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Részlet

Nyakig saros, hihetetlenil rongyos, piszokkal, féreggel boritott embercsorda
vonszolta magat a hadnagy utan, kdzreveve diihos székely ijaszoktdl, akik hosszu
ostorokkal csapdostak kézibiik, hogy elfelejtessek velik a test 6rddgi vagyat a
sarban vald elnyulas és édes halal utan.

Alban, szerb, kun, bolgér, a Balkan minden fajtaja taposta egymas sarkat, ferfiak és
asszonyok, dregek és szinte gyermekek. A legtébbje butdn meredt maga elé, mar
szenvedesre is képtelendl, s csak olyankor vigyorodott el gépiesen az arca, ha ostor
érte, figyelmeztetve "az igazsagra”. De itt is, ott is lehetett l1atni kdzottlik
hihetetlenil sovany, nyurga, nagy szakalli popakat, csontjaikon fekete talarok
hosszu foszlanyaival, amint rajongd szemmel tagultak az égre, s olykor valami
uvoltésszerl zsoltarba hordiiltek, amit a koriilottiikk vanszorgok folkaptak, aztan
ismét elejtettek. Valahanyszor egy-egy ilyen probalkozas kiszakadt beldliik, az
ijaszok, mintha darazs dofott volna a fulcimpajukba, elorditottdk magukat s
odacsorditettek a hangok strtijébe.

Maszott, maszott tiirhetetlen lassusaggal, vérre ingerld latszataval az egy helyben
taposasnak ez az emberi htisbol vald undok szazlabu, dombra f6l, lejtén le, mintha
kinjaban gorbitene hatat paposra s nydlna ki megint a vilag végeéig.

Az ijaszok alig tudtak visszatartani magukat a diihédt kivankozastél, hogy halomra
16d6zz€ék 6ket. Ide-oda nyargaltak, fel s ala a menet két oldalan, csapkodva s
cifrakat bombolve. Szivderitd valtozatossag volt, ha egy-egy 6reg vagy kolykét
hatan cipel6 asszony végre is boldogan elvagddott, s az ostor szapora vagdosasara
sem kaszalddott fol tobbé. llyenkor egy kis torlddas tamadt, a katonak tvoltottek, a
rabok allati médon nydszorogtek, vinnyogtak, aztan hatulrol stiriibben kondultak a
karikasok, s a tomeg attaposott az elesetteken, irigykedd sohajtozasokkal.

A hadnagy messzi eldrelabalt ezalatt. Akarmilyen emberevd kedvében volt is a
gyalazatos kotelesség miatt, amit reanyomtak, a mellében mégis valami bizsergd
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orom futkarozott, tgyhogy foltépte bekecsét, s bozontos szuigyét Kitarta az tide
tavaszi sz€lnek, amely messzi hegyek hoszagat az ébredd fold izgatd parajaval
keverve csapta szembe vele. Odafonn fehér gomolyfelhdk lebegtek kelet felé, s az
ég kéklett, mint egy alombdl félnyilo leAnyszem. A stirliség ala fut6 dombok
ragyogtak a nap gyermeki kacagasaban, hoviraggal boritva a fak6zold gyep felett,
mintha duzzadé asszonymellek villognanak. A hegyoldalak rengeteghajzata még
szlrkén, barnan, feketén zlg a szélben, de a folyd partjain hosszu, sarga barkak
lengedeznek, s ezlistos rigyek pattognak. A meder erében feszilve liktet, rohan a
fold vére, s bizakodé madarak rikkantanak a levegdbe mamorosan cikdzva. Mély
szinek vibralnak a dus parakban, a sziv izmai csiklandva hizodnak 6ssze, s 16kik
az ujjongo vért a tagulo tiidokbe.

Zagon hadnagy nagyot szippantott a joféle levegdbdl, s hatralokte kucsmajat
izzadd homlokardl. Nagy ehséget erzett. Minden porcikaja enni-inni akart, s a
szajaban csodaizek gytiltek 6ssze. Nagyot nyelt, s kivankozva nézett koriil,
alkalmatos taborhely irant.

- No, még odaig! - biztatta magat a tetre pillantva, melyre az ut folkaptatott.

Megérdemelte a faradsagot. Lova mintha féldbe gyOkerezett volna, allott meg a
csticson. Egész testében megrazkadott. Ercesen nyeritett bele a tavaszba. De a
hadnagy is elkurjantotta magéat. A Maros tavoli sikja tarult ki el6tte, a hatalmas
foly6 aranyl6 szokesége a zsendiilo tér zoldjében, beszegve az érchegyek
ibolyakék, hosiivegii csucsaival. A hago alatt ott a régota vart Gteldgazas, délnek
Fehérvarba, északnak Tordara. Mind a két &g a régi romai Utba torkollott, s az méar
olyan k&, amely minden vajdak és ispanok dacara romolhatatlanul, siman fekszik a
16 l&ba ala.



https://mek.oszk.hu/10900/10950/10950.htm#3
SANDOR MAKKAI
TALTOS KING (1934)

Szepirodalmi Publisher, 1980
Excerpt

A herd of people were dragging themselves after the lieutenant. They were covered
with mud, up to their necks, covered with dirt and worms. They were incredibly
ragged. They were surrounded by angry Szekely archers who snared among them
with long whips to make them forget the desires of the flesh after falling in the
mud and sinking to the sweet death.

Albanians, Serbs, Kuns, Bulgarians, all races of the Balkans, men and women, old
people and almost children trampled on each other’s heels. Most of them stared
blankly ahead, already incapable of suffering. Their faces grinned automatically
only when they were hit with a whip, warning them to the ‘truth’. But here and
there incredibly thin, lanky big-bearded priests with long strips of black robes
hanging on their bones could be seen, as they were gazing at the sky with admiring
eyes. Sometimes they burst into a howling psalm which the stragglers around them
picked up and then dropped again. Whenever such an attempt broke out of them, as
if a wasp had stung their earlobes the archers shouted a big and flowed into the
thick of the sound.

This disgusting centipede made of human flesh was just crawling and crawling
with an unbearable slowness, with its blood-curdling appearance of stomping in
one place. Up the hills, down the slopes, as if it bended its back into a hump due to
agony and reached out again to the end of the world.

The archers could hardly contain themselves their angry desire to shoot them
down. They galloped up and down on both side of the procession flapping and
screaming dirty words. It was a heart-warming change when an old person or a
woman carrying her child on her back, finally, happily fell on the ground. They did
not even flinch at the frequent slashing of the whip. At this time a small traffic jam
occurred, the soldiers roared. The prisoners whined and whimpered in an
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animalistic way, then the sound of the hoops came more harshly from behind. The
crowd trampled the fallen ones with envious sighs.

During this time the lieutenant advanced far ahead. No matter how much he was in
a cannibalistic mood due to his disgraceful duty imposed on him, yet a tingling joy
was running through in his chest. Therefore, he tore his mackinaw coat up and
exposed his shaggy chest to the fresh spring wind, which blew the smell of snow
mixed with the exciting steam of the awakening earth towards him from the distant
mountains. Above white cumulus clouds were floating towards east. The sky
turned blue as if a girl’s eyes had been opening from a dream. The hills running
beneath the density sparkled in the in the childish laughter of the sun. The pale
green lawn was covered with snow-flowers as if some swollen female breasts were
twinkling. The abundant hair on the hill sides is rustling in the wind in the colours
of grey, brown, black, though at the riversides long, yellow catkins are waving and
silverish buds are popping. The blood of the earth is pulsating tensely and is
running in the veins of the riverbed, and some hopeful birds screeched into the air,
chattering drunkenly. Deep colors are vibrating in the thick vapor, the heart
muscles contract in a tickling way and push the jubilant blood into the expanding
lung.

Lieutant Zagon took a big snip of the good air and pushed his fur-cap from his
sweating forehead. He felt very hungry. Every inch of his body wanted to eat., and
wonderful flavors were gathering in his mouth. He swallowed painfully and looked
around longingly for a suitable camp site.

- Well, still up to there! — he encouraged himself while looking up at the top, to
where the road climbed up.

It was worth of the effort. His horse stopped at the top, as if his feet were rooted to
the ground. His whole body shook. He neighed in a metallic voice into the spring.
The lieutenant also set up a shout. The distant plain of the Maros lay in front of
him in the green of the plain the golden blonde of the huge river, being hemmed by
the violet-blue, snow-capped peaks. There is the long-awaited fork of the road,
south to Fehérvar, north to Torda. Both branches ended in the old Roman road,
and it is already such a rock that lies under the horse’s feet incorruptible despite of
all the Voivods and Spaniards.






