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Preface

Ferenc Rákóczi II combined two roles not commonly conjoined: he was both prince and author. As a prince he failed; there is much about that in the present work. He used the written word to try to explain that failure, to give it meaning, and also to reconcile himself to it. This dual legacy, full of ambiguities, has exercised a lasting fascination.

The two texts published here in English for the first time overlap with each other and are closely interrelated in substance. Most conspicuously they both expose the intimate linkage, in Rákóczi’s distinctive self-understanding, between politics and religion, reflecting the mental and spiritual turmoil of the expatriate. However, the texts differ significantly in character and accessibility.

Both were written when Rákóczi, after a decade as the leader of Hungary’s armed rebellion against Habsburg rule, retreated into exile, retiring to private life and to the consolations of the Catholic church. But whereas the Mémoires comprise mainly a brisk account of military campaigns and associated negotiations over war and peace, the Confessio is a devotional work in which the events of Rákóczi’s vicissitudinous life struggle to gain autonomous expression. The Mémoires were composed in French, the then prime language of international relations, to be issued as part of a wider justification ex post facto of Hungary’s war against the Habsburgs. Rákóczi wrote the Confessio in Latin, then still the prime language of learned debate, but designed it for a select and intimate audience, if indeed any audience at all beside the Almighty.

*

In terms of the chronology of Rákóczi’s life, the first part of the Confessio comes earliest, recounting his extraordinarily difficult early years, torn between the Hungarian insurgency led by his stepfather Imre Thököly and the guardianship forcibly exercised over him by the Habsburg court, all interspersed with the writer’s subsequent musings and repinings. This culminated in his imprisonment in Austria when he began, as a young adult, to make his own political démarches, and in the rousing story of his escape and first emigration. Then, in 1703, the thread of the narrative passes to the Mémoires.

This is anyway probably the best place for an average reader to start. The Mémoires are a fairly straightforward and uninterrupted account of the rebellion of the suffering populace of Hungary against their Austrian rulers, as witnessed by its duly appointed leader, who also shows himself its most perceptive analyst. What a tale it is – and finely told! – but a complicated and confused one. Actually there were two separate but linked theatres of war. Revolt broke out in northern Hungary, on the vast estates of the Rákóczi family there. Thence it quickly spread across much of the rest of the kingdom. Meanwhile the uprising flared up to the east in Transylvania, a distinct province under the same Hungarian crown, where Rákóczi’s ancestors had ruled in the previous century as autonomous princes. Rákóczi himself provides a brief introduction to this scenario, at the start of his narrative for the year 1704. In the event, Rákóczi accepted election as independent princeps in Transylvania, an action that would prove pivotal for the rest of his life. In Hungary his powers remained those of leader (dux), but not sovereign, even after the Habsburgs had been formally deposed in 1707.

Rákóczi records his personal view of events, with a sharp eye for detail. He is sensitive to faults and foibles on both sides, especially his own. He pens notable vignettes of his generals and other close associates, often in unflattering terms (but the closest of all, Count Miklós Bercsényi, is portrayed with real sympathy). Rákóczi reveals himself a critic of Hungarian society. He perceives on the one hand the failings of his fellow aristocrats, selfish and unprepared for command; and on the other hand the sufferings of the peasants, which has filled them with boundless hatred for their noble masters as much as for their Habsburg ruler.

All this contributes to make the campaign for the lost liberties of Hungary and Transylvania, in Rákóczi’s depiction, a shambles. It is a chronicle of indecisive skirmishing; of ill-disciplined troops; of groups and individuals continually changing sides. In the very same years as Blenheim and Ramillies, Oudenarde and Malplaquet further west, Hungary saw hardly any pitched battles. Instead it endured a succession of sieges, often protracted, and mainly decided by incompetence or perfidy. When Rákóczi adduces a parallel with Caesar’s Bellum Gallicum, he casts himself as leader of the Gauls.

Against this background political events played themselves out. For his civilian dealings Rákóczi casts himself in a role that is more conciliatory and constructive, as in his measures to alleviate popular distress and his mediation between Protestants and Catholics at the diet of Szécsény. Yet here too anarchy is never far below the surface – witness the shocking scenes at the ensuing diet of Ónod – and Rákóczi’s authority gradually faded away, as he lost control of efforts to secure a peace deal. He refused to accept the resultant accord at Szatmár. At all times Rákóczi had been a pawn in a larger European diplomatic game, and he slips off into exile at the end of the Mémoires still convinced that his erstwhile French allies or his prospective Russian ones can enable him to turn the tables.

*

At this point, in 1711, the main story is taken up again by the Confessio: Rákóczi describes his continuing efforts to pursue the cause of Hungarian independence at a distance, first in Poland, later in France, and finally in Turkey. However, the Confessio belongs to an altogether more challenging genre for the modern reader. If Rákóczi’s self-reproaches in the Mémoires seem on the whole refreshing and insightful, in the Confessio they can become wearisome and even excruciating. Here he plays out his spiritual dilemma, in a strikingly candid way, but with much literary artifice, whose sources are carefully analysed in Gábor Tüskés’s excellent commentary. Rákóczi turns to advantage his complex religious inheritance. His ancestors as princes of Transylvania were Calvinist (and Thōkōly was a Lutheran): hence Ferenc II’s keen awareness of spiritual autobiography in puritan and pietist mode, which had some distinguished practitioners there; whereas his wide reading in Catholic devotional and mystical literature yielded further models for his introspection.

Rákóczi views history as the unfolding of providence. The framework for his own share in that providence is the widespread contemporary perception that the oppression and conflict suffered by Hungary were a product of the nation’s sinfulness. In answering its need for redemption Rákóczi follows what he believes to be a divine calling as political and military leader; yet when he fails, despite his apparent best efforts, that must also be God’s judgment. Destiny seems to work for him like a satnav continually needing to recalculate its instructions in the face of an erratic driver.

Alongside the penitential theme, Rákóczi manifests in the Confessio (as in the Mémoires) his own eclectic religious experience. He shows himself tolerant of diversity, both within the Catholic church and beyond it. He correspondingly deplores the overbearing influence of the Jesuits – the order to which he owed his own unhappy schooldays. Rákóczi, when he took up his retreat with a community of monks in the environs of Paris, drew rather on the rival Jansenist spirituality made famous at the nearby abbey of Port-Royal. In fact Rákóczi furnishes important testimony in that regard: the composition of his Confessio took place immediately after the enforced destruction of Port-Royal and coincided exactly with the storm over Unigenitus, the papal bull of 1713 designed by its Jesuit sponsors to destroy the Jansenists in France for good.

Altogether the Confessio casts much incidental light on the last years of the court of Louis XIV, whom Rákóczi continued to portray with genuine affection, though it was the withdrawal of French financial support that had condemned him to irrelevance – and the Sun King was also the chief promoter of Unigenitus. After Louis’ death in 1715 Rákóczi’s position in France became increasingly untenable, and his acceptance of an invitation from the Ottoman sultan proved to be a one-way ticket. We take leave of him at the end of the Confessio after his arrival in Turkey, still pursuing his idée fixe of an anti-Habsburg alliance, and with an exaggerated, almost otherworldly faith in some new providential dispensation which would restore his authority. As the prospects of reigniting opposition in Hungary faded, exile left Rákóczi ironically clinging to his claims as legitimate ruler of Transylvania, a land which he hardly knew, whose institutions he had felt ill at ease with, and where his Catholic co-religionists were in a small minority.

*

When the still expatriate Rákóczi died in 1735, at Rodosto (Tekirdağ) on the Sea of Marmara, he had been largely forgotten by the Hungarian political nation, now again securely under Habsburg rule – or at least awkward memories of him were suppressed. He lived on, however, as an icon of popular culture, celebrated in verse and song. Above all there was the Rákóczi nóta, a soulful lament with leaping rhythm, which mutated into a march in the early nineteenth century and was then realized in orchestral form by Hector Berlioz who famously (albeit rather incongruously) incorporated it into his ‘dramatic legend’, the Damnation of Faust.

That carried Rákóczi through as a symbol into the revolution of 1848-9, a further armed struggle for independence against the Habsburgs. The new conflict yielded a fresh national hero in Lajos Kossuth, a leader comparable in some ways to Rákóczi, but more powerfully charismatic in the aftermath of the renewed defeat. However, in the subsequent grand reconciliation with the Habsburgs which inaugurated the Dual Monarchy of Austria-Hungary, Rákóczi had his place, as he had not had after Szatmár, and as Kossuth now could not have, since he – like Rákóczi earlier – remained from his exile a direct political threat to the settlement.

So a cult of Rákóczi spread in later nineteenth-century Hungary, and it was fuelled by the present texts. The Mémoires, long available in French, first appeared in Hungarian translation in 1861; the editio princeps of the Confessio was published in 1876, with a Hungarian version in 1903. The chief propagator of this Rákóczi hero-worship was Kálmán Thaly, a chauvinistic politician and author, who collected a wealth of materials, genuine and bogus, relating to Rákóczi’s cause and promoted the oppositional kuruc mentality which he claimed represented the true Magyar spirit in his own age as in that earlier one. The campaign culminated in the ceremonial return of Rákóczi’s remains from Turkey in 1906 amid scenes of patriotic jubilation. One of Budapest’s main boulevards, along which the cortège passed, was renamed Rákóczi út. That same year saw the sweeping electoral victory of a national coalition dedicated to a programme of further separation from the rest of the Monarchy.

Things had gone too far. Seven years later a young, brilliant, powerfully iconoclastic historian, Gyula Szekfű, used our texts and others to reveal what he presented as the real ‘Rákóczi in exile’: a man isolated and obsessive; self-deceiving and increasingly deluded; ridiculous and pathetic. Szekfű’s outcast Rákóczi was no freedom fighter, but an atavistic pretender, surrounded by tricksters and sustained by doubtful financial expedients. This portrayal made for a public scandal and was bitterly attacked by nationalist ideologues. Yet in a few more years the outcome of World War I would show how that ideology, like its image of Rákóczi, had been built on sand.

A hundred years on from that calamity for the historic Hungarian state, and three hundred years since Ferenc Rákóczi II settled as a refugee in the Ottoman lands and pondered the meaning of his struggles, his writings still command the attention of posterity. Bernard Adams’ outstanding feat of translation has occupied him, on and off, as long as Rákóczi bestrode the fields of battle against his imperial adversaries. It makes available for an English audience two of the classic texts of Hungarian political literature, one of which is also a classic of spiritual self-revelation.

Robert Evans

Regius Professor Emeritus of History

University of Oxford






Translator’s note

The completion of the translation of Prince Ferenc Rákóczi II’s Confessio Peccatoris and Mémoires marks the end of a long project. It all started with the discovery of Kelemen Mikes’s Törökországi levelek in Heffer’s bookshop, Cambridge, in about 1960, but it was 1998, after my retirement from the rigours of schoolmastering, that I began work on translating it. Through the good offices of László Kúnos of Corvina I was introduced to the incomparable Kálmán Ruttkay – to say that we collaborated on the translation would be grossly to under-rate his contribution.

To know Kálmán naturally meant knowing his wife, Professor Ágnes Várkonyi, and through her gaining a glimpse of the extensive subject of Rákócziology. It was to her that I made the promise that I have now kept to translate Confessio and Mémoires – and it is a matter of deep regret that over the years that have passed so many other translations were allowed to intervene that I have failed to finish the task in her lifetime, or indeed Kálmán’s. In this publication I do just a little to acknowledge the enormous debt of gratitude that I owe to them both for technical assistance and warm friendship alike.

The translation of Confessio has been made with reference to both the neo-Latin of the original, in the 1876 Hungarian Academy of Sciences edition, and the Hungarian translation by Erika Szepes (Szépirodalmi Kiadó, 1979). Mémoires was translated from the Hungarian of István Vas (Szépirodalmi Kiadó, 1979), and the critical apparatus by Lajos Hopp (in the same edition) has been of the greatest assistance.




  
    Book One
Confessio Peccatoris

    The confession of a sinner who, prostrate before the crib of the new-born Saviour, in bitterness of heart deplores his past life and recalls the blessings that he has received and the operation of Providence upon him. This confession in the form of soliloquies was begun a few days before the feast of the birth of Jesus Christ in the year 1716.

    Oh Jesus, I feel you within me. I seek you, therefore, not at Bethlehem but in my heart, where you have deigned to be born by your grace. You know, Lord, that thought which you presented to my spirit some months ago when I was reading the Confessions of your servant St Augustine, and I remember, because you yourself remind me, that I said to myself that if the account of the life of a man who was in origin a sinner like every other man, and furthermore was of quite modest estate, had been of use in the edifying of Christians and in bringing a great number of them to submit to your infinitely easy yoke, the humble tale of a man who is but dust and sin in your eyes, but who has been a prince in this world, would perhaps not be without value to them. That was merely a simple idea rather than a developed resolve. I spent a day considering it closely in your presence, and I begged for your grace in order to know your will on the matter. It seemed to me that your reply was that you wished me to defer this task to the time when I should be settled in solitude. That time has come; I have, by your grace, begun that work in which I am to be alone with you.

    Oh Lord, since you recall to my spirit that which you desire of me, since you increase in me the hope and belief that your aid will not fail me, let me defer no longer the performance of that which I am so firmly persuaded that you desire of your servant. It is true that I am undertaking a work that exceeds my powers. It is necessary for me to call to mind many deeds that I have done, certain things that I have known by hearsay, and several to which at the time I paid scant attention. I feel, however, above all a great repugnance at revisiting the memory of those things which your grace, oh God, now makes me loathe, and I dread so much as to think of those things which I formerly found so pleasing. Yes, Lord, the more you give me love for you the greater my pain at the turpitude of my past life. But is this fear of reconsidering them not just? I am a man, and I bear the treasure of your grace in a vessel of mud more fragile than words can tell, and you have not yet entirely rid me of my enemies, who set snares in my path at every moment. Indeed, although, in solitude as I am, I am no longer, so to speak, of this world, which is your enemy and therefore mine, am I not still enveloped in this wretched flesh which is to make food for worms? I know – and it is because I feel it most keenly that I cannot fail to know – I know that at every moment the devil seeks to devour me. Oh Saviour, it is to you alone that I owe it that the dart in my flesh has been blunted since I made my first confession in this desert. It is, however, still in me, since I live; therefore I must work in fear and trembling.

    You can see, Lord, better than I what other enemy I have to oppose. It is self-love, and it is much more powerful than the first. I have lived beneath its yoke since reaching the age of reason, since, as it were, the moment when I lost my first innocence. It is beneath the domination of such a tyrant that I have had to groan even more than under the weight of carnal sin. I do not wish at this point to compare my crimes one with another, to reckon these less significant than those. They were all equal, since the least of them so prodigiously outweighed my love for you. Oh God, give me tears to weep at what I have just said, for I feel, oh infinite goodness, that I have not yet enough sorrow for the sins of my past life even though your grace has placed in my heart the resolve to maintain repentance of them for the rest of my days. Oh God and Man! Oh Word Incarnate! Oh Jesus! Is it truly you that speak to me and command me to continue what I believe I have begun only at your desire? Scarcely have I written these few lines and I doubt whether I shall go on and that the memory of deeds which I cannot mourn sufficiently, and which nevertheless I do not yet mourn at all, disheartens me and makes me despair of my powers. Oh, how often and in what abundance have my eyes shed tears, even despite myself, either out of love for my fatherland or to show the culpable, criminal affection of my heart for other things! Why is their source dried up when it would be so proper for them to pour forth to reveal to a Saviour God the contriteness of my soul? Why do they refuse to give a sign of my penitence after being the loathsome evidence of opprobrious emotions in my heart? Open your eyes upon me, Lord, and see if I am not right to fear even today the flesh that surrounds me and has been so rebellious. Yes, Lord, I fear lest the recollection of the past may lead me to death.

    If, then, you wish that I continue this confession assure me, if it please you, of a more abundant grace and never leave me, for fear that I may do the evil that I do not wish for and fail utterly to obtain the blessing that I promise myself. Oh health of my soul, keep me from all illusion and all complaisance; avert from my lips imposture and falsehood; restore to my memory all the repugnance of my life. May its enormity increase my pain, and may the sincere confession that I make of it serve to make known your compassionate acts. Those that you have performed upon me have been truly great and great in number. May my every word speak of the marvellous workings of your providence towards me, and may all that read this humble confession esteem the divine vigilance with which you have guided me. Oh God, your servant sighs for you with longing as great as that with which the exhausted hart desires the water-brooks. I unite myself to you with all my heart and place hope in you alone. May my work be forever covered with confusion if it is contrary to your will. Lest that occur, then, so govern the workings of my spirit and guide my hand as shall be most fitting for your glory and the salvation of my soul. I worship, and this is where I believe that I must begin, the goodness of your providence which has led me into this retreat, and I render thanks to you in the humility and simplicity of my heart for all the grace and consolation that you have granted me since calling me to your service, after delivering me from all the other burdens of my estate.

    Shame comes over me, Lord, and I blush when I contemplate your birth and its circumstances and my own. You, God, creator of me and of all that is, were born in a stable, I in a palace; you, amidst ox and ass in the society of poor shepherds, I – dust and worms in your sight – in a great throng of courtiers. Your parents were paupers, mine princes; you came into the world in penury, I in riches. But render me humble, Lord, in the contemplation of this, and cause me to worship in truth your lowliness and to become nothing in your sight. I render thanks to you, Lord, first because you so desired, in calling me from nothing into life by your boundless compassion, that I be born of Christian, and in particular Catholic, parents. You showed mercy and heard their request: for they had lived without male issue for several years since the death of my elder brother,1 only my sister remaining alive.

    Far be it from me, Lord, to write the history of my family and to enumerate the princes of Transylvania, my forebears, into which dignity my father too was elected even while my grandfather was alive; having, however, been instructed in the Catholic faith by his mother, Princess Zsófia Báthory, while yet of tender years,2 after the death of my grandfather in consequence of wounds received from his enemies the Turks in the battle of Gyalu3 he chose rather to relinquish the throne than to abandon his holy faith.4 My soul exalts you and blesses you, my God, that you strengthened him by your grace and made him steadfast in that his resolve, which has come down to me too. Because some years later he took to wife Ilona, daughter of Count Zrínyi,5 and on 27 March 1676 in our mansion at Borsi you brought into this wretched life his last child; wretched, I say, and deservedly so, for since I left my mother’s womb you have made me your enemy but blessed me even among adversities, since you have led me from nothing, oh greatest goodness, to the knowledge of you and then, having by the water of holy baptism purged me of the sin in which I was conceived, raised me to be among your sons.6 Thus, Lord, I was born to you; but oh, how often since then have I died to you; yet it has happened by your grace that, as I have often said, you have raised me up, dead that I was. What more shall I say to you of that my condition in which my spiritual and mental abilities, the image of your divine being with which you have clothed man, were locked within the narrow confines of my body and for years, Lord, were incapable of and unsuited to the recognition of you. I lived as if I were not unfortunate in being ignorant of you, nor fortunate in not causing you offence. I hope, however, that you will not lay to my charge my weeping and moaning, although these are signs of the childish impatience, indignation and, so to speak, dissatisfaction by which human nature is corrupted and defies its own nurturing parents. If, nevertheless, I gave you offence in my callow youth, my greatest goodness, I pray you, remember not my ignorance!

    Your providence took great care for me, because although you called my father to you out of this wretched life before he reached his fortieth year when I was six months old7 (have mercy upon him, I most humbly beseech Your Majesty) you did not permit my upbringing in any way to be impaired. My grandmother, your pious handmaid, a woman of holy life in the eyes of men, loved me tenderly. My mother loved me truly, maternally, with serious affection, because she kept watch over my every unseemly act and when I was scarcely five years of age removed me from the women’s room and rescued me from the care of women. My teachers instilled in me the morals befitting my rank and urged me to pray. Be glorified, oh God, for ever for that your grace, which has truly been great in me; for you caused me at that tender age to be very obedient to my elders, but serving and loving you in my innocence, as far as I recall, I gave not the least sign of rebelliousness in the exercises of piety tempered to my age. It is greatly to my consolation to consider the beginning of my childhood and youth; for I believe, Lord, that I was innocent in your eyes, that I had no bad tendencies yet was frequently punished, for I was idle in my studies and was excessively fond of childish games imitating weapons and warfare. But I regret, my God, that I remember not whether I loved you, though I know that I prayed daily morning and evening. You alone know, therefore, how I was. I rejoice if there was anything in me pleasing to you, and it pains me if I was in any way opposed to you or acted contrary to you.

    You see, oh Lord, how confused is the picture and image of all that happened to me at the beginning of my childhood! The death of my grandmother8 I remember but as a dream; none the less, I beg your mercy upon her with the most profound humility. But of my mother’s second marriage to Imre Thököly of the Lutheran denomination too I retain scarcely any recollection apart from the celebratory banquets, which, in accordance with national custom, took place with solemn ceremony and yet with great eating and drinking and lavish display. I beg Your Majesty’s forgiveness, therefore, for all in these that incurred your worthy displeasure. Far be it from me that make my confession to tell you the tales which I have heard of the reasons for that marriage which was, in human terms, so unfortunate for my land, although in the opinion of those versed in the affairs of those times it was the council of the imperial court that encouraged my mother, of blessed memory, to cool the heart of the said Thököly by means of a marriage beyond his expectations and rank and to bring about an armistice.9 I will not, however, rack my brains to think and write of these matters pertinent to my life, for it is not to men that I speak but to you, oh God that examine hearts and kidneys, and who have known these things best of all. I wished to mention before you only these few that I might praise with especial memorial the mysteries of your providence, which in following times have preserved me wondrously and in marvellous fashion. I believe it appropriate that I should here recall one particular incident that occurred shortly before your handmaid’s betrothal, for it was perhaps one of those warning signs by means of which your infinite mercy has more than once diverted men from ill-starred affairs.

    We were living in the fortress of Munkács,10 which stands on quite a high rock, and since your God-fearing and pious handmaid considered it her motherly duty as far as she was able to suckle her children and, having suckled them, to lay them at her side in her own bed, one day, when my sister and I were abed she chanced to pray longer than was her wont, and after pouring out her requests before you, infinitely good God, she lay down between us, and her maid, who used to keep watch in the same bedroom while her mistress slept, was also engaged in her devotions; she had not, however, yet finished them when by chance she remarked that from beneath the table immediately beside the bed there was emerging a snake of a size usual for such crawling creatures, and while she was in doubt of what she saw in the dim light the snake made its lumbering way towards the bed. She hesitated, quite uncertain what to do, and in alarm at the unaccustomed sight of the worm, and aware as she was of my mother’s natural abhorrence of such, lacked the courage either to rouse her or to approach it; seeing, however, eventually that it was raising its body and climbing into the bed she woke my mother from her sleep with a terrified scream; she, thinking that there must be a fire, caught up my sister out of the bed and on seeing the snake ran headlong from the room; I, however, was left alone with the snake until the arrival of the servants on watch at the door.11

  


  Notes

  Book One


    1György Rákóczi (styled by some György III) died in the year of his birth, 1667.

    2Born in 1645 a Calvinist, Ferenc I converted to Roman Catholicism in 1661.

    3Born in 1621, the father of Ferenc I, György II, died at Várad on 7 June 1660, of wounds sustained in battle at Gyalu/Szászfenes, a little to the west of Kolozsvár, on 22 May.

    4Ferenc Rákóczi I was elected prince by the Estates at the age of seven in 1652, to ensure the succession in the event of his bellicose father’s untimely demise, but on György Rákóczi II’s death his policies had so disgraced the house of Rákóczi that, as still a minor, Ferenc was not permitted to ascend the throne. The interregnum ended on 1 January 1661 with the election of the protestant János Kemény, who was replaced by the Turks on 14 September of that year with Mihály Apafi I. Ferenc I and his mother converted to Roman Catholicism on 15 August that year, presumably in an effort to gain Habsburg support. On 1 January 1666 he was made perpetual főispán of Sáros, in the Partium.

    5For a biography of this remarkable woman see Ágnes Várkonyi’s Zrínyi Ilona (Budapest, 2008).

    6The future Ferenc Rákóczi II was in fact baptized in infancy at Munkács.

    7Ferenc Rákóczi I died on 8 July 1676, so Ferenc fils was not even that old! The circumstances of his death remain mysterious: Ferenc père evidently left Borsi very soon after the birth for his estate at Makovica, some 120 km to the north. Documents are extant dated at nearby Zboró (modern Zborov) on 30 March and at Borsi on 3 April, where he was again at the end of that month. He died at Makovica and was buried at Kassa, but the cause of death is unknown; there is no evidence of sickness, accident or violence, and so suicide cannot be ruled out. He left a recent will in which he committed his children to the especial care of the Emperor Leopold, even though it was he who, in 1671, had ordered the execution of his father-in-law for his involvement in the Wesselényi conspiracy – a fate that he himself escaped only through the influence of his mother’s Jesuit contacts and by the payment of a fine of 300,000 forints. Little hard evidence exists of his insignificant career, but it is not unreasonable to suppose that his life of failure had left him depressive.

    814 June 1680.

    9Ilona Zrínyi married Imre Thököly on 15 June 1682. The court hoped by this to detach Thököly from the Turks.

    10Now Zamok Palanok at Mukacheve, Ukraine.

    11Clearly, a borrowing from the Hercules myth.
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