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Cselekmeny

A vasartéren nagy a slirgés-forgas. Dani és Béni fennen hirdetik: minden mesterség koz(il
a leghasznosabb a takacsokeé, fleg, ha valaki olyan csodakelmét tud széni, mint 6k. Arra
jon az Grjarat, s mikor a kapitany megtudja, hogy a két messzirdl jott idegen csodakelmét
kinal, nyomban viszik ket a kiraly szine elé. Pomade kiraly 6fensegének ugyanis f6 a feje.
Masnap a névnapjat innepelné, azt a napot, amikor minden évben fényes diszmenetben
vonul el szeretett népe eltt. Ezdttal azonban minden valgsziniiség szerint elmarad a varva
vart ceremania, mert a kiralynak egyetlen olyan ruhaja sincsen, amit ne viselt volna mar
legalabb egyszer. Hiaba a rengeteg ruha, a kirdly mindet megunta, a szabok pedig minden
dtletikbdl kifogytak.

Amikor a nagy uralkodd bdseges reggelijét elfogyasztotta, elebe hozzak a két csodataka-
csot. Orisi az 6rom, a kiraly visszavonja korabbi parancsat, melyben lefdjta a masnapi
paradét. Mégis lesz mit felvennie, nem kell az agyban téltenie a névnapjat! Dani és Béni
megigerik, hogy csodafonalukbol megszovik a csodakelmét, abbal pedig kiszabjak a cso-
dadltozetet. Egyvalamit azonban hozzatesznek: a ruhanak van egy lényeges tulajdonsaga.
Csak az okosak, becsiletesek és igazak latjak. Aki hazug, ganosz vagy buta, nem Iat mast,
csak levegdt.

A kiralyt ejszaka rémalmak gydtrik. Mi lesz, ha nem latja azt a bizanyos csodaruhat? Gyor-
san meneszti a kancellarjat és a minisztereit, lessék ki a takacsok munkajat. Ha 6k latjak
a kelmét, nyilvan latja majd 6 is, hisz egy kiraly nem lehet butabb az alattvalginal. Szerinte
Jakinek hivatalt 4d, észt is dd az Isten”. Dani és Béni ezalatt buzgdn szdvik a semmit. Nem lat
persze semmit sem a kancellar, sem a miniszterek, de senki nem meri bevallani.

Reggel megjelenik a kirdly is. A megdobbenéstdl eldszor szohoz sem jut, de a takdcsok
annyira dicsérik mdviket, hogy végil kdtének all, és bevonul a spanyolfal magé probalni.
A ruha gy simul deli termetehez, hagy szinte nem is érzi, hogy van rajta ruha.

Vegre sor kerll a nagy esemenyre. A vasartéren felvonul a diszmenet, majd a fényes balda-
chin alol kilép a kiraly: pucéran. A dermedt csendben egyetlen hang harsan, a kis suszter-
inasé: A kirdlyon nincsen semmi!” Erre aztan teljes erdvel kitor a felfordulas. Hagyma- és
paradicsomzapor z(dul a kiralyra és az udvartartasra; menekil az el6keldség, fut, ki merre
lat.

6 Biri Gergely, Geiger Lajos




A szerzok

Ranki Gyorgy (1907-1985) Budapesten szilletett, édesapja Reisz Frigyes vegyészmérnok
volt, édesanyja a gyerekek nevelésével foglalkozott. A gyermek Rankirdl még senki sem hit-
te volna, hogy egyszer majd zeneszerzd lesz. Sok mas gyerekhez hasonléan ugyan @ is ta-
nult zongorazni, de zene iranti érdekl6dése csak a gimnaziumi évek alatt valt komolyabba.
Az érettségi utan a Miegyetemen kezdte meg fels6foku tanulmanyait, de egy évvel késébb
mar a Zeneakadémia zeneszerzés szakos hallgatdja volt. Kodaly Zoltan hatésara kezdett el
foglalkozni a népzenével, de nemcsak a magyar, hanem az egészen tavoli, egzotikus népek
kenyerét. A Mekk Elek, kozismertebb nevén Mekk mester, televizios babjaték sorozat zené-
jétis @ irta. Nagyobb szabasu, komolyabb miveinek tébbséget élete masodik felében kom-
ponalta, ekkor készilt Karinthy Frigyes novelldja alapjan a Cirkusz cim( balett és Madach
dramajabol Az ember tragédidja cimG misztérium-opera. A Pomddé kirdly dj ruhdja Ranki
Gyorgy legnépszeribb darabja. Az opera elsd valtozatat 1953-ban mutattak be a budapesti
Operahazban hatalmas sikerrel.

Hans Christian Andersen (1805-1875) a daniai Odense szegénynegyedében sziiletett.
Ebben a varosban keszitik a vilag legjobb marcipanjat, de az Andersen csaladnak nem
tellett ilyen finomsagokra: Hans Christian apja cipész, anyja mosond valt, és hajnaltdl késd
estig dolgoztak, hogy meglegyen a betevdjik. Szegényseqik ellenére az apa gyakran vitte
fiat a helyi szinhazba, vasarnaponkent Az Ezeregyéjszaka meséit és szindarabokat olvasott
neki. A kisfit legkedvesebb szorakozasa lett, hogy maga készitette babszinhazaban eld-
adasokat tartson. Fababuinak ruhat is varrt, és minden keze iigyébe keril6 szindarabot
elolvasott. Tizenegyéves volt, amikor apja egy tlizvészben meghalt, és segédnek kellett
mennie. Eqy ideig takacs- és szabomesterséget tanult (éppen ezért jol tudta, hogyan lesz
a fonalbol kész ruha), majd egy cigarettagyarban dolgozott. Nagyon rosszul ment a sora:
vékony, magas, lanyos alkata, hosszu orra miatt a tobbi munkas sokat csufolta. Tizennégy
évesen gyalog tette meg a dan fovarosha, Koppenhagaba vezetd, tobb mint 150 kilométeres
utat. Mivel szép szopran hangja volt, felvették szinésznek a Kiralyi Szinhazba. Csakhogy
id6vel a hangja mélyiini kezdett, és mar nem Iéphetett fel. Ekkar fordult az iras felé, és egy
mive meg is jelent. Elvégezte a kozépiskolat, bar nagyon rosszul érezte magat joval fiata-
labb tarsai és a szigoru iskolamester tarsasagaban. Tanara elhatarozta, hogy megfékezi az
élénk fantaziaju fiatalembert, és eltiltotta az irastol - szerencsére Andersen nem fogadott

sz6t. Egyre tobbet és tobbfélét irt: verseket, novellakat, szindarabokat. Sokat utazott, a
Dunat végighajozva Magyarorszagon is jart, és ot-hat nyelven beszélt. Mar harmincéves
volt, amikor els6 mesekdtete megjelent: ebben még az édesanyjatdl hallott népmeséket
hasznalta fel. A karacsonyra kiadott, olcso kis kotet nepszer( lett, igy a kovetkezd ka-
racsonyra Ujabb meséket irt, aztan ismét Ujabbakat, de ezeket mar maga talalta ki. Bar
nagyon szerette a Grimm testvérek meséit s Az Ezeregyéjszaka térténeteit, Andersen
egyszer(i nyelven irt: szerepli ugy beszéltek, mint hétkdznap az utcan stirgolédé danok.
Sok torténete szol nehéz sorsu hdsokrdl, akiket kicsufolnak tarsaik, de végiil boldogulnak,
és tobh meséjében talalkozunk ostoba, fennhéjazo gazdagokkal, akik persze porul jarnak.

Karolyi Amy (1909-2003) Jozsef Attila-dijas koltd, miforditd, Wedres Sandor koltd fele-
sége volt. Budapesten szerzett magyar-német szakos tanari oklevelet a Pazmany Péter
Tudomanyegyetemen, majd Bécsben folytatta tanulmanyait. 1992-t6l a Magyar Mvészeti
Akadémia tagja volt. Elsg verseit 1940-ben Babits Mihaly kozélte a Nyugatban. irt mese-
ket, gyerekkdnyveket, verses képeskonyvet, de miforditoként is jelentds a munkassaga.
Szamos dijjal ismertek el: 1981-ben Jozsef Attila-dijat kapott, 1994-ben a Magyar Koztarsa-

sagi Erdemrend kdzepkeresztjét vehette &t, 1996-ban Arany Janos-dijat kapott, 1997-ben
Salvatore Quasimodo-életmddijban részesilt.



Szvétek Laszlo, Erdds Attila

Az opera zenei vilaga

Ranki Gyorgy operajanak zenéje jatekos, kozérthetd és elvezetes kicsiknek és nagyoknak
egyarant. A magyar népdal vilagabal indul, mégis az operanak azok a legizgalmasabb ré-
szei, ahol a kamédia, a karikat(ra és az irdnia jazzes hangzasvilaga szolal meg. A zeneszer-
z0 mestere a jellemabrazolasnak, utolérhetetlen zenei tréfaival mutat gorbe tiikrot a kiralyi
udvar képmutato vilaganak.

Az opera masodik jelenetében a ruhaszemlét egzotikus tancok sora teszi valtozatosabba:
eqy skot, egy arab es eqgy kinai tanc. A harom nep koz(l kilondsen Skocia és Kina textilipara
hires. Valosziniileg mindenki hallott mar a jellegzetes skatkockas gyapjiszdvetrdl

és a kinai selyemrdl. El6szdr skat tancot hallunk. Igaz, hiaba varjuk, hogy megszolaljon a
legismertebb skot hangszer, a duda. Ez a tanc ugrandozos ritmusaval inkabb a skot jigek
hangulatat idézi.

A skat utan sejtelmes arab tanc kdvetkezik. Ranki Gydrgy sokat foglalkozott tavali, egzo-
tikus népek zenéjével. Elete soran jart Indiaban, Vietnamban, Japanban és néhany évvel a
halala eldtt Kinaban is megfordult. A keleties hangzast klénféle eszkézokkel éri el. Azonnal
felkapjuk a fejlinket a sajatos, idegenszer( dallam hallatan, amely az eurdpai tanczenében
szokatlan hangkozokbdl épitkezik (tritonusz, bévitett szekund). Szintén jellegzetes, hogy
az oboa, az angolkiirt és a piccolo nem lépeget egyik hangrdl a masikra, hanem csuszik.
Természetesen nemcsak a dallam, a kiséret is hozzajarul az egzatikus kép megrajzolasa-
hoz. Az arab zenék ritmikus kiséretét az Ustdob és a tamburin folyamatos dobolasa és a
vonds hangszerek ritmikus pengetése idézi fel. Végiil még egy kiilonds otlet: a tétel dallama
csak az A-Disz-A-B-E-B-A hangokon mozog, amely dsszeolvasva Etidpia fovarasanak nevét
(Addisz-Abeba) adja ki.

Az utolsd tanccal Kinaba jutunk. Itt kétféle karakter jelenik meg. Az elsd egy csengd-bon-
g6 zene, amely fémes csillogasat a triangulum és a xilofon hangjanak kdszdnheti. A tanc
masodik, lasst részében az angolkirt mélabus dallamot szdlaltat meg. £z a kezdetben
meég csak fojtott hangon, majd egyre szenvedélyesebben énekelt dallam a magyar nép-
dalok hangzasara is emlékeztet. A kinai zene ugyanis a magyar népzene Gsi dallamaihoz
hasonldan csak 6t hangbal all, otfoku, zenei szakszoval: pentaton.



A takacsmesterseg

A talaloskerdésre, hogy ,Sz6, fon, nem takacs, mi az?", mindenki tudja a valaszt: hat a pok!
De mi, illetve ki a takacs? Magyarorszagon gyakori vezetéknév: ez arra utal, hogy valaha
sok ember mestersége lehetett. A talaloskérdésbdl azt is sejthetjlik, hogy akarcsak a pok,
a takacs is sz6 és fon - tehat biztosan asszonyok munkajardl van sz, hiszen ki latott mar
férfiembert ilyesmivel foglalkozni!?

A takacsmesterség azonban korantsem volt kdnnyd, n6i munka, bar az asszonyok, lanyok
sem maradtak ki beldle: 6k készitették a szovéshez felhasznalt fonalat. De kezdjik az
elején! Az dkorban hasznalt fiiggleges szévdszéket a kizepkorban valtotta fel egy nagy,
vizszintes faszerkezet, amelynek segitségével sokkal gyorsabban lehetett szoni. Ekkori-
ban Magyarorszagon a legtdbb ruha lenb6l és kenderbdl készilt. A finom rostd novényeket
aztattak, torték, majd rokkan megfontak, mig a szalakbol dssze nem allt a fonal. Mindez
hagyomanyosan az asszonyok feladata volt: egy-egy parasztcsalad annyi kendert iltetett,
amennyit télen, amikor a féldeken nem dolgozhattak, a nék meg tudtak fonni. Ezt a fonalat
vitték el a falu takacsmesteréhez, aki inasa segitségével naponta 3-4 méter sima vasznat
sz6tt. Ha a megrendeld cifrabb anyagra vagyott, a mester piros vagy kék pamutfonallal
diszitette a vasznat.

A takacsok munkajat szigord szabalyok irdnyitottak: az inasnak harom évig kellett vando-
rolnia mestert6l mesterig, hogy a szakma minden csinjat-binjat elsajatitsa. Csak ezutan
léphetett a céhbe mint legény, és még hosszu ideig kellett dolgoznia, amig mesterré val-
hatott. A takacsok sokat adtak a becsiiletre, ezért gondosan (igyeltek, hogy minden mes-
ter azonos mérdegysegeket hasznaljon, mert a vasznat hol a hossza, hol a sllya szerint
arultdk. A gazdagabbak persze finomabb anyagokbol kész(ilt ruhakat viseltek: selymet,
brokatot, barsonyt, csipkét, amelyeknek az alapanyagat messze foldrél, példaul Kinabol
vagy Indiabal hozattak, majd apralekas, finom munkaval varrtak, himezték, dragakévekkel
és igazqydngyokkel ékesitettek. Az ilyen 6ltézekek valosagos vagyonba kerlltek, és hosszU
ideig kesz(iltek - Pomadé kiraly ostaba tirelmetlenségeét jelzi, hogy az Uj ruha elkészitésére
csupan egyetlen napot ad.

Ma mar tobbnyire gépek végzik a hajdani takacsok munkajat, mert igy sokkal gyorsabb és
olcsobb. A gépi széves egyenletesebb, de ha kdzelr6l megnéziink egy anyagdarabot, most
is lathatd, ahogy a vékony szalak keresztezik egymast.

Erdds Attila, Szvétek Laszlo




H. C. Andersen:
A csaszar uj ruhgja

J ruhgj
Hajdanaban, dreg idokben, élt egy hatalmas csaszar, aki a diszes, szép ruhakat becsilte
a legtébbre a vilagon. Arra koltotte minden pénzet, hogy szebbnél szebb ruhakban pom-
pazhasson.
Nem 6riilt derék hadseregének, szinhazba sem kivankozott, még kocsikazni sem akart az
erddben, ha Uj ruhajat nyomban nem mutogathatta. Mas-mas ruhat 6ltétt a nap minden
orajaban; ahogy mas becsiiletes kiralyrol mindig azt hallani: ,Most éppen az orszag dolgai-
rol tanacskozik” - errdl a csaszarrol mast se mondtak: ,Most éppen 6ltozkadik.”
Vidam volt az élet a csaszar varosaban; odatodult messze foldrdl a sok takacs, szaho, szo-
vlasszony.
Egy nap aztén ket csalo llitott be a csaszari palotaba. Azt mondtak magukrdl, hogy taka-
csok, s olyan kelmét tudnak széni, hogy a kerek vilagon nincs hozza foghatd. Nemcsak hogy
paratlanul szép a szine meg a mintaja, de van egy blivds tulajdonsaga is: akik méltatlanok a
tisztsegikre, vagy butak, mint a fdld, azok el6tt Iathatatlanna valik a kelme.
,Ez volna még csak a nagyszerd ruha! - gondolta a csaszar. - Feldlteném, s egyszeribe
megtudnam, kik azok az orszdgomban, akik méltatlanok a tisztséglikre, vagy butak, mint a
fold. Megszdvetem azt a kelmet!”
Es kiszamoltatott a kincstarabol szaz csengd aranyat a csaloknak, megparancsolva nekik,
hogy nyomban lassanak munkahoz.
Azok fol is allitottak két szdvdszéket, s Ugy tettek, mintha dolgoznanak, de persze csak a
levegGt szovogették. Odahordattak a legfinomabb selymeket, aranyfonalakat, de mindent
a zseblkbe gyomdszoltek, s buzgon dolgoztak az ires szovGszeken, sz6tték a leveglt
sokszor késd éjszakaig.
- Megnézem, mennyire haladtak a munkaval - mondta egy napon a csaszar. Bizony egy
kicsit furcsan érezte magat, mert eszébe jutott a kelme biivds tulajdonsaga; neki maganak
ugyan nem kellett tartania attol, hogy a kelme tisztségere méltatlannak vagy ostobanak
mutatja, de azért jobbnak latta, ha eldbb odakiild valakit megnézni, miféle is az a kelme.
A varoshan, persze, mindenki hallott mar a kelme biivds tulajdonsagardl, s eldre vartak,
hogy megtudjak: nem haszontalan vagy ostoba ember-e a szomszédjuk.
- El6bb az én derék, dreg miniszteremet kiildém be a takacsokhoz - hatarozta el a csaszar.
- Meglatja 6 mindjart, milyen az a kelme, mert nagy esz(i ember, és méltd a tisztsegére.

Bement hat a derék, Greg miniszter a takacsok szobajaba; ott iilt a két csald az lres szov6-
szék el6tt, és buzgon szétte a semmit.

- Uramisten - rémiilt meg a miniszter, amikor belépett -, én bizony semmit sem latok! - Es
meresztette a szemeét, meq is dorzsolte, de hiaba. Hanem persze nem arulta el magat.

A két csalo nydjasan kozelebb tessékelte, s azt tudakolta, hogy tetszik a bivds kelme:
szép-e a szine, finom-e a mintaja. A szegény 6reg miniszter csak bamulta a szovdszéket;
de bizony nem latott semmit.

Nem hat, hiszen a levegdt senki se lathatja!

Jstenem, istenem - tdprengett magabhan a szegény miniszter -, hat csakugyan buta volnék,
mint a fold? Ezt bizony nem tudtam, de ne tudja meg més se! Es hogy méltatlan volnék a
tisztségemre? Nem, nem arulom el, hogy semmit se latok!"

- No, hogy tetszik? - kérdezte az egyik csald, mikdzben firgén jart a keze.

- Nagyon szép Csodalatosan finom! - felelte az 6reg miniszter, s még a papaszemét is az
orrara biggyesztette. - Gyonydrl a mintaja, paratlanul szép a szine. Majd megmondom a
felséges csaszarnak, hogy nekem nagyon tetszik.

- Nagy 6romet szerez vele - mondték a takacsok, aztan aprora elmagyaraztak a szoves
mintajat és a szineit. Az dreg miniszter hegyezte a fiilét, hogy szordl széra elmondhassa a
csaszarnak. El is mondta.

A csalok most még tobb pénzt, selymet és aranyat kértek, azt mondtak, szikségik vanra a
munkahoz. Megint zsebre gydmdszoltek mindent s sz6tték tovabb a semmit.

Hamarosan egy masik rangos udvari embert kiildtt a csaszar a takacsokhoz, a féhopmes-
tert: nézze meg, mennyire haladtak a munkaval, mikor kesz(il el a kelme. £z a rangos Ur
is Uigy jart, mint a miniszter: nézett, meresztette a szemet, de mert ahol semmi sincs, ott
semmit se latni, hat 6 se latott egyebet az lres szovaszeknél.

- Ugye, gyonyori ez a kelme? - kerdezték a csalok, s neki is elmagyaraztak a mintat, ami
ott se volt.

.Buta nem vagyok! - mondta magaban a féhopmester. - Akkor hat méltatlan vagyok a tiszt-
ségemre. Bizony kiilénds, de ezt nem kell megtudnia senkinek.” Magasztalta hat a kelmét,
amit nem latott, nem gy6zte dicsérni szép szineit, pompas mintajat.

- Valéban gyonyor(! - jelentette a csaszarnak.

A varosban masrol se beszél a nép, mint a csodalatos kelmérdl.

Végre a csaszar is raszanta magat, hogy megnézze, még szévés kozben. Valogatott ki-
seretével - koztlk volt a derék miniszter meg a f6hopmester is - benyitott a furfangos
takdcsokhoz, akik serény kézzel sz6tték a levegdt az lires szoviszéken.

- Ugye, gyonyord, felséges uram? - kérdezte a két rangos udvari ember, aki eldzéleg mar



jart ott. - Latja felséged a paratlan mintjat, a csodalatos szineit? - S az iires szévdszekre
mutattak, mert azt hittek, a tobbiek latjak a kelmét.

Micsoda?! - gondolta ijedten a csaszar. - Hiszen ez szorny(iség! Buta valnék, mint a fold?
Vagy meltatlan a csdszari tranra? Rettenetes dolog!” De fennhangon azt mondta:

- Szép, csakugyan szép. Megnyerte felséges tetszésemet. - Elégedetten bolintott, és me-
resztette szemét az lres szovszekre, nehogy megtudjak, hogy semmit se lat. Fényes kisé-
rete ugyanugy tett: nézték a szovdszéket, mintha lattak volna rajta valamit, s nagy buzgon
bélogattak:

- Gyonydri, gydnyori! - Es azt tanacsoltak a csaszarnak, hogy a kiiszobon allg fényes iin-
nepi kdrmenetre vegye fol eldszor a csodalatos ruhat. - Remek, pompas, csodalatos! - jarta
kdrbe; mindenki szivbdl oriilt, és a csaszar nyomban kinevezte a két csaldt ,csaszari udvari
fotakacsnak’, s lovagrendet t(izott a gomblyukukba.

A kérmenet el6tti napon hajnalig virrasztott a két takacs; nagy sereg gyertyat gyujtottak,
hadd lassa odalenn a nép, milyen nagyon iparkodnak a csaszar 0j ruhdjaval. Aztan agy
tettek, mintha leemelnék a kelmét a szdvdszekrdl, nagy ollokkal szabdaltak, teregették a
semmit, varrotlket villogtattak a levegdben, s jelentettek:

- Elkészillt a felséges csaszar Uj ruhaja!

A csaszéar maga ment a takacsokhoz fényes kisérettel; a két csald magasra emelte a karjat,
mintha tartana valamit, s buzgon sirgétt-forgott:

- Tessék a nadrag! Tessék a kabat! Tessék a palast. Kdnnyd, mint a pokhald, aki viseli, Ugy
érzi, mintha semmi sem volna rajta, de hat éppen az a nagyszer(.

- Bizony, az a nagyszer(i - bélintottak ra a rangos urak, de nem lattak semmit, mert a
levegdt senki se lathatja.

- Kérjik felségedet, kegyeskedjék levetni a felséruhait, hadd adjuk fel az jat itt a tikor
eldtt! - serénykedtek a takacsok.

A cséaszar levetette a ruhajat, s a csalok Ugy tettek, mintha az Uj ruha darabjait sorra raad-
nak; megfogtak a derekat, koréjé csavartak valamit - ez lett volna az uszaly.

A csaszar irgett-forgott a tikor elGtt.

- 0, milyen jol illik, felség! Mintha raontotték volna! - lelkendezett a csaszar kisérete. -
Paratlan a mintaja, pompésak a szinei! Sose lattunk hozza foghatot!

- Odakinn mar vérnak a szolgak a selyemmennyezettel, amit majd felséged folé tartanak a
kdrmeneten - jelentette a csaszarnak a fo-féudvarmester.

- Megyek, mar készen vagyok! - mondta a csaszar. - Ugye, jol festek? - Megint odadllt a
tkor elé, s gy tett, mintha, aprora szemiigyre venné az (j ruhat.

A kamaras urak, akiknek az volt a tisztsegik, hogy a csaszar uszalyat vigyék, lehajoltak,

mintha folemelnék az uszalyt, sirogtek-forogtak, ugy tettek; mintha vinnének valamit,
mert persze 6k se merték elarulni, hogy semmit se latnak.

Elindult hat a csaszar a kdrmenettel, méltdsagosan Iépkedett a selyemmennyezet alatt.

A nép pedig mind az utcan meg az ablakokban tolongott, és azt kialtotta - Milyen gyonydri
a csaszar (j ruhaja! Milyen gazdag az uszalya, s milyen jol illik neki! - Senki se merte
megvallani, hogy nem lat semmit, hiszen akkor a tébbiek tisztességére méltatlannak vagy
foldbutanak tartanak. A csaszarnak még egy ruhajat se csodaltak meg ennyire.

- De hiszen nincs is rajta semmi! - szolalt meg egyszer csak egy kisgyerek.

- Emberek, halljatok, mit mond az értatlansag? - slgta az apja a tobbiek fllébe, amit a
gyermek mondott.

- Nincs is rajta semmi! £z a kisgyerek azt mondja, hogy nincsen rajta semmi!

- Nincs is ruha a csaszaron! - rivalgott fel végil a tengernyi tomeg. A csaszar nagyon meg-
Utkozott ezen; maga is Ugy vélte, hogy igazat mondanak, de azt gondolta ,Most mar tovabb
kell mennem, nem futhatok haza szégyenszemre!”

Es még peckesebben Iépegetett fényes kisérete élén, a kamaras urak pedig még buzgob-
ban vitték mogotte palastja uszalyat - a levegdt.

Rab Zsuzsa forditdsa
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Synopsis

The marketplace is buzzing with hustle and bustle. Dani and Béni loudly proclaim that the
weaver's craft is the most useful of all trades, especially if somebody knows how to weave
cloth as wondrous as theirs is. At this point, the patrolling guardsmen come over, and when
the captain learns that the two strangers from far away are offering miraculous fabrics for
sale, they immediately take them to the king. Because His Serene Highness King Pomade
has a problem. The next day he will be celebrating his name day, the day each year when he
marches in a glorious procession before his beloved people. This time, however, it looks like
the eagerly awaited ceremony will have to be cancelled, because the king does not have
a single item of clothing that he hasn't worn at least once before. Even though he has lots
and lots of clothes, the king is bored with all of them, and the tailors have run out of ideas.
After the great monarch has polished off his ample breakfast, the two miracle weavers are
brought before him. To great joy, the king rescinds his previous command to call of the next
day's parade. Now he'll have something to wear after all, and won't have to spend his name
day in bed! Dani and Béni promise to weave the wondrous fabric out of their miracle thread,
and to sew him a wondrous suit out of it. However, they also mention one more thing: the
clothing has an important feature. Only people who are intelligent, honest and just can see
it. Those who lie or are wicked or stupid will see nothing but thin air.

The king is tormented by nightmares all night. What will happen if he can't see this mi-
raculous clothing of theirs? He quickly sends out his chancellor and ministers to take a
peek at the weavers' work. If they can see the cloth, then he certainly will too, since a king
cannot be stupider than his subordinates, and “God gives brains to those he puts in office.”
Meanwhile, Dani and Béni are industriously sewing away at nothing. Of course neither the
chancellor nor the ministers see anything, but none of them dare admit it.

In the morning, the king himself shows up. At first, he is too astonished to speak, but the
weavers exalt their own work so highly that finally he is persuaded to march behind the
folding screen and try it on. The clothing fits his fine figure so well, he almost feels that he
isn't wearing any clothes at all.

At last, it's time for the great event. The procession marches through the marketplace, and
out from the grand baldachin emerges the king, completely naked. In the frozen silence, a
single voice belonging to a little apprentice shoemaker calls out shrilly: “The king isn't wear-
ing any clothes!” Then all hell breaks loose. A storm of onions and tomatoes rain down on
the king and his court. The grandees flee, racing off in all directions.
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The authors

Gyorgy Ranki (1907-1985) was born in Budapest. His father, Frigyes Reisz was a chemi-
cal engineer, his mother took care of raising the children. No one would have thought of
the child Ranki that he would one day become a composer. Like many other children, he
learned to play the piano, but his interest in music became more serious during his sec-
ondary school years only. After graduation, he began his higher studies at the Technical
University, but a year later he was already a student at the Academy of Music majoring in
composition. Under the influence of Zoltan Kodaly, he began to explore folk music, and
not only Hungarian music, but also the music of distant, exotic peoples. As a freshman,
he earned his living by composing film scores and incidental music for theatres. He also
wrote the music for the television puppet show series Mekk Elek, the Handyman. He com-
posed most of his larger-scale, more serious works in the second half of his life, when he
composed the ballet Circus based on a short story by Frigyes Karinthy's and the mystery
opera The Tragedy of Man based on the play by Imre Madach. King Pomade’s New Clothes is
Gyorgy Ranki's most popular piece. The first version of the opera was presented in 1953 at
the Budapest Opera House with great success.

Hans Christian Andersen (1805-1875) was born in a poor district of Odense, Denmark.
The best marzipan in the world is made in this city, but the Andersen family could not af-
ford such delicacies: Hans Christian's father was a shoemaker, his mother was a laundress,
and they worked from dawn to dusk to make ends meet. Despite their poverty, the father
often took his son to the local theatre, read him stories One Thousand and One Nights as
well as plays on Sundays. The little boy's favourite pastime was to give performances in
his own puppet theatre. He also sewed clothes for his wooden dolls and read every play he
could get his hands on. He was eleven years old when his father died in a fire, and he had to
become a master's apprentice. For a while, he studied weaving and tailoring (that is how he
knew how to make clothes from yarn), then he worked in a cigarette factory. He was quite
unhappy there: he was teased a lot by the other workers because of his thin, tall, girlish
figure and long nose. At the age of fourteen, he made the more than 150-kilometer journey
to the Danish capital, Copenhagen, on foot. As he had a beautiful soprano voice, he was
accepted as an actor at the Royal Theatre. But over time, his voice began to deepen, and
he could no longer perform. It was at this time he turned to writing, and one of his works
was published. He graduated from secondary school, although he felt very uncomfort-
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able in the company of his much younger peers and the strict schoolmaster. His teacher
was determined to curb the vivid imagination of the young man and forbade him to write.
Fortunately, Andersen did not obey. He wrote more and more: poems, shart stories, plays.
He travelled a lot, sailed along the Danube, he even visited Hungary, and spoke five or six
languages. He was already thirty years old when his first book of fairy tales was published:
in it he used the folk tales he had heard from his mather. The cheap little book published
for Christmas became popular, so the next Christmas he wrote more fairy tales, and then
more again, but these were already his inventions. Although he loved the Grimm Brothers'
fairy tales and One Thousand and One Nights, Andersen wrote in simple language: his char-
acters spoke like ordinary Danes in the street. There are many stories about heroes with a
difficult fate, who are mocked by their peers, but in the end prosper, and in several of his
tales we meet stupid, overbearing rich people who, of course, fare ill.

Amy Karolyi (1909-2003) was an Attila Jozsef Award-winning poet and literary translator,
the wife of Hungarian poet Sandor Wedres. After graduating from Budapests Pazmany
Péter Catholic University with a teaching degree in Hungarian and German, she continued
her studies in Vienna. She was elected a member of the Hungarian Academy of Arts in 1992.
Her first poems were published in the eminent literary journal Nyugat (West), by editor-in-
chief Mihaly Babits in 1940. She wrote fairy tales, children’s books and rhyming picture
books while also doing significant work as a literary translator. She was recognised with
numerous awards, receiving the Attila Jozsef Award in 1981, the Middle Cross of the Order of
Merit of the Republic of Hungary in 1994, the Janos Arany Award in 1996 and the Salvatore
Quasimodo Award for Lifetime Achievement in 1997.
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The music of the opera

The music of Gydrgy Ranki's opera is playful, understandable and enjoyable for young and
adult audiences alike. It is rooted in the world of Hungarian folk songs, yet the most excit-
ing parts of the opera are those where the music turns jazzy and is infused with comedy,
caricature and irony. The composer is a master of character portrayal parodying to the
hypocritical world of the royal court with his irreplaceable musical jokes.

In the second scene of the opera, the parade of clothes is underlined by a series of exatic
dances: a Scottish, an Arabic, and a Chinese dance. Amang the three nations, Scotland and
China are especially famous for their textile industry. Everyone has probably heard of the
characteristic tartan fabric and about Chinese silk. First, a Scottish dance is heard, but we
might wait in vain for the most famous Scottish instrument, the bagpipe, to sound. This
dance, with its jumping rhythm, is more reminiscent of Scattish jigs.

The Scottish dance is followed by a mysterious Arabic one. Gydrgy Ranki studied the music
of distant, exatic peoples a lot. In his life, he travelled to India, Vietnam, Japan, and a few
years befare his death he also visited China. He achieves the oriental sound with various
means. We immediately jerk up when we hear the peculiar, outlandish melody, which is
built from intervals unusual in European dance music (tritone, extended second). It is also
characteristic that the aboe, the English horn and the piccolo do not step from ane note to
another, but glide. Of course, not only the melody, but also the accompaniment contributes
to drawing an exotic picture. The rhythmic accompaniment of Arabic music is evoked by
the continuous drumming of the timpani and tambourine as well as the rhythmic pluck-
ing of stringed instruments. Finally, another unusual idea: the melody of the movement
moves only on the notes A-D sharp minor (Disz in Hungarian)-A-B-E-B-A, which, when read
together, gives the name of the capital of Ethiopia (Addis Ababa).

With the last dance, we are transported to China. Two types of characters appear here.
The first is a sonorous music, which owes its metallic lustre to the sounds of the triangle
and the xylophone. In the second, slower part of the dance, the English horn plays a melan-
cholic melody. It is initially sung in a subdued voice and then more and more passionately,
reminiscent of Hungarian folk songs. Chinese music, like the ancient melodies of Hungar-
ian pentatonic folk music, consisting of only five notes.
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The weavers' craft

Everyone knows the answer to the riddle "Weaves and spins, but not a weaver, what is it?":
a spider! But what or who is a weaver? A common surname (Weaver = Takacs) in Hungary
indicates that it was once a profession of many people. From the riddle, we can guess that
just like the spider, the weaver also weaves and spins. Thus, it must be a woman'’s job,
because who has ever seen a man doing something like this!?

However, weaving was by no means an easy job, although women and girls were not left
out, either: they made the yarn used for weaving. But let’s start at the beginning! The
vertical loom used in ancient times was replaced in the Middle Ages by a large, horizontal
wooden structure, which made it possible to weave much faster. At that time, most clothes
in Hungary were made of linen and hemp. Plants with fine fibres were soaked, broken, and
then spun until the they were made into yarn. All of this was traditionally a woman's task:
each peasant family planted as much hemp as the women could spin in winter, when work
in the fields was not available. The yarn was taken to the master weaver of the village,
who, with the help of his apprentice, wove 3 to 4 meters of smooth canvas every day. If the
customer wanted a more colourful material, the master decorated the canvas with red or
blue cotton thread.

The work of the weavers was governed by strict rules: the apprentice had to wander from
master to master for three years to learn all the ins and outs of the trade. Only then could
he enter the guild as a bachelor, and he had to work for a long time befare he could become
amaster. Weavers put a lot of value on honour, so they carefully made sure that all masters
used the same measuring units, because the canvas was sometimes sald according to its
length, sometimes according to its weight. Of course, the richer wore clothes made of finer
materials: silk, brocade, velvet, lace, the raw materials of which were brought from far
away, China or India, for example and then sewn, embroidered and embellished with pre-
cious stones and pearls. Such outfits cost a real fortune and took a long time to make - it
shows King Pomade's foolish impatience that he allows only one day for the new outfit to
be made.

Nowadays, it is machines mostly that do the work of the weavers of yore, because it is
much faster and cheaper. Machine weaving is more uniform, but if you look closely at a
piece of fabric, you can still see how the thin threads cross each other.
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H. C. Andersen:
The Emperors New Clothes

Many years aga there lived an emperar who was so fond of fine new clothes that he spent all
his maney on finery and dresses. He did not care anything about his soldiers, nor did he care
about going to the play, or driving in the park, except when he wanted to show off his new
clothes. He had a dress for every hour of the day; and just as we should say of a king that
he is in the council-room, so they always used to say the emperor was in his dressing-room.
In the great city where he lived there was always great merriment going on; every day a
number of strangers arrived there. One day two vagabonds came to the city; they called
themselves weavers, and said they knew how to weave the most splendid cloth one could
imagine. Not only were the colours and the patterns something out of the common, but
the clothes which were made from these materials possessed the wanderful property of
becaming invisible to every one that was not fit for his office, or was hopelessly stupid.
"They must be fine clothes indeed!” thought the emperor; “by wearing them | could find
out which men in my empire are not fit for their places. I should be able to know the wise
from the stupid. Yes; | must have that cloth made for me at once.” And he gave the two
vagabonds a lot of money on account, so that they should begin with their work at once.
They put up two looms, and pretended that they were working, but they had really nothing
at all on the looms. They kept an ordering the finest silk and the costliest gold; this they put
in their own bags, and worked away at the empty looms till late at night.

“| should like to know how much of the cloth they have ready now,” thought the emperor;
but he felt alittle uneasy at the thought that whoever was stupid or not suited for his place
could not see the cloth. He thought, of course, that he need not be afraid for his own part;
but he would send somebady first to see how they were getting on. Everybody knew about
the wonderful praperty which the cloth possessed, and all were anxious to find out how bad
or stupid their neighbours were.

"I will send my old and honest minister to the weavers,” thought the emperar; "he can best
see what the cloth looks like, for he has sense, and no one knows his business better than
he.” Well, the old and trusty minister went into the room where the two vagabonds sat work-
ing at the empty looms. “Dear me!” thought the old minister, and opened his eyes; “l can't
see anything!” But he did not say this aloud. The two vagabonds asked him to be so kind as
to come nearer, and inquired if he did not like the fine pattern and the beautiful colours.
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They pointed to the empty looms; and the poor old minister opened his eyes still more, but
he could not see anything, because there was nothing to see. “Dear, dear!” he thought, “am
I really so stupid? | should never have thought it. Nobody must know it, however. Am | not
fit for my place? No; it would never do to say | cannot see the cloth.” “Well, you don't say
anything about it” said one of the weavers. “0h, it is really fine—quite charming,” said the
old minister, and looked through his eye-glasses; “what a pattern, and what colours! Yes;
| shall tell the emperor that | am very much pleased with it." “Well, we are pleased to hear
that," said the weavers; and they then called the colours by their names, and spoke about
the wonderful pattern. The old minister listened to them very attentively, so that he could
repeat what they said when he returned to the emperor; and this he did.

The vagabonds now asked for more money, and silk and gold, which they said they wanted
to complete the work. However, they put everything in their bags; not a thread came on the
looms, but they kept on weaving as before at the empty looms. The emperor soon sent an-
other trusty councillor to see how the weaving was going on, and whether the cloth would
soon be ready. It fared, however, with him as with the minister; he looked and looked, but
there was nothing but the empty looms. He could see nothing at all.

“"Well, is not this a fine piece of cloth?” said the two vagabonds; and they pretended to show
him the cloth, and described to him the fine pattern which did not exist at all. “| am not
stupid,” thought the councillor; “it is my good office | am not fit for. It is very provoking,
but | must not let it out!” So he praised the cloth, which he did not see, and expressed his
delight at the beautiful colours and the splendid pattern. “Yes, it is very charming,” he said
to the emperor.

All the peaple in the town were talking about the splendid cloth. At last the emperor wished
to see it himself while it was still on the loom. With a whole company of chosen men,
amongst whom were the two honest councillors who had been there before, he proceeded
to the two cunning vagabonds, who were now working away with all their might, but without
any thread or materials whatever.

“Is it not magnificent?” said the two honest councillors. “Does your majesty see what a pattern
and what colours?” And then they pointed to the empty looms, because they believed that the
others were sure to see the cloth. “What can this be?” thought the emperor. “I see nothing. This
is really dreadful. Am I stupid? Am | not fit to be emperor? This is the mast terrible thing that
could have happened to me. Oh, yes; it is very fine,” said the emperor; “it has my entire appro-
bation.” And he nodded approvingly, and looked at the empty loams. He would not say that he
could not see anything. The whole of his suite looked and looked, but could not see anything.
They said, however, just like the emperor, “It is very fine,” and they advised him to wear the
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new clothes made from the splendid stuff for the first time at the great procession which was
to take place soon. “It is magnificent, splendid, excellent!” was echoed from mouth to mouth,
and everybady seemed to be greatly delighted. The emperar gave each of the vagabonds a
cross of a knightly order to wear, and gave them alsa the title of “Weavers to the Emperor.”
The whole night before the day when the procession was to take place the vagabonds
were sitting up working, and had more than sixteen candles lighted. The people could see
they were busy getting the emperor's new clothes ready. They pretended to be taking the
cloth off the looms. They were cutting in the air with large scissors; and were sewing with
needles without any thread, and said at last: “See, there are the clothes ready.”

The Emperor, with his most distinguished courtiers, came himself to their place, and the
vagabonds would lift one arm as if they were holding something, and said, “See, here are
the trousers; here is the coat; here is the cloak,” and so on. “Itis as light as a cobweb,” they
said; ‘one would think one had nothing on at all; but that's just the beauty of it." “Yes," said
all the courtiers; but they could not see anything, because there was nothing. “Will your
imperial majesty please to take off your clothes?” said the vagabonds; “and we will put the
new clothes on your majesty here in front of the large looking-glass.”

The emperor took off his clothes and the vagabonds pretended to give him piece by piece
of the new clothes, which they were supposed to have ready. They appeared to be fasten-
ing something round his waist; that was the train to the cloak, and the emperor turned
round in all directions before the looking-glass. "How well they look! how splendidly they
fit!" said all. “What a pattern! what colours! That is a costly dress.”

"They are waiting outside with the canopy which is to be borne over your majesty in the
procession,” said the master of the ceremonies.

“Yes, | am quite ready,” said the emperor. “Does it not fit me well?” And then he turned
round once more before the looking-glass, to make the people believe that he was really
admiring his finery. The chamberlains who were to carry the train fumbled along the floor
with their hands, as if they were gathering up the train of the cloak. They walked as if they
were carrying something in their hands, because they were afraid that the people should
think they could not see anything.

And thus the emperor went in the procession, under the splendid canapy. And all the people
in the streets and in the windows said, “Dear me! what matchless new clothes the emperor
has! What a splendid train he has to his cloak! How beautifully they fit him!" Nobody would
admit that he saw nothing, because in that case he had not been fit for his office, or he
must be very stupid. No other clothes of the emperor had been such a success.”
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But he hasn't got anything on!” cried a little child. “Dear me! just listen to what the little
innocent says,” said the father; and the people whispered to each other what the child had
said. "He hasn't got anything on!” shouted all the people at last. This made the emperor's
flesh creep, because he thought they were right; but he thought, “I| must keep it up through
the procession, anyhow.” And he walked on still more majestically, and the chamberlains
walked behind and carried the train, which did nat exist at all.

Translated by Hans Lien Breekstad
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