok, Varpalota and Tatabanya, where there are no holidays and Sundays, and the accusing procession in striped clothes starts off for the night shift? Do they know that in Hungary thousands and thousands sacrificed their freedom, their wealth and their domestic happiness for the ideals of liberty? I could tell a lot more of all the things they know nothing about, and may God spare them from learning all about it through their own personal experience. Deep in suchlike thoughts, I crossed the bridge with its cage-like appearance, to play my part on that murderous transport track. On the stage of life there are many different roles, and to us in the 20th Century were given the roles of slaves.
Chief miner Kerenyi, who treated the prisoners very off-handedly and more and more impertinently as time passed, met a challenge in one of the men. One young "legionnaire" chased him out of the cutting with a fire-dog. We named this young Hungarian, who had served in the French Foreign Legion, "Little Bull". During the battles in Vietnam, he was taken prisoner by the Communists and suffered there for two years. At last, the Vietnamese granted an amnesty to the prisoners of war, and deported them all according to their nationality. This "Little Bull" arrived on the frontier of Hungary after travelling through China and the Soviet Union, with a few of his companions. There, detectives of the A.V.H. were already waiting for them, and no matter how loudly they protested and referred to the amnesty they had received in Vietnam, they were brought to court on charges of illegally crossing the frontier, and taking part in armed combats against Communist troops, and were sentenced to 5-10 years in prison.
Instead of Jozsef Szabo, who was placed in another shaft because of his drunkenness, we were escorted on our descents by Sergeant Jozsef Nagy. We called him "The Rat". Many prisoners were put in gaol because of him, myself for one. Among the civilian miners there were several with more human feelings, who brought the papers every day, so that we could read them too. For our benefit they listened to foreign broadcasting and reported international happenings, so that we were well informed; we discussed the news with those fellow prisoners who knew something of politics, and these discussions meant a lot to us. In our camp we read not only the papers that were brought into the mine but we managed to get hold of some small pamphlets, printed like newspapers and distributed by the Western Powers. I smuggled the papers in my gumboots. About this time we had a couple of hours a day, free, which we spent sunbaking.
Choke-damp poisoning occurred in shaft No. 14 more frequently now. It occurred with different symptoms. Sometimes, people affected by it had crying or laughing fits. Sometimes, they brought up my fellow prisoners suffering from it in groups, supporting each other. On one occasion Sergeant Sandor Horvath, when escorting one such group into the camp, made the following remark: "I wish they would all perish down in the mine."
There were a great number of rats in all three shafts, and they not only damaged the clothes that were taken off and the foodstuffs in the pockets, but once they nibbled at the ear of my fellow/prisoner. So we had to be very careful
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letters. That was why she never came and visited me. He personally took part in beating the prisoners. Even the people of the district disliked him, and to demonstrate their dislike they beat him up on one occasion and broke one of his legs. I knew "Ivan" only by this nickname. He was one of the most infamous of
 
the "beaters". His huge frame aroused fear. He tormented those in 
gaol
 merci
lessly. After matters improved somewhat he was appointed to another position. Sandor Horvath, an A.V.H. Sergeant, acted as 
Kabarc's
 deputy for a while.
   
As a guard in the mines, he was on duty in all the three shafts. He was one of the slyest, and most vigilant, of all the guards. He hated all the political prisoners
 
particularly, and expressed his hate for them by having many of them beaten. Even the other guards avoided him, and the fact that he interfered in most things
 
made one conclude that he filled a very important position.
The orderly who was known to all as the "Professor" (I can't recall his
proper name), came by this name dishonestly. One Sunday, several relatives of 
my
fellow
-
prisoners travelled on the train from Budapest to 
Dorog
. Their common unhappiness and persecution bound them together, and so they all travelled in the same compartment. The "Professor", then being in civilian clothes, sat
 
among them, and he posed as the doctor in the concentration camp, after which all eyes turned to him. As if he had just been waiting for this, he started praising himself, and he told them that he helped all political prisoners whenever he got the chance, and did everything possible when treating the sick, so that the suffering patient would recover as quickly as possible. No matter how neglected the poor prisoners
,
 were, he looked after their health well. He said all this to the
 
naive relatives with a pious and deeply moved expression on his face. No one knows why he told these shameful lies, but one could guess. The grateful relatives
 
offered him the best of their possessions. He was given chocolates, cakes, roast chicken and drinks. They patted him, some even went so far as to kiss his clothes, and ask God's blessing upon his charitable work. But the truth will out! One of the relatives who had heard his boasting on the train, 
recognised
 him in his uniform on the next visiting day, for he was on duty on this day. This lady
 
asked her prisoner relative about him, and this time the answer was true. "He is the most inhuman guard in the camp in his capacity as an orderly." The
 
misled relative nearly cried out with amazement, and also anger, then she told him all that had happened on the train. From that time on this wicked man
 
was known as the "Professor" by everyone in the camp.
Sergeant 
Madarasz
 was also one of the guards on mine duty. In his blind,
anti-religious hatred, he struck one political prisoner, who had been a Catholic theologian, on the head with his mine-lamp, and the prisoner suffered concussion.
 
But luckily, he recovered.
With this I conclude the description of the more important criminals in the
camp. These Communists worked hard to make our lives very miserable, for which they received medals, promotion and even financial rewards from their
 
superiors.
In the middle of January, 1955, on my return from the afternoon shift, I
had a most pleasant surprise. Stepping into the dining
-
room, a fellow
-
prisoner fell on my neck, embracing and kissing me. No wonder I did not 
recognise
 him at once, for 2
.5
 years had passed since we had last seen each other, and my
 
brother's condition had deteriorated very badly. Hard work had changed his 
features,
 as indeed it had also changed mine. In spite of our present circumstances our joy at seeing each other was immense. He had been brought here from 
Varpalota
 with several of his fellow prisoners as punishment, but this punishment meant joy for him, for we would be together from now on. This brotherly reunion touched the hearts of all our friends around us, and they
 
tried to please and help us in everything. Our beds were next to each other and we worked together in the same shift. I did everything I could to, improve his
 
condition.
For days we talked and talked, and were never short of a subject. 
My
brother told me about tragic mine accidents in 
Varpalo
t
a
. One fellow
-
prisoner was killed by a landslide. Escaping from choke-damp and floods in the mine frequently endangered their lives, and once, my brother and one of his mates
 
were pulled out together from under a coal fall.
We were worried that they might part us again. I had a bad reputation
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)now when sleeping in the mine. The rats increased in number in spite of our efforts to exterminate them, so when we had to descend into the muddy, wet and rat-infested mines we very nearly lost all desire even to live.
When we first came to the concentration camp in Csolnok, Lieutenant Ballai was the Commander of the Camp. He was a brutal and spiteful man, who put many of my fellow- prisoners in gaol but soon after, he was replaced because of misuse of funds. His successor was Lieutenant Kiliti, who covered up his meanness with a pleasant manner. He gave perhaps even harsher sentences.
Detective Inspector Baranyai of the A.V.H. was in charge of all political cases. Because of his short stature (he was only 5' 3"), he was called the
"wicked dwarf". He himself beat up many a prisoner in his office, and his men beat many of my fellow-prisoners till they were covered in blood. The whole camp was covered by an informer network, and he had a thorough knowledge of every prisoner.
Lieutenant Verebes was in charge of educating the prisoners, which sounds ridiculous. The Communist leaders imagined that the political prisoner, while in prison, could be won over to their ideology. Verebes censored the books, he had been a teacher, but was now a drunkard, and a man of weak character.
Lieutenant Sarkozi operated in the Registry-Office, and although I did not know what his actual duties were, his ill disposition towards prisoners was well-known, beyond all doubt.
Sergeant Kabarc was in charge of the prisoner workers. He gave orders to the guards in the mines, and he allotted the prisoners to their respective jobs. He proved himself to be a very efficient slave-driver, and as a reward, he received the Red Star of Labour Merit, from his Communist comrades. He also took part in the beating up of prisoners. Very often he descended into the mines, too, to inspect the work of all prisoners, whom he treated very badly, and drove on mercilessly. He was one of the most despised persons there. One of our fellow prisoners, who finished serving his sentence soon after I came there, took revenge on him. After his release, he started to court his wife, and had an affair with her. This way my friend learnt all about Kabarc's embezzlements, his thefts and other misdeeds, and when he knew all his dishonest business he did not keep his
meetings with Kabarc's wife a secret any more. When Kabarc learnt about his wife's infidelity, he chased her out of the house, upon which the wife took refuge at her lover's place and encouraged him to revenge, while she herself reported Kabarc's thefts, embezzlements and fraud. He was at once suspended from his job, and an inquiry was conducted into those matters, and when the charges were proved to be correct, he was arrested. With the help of our ex-fellow-prisoner we got rid of him for good.
Varga became successor to Kabarc after he was promoted to the rank of Second Lieutenant. He did the censoring too, and although he was a mean person, he treated the prisoners rather better, yet he still took part in the beatings.
Lieutenant Kiliti was appointed to the concentration camp at Varpalota as 
Commander, and so our camp had a provisional Commander for a good while, till at last Zsigmond Messzar, Captain of the A.V.H., was promoted to the position of permanent Commander. Messzar had a very secret dark past, and he was one of the most blood-thirsty of all the A.V.H. officers, who reached quick promotion because of his atrocities. He was appointed to Csolnok in the summer of 1956, and as the political atmosphere became milder he did not have so much opportunity to commit atrocities as he had before.
I only knew by sight the rest of the officers who worked in the concentration camp at Csolnok, and there are but few mentioned, whose name, or deeds I don't recall.
The "Sums Teacher" was the executioner at Recsk, who was known only under this name by all the inmates at Recsk, and all my fellow prisoners at Csolnok. He was the camp's censor, and as such his duty was the opening and censoring of all the letters and parcels that came from the political prisoners, and he did this job with the greatest possible spitefulness. It happened at times that the parcels were only distributed weeks after their arrival; by that time of course, their contents had gone bad. He destroyed many of the outgoing and incoming letters. As I learnt after my liberation, Julika did not receive any of my
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among the guards and the mine management, as I did things that were unpleasant for them, and soon my brother also became well-known through me. At last we managed to find him a suitable job. He worked together with one elderly miner, and they talked and slept through the greater part of their shift. To use his own words, "during his three years as a miner, he worked less here than
 
anywhere." My mother would also bear her sufferings more easily now that both her sons were together.
The winter was bitterly cold, and we suffered a lot. We could hardly wait, till we got down into the warm mine. Everyone worked little, no matter how
 
much the foreman argued with us. My working place was covered with water, so at last I was taken off those
 
murderous tracks and allotted to the eastern
 
coalfields, where the work was much easier. As they feared flooding in shaft No. 12, the route to safety was marked with arrows.
The terror in the camp moderated, and the mine management's 
behaviour
 toward us changed. The political prisoners denounced Communism aloud, and
 
after the failure of 
Rakosi
 we very nearly had the upper hand. We accepted the various jobs only if it suited us, and the mine management, fully aware of its past sins, was afraid of us. They regarded me with respect now, as they hurt me most in shaft No. 12. 
Jozsef
 
Kerenyi
, Chief miner, did not allot me to Sunday work anymore, but inquired, very often, if I was happy, and con
tented in my new position. One of the new mine engineers called me "Sir", asked
 
me to stop, and then tried to convince me that not all foremen in the mine were Communists.
The civilian miners renounced their membership, one after the other. What ideology is Communism, that even its own members are ashamed of it?
 
I wonder
 
how many Communists would stand up for their convictions as we did? I think 
there would not be many. But just look at us, how many there are, who under
 
all circumstances, remained true and constant to our Christian principles, and courageously withstood all dangers. If I drew a comparison between the two ideologies, I could see at what a moral height our principles stood, as opposed
 
to those of the Communists. Truth is undoubtedly on our side, and because of that, victory must be ours in the end.
Every slight diminution in the terror in the prison could be plainly felt. It was most manifest in the treatment of the prisoners, and it foreshadowed the
 
coming of a general amnesty. Not only the Hungarian people, but the public
 
opinion of the whole Christian world demanded, ever more loudly, the liberation of all political prisoners, and the restitution of all human rights. In the face of so
 
much public demand, the Communist Regime started to disband the concentra
tion camps, or rather, it started to reconsider all political crimes. The Public Prosecutors worked for weeks in the prisons (at Maria 
Nosztra
, 
Vac
, and the
 
Concentration Barracks) and in the concentration camps. Everyone was ques
tioned once more, although the tone of the prosecutor was still arrogant and cynical, as the questioning was done by the same prosecutors who had pre
viously sentenced the accused to death and severe prison terms.
As I did not want to become ridiculous, I did not even go to the renewed questioning, for which my fellow prisoners teased me, saying: "It looks as if
you don't want to become free again." But I knew the Communist Regime far
 
too well to hope for my release. In the beginning, the questioning proceeded in
 
alphabetical order, but later on those prisoners were called who were hesitant
 
and reluctant to go and give evidence again. So I was called once more, and you
 
can see from the following description in what spirit my questioning proceeded.
The questioning took place in the Headquarters building. 
Firstly
 the Pro
secutor asked my personal particulars, then he put to me the following questions: "What was your prison sentence?"
"I was sentenced by the Budapest County Council Court in Marko Street, under 
Vilmos
 
Olty's
 presidency, to life imprisonment, to the loss of all my pro
perty, and to the loss of all my rights for ten years."
"What class do you come from?" "
I
  
a
m
 an intellectual."
"Why, and in what capacity were you sentenced to such a severe prison 
t
erm?"
) (
"For my active part in, and leadership of an armed 
organisation
, aiming
 
at the overthrow of the Communist Regime."
"It is a pity that they did not hang you."
Hearing this I stood up and left the room. Several others received similar
 
remarks, which considerably dampened their high hopes of release in the fore
seeable future.
The release of prisoners began when a group of 60 were freed in June, and
 
continued with smaller groups of 10 and 20. The whole camp was aglow with excitement, which increased in intensity as the other concentration camps dis
banded. The political prisoner occupants of the camps at Tatabanya and 
Varpalota
 were transferred to 
Csolnok
 with the promise that they would be released
 
from there. The Communists planted the seeds of hope in the souls of their staunchest opponents with this deception. During the release proceedings, work
in the mines was not compulsory — so they said — yet when I did not go down into the shaft, I was put in 
gaol
 for five days of severe disciplinary sentence, by
 
Sergeant 
Jozsef
 Nagy.
The release of prisoners continued in large numbers. Once a group of 80
were set free at the same time. Two of my fellow
-
prisoners in 
gaol
 were released
quite unexpectedly and surprisingly, too.
Now, after I had spent my five days in 
gaol
, I could observe the men that
w
ere released. Those mostly freed in great numbers had been sentenced for war
crimes, for deserting, for illegal crossing of the border; for crimes they did not commit but which were pinned on them by the A.V.H., and had spent several
 
years of their sentences already. Those also who had been charged with spying,
 
disloyalty, or lesser political crimes, or just for hiding arms. All the "fallen" persons in the Communist Regime were also released without exception, but
 
only a few of the anti-communist 
organisers
. The real foes of Communism were kept prisoners up till the last moment. I do not mean to imply that there were no honest Hungarian men, with a spotless prison, and political past among those released, but they were in the minority. Several of us concluded that they were
 
released only as a test. Of the members of our 
organisation
, only one was
 
released.
I "holidayed" in the camp till August 26th, and acquainted myself with 
my
f
ellow
-
prisoners who had just arrived here from 
Varpalota
 and Tatabanya, although I had known many of them previously. With the influx of the occupants of the two camps, our barracks were filled, and the number was around 1,360, which gradually decreased as more prisoners were released. The camp was like a prisoner's convention. There were groups of people standing everywhere, dis
cussing past and present events. Here all the political prisoners could get acquainted, and exchange their views. Here assembled the cream of Hungarian Society, the standard-bearers of Hungarian Freedom. Here you could find representatives of all anti-communist conspiracies and 
organisations
. Members connected with the trials of 
Mindszenty
, Grosz, 
Kosztolanyi
, 
Fiala
, 
Botond
, 
Bilkei
-Pap, 
Kesztolci
, 
Csolnoki
, 
Zalai
 "
Feher
-Garda", Szeged District's "
Kard
 
es
 
Kereszt
", 
Bajai
, 
Egri
, 
Bakonyi
, 
Susapi
, 
Soproni
, two from Nyiregyhaza, Kecskemet, from 
Matra
-District, 
Gyongyos
, Buda, 
Ujpest
, from the College of Political-economy, 
Csomori
, 
Fuzesgyarmati
, 
Csepregi
, 
Salgotarjani
. This was like a Parliament of Prisoners, where every district of our Country, and every class of our Society, was represented. All the members had been suffering, for the
 
last one to nine years in different 
gaols
 and concentration camps.
All these conspiracies and 
organisings
 show clearly that the Hungarian
nation put up a terrific fight for its national independence, and liberty, during its 12 years of oppression. The "Communist Terror" could not, for one minute, extinguish the flame of freedom burning in the hearts of the Hungarian people, and by this, they bore witness to the thousand
-
year
-
old history of their Country, which is rich in glories. For 12 years their yearnings for freedom 
smouldered
, so that it would burst into flames in a glorious fight for freedom. The Hungarian Resistance Movement was active even when these conspirators and 
organisations
,
 
saboteurs and spies, were left completely on their own in the "Ocean of Communism" to fight against Communism for the Freedom of Hungary and
 
for their Christian ideals. By their actions they very often dug not only the graves of Communism, but their own, too.
) (
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Slowly the Prisoners' Convention wound up; fewer prisoners were released now, and many of us were transferred to other political prisons — to the Concentration Barracks at Budapest, and the gaol at Vac. After my two years of action at Csolnok, I took my leave from my fellow-prisoners, I returned my prison belongings, and then I said "goodbye" to my brother, deeply moved, as he was staying behind, and we were parted again. The prisoner transports arrived the very next day, and nearly a hundred of us were transferred to the Concentration Barracks at Budapest. Our "dreamboat", crowded to capacity took us through Csolnok and Dorog, towards Budapest. The inhabitants of Csolnok crowded into the streets and waved their farewell to us.

CHAPTER SIX
 (
100
101
)IN THE CONCENTRATION BARRACKS AT BUDAPEST
We arrived in the concentration Barracks situated at 13 Kozma Street in the X district in Budapest, surrounded by a high stone wall, on the afternoon of August 26th, 1956. Sentry towers rose above the stone walls, equipped similarly to those in other prisons. I stepped over the threshold into the country's most infamous gaol, and arrived at the seventh and last station of my prison career. Getting over the usual formalities, I found myself on the second floor of the third section, in cell No. 87, together with my best friends. Four of us occupied the cell, which proved to be very crowded. The window of the cell looked out into the large yard. This cell differed from the one in Maria Nosztra only in that it had a W.C. instead of a bucket. The concentration Barracks were laid out in a star shape; here they could accommodate 5,000 men. At present the number was about one third of the capacity. In this prison, death sentences were carried out which were imposed by civilian courts, while the death sentences, imposed by court-martial, were carried out in the Budapest District Courthouse. I was moved with pity when I stepped inside this building, remembering with respect, all the thousands of my fellow prisoners.
In the small gaol building, those who were sentenced to death, were separated while they awaited the results of their appeals. Sometimes they waited even a full year. To keep the prisoner in the death cell was one of the cruellest of all tortures, as he never knew when the executioner would call for him to end his life on the gallows that stood in the small courtyard. His nerves would strain to breaking point every time he heard keys rattle, or cell doors open, which happened several times a day, for months or even years, not to mention the fact, that during his long stay in the death cell, the prisoner would hear the setting up of the gallows, and the noises associated with executions, and the last words of those executed. Cruel and brutal treatment there increased the already many sufferings of the prisoners. In the small gaol building the guards consisted of the cruelest men ever, who tortured the condemned men with merciless cruelty.
Second Lieutenant Mihalicska, and Sergeant Oze, passed the examinations in cruelty towards the prisoners there with the very best results, and by, their actions, earned the coveted distinction of being among the most trusted men of the A.V.H. Mihalicska would beat the poor helpless condemned prisoner black and blue with his shackles. So in these circumstances the condemned waited for his death, or, in few instances only, his acquittal. Many went mad, or suffered a nervous breakdown. Some of them committed suicide, but most of them stepped under the gallows courageously, to which fact their last words bear witness. They shouted: "I die for God and my Country," or "God be with you my friends", or "Never forget me, dear friends", or "Righteousness will win". There were some who only said: "For God and Country", depending on how much time the executioner left them. In the small courtyard, these, and similar exclamations were heard several thousand times from the lips of the Martyrs, who gave their lives for the Cause of Sacred Hungarian Freedom. My beloved friend Miklos stood there, under the gallows too, and similar goodbye sentiments issued from his lips. A full legion of Hungarian Freedom-heroes, lay in the nameless graves of the new public cemetery's prisoner section, at Rakoskeresztur, near the gaol.
There are tragic examples to illustrate to what length of sadism the Communists would go in carrying out the death sentences. One of our fellow prisoners who had already served nine years of his life sentence in the Communist prison, contracted a very severe lung ailment. After having served nine years already, they sentenced him to death for another political crime, and

after waiting for a couple of months, he was executed. Communism is the most merciless, and most lawless system in world history, whose only members are those with some mental infirmity.
The "liberation fever" was also very high among those in the Concentration Barracks. Those living in the cells received only circumstantial, and late information, about the course and progress of liberation, and their imaginations were exceedingly active. The number of prisoners in the Concentration Barracks decreased considerably. It could have been about 900 at the time. Consequently the working possibilities were fairly good, and in all trades there was a shortage of workers. Daily, walking from one cell to the other, they were looking for tradesmen. The toyshop, the carpentry shop, the laundry, the bricklayer, the locksmith, the kitchen and the "small hotel" where construction planning and technical drawing were carried out, all these workshops employed about 500 persons. The fulfillment of the prisoners' dream, was the "small hotel", a separate building opposite the hospital, in which the offices were furnished in a contemporary style, and equipped with the latest equipment. The name "small hotel" was derived from the fact that the prisoners who worked there were allowed to live in the beautifully clean and light offices; besides that, they enjoyed special food, and much milder treatment. In comparison with the harsh treatment in the barracks, the name "small hotel" was a suitable one, used not only by the political prisoners, but also by the guards. The "small hotel" was in reality the drawing offices of a certain firm, and in the beginning, only those prisoners were allowed to work there who had an engineer's diploma, or who had previously held some higher position in the Communist Regime, but had been dismissed.
        The A.V.H. took advantage of the fact that there were always many applicants for those positions, and so they always chose the most suitable persons. All the engineers and technical draughtsmen who came there to serve their prison sentences were transferred to the "small hotel" in the end. After the mass liberation, all those who had held some position in the Communist Regime were freed, and many of the engineers too, some of whom were arrested, though innocent in the first place, and so they searched for specialists to fill the vacancies. In many instances, even a layman with some technical knowledge was accepted, for they wanted to keep up the firm's production to its full capacity, and later on, even those prisoners were placed there who had never drawn in their lives before, or even seen drawing paper for that matter. Still, they were happy that they had someone to work for them, and if there were not enough applicants, they transferred some of the prisoners to the "small hotel" without much asking.
With my friend Vili, I kept quiet in the cell, lying low, for we much preferred to rest after toiling many years in the mines. But one of our engineer acquaintances frustrated our hopes by recommending us as draughtsmen, and we were placed in front of a drawing board one day. Our acquaintance taught us the art of drawing, but not with very much success, for in one month's stay there I did not produce one acceptable drawing. My friends valued my political reliability very highly, and so they worked for me, too, just so that I could stay there. My inglorious career as a draughtsman was ended by the Hungarian Freedom Fights.
Until 1954 the Concentration Barracks was a State Security Prison, and for years it was sealed hermetically from the outside world. During this time, the relatives did not know anything about their loved ones. The political prisoner was not allowed to write or receive letters, or parcels, and he could not be visited. So the relatives could rightly conclude that their loved ones are not among the living any more, as they vanished once the A.V.H. arrested them, and after their trials during these four years, nothing was heard of them, unless luck unexpectedly came to the assistance of those worried about their vanished relatives. Such unexpected luck was the few reassuring lines written by the Swedish Red Cross, who, being well informed, could notify the relatives of the place where their loved ones were.
The gaol at Vac was also a State Security Prison. Conditions there were similar to those in the Concentration Barracks at Budapest. In these prisons, the guards dressed in the uniform of the A.V.H., tortured the prisoners. After 1953, when the political situation eased somewhat, the guards exchanged their
102

A.V.H. uniform for those of the prison guards. With the easing of terror in the prisons, the old prison regulations were reinstated.
The relatives of those executed did not receive any notification either, only 
the town, city or district magistracy was notified that the said person's name should be crossed out from among the living. The body of the executed was buried in the prison cemetery, and no one could gain any information as to its whereabouts. The political prisoner stayed a prisoner even after his death, and even his grave could not be visited, or looked after by the grieving mother or widow. The unparalleled terror period in the Concentration Barracks at Budapest, and in the prison at Vac, was called the "Iron Age" by the political prisoners, and it referred to the frequent use of the short iron rod, and to the "Tours to the Stars", and this name was a very appropriate one. During these "Tours to the Stars", 50, 60 or even 70-year-old men were beaten up by the Communist louts. Under the leadership of Prison Commander Bankuti, all the occupants of the prison were beaten up without exception. To use as a deterrent example, one of the fellow prisoners was beaten to death in view of all political prisoners in the prison yard, after his recapture while attempting to escape. One could write books and books about the atrocities committed during the "Iron Age". Perhaps its living proofs are still there in prison hospitals or mental hospitals. The disciplinary section at Vac was called by my fellow prisoners very aptly: the "Doberdo" at Vac. The atrocities committed there were equal to those committed anywhere else in the political prisons. At this time Major Lehotai of the A.V.H. was the Commander of the prison, and many men disappeared there under unknown circumstances.
Those prisoners of war who returned after 11 to 12 years in Russia, were put into these Concentration Barracks, without any official warrant or decision of the court, where they spent a few months, but in many instances a full year too, till they were released in groups. Soldiers of all ranks, from privates to majors, could be found among the returned prisoners of war. Many of them arrived home sick and crippled, but even those were not allowed to go home to their families, but were treated in the prison hospital.
Although the terror ceased, the lawlessness of the method of treatment did not alter. The wolf in sheep's clothing now only gnashed his teeth, but did not hurt. At this time Lieutenant-Colonel Tihanyi, who was our prison commander, had to create more moderate conditions in the infamous prison, with the following collaborators: Captains Kerekes and Sipkai, Second Lieutenants Mrs. Agocs and Varga, Detective Racz of the A.V.H. (his nickname was Csin-Csin), Lieutenant Bokk and a few other louts. During this easier period, one Sunday morning, at the breakfast of those who worked in the "small hotel", some confusion occurred, upon which we started hammering on our cell doors. The whole building echoed from this hammering. The guards ran to and fro, and knew not what to do in their anxiety. We heard only one "brave" statement from the mouth of one Sergeant Szucs: "I would teach these tramps to behave lawfully". This statement shows the false motto of the lawfulness of Communism. We ceased to hammer on the doors, as we had attained our aims. The guards, who were trembling with fright and anxiety before, started to threaten us courageously now. I don't know what they would do if they had to account for their crimes.
On October 23rd, 1956, there was a great commotion in the Concentration Barracks. The guards behaved very nervously, and ordered all the prisoners back to their cells. We lay down in the cold cell, and started to guess the cause of the guards' nervous behaviour, and tried to find an explanation for the origin of the booming, and the firing of the guns, which could be heard unceasingly. I said, quite unexpectedly, that they were fighting for Imre Nagy's presidency, upon which everyone in the cell burst out laughing. At first Laci suggested that there was a maneuver on a large scale, and according to Ali, the Communists had started killing each other. The three of us occupied the cell, Laci, Ali and I, all ex-students of the Budapest University, who, for their part in organising an armed upheaval against the Communists were serving the fifth 

*FOOTNOTE: "Doberdo" was a battlefield in Italy in the first World War. Here the Author uses the expression to compare it with the many deaths in the prison.
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year of their life sentence. I came to be together with these trusted friends when the political prisoner inhabitants of the prison were regrouped according to their crimes, and punishments, and those who took part in the same crime, and received the same sentence, were put in the one cell.
We could not sleep all night, as from the direction of the city, gunshots and the clatter of arms could be heard constantly. We received only a very small ration and water the next day. Because of the cold, we stayed in bed all day, and lying down, we listened to the music of death. Our food became worse. We were issued mostly cold food only, which pointed to the fact that we were using our emergency food supply. But we were well trained to starving, and so did not bother much about our bad food. Rather, we tried to unravel the threads of the uncertain political position. For three days and nights we could hear the rattle of arms from several directions constantly. We started to hope that perhaps the western powers might liberate our much-suffering country. There was a renewed artillery barrage near our prison. Perhaps the third world war had broken out. Ali remarked that the position would be very severe, as the battle noise sounded much louder than in 1945, when the city was besieged. With a bitter taste in our mouths, we sat helplessly in our cell, and sighed, wishing that we could also participate in this battle, for we felt sure now that the battle was being fought for us, too.
On the fourth day we climbed up to the window as we could hear a plane fly overhead. It was a helicopter, throwing pamphlets, and the same thing happened again the next day. On the fifth day we could hear the battle sounds only occasionally, and on the sixth day, the guards removed the Red Star from their caps, and replaced it with the Hungarian national colours. It certainly must have been a great change in the outside world that made the Red Star, symbol of Russian slavery, fall into the dust. Truth and Justice were victorious!
On October 30th, we were all shaved, and the guards were very polite. They distributed cigarettes to everyone in the cells, which happened to be for the very first time in all those years in prison, but the distribution of a large quantity of food was also without precedent in the history of prisons. Rumours had it that they were expecting some delegates at the Concentration Barracks.
On the morning of October 31st, everyone was overcome by such an unquenchable patriotism, that had been repressed for such a long time, and from the lips that had stayed silent for so long, resounded the beautiful strains of the Hungarian National Anthem. "God, bless the Hungarian . . . " The whole building echoed from the political prisoners' song, and it could be heard even further away, in the prisoners' cemetery. Like a message to let them know that truth and justice were victorious once more, and liberty, for which cause they had sacrificed their lives reigned again. We always regarded those heroes, who died like martyrs, and now lay in nameless graves in the cemetery, as the warriors of Hungarian Liberty, and our thoughts flew to them now.
We also sang the Hungarian "I believe in God", and tears of joy ran down the thin, tormented prisoners' faces, for we knew that soon we would be free Hungarians again. One of my friends recited Petofi's famous poem: "To your feet, Hungarians", and we all joined in the chorus of it. "We swear by the Hungarians' Almighty God, that we shall not stay prisoners any longer." After the recital we acclaimed a free, and independent Hungary and Jozsef Mindszenty, Cardinal of Hungary. The "hurrahs" nearly shook the walls. Everyone took part in this moving celebration from his own cell.
Our joy knew no bounds when at last we knew officially that the Hungarian uprising had succeeded. Up till now, we could only guess this with our refined prisoner senses, and draw conclusions from what we saw. In the afternoon, the official liberation of all political prisoners began in alphabetical order, but it proceeded very slowly, dragging, and now every minute seemed an eternity for us. They reached only the letter "C" this day.
In the night, all our political fellow prisoners appeared liberated from other prisons, and they opened our cell doors, after which we took over the command of the prison. Four of us decided not to leave the prison building until every other political prisoner had left it.
On the morning of November 1st, at 9 o'clock, the highest Revolutionary Court delegation arrived, as also the representatives of the Crown, and in their
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presence the liberation of the political prisoners proceeded officially. We freed, unconditionally, every political prisoner by 7 o'clock that night. It bears witness to the purity of the Hungarian Battle for Freedom, that all these things took place officially, and according to the most lawful formalities, and everything was settled in a very orderly and disciplined fashion. The bed-ridden patients were transferred by ambulances from the prison hospital to Public Hospitals.
The liberated political prisoners were transported to the city by buses, and on the trucks of the freedom fighters, with an escort of armed guards. Every political prisoner received his liberation card, and 100 Forints, and also he was returned his civilian clothes. I took part in this operation from the very first minute to the last, so I was among the last persons to leave the building of the Concentration Barracks through the gate, heavily barricaded with sandbags. I thought that all this was only a dream, so I bit my hand. My liberation must be true then, as drops of red blood showed where I bit my hand. Young Freedom Fighters took me home.
It was All Souls Day. Candles burnt in the windows of houses, every house was decorated with Hungarian National Flags, with the Kossuth coat of arms, and also with the Black Flag of mourning. On both sides of the road rose the mounds of fresh graves, graves of the fallen Freedom Fighters, covered with chrysanthemums, and many candles were lit on top of them. A mother knelt praying by one such grave. A nation mourned its fallen Freedom Fighter heroes.
My first steps guided me to a church, where I fell to my knees and I prayed, my eyes burning with tears. Such a nation deserves all sacrifices. The Hungarian Nation had liberated itself from the yoke of Communism by its own strength.
Leaving the church, I set out through the Streets of Budapest to find my
mother's dwelling. My clothes crushed, thin and pale, I stepped through the gate of the tenement house, and with a fast beating heart, I pushed the button to the flat on the ground floor. My mother, calling my name, kissed and hugged me. My brother, released from Csolnok, jumped at me like a tiger when he heard my mother call my name. The three of us kissed and embraced, deeply moved. After many years of separation, our little family was reunited once again.
THE END
This book was written in a free country.
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Postscript

After the October, 1956, Hungarian uprising against the Communist Terror had been suppressed, a satanic communist retaliation followed in its wake, and its magnitude is beyond comprehension. The number of those deported to Russia exceeded several thousands, while the number of the political detainees, arrested and executed, rose enormously. Those persons who took part in the uprising (and this fact has been proved), have been executed, and those only suspected of participating in it have been sentenced to long prison terms. There is no mercy! This retaliation went so far, that even 14-15 year-old Freedom Fighters were sentenced to death. For this reason Prime Minister Janos Kadar, acting on orders from Moscow, made Parliament pass the most hideous legislation, namely, a bill to the effect that the Declaration of Age would be lowered from 20 years to 18. This means in practice that 14-15 year-old Freedom Fighter heroes could be executed on their 18th birthday, after torturing them in the death cells for several years. There were 150 youths executed in 1960.
Mothers and Fathers who live in the free Western World, you can imagine the anguish of those parents whose children were taken away and executed. So, I turn to you, with a plea on my lips — Spread this book which reveals the Communist Propaganda in its true colours. This is the aim of this book, and it is a moral obligation also. The financial success of this book will enable us to erect a monument to those young heroes who died in the course of defending freedom. This memorial would remind the free citizens of the Western World that Communist terror kills, not only freedom itself, but all those who defend it.
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