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WHAT IS THE EIGHTH TRIBE?

The Hungarian Nation when entering the Car-

pathian Basin in the 9th century A.D. was composed
of  seven Magyar t r ibes of  Scyth ian or ig in.  Many
hundreds years later some of the people left Hun-
gary for a newly discovered land - and this segment
became the Eighth Tribe.

To those who were born in this land, speaking
or not the Hungarian language, Reformed, Lutheran,
Cathol ic or any other faith, even i f  only a trace of
Hungarian origin in them, to these this Magazine is
dedicated.

The f i rs t  issue of  The Eighth Tr ibe was pub-
lished April, 1974.

A  N E W  W A Y  T O  C E L E B R A T E  . . .

Our cover story depicts two important dates in
our lives as Americans and Hungarian-Americans. We
are celebrating the 200th birthday of our country, and
at the same time, we, as Hungarian-Americans, are
observing the 80th year of the Hungarian Reformed
Federat ion of  America -  an organizat ion that has
inscribed its name in the history of America.

This year, both as head of the Bethlen Press and
Editor of this magazine, I 've had the opportunity to
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learn many important facts about our ancestors who
came to this country, and how they carved their way
into our society and history. Some fought in our War

for Independence, some the Civi l  War. Hungarian:
were always willing to fight when someone's freedom
was in question. They were pioneers, forging their
way across the prairie to a brighter future.

We Hungarian-Americans don't brag about our
pioneer ancestors; we don't bask in their achieve-
ments as some nationalities do. Like so many other
Southern Europeans, our ancestors didn't come on the
Mayflower to found a nation for a noble cause. Our
forefathers had a land they loved,  but  they were
forced to leave i t  when domineer ing tyrants,  d is-
guised in many coats, deprived them of their precious
freedom. Amer ica was thei r  dream too,  and they
embraced its principles ful ly, offering i t  their cour-
age, their knowledge, their heritage and their lives.

Reading through the books publ ished by the
Bethlen Press this year, one can learn how these early
Hungarian-Americans played an amazingly important
role in making our nation what it is now. It is regret-
table that my generation didn't have the opportunity
to learn the legends, the folklore and the history of
ancient Hungary. Many of us came as youngsters in
our teens -- who were almost forced to forget all our
old ways just to remember all the new ones we had
to adapt to. Now with young children, grown sons and
daughters and grandchildren, we find it diff icult to
exp la in  why i t  is  ca l led the "Beth len"  Home,  the
"Kossuth"  House,  the "Szent  Is tvan" Church,  the

"Lorrantfy" Care Center, the "Rackoczi" March. Why
were these men and women so important that their
names live on ? that we continue to dedicate build-
ings to them?

And that is the purpose of the Eighth Tribe. So
the coming generations wil l  know why their names
are perpetuated. Why the heritage of Hungary is one
to be proud of, not to scoff off when someone asks,
"How'd you ever get a name l ike that?" Be proud

of what Hungary was and the vibrant nation i t  st i l l
is. Even Communist rule could not dampen the spirit
of Magyars, as it leads the communist block nations
in the freedom it is allowed.

Above all, learn. Be proud for a reason, as we've
a right to be in this 200th anniversary of our nation's
birth. The Eighth Tribe is your tool to use. It can be
a rusty hoe left out in the rain to rust, or i t  can be
clean and shiny, with rich soil clinging to the blade.
Let yourself dig into the richness of Hungary, and the
Eighth Tribe will be there to help you.
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P O R T R A I T  O F  A  S O L D I E R

a b icentenn ia l  commemorat ion  o f  MICHAEL KO-
VATS, founder of  the U.S. Cavalry,  the f i rst  Hun-
garian-American to give his l i fe for America in the

defense of Charleston, South Carolina, on May 11,
1779.

a play in one act

by

ANNA EGYUD

C A S T

C O L O N E L - C O M M A N D E R  M I C H A E L  K O V A T S

I L O N A

T H E  P H A N T O M  L I E U T E N A N T

T H E  W A T C H M A N

T i m e :  N i g h t  o f  t h e  b a t t l e

P lace:  the  outsk i r ts  o f  Char les ton,  S .C.

A restless, windy night. When curtain rises the stage is
dark. Soon, the night WATCHMAN appears, an old
man swinging a lantern and singing in a monotonous

tone :

W A T C H M A N

Ho-o-oh-o

h o - o - o o h - o  -  T I M E

f o r  t h e  n o c t u r n a l  c a l l e r ,

T ime  f o r  t he  c i t y  o f  j asm ins ,

T i m e  t o  r e s t . . . ?

d r e a m . . .  s l e e p . . .  d r e a m . .  ?

i t  i s  pas t  t he  hour  o f  p raye rs ,
d ream i t  i s  pas t  the  hour  o f  ten ,

d r e a m . . .  s l e e p . . .  r e s t . . .

while the Watchman crosses the stage slowly stepping
out of v iew with his lantern, we not ice KOVATS in
the dimly lighted background leaning against the pole
of a tent. He follows the disappearing Watchman with
his eyes.

K O V A T S

One string to your bow, one phrase
to your ballade:
"dream.. .  s leep. . .  rest . . . "
Very good, old man, go on, sing!
Lull the enemy into a soft, warm sleep,
let the trenches doze off...
on the eve of the battle sing of peace.
As for me, I refuse to dream?
I forbid myself  to dream...
No t ime tonight, sorry...
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he  p i cks  up  a  g l ass  o f  w ine  f r om a  t ab le  nex t  t o  t he
t e n t

Enough  med i ta t i on .

( h e  d r i n k s )

Let me see. ? ?

he goes through some papers on the table

In pursui t  o f  v ic tory ?
any last minute chore?
any particular assignment?
None.

(he puts the papers down)

Al l  is  ready.. .
men, time, history, this moonless

night (our al ly) ,  and al l  we can do
right now is let TIME sl ip through our

fingers and wait for the midnight call.
Ah, but when midnight wil l  sound,
when the horses will start out,
on their  savage race.. .

(tone changed, annoyed)
Here, I am dreaming, already.
L ieutenant !

A "face" appears in the background, an unnaturally

pale face that strikes us as the face of death. Kovats,
facing the audience does not look back at him and
does not see this "phantom" lieutenant

L I E U T E N A N T
Commander Kovate, Sir.

KOVATS
What are the men doing, Lieutenant?

L I E U T E N A N T
They are waiting behind these rocks, as ordered.

KOVATS

Do they believe that they can defeat the British?

L I E U T E N A N T
You've given them swords and horses
and you taught them how to fight.
A man in the saddle feels confident.

K O V A T S

What  about  the  envoy  f rom Augus ta?

L I E U T E N A N T

Not in sight, Sir.

KOVATS
The relief troops?

L I E U T E N A N T

Not  i n  s i gh t .
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K O V A T S

Then,  the  odds  a re  ten  to  one  in  favor

o f  t he  B r i t i sh ,  and  v i c t o r y  mus t  be

a c h i e v e d  o n  t h e  s t r e n g t h  o f  f a i t h . . .

he picks up a booklet from the table
as for the diary of the legion, suffice
i t  to say:

(sits and writes)

in Charleston, South Carolina...

( looking up)

the date, Lieutenant:

L IEUTENANT
May 11,

(with a malicious smile)

according to a certain Gregorian calendar.

KOVATS

(wr i t ing)
May 11, 1779...
Our situation is desperate! We are surrounded.

flings book and pen on the table and pronounces the
words that follow with immense annoyance, even hate

"Surrounded"!
The word tastes bitter, l ike bile?
I would l ike to spit i t  out!
"Surrounded"! It sounds l ike defeat!

(pours wine)

Here !
Share a drink with me, Lieutenant!

The Lieutenant does not move, Kovats turns to him

Lieutenant!

seeing the "phantom" he shudders

But you are NOT my lieutenant!

L IEUTENANT
(gr inn ing)

I am everybody's Lieutenant, Sir.

KOVATS

But you are not real!

L IEUTENANT

Not real? Ask your men in an hour, Sir.

K O V A T S

Monster,  I  know you now -
by your stink, that certain odor. ...
Get away from here.

L I E U T E N A N T
But I 've come in a most important
matter, Commander.

KOVATS
Get away, I said.
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L I E U T E N A N T

A very specia l  bargain,  a  rare g i f t ,  a  gem

K O V A T S

A w a y !

L I E U T E N A N T
A  w o r d :

V I C T O R Y !

hear ing  i t ,  Kovats  lowers  the  sword  he  has  p icked up

f r o m  t h e  t a b l e

L I E U T E N A N T

Thank you, Commander. Your chivalry,
as always, touches me...

l ike your slogan...
"Fidelissimus ad mortem"!
loyal unto death!
You've always uttered these words with

such conviction, such elegance ?
at times I felt almost tempted...

(w i th  a  leer )
real ly tempted...
Well, I 'd better make it brief.
One should not joke about loyalty
and besides, in the

carnival of war, time is a precious
commodity for a soldier.
What I propose: is victory, as I said,
and I know the road that would take you there

K O V A T S

T h e  r o a d .  . .

L I E U T E N A N T

T h e  o n l y  r o a d .

K O V A T S

( e a g e r )

S h o w  i t  t o  m e !

L I E U T E N A N T

I t ' s  o v e r  t h e r e  -  b e y o n d  t h e  r i v e r .

A  h i d d e n  p a t h . . .

pa tches  o f  mud ,  j asmins ,  f l owerbeds ,

enough sof tness to swal low the noise

o f  a  t h o u s a n d  h o o f s . . . .

I t  l eads  r i gh t  t o  t he i r  ba r racks . . . .

K O V A T S
Lead  me  the re !

Can  you  lead  me the re?

L I E U T E N A N T

I  a lone  can  lead  you  there .

K O V A T S

T h e  p r i c e ?
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L I E U T E N A N T

( fak ing  amazement )

C o m m a n d e r !

K O V A T S

T h e r e  i s  a l w a y s  a  p r i c e  ?  I  k n o w .

L I E U T E N A N T

Now,  you sound l ike  a  merchant ,  Commander .

F i rs t  o f  a l l ,  a l low me to  ask :

are you real ly  in terested,  S i r?

K O V A T S

Give me th is  ba t t le ,  g ive  me

v i c t o r y ,  a n d  i n  r e t u r n :

L I E U T E N A N T

( i n t e r r u p t i n g  h i m )
a  word ,  a  s imp le  idea :

K O V A T S

( r a p i d l y )

A n y t h i n g ,

L I E U T E N A N T

L O Y A L T Y !
Kovats  tu rns

L I E U T E N A N T

Ah, but you are turning from me.
You can't bear the sight of me.
I understand.

Like most men, you look at me in
the least favorable light.

light effects change; we see a tall, slender Lieutenant
dressed in his best Sunday black

Look at  me now!

Do I indeed appear so ugly?
Forget the paleness of my cheeks,
this hollow voice and these pupilless eyes.
Look at my hands.
Look  a t  them!

he holds up his hands revealing his bejeweled fingers

are these the hands of a destroyer?
No, Sir. These are the hands of a creator.

KOVATS
Blasphemer!

L I E U T E N A N T

( u n d i s t u r b e d )

True, not much will remain of what we see
here tonight, but does that matter? Progress
is the grave of the old and who knows...?
In a hundred years, on this very spot the
dwellings of men may court the skies...
in 200 years: a trip to the moon!
From the tent to the universe!

T H E  E I G H T H  T R I B E

THE UNIVERSE, i f  you care to set a l imit.
And all this, not because of the inhuman battles

we both despise, not because of any shortsighted
speculation on my wickedness, but because
of a single idea, a word, your favorite, the
word I  cher ish:  LOYALTY!

he steps closer to Kovats

and  loya l t y  to  the  cause  o f  revo lu t ion  demands

t h a t  y o u r  m e n  f o l l o w  y o u  ?  a n d  y o u  f o l l o w
M E . . . .

( a  b r i e f  pause )

W e l l ?

K O V A T S

Well... what do you expect?
You steal to me like a thief in the thick of the
night. You send off a barrage of words in MY
camp.. and you expect me to trust you.

(at the top of his voice)
Why do you think of me as a fool?

(with threatening calm)
My dear "Lieutenant" you are suspect

of a double game!
(reaching for his collar)

Admit  i t !

LIEUTENANT
(trying to free himself)

I swear!

KOVATS
You are about to approach the British

LIEUTENANT
Certainly not... oh... please...

K O V A T S
C o n v i n c e  m e !

L I E U T E N A N T

That  is  easy!

K O V A T S

T h e n  d o  i t !

L I E U T E N A N T

hav ing  f reed  h imse l f -and  sheep ish l y

I ' ve  a l r eady  app roached  h im- th i s  even ing ,

( l augh ing ,  who lehea r ted l y )

a n d  h e  t h r e w  m e  O U T !

( e x p l a i n i n g )

He  was  p lay ing  ca rds  ?  he  was  w inn ing .

( w i t h  a  s h r u g )

N o  h a r d  f e e l i n g s  ?  o n  m y  p a r t .

I ' ve  ye t  to  meet  a  man who 'd  l i s ten  to

the words o f  reason whi le  w inn ing a t  cards ,

Commander .
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( l ook i ng  i n  t he  d i s t ance )

He is st i l l  playing.. .
he is st i l l  trapped by his own "Joker"... .

(meaningful ly)
Well? What is your answer?

KOVATS
You are sure of that hidden path, "Lieutenant"?

L IEUTENANT
I'm a master at reconnaisance, Commander!

KOVATS
You are sure that it will be victory?

L IEUTENANT

A gem of a victory, Commander!

K O V A T S

Fair enough!

L I E U T E N A N T
You agree, then?

KOVATS
I said: fair enough!

L IEUTENANT
As expected.
And now, if I may, I shall accept that glass of
wine you've offered earlier, Commander.

h e  p i c k s  u p  t h e  g l a s s  o f  w i n e

S w e e t ?

K O V A T S

d r y  ?  s h o u l d  i t  m a k e  a n y  d i f f e r e n c e  t o  y o u . . . .

L I E U T E N A N T

T o  o u r  a l l i a n c e !

h is  l i ps  touch  the  g lass  and  he  o f fe rs  i t  to  Kova te

L I E U T E N A N T

m e r e  f o r m a l i t y . . . .

K O V A T S

(af te r  tas t ing  i t ,  amazed)

s w e e t . . .

L I E U T E N A N T

l i ke  v i c to ry ,  Commander  Kova ts ,

l i k e  v i c t o r y .

Kovats empties the glass and puts it back on the table

L IEUTENANT
Well, the bargain so gallantly executed,

I see no reason further to arrest your thoughts.
Remember, Sir, that your men should leave
no later than the second call of the Watchman.

K O V A T S

as  p lanned .
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L I E U T E N A N T

At midnight.
And now, may I bid you a phenomenal victory
and a paragraph in the history books under:
"American Revolution" and

"American-Hungarian", Commander?

he  van ishes .  O f f s tage ,  the  d i s tan t  ca l l  o f  t he  Watch -

man  i s  hea rd  aga in :

W A T C H M A N  ( o f f s t a g e )

Oh-oh-oh-oh

oh-oh-oh-oh

t i m e . . . . . .

K O V A T S

(looking up)
One hour to midnight.
What dreary night.
Dark and silky and treacherous
and hiding a thousand wounds in her dark robe.

All  is si lent.
Only the wind is howling
and the dogs.
Man is quiet.

on the distant horizon an orange light rises
Halt!  Who's there!
Anyone crossing the lines over there?

music rises, distant and melancholic; wonderingly and
overcome Kovats turns toward the light
(the music may be Kodaly's "Dunan innen, Tiszan
tul" from Hary Janos)

K O V A T S

The sun!
How extraordinary!
A midnight sun.
Of course! how foolish of me?

it is the sun rising beyond the ocean...
Since the world is sharing, but one sun,
day must be breaking over there... and
my village, for some reason my village
has the most unusual appearance this
morn ing . . .  I  wonder  why . . . .?

as if passing on the far-side of a transparent veil of
memory, we see young men and women move away in
slow motion. They are dressed in embroidered, color-
ful Hungarian peasant costumes.

K O V A T S

It is solemn, almost dignified...
the girls are wearing their embroidered skirts
and the men stopped swearing...

(as if suddenly remembering)

Well, it is Sunday!
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(ca l l i ng  ou t  to  the  g roup)

Hey men! Stop! Remember me?
Do you know from where I am calling
I have reached the land of the Bible, I am
treading the ground of the Promised Land. ...
Won't you stop, please?

but the group walks away quietly, paying no attention
to his call. Only one girl, whose face is shielded by a
red scarf and whose dress (as we shall see in a mo-
ment) is more stylish than the costume of the other
girls, stops, giving Kovats a distant glance. But Kovats
turns without noticing her.

K O V A T S
It was not the sun, after all.
It was only the Atlantic turned crimson.

the girl approaches Kovats stopping at the far side of
the stage. By now, the orange light in the background
has faded out and the girl is standing in a strange
semi-darkness

T H E  G I R L

M i c h a e l . . .

Kovats l istens, as i f  the voice would r ise from the very

depth  o f  h is  sou l .  But  he does not  tu rn .

K O V A T S

t h a t  v o i c e . . . .

T H E  G I R L

( somewha t  l ouder )

M i c h a e l . . .

K O V A T S

that  vo ice  sounds so  fami l ia r . . . .

T H E  G I R L

I s  the  vo ice  more  impor tan t  than  the  pe rson?

K O V A T S

( t u r n i n g  t o  h e r )

l l o n a

I L O N A

W h o  e l s e ?

K O V A T S

uncerta in,  and wi th eyes hal f  c losed

. . .  I l o n a . . .  a r e  y o u  i n  m y  d r e a m s  o r

am I  i n  you rs?

I L O N A

I  am not  sure ,  bu t  does  tha t  mat te r?

I 've come to te l l  you that  I  s t i l l  love you,  Michael

tha t  the  garden is  fu l l  o f  b loom,

that  I  put  f resh,  lavendel -scented p i l lows on the

b e d ,
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tha t  the  gate  to  the  park  is  open.

Is  your  horse fast  enough to  br ing you here?

K O V A T S

Oh,  I lona,  moments ago I  was r is ing toward

the  s ta rs ;  now you  a re  d ragg ing  me  back  to

the past ,  back to ear th,  back to the very scent

o f  y o u r  g a r d e n .

Why  do  you  t o r t u re  me ,  l l ona?

I L O N A

Why d id  you leave me,  Michae l?

( a  p a u s e )

I t  has  been  four teen  long  months ,  you  know.

K O V A T S

( w o n d e r i n g l y )

F o u r t e e n . . . ?

I L O N A

Crows and vagabonds are  feast ing on the f ru i ts

tha t  s t i l l  g row in  your  o rchard

K O V A T S

le t  t hem ea t  t he i r  f i l l !

I L O N A

Your  house:  a  she l ter  fo r  br igands

K O V A T S

no  ob jec t i on !

for  runaway ser fs ,

I L O N A

K O V A T S

Exce l l en t !

I L O N A

B u t  w h y ,  M i c h a e l !

There must  be a reason?!

K O V A T S

W h y . . .
( i m p a t i e n t )

I  d o  n o t  k n o w  w h y . . . .  !
Perhaps because there is  too much

d i r t ,  too  much  mud,  too  much  pover ty

p i l e d  u p  i n  t h e  h u t s  o f  m e n  -

perhaps because there are too many
fancy pear ls  in  the  c rowns o f  ru le rs . . . .

I L O N A

Is  th i s  why  you 've  jo ined  tha t  war  over  the re?

K O V A T S

Th is  war  over  here  i s  ca l led :  Revo lu t ion !

I L O N A

It is but a word, an expression: "revolution",
must it upset everything?
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K O V A T S

( so f t l y )

P u t  o u t  t h e  l i g h t ,  l o n a . . .

Europe  i s  s t i l l  res t ing ,

E u r o p e ,  t h e  o l d  s e r v a n t  i s  d r u n k  w i t h  s l e e p . . . .

But  someday,  someone wi l l  say the

r igh t  wo rds ,  ove r  t he re ,

l i g h t  t h e  r i g h t  f u s e ,

s o u n d  t h e  d r u m s . . . . .

I L O N A

( v e r y  g e n t l y )

B u t  u n t i l  t h e n

(despera te )

Oh Michae l ,  l e t  o thers  wor ry  abou t

the  c rowns o f  k ings ,  and le t  us  prepare

o u r  o w n  f u t u r e .

I t  i s  s p r i n g  h e r e  ?  l i k e  i t  i s  s p r i n g  o v e r  t h e r e

and  sp r ing  i s  g row ing  impa t ien t .

( w i t h  w a r m t h )

Do you s t i l l  love  me,  Michae l?

K O V A T S

The hour  i s  no t  f i t  f o r  words  o f  l ove .

I L O N A

We are in a dream, remember? and honesty is

the only rule of dreams.
Do you love me, dear?

KOVATS

I remember you, l lona.
Our walk in the forest, the music in the park,

I L O N A

Bu t  do  you  l ove  me ,  M ichae l?

K O V A T S

o u r  l a s t  d a n c e . . .

a  few s ty l i sh  dance  s teps  by  Kova ts  a lone

h o w  w e l l  I  r e m e m b e r  t h e m ,  I l o n a .

I L O N A

You do  love  me,  M ichae l ,  I  can  te l l  by  the  tone

o f  y o u r  v o i c e  a n d  y o u r  l o v e  s e t t l e s  t h e  m a t t e r .

You ' l l  t ake  t he  boa t  and  sa i l . . .

K O V A T S

( d r e a m i l y )

t o w a r d  t h e  s t a r s . . .

I L O N A

Home, Michael.
What harm is there in following the
dictates of the heart?
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WATCHMAN (offstage)
O H - o h - o h - o h

o h - o h - o h - o h

t i m e . . .

I L O N A

It is our love, our life, are you coming, Michael?

WATCHMAN (offstage)
Night of silence, night of dreams...

dream... sleep... rest...

I L O N A

(u rg ing  h im)
The idea of dying is: insane,
the idea of victory is: delusive
Come home!

Hurry,  Michael !

yielding, Kovats takes a step toward her when the
Lieutenant enters

L I E U T E N A N T

Stop!
Stop dreaming and begin to live: forever!
Are you ready, Commander?

KOVATS
(as if awakening)

Ready . . . .?

I L O N A

R e a d y  f o r  w h a t ?

Choose between two v is ions:

romance and revo lu t ion?

L I E U T E N A N T

p ick ing  them up  f rom the  tab le

You r  c l oak ,  S i r ,

y o u r  s w o r d !

I L O N A

Beauty and bayonets?

L I E U T E N A N T

I t  i s  m i d n i g h t .

V i c to ry  i s  s igna l l i ng  th rough  the  th roa t
o f  t he  Watchman .  Sha l l  we  l e t  i t  beg in ,  S i r?

I L O N A

(a  l as t  appea l )

M i c h a e l !

an  even drumbeat  beg ins .  Th is  agon iz ing  beat  o f  the

tom- tom w i l l  be  hea rd  t h roughou t  t he  scene .
Kovats  takes the sword and the c loak

K O V A T S

( tu rn ing  to  her )
God keep you, Ilona.
In saddle, men!
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F o l l o w  m e !

S t r a i g h t  a h e a d !

A t t a c k !

h e  l e a v e s ,  f o l l o w e d  b y  t h e  L i e u t e n a n t .  l o n a  r e m a i n s

alone.

I L O N A

He is  gone  and  I  fee l  f r igh tened .

she  s low ly  covers  herse l f  w i th  her  shawl :

I  f e e l  s u d d e n l y  l o s t  a n d  I  a m  f r i g h t e n e d !

( runn ing  toward  unseen  shadows)

What  a re  those s t range sounds over  there ,

those  pa in fu l  moans?

Is  i t  the  sky  sp l i t t ing  asunder ,  or  is  i t

t h e  b i r t h  o f  a  c h i l d ?

( w o n d e r i n g l y )

c h i l d . . . .

( w i t h  s o r r o w )

I  c o u l d  b e  h i s  w o m a n  n o w ,

I  cou ld  be  the  mo the r  o f  h i s  ch i l d ,  now

were  i t  no t  f o r  t h i s  b l ack  spo t  unde r  my  foo t

( s l o w l y  b e n d i n g  d o w n )

t h i s  d a r k ,  s u s p i c i o u s  s p l a s h  o f  w a t e r . . . . .

t ouch ing  the  spo t  on  the  g round  and  then  r i s i ng  w i th

h o r r o r :

I L O N A

. . .  th is  pool  of  b lood!
Michae l !

s h e  c o l l a p s e s  b a c k s t a g e  s w a l l o w e d  b y  s e m i - d a r k n e s s .

K o v a t s  e n t e r s  w o u n d e d

K O V A T S

What batt le!

What swift, unbelievable battle!
One for the books.
Death was galloping over the trenches, snatching
hal f  of  thei r  men.. .  the redcoats ours too,
more than hal f . . .  st i l l ,  v ictory.
I can sense it! I can see it! Charleston is

saved! Victory!

(wi th a shudder)
It 's gett ing cold.. . . . .  I 'm shivering.
No! I  am suffer ing the heat of hel l ,  I  am
breathing f i re!
W a t e r !

Who is fetching water from the brook?
Water !

get t ing very  weak,  he s i ts

H o w  r e d  s u d d e n l y  t h e  s k y  i s ,  l i k e  t h e

scar f  a round  I lona 's  neck .
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( l o o k i n g  a r o u n d )

I lona.. .  are you st i l l  here or am I dreaming.. .

an  o ld . . .  o ld . . .  hab i t . . . .

(as i f  she had helped him)
Thank you, my dear, but I  am not dead - yet.
My character is  st i l l  in  the making,  h istory is
puzz led:  who am I?  A hero o f  the Amer ican
Revolution, or a simple fool in love with whom
- what ? a great  lady,  of  course,  a splendid

creature, a giant, your RIVAL! Yes, Ilona
Y O U R  R I V A L !

(pointing in an indefinite direction)

There... over there... you can see her now with
a l ighted torch in her hand, a golden wreath
around her forehead,
as great, as sweet, as generous as FREEDOM
itsel f . . .  my t rue lady. . .

(sitting up, a last effort)
My sword!

(shout ing)
Let someone bring me my sword!

( p o w e r f u l )
In pursuit of tyranny:
Fol low her, men!

(col lapsing)
Ah, what a lovely lady... freedom....
and what an incorrigible dreamer: MAN.

he dies. Lights slowly dim while a distant bugle
sounds a final farewell to the Soldier.

" F A I T H F U L  U N T O  D E A T H "  ?  b y  L a s z l o  L .  E s z e n y i  -

a book on the l i fe of  Col Kovats,  pr inted by the Bethlen
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