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I 

Ilona Ducyznska was born near Vienna of a Polish-Austrian father whose 
noble name (Alfred Justus Ritter von Duczynski) could not however 
disguise his modest means; her mother, Helen Bekassy, came from a 
landed gentry family with estates in Hungary. The world into which she 
was born, one that had seemed so unchangeable, came to an unregretted 
end (as far as she was concerned) when she came of age. What follows 
below is but a brief introduction to a remarkable career, by way of intro-
ducing an extract from Duczvnska's contribution to a genre of current 
interest, the autobiographical writing of women involved in radical 
politics. 

It may be appropriate, in a journal published in Canada, to begin 
with the new phase of her long life that commenced when she came from 
England to Canada in 1950 and settled in Rosebank, Pickering (near 
Toronto), Ontario, in order to be near her recently married daughter1 and 
her husband Karl Polanyi the distinguished economic historian who then 
was teaching at Columbia University. The first few years constituted a 
distinct break with the intensely committed political activism of the 
previous decades: principally the brief but significant period in Hungary, 
and the somewhat longer one culminating in 1936 in Austria. This was 
followed by scientific war work in Great Britain. She came to Canada 



because she was banned "for all time" under the McCarran Act from 
joining her husband in the United States.2 

Duczynska utilized her technical skills3 in renovating her tiny 
cottage ("Skunks Hollow" to correspondents around the world) perched 
high amid trees on the edge of the steep bank of the Rouge River just 
before it entered Lake Ontario. She occasionally wrote for a Toronto 
Hungarian newspaper,4 but mainly assisted her husband in matters con-
nected with his research;5 previous such assistance was acknowledged in 
the moving dedication to Polanyi's 1944 master work.6 

However, she soon responded characteristically to the challenge of 
events, once again in her homeland. She would embark upon the first of 
several ambitious literary projects, all with a political component which 
related them to her life-long undiminished radical political commitment. 
Together with her husband she set about compiling a pioneering volume 
of English versions of selected Hungarian writings by the most prominent 
Hungarian poets and prose writers. It would be published in London and 
Toronto as The Plough and the Pen: Writings from Hungary, 1930-1956, 
with a Foreword by the leading English poet W.H. Auden.7 The volume 
was significant for the particular importance attached by the editors to the 
populist roots of the reforming initiatives of 1955 and 1956 prior to the 
Soviet invasion. The project also widened their circle of Canadian con-
tacts. It involved the cooperation of several Canadian poets8 for whom 
this was the first major collaborative translation project — for some, 
indeed, their first encounter with political and social poetry — for which 
credit is due to Ilona Duczynska's highly developed literary sense and 
persuasive talent for organization. Later, Duczynska carried on Polanyi 's 
last ambitious initiative, the scholarly periodical Co-existence which had 
an editorial board of leading scholars from several countries, before 
entrusting it to a major publisher in England.9 

The Polanyis had not come to Canada as refugees. That phase of 
their lives was long behind them, after leaving first Hungary in 1919, then 
Vienna (he in 1934, she in 1936) ahead of encroaching fascism in which 
Karl Polanyi's youngest sister and some of her family would perish in a 
concentration camp. By now the Polanyi name has become known world-
wide.10 But it is only comparatively recently that Duczynska's activities 
— principally in 1917-18 in Hungary, and in 1934-36 in Vienna — have 
begun to be more widely noted." 

Although in 1917 she was briefly a member of the famous 
Budapest student Galilei Circle, Duczynska did not at that time encounter 



its founder Karl Polanyi. While he moved in cultural circles, being 
acquainted with the poet Endre Ady and the philosopher Gyorgy Lukacs, 
she was closer to political figures, particularly Ervin Szabo.12 It was some 
three years later that they met in Vienna, and married in 1923. In London, 
during the latter part of World War Two, the Polanyis participated with 
Count Mihaly Karolyi, the former President of the short-lived first 
Republic of Hungary, in planning for a future democratic government for 
their country. Duczynska resumed the association in the late-1960s, with 
the by then widowed Countess Katalin ("Katus") Karolyi who returned 
from Vence for part of each year to occupy one wing of the Karolyi 
Palace where the Budapest Literary Museum is accommodated. Together 
with Julia Rajk, widow of Laszlo Rajk, Duczynska and Mrs. Karolyi were 
the trio of widows of three famous men who conspicuously occupied the 
front row at the trial of the dissident poet and philosopher Miklos 
Haraszti. Their presence was probably responsible for his receiving a 
suspended sentence. 

By this time Duczynska was associated with, and gave a measure 
of support to, many leading writers. She undertook to translate most of 
the novels and short stories of the distinguished author Jozsef Lengyel 
whom English critics named "the Hungarian Solzhenitsyn."13 In addition 
she was personally acquainted with leading poets including Ferenc 
Juhasz,14 Gyula Illyes, and Janos Pilinszky, and novelists such as Laszlo 
Nemeth and Gyorgy Konrad. 

This was the period when Duczynska wrote her major work of 
history, a unique study of the Austrian workers militia (Schutzbund), and 
its brave resistance to authoritarian rule in 1934-36, a movement in which 
she played a significant role.15 Workers in Arms has been recognized as a 
work of great originality, on two counts. First, it is based upon interviews 
with former participants, and a study of the Vienna archives. Second, it 
provides an assessment of General Theodor Korner's reading of the 
German military theorist Carl von Clausewitz's writings on the role of 
politics in war, and discusses the tactics of guerilla warfare against 
conventional military forces.16 Duczynska's work appeared in English and 
German with lengthy laudatory introductions by distinguished scholars, 
respectively the English historian Eric J. Hobsbawm and the Catholic 
Austrian historian Friedrich Heer.17 

It was also at this time that Duczynska began to compose her 
autobiography, of which unfortunately she completed only fragments — 
chief among them a substantial first chapter, "Early Morning," which 



deals with her childhood and youth.18 This unique work concludes in 
April 1917 when, at the age of twenty, she broke off her engineering 
studies at the Zurich Polytechnical University to smuggle into Hungary 
the March Manifesto of the Zimmerwald group (the increasingly revolu-
tionary organization of the international anti-war movement). In Budapest 
she organized an anti-war student group, printed and distributed leaflets, 
forged links with factory shop stewards, and helped plan the first mass 
street protest. In early January 1918 these activities led to the arrest, 
lengthy detention, trial, and sentencing to imprisonment of Duczynska — 
referred to in one newspaper headline as "The Nihilist Gentry Girl."19 

There have been numerous publications on radical and revolu-
tionary European women of 'he period 1850 to 1920, particularly of such 
well-known figures as Rosa Luxemburg, Alexandra Kollontai, and 
Angelica Balabanoff.20 But it has been recognized that research needs to 
be widened in scope, to take in countries where women's activities have 
so far not been adequately assimilated to the wider historical record, at 
least in English. In terms of Hungarian history, a study of Ilona Duczyns-
ka ' s career would seem likely to fill a gap, for she was the only Hungari-
an woman to play a leading radical role early in the century, a role which 
continued well into its third quarter. 

Within the limited space available, the present article may serve 
to introduce Ilona Duczynska to readers while conveying something of the 
unique flavour of her writing. In doing so, we touch on a profoundly 
important aspect of human motivation. Leading historians of political 
women have recognized that for them, perhaps more than for men, 
political attitudes are to a significant degree shaped within the family 
during childhood. It is safe to say that Duczynska did not consider herself 
to be "a political woman," yet she did look back to her childhood as the 
time when her attitudes were formed and her feet set upon what she 
frequently referred to as "the path." Thus her memoir "Early Morning," as 
the title suggests, is concerned with the dawning of consciousness. 

In his Foreword to Duczynska's memoir, Jozsef Lengyel declares 
that "it will become apparent that in their authenticity, purity, their truth 
to what was, as well as being downright interesting, the reader has before 
him a text without parallel." To this it might be added that, unlike most 
writing about childhood, there is not the slightest trace of sentimentality. 
Duczynska's memoir opens by invoking "grandchildren," which we may 
surmise refers to those young people who, she hoped, would follow her 
political example. But she also in the early sections describes what a 



child's eyes had registered, from as young as the age of four. She por-
trays the sometimes inexplicable behaviour of adults, seeks to understand 
them, even judge them. In doing so, she rescues from oblivion elements 
of family history to which she provides precious social, cultural, and 
spiritual dimensions. 

II 

When Ilona Duczynska was but seven years of age, her father left his 
wife and daughter to support themselves on his modest Vienna k. und. k. 
Nordbahn railway pension, in order to fulfil his dream as an inventor, by 
marketing his plans in the United States. Three years later, news came 
from Chicago that he had died from anthrax poisoning. From 1904 on, his 
wife Helen was largely dependent on her extended Hungarian family, and 
Duczynska spent the next three years educating herself in one or other of 
the country houses where they were never more than guests. The experi-
ence of being between two countries, two families, two social classes, two 
intellectual climates, was represented in Duczynska's memoir "Early 
Morning" by the title of the opening section, "The Pendulum." 

The young girl observed her surroundings and above all the 
members of her two families with a keen eye. In comparison with her 
father 's family in Vienna, whose later influence on her education was 
considerable, her mother's relatives represented a way of life which from 
the very first she looked upon with ironic curiosity. She had an opportu-
nity to meet or hear stories about members of her maternal grandfather's 
family. Tales of their military and political exploits at the time of and 
following the War of Liberation (1848-49) seem to have planted within 
her a sense of a Hungary to which one must dedicate one's service. Lajos 
Kossuth, Ferenc Deak, Count Istvan Szechenyi... great names with whom 
her ancestors came into contact, appear briefly in these pages. All had an 
impulse to liberation, it is implied, but they tragically squandered it 
through a mistaken allegiance to the traditional, privileged social order. 

The passage that follows, from the early section of the memoir, 
indicates something of what Duczynska would choose to value — and 
much that she would discard — of her mother's ancestors' legacy. 

It contains sharply observed vignettes of a world that must now 
seem not merely "the world of yesterday," but of the day before yester-
day. They constitute a mordant but totally sympathetic introduction to her 
writing. However, it must be emphasized that Duczynska was primarily 



forward-looking. As she makes plain in all her writings, she believed in 
the ability of the individual, together with others equally committed, to 
reject and overcome imposed structures of power and authority, to bring 
about, no matter how long it may take, the reign of freedom and social 
responsibility envisioned by herself and many of her contemporaries.21 

An Extract from 
Ilona Duczynska's "Early Morning" 

Translated by 
Kenneth and Zita McRobbie 

When grandfather was not in Papa, he was to be found not far away in 
Oregtima-puszta, where, on the edge of the manorial estate, there stood a 
gentleman's residence consisting of just one room. The veranda running 
all the way round proclaimed its nobility. In front, at an angle, stood a 
f ine large storage bin. 

Later, when I pieced together the family chronicle, I discovered 
that this was all that remained of the Jobahazi-Dory dowry brought to my 
grandfather. The rest he partly frittered away, partly spent on building 
projects. For he was a passionate builder, brooking no objection. No 
sooner had he built a so-called castle, than he sold it — for less than it 
cost — and thereupon built another, always smaller. These were, in order, 
the Bekassy's, the Hogyez's, the Magyargencs's and who knows what 
others, until he was reduced to the single room in Oregtima. All because 
he would never concern himself with money. Perhaps it made him feel 
better to own it and then give it away, than to add to it. 

His wife, sons, daughter, estate servants, domestics and all 
manner of others went in fear of him. Yet this man, who was so feared, 
himself suffered torments of apprehension ever since attaining manhood. 
There were shutters at all the windows, lest someone look in and shoot 
him. The turn-of-the-century Magyargencs castle was rounded at all four 
corners in the shape of a tower, its ground floor and upper level plenti-
fully provided with loopholes. In the castle's cellar he'd had a well dug, 



in case of siege. He only struck water at a depth of sixty meters. He 
personally always locked the house-door with a key, the same key that 
was kept under his pillow at night. He was afraid in a way that only a 
monster might fear, presumably not without reason. Although when he 
was a young man he'd cut quite a figure, playing truant from school, then 
fighting to the end in the 1848-49 War of Liberation. As a fugitive in 
nothing but shirt and knee-breeches he was familiar to the landowners of 
Transdanubia. For a long time he was in hiding in Jobahaza, where Iren 
Dory in her early teens secretly fell in love with the freedom fighter. 

I can't recall the part of the chronicle that recorded how grandfa-
ther took as wife the strikingly beautiful Ilona Nedeczky, Ferenc Deak's 
niece, she who died in childbirth — after whom four generations of Ilonas 
are named. 

Meanwhile, Iren Jobahazi Dory had grown up, and it was she 
who became his second wife, bearing him six sons and a daughter; 
afterwards, her mind incurably clouded, she dragged out her life over long 
decades. 

* * * 

Kistima-puszta, where I lived with my mother in the guest room, be-
longed to my grandfather's sister, my mother's Aunt Toni, lady of the 
manor, widow of Erno Hollan. Perfect order reigned over everything 
there. The tiny white-washed castle was centrally located. Its upper storey 
had five barred windows, its lower four. In the middle of the ground 
floor, in place of a window, there was a door to the kitchen. Beyond the 
gravelled expanse were flowerbeds of large-leaved decorative red plants 
— in what was then called a grupp — a thicket, tall poplars. There was 
a pulling-well too, and a lane cut through the thicket. Beyond, in a large 
square clearing stood the farm, a pit for lime and mortar, a draw-well, 
drinking trough, farm children — we floated tiny walnut-shell boats in the 
cattle trough — duckies (namely hens), dogs, and speckled beans spread 
on canvas. 

The entrance to the castle was actually at the rear of the building, 
on both sides of which a hornbeam hedge extended alongside the carriage 
track, four white-washed columns supporting a little roof above the door 
where a conveyance might stop or a visitor alight. But this was just for 
show. Hardly anyone at all came. Behind the driveway stretched the 
garden. 



The window of the guest room looked out upon it. Once — 
when I was still very little — I awoke at dawn. The gardener was raking 
beneath the window, the birds were singing loudly; through the bars I saw 
the dewy bloom of the lawn, the long unaccustomed shadows. "Sh... sh... 
sh..., i t 's early still; go back to sleep, Ilona," mother said. But now — 
now I must run, must run out... I wept hot staining tears, and went back 
to sleep. When I awoke, the morning was already far gone, and just like 
at other times. There are some things for which children can never forgive 
wretched parents who do not understand. 

* * * 

Wearing perpetual mourning, Aunt Toni in her mind followed Uncle Erno 
around, in her black dress with a long train. This she held high in her left 
hand, lest it stir up dust; with her right, she waved goodnight at sunset 
from the alley of acacias to Uncle Erno who slept in the Bekassy chapel 
crypt. For a few minutes she stood at the entrance to the alley, while the 
sun was going down at the other end. Then she made a sign, and said a 
prayer. That was the time I dared not approach her... 

Morning was when the flowers were picked. Watching was 
allowed, but from a little way off. Under the tall pine trees, at the edge of 
the shadow, Aunt Toni with garden-shears is cutting begonias, pale 
yellow, white, and red. Without speaking, except once in a while to my 
mother. "Take hold here, Helen dear." Mother holds a large tin tray onto 
which the cut flowers fall. Among twigs of evergreen arbor vitae and thin 
florist 's wire. Then they go towards the house. The dew has not yet quite 
dried on the lawn beneath Aunt Toni 's dragging train; it's as if some 
gigantic snail passed that way. Next, they go among the rose-bushes in 
front of the house, cutting tea roses; also verbena and petunias blossoming 
between them. 

It was almost noon when they bound the flowers into bouquets, 
in the main room beside the kitchen, always in the same way, always the 
same number of bouquets. Always putting in some arbor vitae, symbol of 
mourning. 

After lunch Aunt Toni rested on the chaise longue which stood 
in the dining-room, her back straight, in prayer. Then no one might go 
through the dining-room lest she be disturbed. 

At three in the afternoon the carriage came round and took Aunt 
Toni and the bouquets to the Bekassy chapel. There the coachman — 



father of my playmate Kari — locked the door of the chapel as ordered, 
then walked the horses or drove to some shadowed spot; after an hour 
had passed, he re-opened the chapel door with a key. They returned home 
at five. Every blessed day. 

In vain was Aunt Toni nice to me. In vain each day did she say: 
"Come then, little girl"; in vain did she slowly, solemnly, open the 
secretaire from which she gave me little brick-shaped chocolates in shiny 
white-paper wrappers with tiny dabs of red sealing-wax at each end. I was 
afraid of her. 

Aunt Toni was not only my mother's aunt but also her motherly 
friend, confidante, garde-dame. In former days, she'd taken her to balls in 
Fehervar, Sopron and Koszeg. Her portrait in its biedermeier f rame hung 
in my mother 's bedroom until the end of her days. It showed her as a 
beautiful mature woman attired in a low-cut ball-gown with a long train 
which the photographer had tinted with sky-blue water-colour. Of Uncle 
Erno, who died in 1900, there remained a full-bearded photograph; also 
there survived, from his general's uniform, "gold buttons" with five-sided 
ornamentation in relief like the five-petalled wild rose. Mother sewed 
them onto my little coat; later, they were handed down for other purposes, 
when not mislaid in the button-box. Even now, I know, one of them is 
there. 

At the beginning of the century, during their days at Tima, Uncle 
Erno was lord of the manor, a highly respected ghost. At one time — 
according to what I heard — he had fought for his country at the defence 
of Petersburg. As to the bouquets of vitae, roses and begonias, this cult of 
the dead in family legend was never made known. Nor later, not even by 
accident. It could only have been comme il faut. 

* * * 

When I began to note down these recollections, seventy years after the 
summers in Tima, a friend's hand wrote in the margin: "Who was this 
Erno Hollan? Wasn ' t he Szechenyi's best man?" I got hold of a copy of 
the Doblingi hagyatek [The Dobling Legacy]: there, in the first volume 
(Budapest 1923), in place of the stereotypical lord of the manor, stood 
before me a young engineer from Szombathely. After 1849 he was 
imprisoned. In 1859 he became one of Istvan Szechenyi's inner council, 
his "small headquarters staff of publicists," together with Miksa Falk and 
Aurel Kecskemethy the k. und k. Police Commissioner. According to 



Vienna informers' reports, he was one of "the most dangerous agitators of 
Vas County"; "... f rom the town of Szombathely where he was born, he 
maintained active connections, through his engineering projects and social 
position, not only with the whole of Transdanubia but also with the 
counties to the North West." There Erno Hollan wrote his little memoran-
dum on the mood of Hungary, which "greatly pleased Istvan Szechenyi, 
who was all the more interested on account of its having come from one 
who belonged to the europeanized cultured middle class, and above all 
because it laid emphasis upon the mood of the Hungarian middle class 
and the Hungarian people, their wishes and world of feeling, and besides 
scarcely mentioned the aristocracy at all," as the historian Arpad Karolyi 
wrote in his study on Szechenyi's Diary. 

This "Offenes Promemoria" [Public Memorandum] was the high 
point. Szechenyi wrote in his diary, on October 2, 1859: "Hollans 
Meisterstiick nicht einmal abschreiben lassen. Also gleich in Druck!" [No 
need to copy out Hollan's masterpiece. It must be printed without delay!] 
The manuscript was smuggled out to a printer in Leipzig; the proof sheets 
in columns were smuggled back in for correcting. He'd already given 
prior notice to the Vienna correspondent of the London Times. 

Not long after came police superintendent Thierry's large-scale 
raid on Szechenyi, his doctor, sons and secretaries, on all of them at 
precisely the same hour. Not one of "the small headquarters staff of 
publicists" could escape^ The timing — March 3, 1860 — was perfect. It 
was known that Erno Hollan had arrived, or would be arriving: "Thus 
nothing prevented them from making enquiries about Hollan, Aurel 
Kecskemethy and Miksa Falk at the very same time during the house-
search of the above-named." A notebook was found connected with 
Hollan, with certain jottings which neither the policeman nor later the 
historian was able to decipher. He was as much an expert in conspiracy 
as in military engineering. 

Uncle Erno lived for another forty years, and became under-
-secretary of state, lieutenant-general, then member of the Hungarian 
Academy of Sciences. But in all his long and active career, I do not think 
there was a single moment to equal that when Istvan Szechenyi wrote in 
his diary "Schrieb demnach gleich nach Sabaria: Gyere, fiam" [I wrote 
immediately afterwards to Szombathely: Come, my son] — the message 
with which he summoned him from Szombathely. 

But that, which won for the writer of the "Offenes Promemoria" 
a place in his country 's history, was sufficient to initiate him into life — 



a man of whom, however, there would remain no whisper of remem-
brance in the little castle of Tima 's world of eternal mourning. Here, the 
shifting sands of forgetting had quite covered over -— and effectively so 
— the dangerous instigator, the pamphleteer, the conspirator, he who was 
pursued by the police informer -- but mainly, and above all else, the son 
of the middle class. Even the years spent in prison after 1849 were 
unmentionable in polite society. My mother 's loyalty extended in many 
directions; in the matter of family convention, it knew no limits. Thus it 
was that neither when I was young, nor when I was fully grown, did I 
hear f rom her anything of her uncle 's historical dimensions. 

NOTES 

1 Professor Kari Polanyi Levitt, Department of Economics, McGill 
University, and the University of the West Indies, Jamaica. (The information 
provided below will correct and supplement the entry under "Ilona Duczynska" in 
the recent bibliographical issue of this Review.) 

2 This was the case, despite her having been expelled from both the 
Hungarian Communist Party and the Austrian Communist Party. Her first 
publication was a sweeping critique of authoritarian practices in the underground 
Hungarian party in emigration in Vienna: "Zum Zerfall der K.P.U." (Notes on the 
Disintegration of the Communist Party of Hungary), Unser Weg [Our Way], 
edited by Paul Levi, 4, 1, Heft 5. March 1922. Berlin. 

1 She studied Engineering at the Zurich Polytechnical University, and at 
Vienna. However, she did not complete her degree, interrupting her studies in 
order to devote herself to opposing first the war and subsequently encroaching 
fascism. 

4 For example, "A prerik szabadsagharca" (The Prairies' Fight for 
Freedom 1870-85: A Sketch of the lives of Louis Riel and Gabriel Dumont, 
Kanadai magyar naptar (Canadian Hungarian Almanach). Toronto, 1954. 

5 The first of Karl Polanyi's works published at this time was Trade 
and Market in the Early Empires (with C.M. Arensberg and H. W. Pearson) 
(New York: Free Press, 1957). Duczynska's assistance extended to subsequent 
volumes. After Polanyi's death, she supervised the editing and publication of 
posthumous works, and the translation of much of his oeuvre into Hungarian and 
several other languages. 

6 Karl Polanyi, The Great Transformation: the Political and Economic 
Origins of our Time (New York: Rinehart, 1944). Polanyi's dedication reads: "To 



my beloved wife Ilona Duczynska I dedicate this book which owes all to her help 
and criticism." 

7 Toronto: McClelland & Stewart; London: Peter Owen. 1963. 231 pp. 
x The principal translators of the verse were Margaret Avison, Earle 

Birney, Louis Dudek, Kenneth McRobbie, A.J.M. Smith and Raymond Souster. 
9 Funds for the first issue were raised in Winnipeg by the present writer 

and in Toronto by Harry C. Campbell, Director of the Toronto Public Libraries. 
The editor was Rudolph Schlesinger of the University of Glasgow. Initial issues 
of the journal were published in "Pickering." Thereafter, following lengthy and 
frequent correspondence on the part of Duczynska and Kari Polanyi Levitt, the 
journal was taken over — not without (fully justified) misgivings on their part — 
by Pergamon Press, Oxford. 

10 In Canada, John Polanyi (University of Toronto) received the Nobel 
Prize for Chemistry; his father Michael (younger brother of Karl) established a 
reputation chiefly in the USA and England, where he ended his career at Oxford, 
as a philosopher. Karl Polanyi's most widely praised work, The Great Transfor-
mation (1944) was named among the hundred most significant books published 
since the last war by both Time Magazine and more recently The Times Literary 
Supplement (October 6, 1995) and has been translated into numerous languages 
including Japanese. His achievement now has continuing institutional existence in 
the Karl Polanyi Institute, Concordia University, Montreal, where the bulk of his 
papers are placed, which sponsors biennial international conferences that have 
resulted in the publication of several volumes of selected papers. 

11 This is not the place to supply a full bibliography. But mention may 
be made of a short biography (not based upon archival sources) which appeared 
in Hungary, by a former "dissident": Gyorgy Dalos, A cselekves szerelmese [The 
Lover of Action] (Budapest: Kossuth, 1984). For more recent interpretations, see 
Karl Polanyi in Vienna, edited by Kenneth McRobbie and Kari Polanyi Levitt 
(Montreal: Black Rose Books, 2000), 346pp.; ch. 19 Kenneth McRobbie, "Ilona 
Duczynska: Sovereign Revolutionary"; ch. 20 Alfred Pfabigan, "Ilona Duczynska 
and Austro-Marxism"; ch. 21 Barbara Striker, "This is the Voice of Radio Schutz-
bund"\ ch. 22 Gyorgy Konrad, "From Girl Revolutionary to Old Dissident"; ch. 
23 From Central Europe: Three Friends Remember: Eva Czjzek, "Memories of 
a Fellow Translator," Erzsebet Vezer, "An Anniversary Tribute," Gyorgy Litvan, 
"A Wanderer among Revolutions"; ch. 24 The Polanyis Discover a poet: Gyorgy 
Bodnar, "The Polanyis and the New Hungarian Poetry of Ferenc Juhasz," Ferenc 
Juhasz, "Blue Twin-Star" (poem); ch. 26 Ilona Duczynska, "I first met Karl 
Polanyi in 1920" (a memoir). See also a study that examines an aspect of 
Duczynska's Canadian achievements: Marlene Kadar, "Earle Birney's 'Transla-
tions' of Attila Jozsef: The Idea of the Midwife-Translator," Hungarian Studies 
Review, XV, 2 (Fall 1988), 3-11. 



12 The first of her two articles on Ervin Szabo is "Mesteriink: Szabo 
Ervin. Halala 50. evfordulojan" [Our Master Ervin Szabo. On the 50th Anniver-
sary of his Death), Kortdrs, 1968, 1619-1662. 

13 The following are the translations by Duczynska of the works of 
Lengyel with whom she later shared, together with his wife, a cottage in the 
village of Monoszlo. Jozsef Lengyel, Prenn Drifting, a novel (London: Peter 
Owen, 1966); From Beginning to End, two novellas (London: Peter Owen, 1966 
and New York: Englewood Cliffs, N.J.: Prentice-Hall. 1966); The Judge's Chair, 
a novel (London: Peter Owen, 1968); Acta Santorum, and other Tales, short 
stories (London: Peter Owen, 1970); Confrontation, a novel (London: Peter 
Owen, 1973). In Confrontation, instead of the names of Duczynska and the 
present writer as co-translators, there appears the alias "Anna Novotny," Duczyn-
ska's underground name in Vienna, in view of the politically sensitive nature of 
the manuscript that was smuggled out of Hungary. 

14 Ferenc Juhasz, The Boy Changed into a Stag. Selected Poems 
1949-1962. Edited and translated by Kenneth McRobbie and Ilona Duczynska 
(Toronto: Oxford University Press, 1970). 

15 After the February 1934 rising of the Schutzbund, Duczynska 
organized a group of students to make clandestine radio broadcasts of propaganda 
and information (on the state radio's own wavelength!). From November 1931 to 
January 1936 she was editor of Der Sprecher, bulletin of the political section of 
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