Magyarfalva – Case Study








Magyarfalva, according to Uncle Laci, has seen better days. The surrounding fields provided a living, and 300 cattle were driven out every day. The gypsies had their duties either, there was a smith, a trough-maker and even a basket-weaver. The women took their surplus products to the market in a nearby city. Hard work was only interrupted by the parish-feast, the balls, weddings and


pig-killing days. How the people of those days could make merry! How well the women could bake, cook and preserve! And what a good sausage and wale they made those days. And the cream and the cheese – the boxed milk you get today does not even compare to that of those days. The spoon stood still in the curdled milk… Even nature was different those days, acid rain was unknown to the forests, and no one left their waste in the forest, because everything was made use of in the households. Somehow even the taste of meat and wheat was different. And the people! This hatred, this envy you see today just wasn’t there – everyone helped each other if they could, and people respected each other.    





Today not even Uncle Laci knows everyone in the village, even though he can still tell who lived in which house 30 years ago. One by one, in each street. Nowadays someone moves here from the city every month. They don’t introduce themselves, and no one knows who they are. If, at least, there was a community centre where people could come together to chat, play cards or read for a while… But only the pub is open every day – is it where the women, children, the elderly should go, when they don’t want a drink, but want to have a chat with someone? And the young people you see today – they don’t greet you, they play their music loud, they litter up, and their hands are not up to work like those of the youth of old times either… They’ve had some three youth clubs for themselves, but they’ve knocked all of them to pieces. And the lots of unemployed people…. but they have the cheek to stand there for the unemployment benefit! Several of them admits openly that he’d be a fool if he went to work. Uncle Laci would certainly not give and benefit, only to those who’d work for it. We would need some job opportunities here, a small firm, some outwork, for since the great co-operative and the mine was closed, there hasn’t been any opportunity around… They keep mentioning tourism, but who on earth would come here? There’s hardly anything to see, and the village is not as clean as it used to be either. In the old days there was a big cleaning in the village every Saturday, when people cleaned not only the houses, but the streets as well, and then they sat out on the benches to talk, and the girls went for a walk, and the boys were after them… Now this is a thing of the past. So why should the tourist come here? The parsonage is a beautiful house, it is true, it should be tidied up and guests could be received there, but who has the money to do it, and who would do it? The vineyards used to look good as well, but nowadays not even nuts are collected around the cellars. What’s interesting is that people need work, but there’s no one who’d do such work – they drink in the pub instead. And there’s not even a cobbler or a hairdresser’s in the village, and in the shop you can only get the most important things, else you have to travel for everything… And travel! Services are expensive and rare. True, there used to be even less of them, but demands have changed as well.   





The school is still there, but not even Uncle Laci knows for how long. Only 18 small children go there, and people say it’s not worth keeping it up. This is because the parents are such that they tend to bring their children to the larger school, where they can study languages, can attend this study circle and that study circle, while here there’s only one single teacher. But if even the school will be taken away, what will remain in the village? How will these children know where they come from? They only go home to eat and sleep, and then they move away when they are grown up. And their parents stay here old and alone, and no one takes care of them. Not long ago an old woman lied at home ill for days, and no one opened the door on her. Her neighbour died, you know, the house stands empty, and her other neighbours have just moved here – so no one knew how she was, she could as well have died. 





They’ve mixed things up well with this compensation, says Uncle Laci., and what’s interesting is that no one gets back just their land, and know they don’t even know whose the land and the forest around the village is… they leave the land fallow, let the weed grow – doesn’t this hurt anyone? It’s not even worth going to the village gathering, for there’s only quarrelling there. There are two great parties here, and they keep fighting each other – they don’t care what the subject is, the important thing is that the other party can’t be right. As if they didn’t live in the same village and didn’t have the same interests. Everyone wants to be a leader and wants to oust others. Nowadays there are associations again, like there used to be, but even those are for themselves, they don’t want to make friends just with anyone. And the others sink into themselves – they don’t care about anything that’s outside their premises. That agreement of old days doesn’t exist anymore, but is it a surprise? People come here from so many places, only God knows where they’re from – so how could they understand each other? I don’t know what this world can still degenerate into…? 





Otherwise, there are more than one bright people around people… The mayor makes his efforts as well, but there are others, too… But they think “why me? Who will thank me for my evenings devoted to this? They’ll speak even more badly of me, saying “why is he too much in evidence”? ‘Cause people are such that they speak badly of those who are finer than them. They should not be finer! There are some agile people around here, and their enterprises are quite successful. Everybody keeps trying to find out where they get the money from – but no way would they go for it and work for it. And if someone does some voluntary work, they start looking down on the others, because they don’t do anything, even though it has always been this way: some people did more, others did less for the common good. We are not alike, some people are man about town, others are unsociable – but should I be the one to tell them?





How great it would be if the old parson was still here – maybe that man could hold even this topsy-turvy assembly together… Some kind of community workers came here lately, and they say they’d like to help us get to know each other and join our forces to a greater extent… Well, what they could do here is beyond my imagination, but I’ll do my best to help them anyway I can – concludes Uncle Laci. 


