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According to the family saga my 
motherly grandmother and grandfa-
ther met when they returned home 
to visit the family soon after the Treaty 
of Trianon. They were standing in the 
queue for entry permission. My grand-
mother was going to Borosjenő, a city 
close to Arad, and my grandfather was 
on his way to Marosdécse, near Nagy-
enyed. The line was long and an of-
ficer ordered people to pair up. And 
so my grandfather stepped to my 
grandmother and asked her politely: 
would she take him as a partner? This 
is how rumour has it.  

My fatherly grandfather started off 
from a little village close to Nyitra, Up-
per Hungary, at the turn of the cen-
tury. He went to Budapest to make a 
fortune and soon opened his fashion-
able tailor’s at József Nádor square, a 
nice workshop with assistants. Fa-
mous people went there from the 
1920s until it was socialized. 

Loosing the the country was my 
fortune in this sense: had there not 
been a war, I might not have been 
born. My parents married hurriedly in 
1944. As students of the University of 
Technology they were taken to Ger-
many but they were allowed to go 
only as husband and wife. 

They were young and told mostly 
cheerful stories about their university 
times in Germany. They lived in the 
outskirts of Dresden. The day after 
Dresden was bombed, my father had 
to go to the city still scattered with 
burning bodies of the dead. He re-
called those days even after decades. 

The revolution in 1956 was a forma-
tive experience to me. I was nine. 

During the revolution I was at home 
only with my sister and mother. My 
father was on an official trip in Poland 
and could not get back. When a shot 
crossed the room where I was comb-
ing my doll, the bullet passed right in 
front of my face and ended up in the 
wall. I stammered for years, as my 
mother recalled.

A nine year old can share the enthu-
siasm for freedom just like anybody 
else. I remember clearly the happiness 
of my mother and grandmother when 
they believed things would really 
change. My mother was worried about 
my grandparents who lived separately 
in Rózsavölgy. We went to see them on 
foot from Tabán to Budafok. I saw then 
the bombed Móricz Zsigmond square, 
the brick slides, the crippled homes. 
After 4 November at the time of bomb-
ings I nestled up to my mother in fright. 
Only we stayed in our French win-
dowed apartment on the sixth floor: 
everyone else in the block was down 
in the refuge. I remember well the days 
after 4 November when all our hope 
deserted us, I remember the deep 
disappointment and the sadness. The 
living memory of these events has 
been with me ever since. I remember 
the whispers after the revoltuion lin-
gering around those who had been 
imprisoned or had someone in the 
family who was jailed. They could 
never get rid of the stigma, or the air of 
fear mixed with nimbus surrounding 
them. This made them who they were.

Benefices collected after the revolu-
tion—chocolate, coffee, cocoa—ar-
rived to Hungarian families from 
abroad. We saw Swiss, Dutch stamps 
on the parcels and they appeared as  
gifts from heaven in our grey world: 
they had such a good scent and such 
a delicate style!

The exchangeable IKKA-vouchers, 
little parcels brought high spirits to 
those who could put hands on them. 
Also the shop offering twist-pullovers 
and raincoats cheered up a bit the dull 
atmosphere of our grey and shabby 
Budapest where people also started 
to disappear  into the background.

These are are my secondary school 
years and we are well into the ‘60s. 

The Beatles, Illés, Metró, Omega 
bands enriched our teenage years 
and youth. The Free Europe Radio was 
aired for me now! — I knew its sizzling 
voice so well from my childhood be-
cause despite being disturbed, my 
motherly grandfather had always 
been a devoted listener. I was rushing 
to the teenager parties after school 
from week to week just to listen to my 
favourites. The music came from un-
earthly spheres: looking back, I could 
have easily been grateful for the com-
rades for limiting access to them. Had 
they not been prohibited, they surely 
would have made less effect on us, 
even though the western youth burst 
out in screams whenever they had a 
glimpse of Beatles. I saw them on 
screen in the 1980’s for the very first 
time, before that we could only enjoy 
their voices and photographs. 

It was in my matured age when I 
watched a longer documentary about 
them in the Hungarian television. I was 
glad and screaming by surprise and I 
flocked my little family in front of the 
movie in which our idols were moving! 

Technological University, Budapest, 
1970: I obtained my degree. I found the 
lectures of Professor Pogány, Professor 
Hajnóczy, uncle Vargha Laci, Tamás 
Meggyesi the most inspiring and me-
morable experiences besides the 
designing classes, of course.           

Makovecz closeups
from 1972 to the recent past

Ágnes Kravár

My carrier started in the VÁTI (Hun-
garian Nonprofit Limited Liability 
Company for Regional Development 
and Town Planning). There was a bu-
reau dealing with monuments, struc-
tural architecture and urban planning 
led by Tamás Dragonits. 

The office was divided into smaller 
studios and each had a leader. Ours 
was Tivadar Láng,   an erudite, learned 
man with a colourful personality. We 
worked on the construction of  blocks 
in Tatabánya, where our ambition for 
planning could bloom and wither 
away in the form of parapet designs.    

But after, in 1972 I got an autono-
mous planning commission. The 
construction works of a 16 classroom 
elementary school was about to start 
at that time in Tatabánya-Dózsakert 
housing estate.   

Well, I designed a complex house 
with ashlar brick, ascending facade, 
and coffered, suspended ceiling. At 
that time Károly Jurcsik, Zoltán Fark-
asdy, György Jánosy, Jenő Szendrői, 
and, at the Iparterv, László Csaba, 
György Szrogh, Zoltán Gulyás were 
the most noted architects. Abroad 
Alvar Aalto and Finnish architecture, 
Japanese and Italian architects had our 
attention. In VÁTI my bosses and also 
the investor, basically everybody let 
me realize the house according to my 
imagination. Each week I had to show 
my plans to an experienced architect, 
then two or three other architects 
were appointed for consultation, and 
finally the construction of the primary 
school among the blocks of Dózsakert, 
Tatabánya could begin. According to 
my plan, a sports hall and swimming-
pool was built on the site as well. 
(What a great task was this for a young 
architect!) 

When the works began - just like all 
beginner architects - I was moved by 
the fact that others take my plans so 
seriously. On work management days 
(I always took the train) the closer I got 
to the site the nervous I was. Jargon 
words were zigzaging in the manage-
ment office and I did not understand 

the half of it. Problems were solved 
without me after all, I suppose, but I 
could sense respect on behalf of the 
professional partners that, being 
young and woman, I dared to take full 
responsibility for the construction. 

In 1972 I married my fellow architect, 
Tibor Tóth. He started his carreer in 
Iparterv on the side of the well-known 
architects: Szendrői, Zoltán Gulyás, 
Lajos Földes, Rimanóczi, Böjthe, 
Janáky. The old Medgyaszai worked 
also there after private planning of-
fices were closed. He got an assistant 
designer position and for a humble 
civil-list pension he was employed as 
a freelance architect. According to the 
personnel director at that time he did 
well, he was creative and independent 
in his work. My husband found his 
profile among the papers left behind 
after the change of regime. 

Makovecz arrived to the VÁTI

In 1972 Makovecz had already been an 
Ybl-awarded architect. He came there 
as the daredevil of the profession. He 
marked out from the even greyness 
of socialism, he had to be dealt with 
outmost care because he wanted 
something, maybe harmful for the 
existence established so far. One might 
has to stand up for him and in general, 
the way he ruffles any fathers, unset-
tles the lukewarm socialist puddle is 
definitely dangerous. 

He worked around the clock, they 
all did. For an outsider it seemed that 
they were always working on a project, 
or were about to submit a diploma 
plan. Glasses stood on the drawing 
boards, and they worked hard, in 
good atmosphere. And this attracted 
me, they got me. I asked my transfer 
to the studio of Makovecz, and soon I 
was sitting in the basement office 
(used as carpenter workshop by VÁTI) 
under the villa in Tartsay Vilmos street 
(former Rózsavölgyi street) among 
Makovecz, Erzsébet Várlaki, Paula 
Sharang, Piroska Zorkóczi.

Meanwhile my very first building, 
the school was inaugurated. The Ma-

kovecz-studio  took part in the cele-
bration and it was a great honour. The 
opening ceremony was on 24 Sep-
tember 1974, so in four years after 
obtaining my degree I had my very 
first house with swimming-pool and 
sports hall opened. At the ceremony 
no one identified that young girl with 
the designer—a great crowd surged 
forward from corridor to corridor. If I 
remember well, I was fleeing from 
them and did not want to be noticed.

The Makovecz studio

Szentendre, Duna bank restaurant, 
Szolgáltatóház: I drew their sketches, 
with slightly uncertain hands as I 
found it difficult to depict lazy but 
characteristic forms, to use materials 
according to their natural quality in 
the detailed sketches.

As opposed to previous raster-based 
methods, this world was totally differ-
ent. And we often emptied and refilled 
our glasses. Everyone smoked, and so 
the early houses of Makovecz, land-
marks of his professional maturing, 
were seemed to be created lightheart-
edly.

Imre was cheerful and radiated his 
stunning power to everyone. Under 
that terrace we lived in another uni-
verse. 

Surveying the Őrség is an unforget-
table chapter in my early years as an 
architect. We examined the condition 
of hundred years old buildings in 
Őriszentpéter, Szalafő. We knocked in 
on the door of every shed, every house-
hold recording the data about main 
buildings and extensions, the estate.

The Őrség had not been a fashion-
able place for long by that time, on the 
contrary, one could face the tragic 
demage caused by the village-luddite 
Kádár policy.                 

We found elderly people almost 
everywhere, and rarely young, busy 
people. Old people layed in old beds, 
they were hardy visible in the dark 
rooms. To Makovecz this close-up im-
age was not foreign at all. He spent 
much time with his grandparents in 
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Zala but to me, a lady from Buda, it was 
shocking to see the bleakness of such 
poverty-stricken places. However, the 
humour, wisdom, clearmindedness, 
everyday problems of these old peo-
ple served with great lessons, too. 

We travelled to do the field work in 
the Őrség on train to Őriszentpéter, 
and continued on foot, carriage or 
lorries. We crossed great lands cov-
ered with snow, visiting one estate 
after the other. Besides enthusiasm, 
bacon and pálinka kept our spirits 
high. 

The snow capped houses in the 
winter lands were beautiful even in 
their poor condition, especially when 
one could see the sun shining through 
the worn rattan baskets, carriages, 
barns or the old thatched roofs.

We did not stay for long in the 
smoky little closet, because the office 
moved to the VÁTI in Krisztina boule-
vard where the Makovecz studio got 
an enormous room. 

János Gerle joined us soon, little 
later Zsolt Kölönte, Judit Gerencsér 
and Ervin Nagy. Makovecz brought 
his plans from Szövterv and a circle of 
customers along with new commis-
sions. Most probably the plan of the 
restaurant in Pásztó was also among 
them. He passed it to me saying: let us 
see what you can do with it.

This is not a success story: the res-
taurant was built in Pásztó along the 
road at the foot of Mátra hill. On the 
master’s side I wanted to meet his 
expectations and design a house in 
his fashion (this was my basic mistake), 

but despite his trust in me I failed to 
do so. After some years we were about 
to do some field work and our way led 
us in the direction of the building. 
When we passed in front of it some-
one asked what house was that, who 
had designed it and Ekler—who was 
sitting in the car—answered: I do not 
remember exactly, but as far I remem-
ber, it is the work of some woman…

After the birth of my son, Benedek, 
our ways with Makovecz departed for 
some time. He was dismissed from 
VÁTI for making that sensational house 
in Sárospatak and I was a mother. 

On leaving the VÁTI, Makovecz be-
came the main architect with Erzsi 
Várlaki under the direction of László 
Madas at Pilis Parkerdőgazdaság. The 
old studio practically broke up. 

I never experienced greater happi-
ness than the birth of my son. We lived 
in a tiny flat in Attila street: a small 
kitchen, a bathroom and a long hall 
was our kingdom. During the after-
noon nap of our son I often had to 
withdraw into the bathroom working 
on the plans of family houses (one in 
Máriaremete, several in Tahi and its 
environs) on the top of the washing 
machine using a little drawing board.

In this period we attended the Ma-
kovecz’s private academy and had 
access to an incredible amount of 
knowledge. Our sealed off world 
opened up again, even to modern 
architecture prohibited at the univer-
sity, and this was an amazing leap 
forward. We were hooked on the 
hardly available copies of western 
journals of architecture, and for the 
sake of research we went to the library 
of MÉSZ before each lecture. 

I went back to work soon. As em-
ployed state architect I worked on the 
reconstruction of Széchenyi Palace, 
but VÁTI found me with a new, and 
difficult task again. The National Office 
of Cultural Heritage commissoned me 
to design a hotel to the abbey found-
ed by Saint Stephen in Pécsvárad. This 
was the most serious and most diffi-
cult task in my life. Planning lasted 

from 1981 to 1983 and the building was 
inaugurated on 15 March 1988. 

Károly Kozák, professional archeolo-
gist of the Office hated the very fact 
that a noname architect designs to 
Pécsvárad but tried to conceal it. In 
addition, the integrity of the existing 
baroque economy buildings had to 
be broken, which is hardly digestible 
for a born protector of monuments 
and listed buildings. 

I felt the delicate taste of creation for 
the first time of my life. It is like having 
a word at the tip of your tongue but 
not being able to articulate it. You 
know that the solution resides in you 
and once you shall get there, and feel 
when you are there, but you have to 
work hard till that moment. Until that, 
although creation allows you to fulfil 
everyday duties, it never lets you settle, 
it is with you everytime, everywhere. 
You sit down time after time, work on 
it, leave it, work on it again, get ab-
sorbed in it and step by step it gains a 
form. There is no way to spare hard 
work. If you do not work like this, you 
shall never make it to completion.

I went to Pécsvárad for years by car, 
bus and followed the stages of the 
construction, worried about the posi-
tion of the panels, crossed my fingers 
for that the planning board solutions 
would fit in reality as well. 

The interior designers of the con-
struction were Gábor Mezei and Mara 
Hegyi. They came after Makovecz to 
VÁTI from Szövterv and worked with 
incredible professionalism on Imre’s 
every house. They performed simi-
larly in Pécsvárad as well.

I visited the site recently and I can 
tell, interior designers as well as con-
tractors of the Office in Pécs created 
a lasting work.

While I was working on Pécsvárad, 
we built in the roof top part of our 
existing flat under the Castle. We took 
upon us the bulk of it, and I excel-
lenced in painting and insulating tasks. 
We created a spacious, well-lit, double 
storey rooftop apartment with a huge 
terrace in the roof bending opposite 

to the Sashegy in Buda, and we en-
joyed it greatly. Not long after we 
moved in I gave birth to our second 
son, Márton.

The film about András Balczó was 
launched about that time. That film 
with its outspoken nature and truths 
layed bare, with the words of the for-
mer pentathlete idol on devotion, 
misunderstanding, religion, impor-
tance of family and patriotism was a 
perplexing, moving film. It has always 
been a riddle to me, like many of 
other people I suppose, what made 
Ferenc Kósa, director of the film men-
tioned above and several other good 
movies, to sit in the rows of the com-
munist successor party in the Parlia-
ment for many decades. Marci has 
always been the manifestation of pure 
infancy. As if he heard what Balczó 
spoke about in the film! We took him 
home from the hospital and put his 
Moses basket into the biggest room 
of the rooftop, where he gave content 
groans. I am grateful that our children 
could grow up in spaces we designed. 

Marci’s birth coincided with the col-
lapse of the communist regime, or its 
commence. People started to divide 
thier energies between small enter-
prises, so called GMKs which appear-
ed as artful dodger ideas of comrades 
to milk the state cow as much as pos-
sible and save whatever productive 
forces they find—including intellec-
tual capital as well. And, planning it so 
well, they couldn't keep their thoughts 
to themselves. 

Between 1981 and 1983 I cherished 
the idea of leaving the VÁTI, the big 
state planning office and join Imre, 
Ervin Nagy and the old team again. I 
visited Imre and Erzsi more times at 
Pilis Parkerdő. Makovecz was em-
ployed for seven years there under 
Lász ló Madas’ directorship and put 
enormous efforts into his activities 
there. He planned a lot: the tourist 
centre in Visegrád, sites on Mogyoró-
hegy, the Hoffmann hunting lodge, 
the mortuary in Farkasréti cemetery, 
the ski-lift engine house in Dobogókő 

and many other buildings, all were 
built in that period. He grounded his 
later works with great efforts here, 
when he studied folk motifs, or got 
engaged with other “simple” space 
arrangement acivities. The result of 
these studies outlined Makovecz’s 
mature houses by attributing true 
character, deep philosophy to them 
which reflected honestly the devoted 
work the creator invested into them.

When Imre became freelancer again 
after seven years in Parkerdő he had 
already been an acknowledged archi-
tect. Commissioning him meant not 
only good architecture but rebellion 
against the ruling totalitarian power. 
Imre, not having an office on his own, 
started to see his clients in public 
spaces and soon became regular at 
Angelika café with his growing circle 
of commissioners. He had a small note-
book into which he always put down 
the appointments with beautiful let-
ters, carefully. I remember that cus-
tomers gave the door knob to each 
other, one after the other. 

It hesitated a lot on leaving the VÁTI. 
Finally, I had to make up my mind 
quickly as Zoli Koppány’s plan had to 
be carried out without delay. Despite 
him being dead set against it, I turned 
out to be on the team of MAKONA 
GMK and had the opportunity to work 
as second employee of the company 
on Várlaki’s side.

The owners and founding members 
were Imre Makovecz, Zoltán Koppány 
and Ervin Nagy.

As we did not have a proper office 
we often met at Ervin’s place but it 
soon became clear that it is inevitable 
to have a place somewhere - which 
was found in Lánchíd (Chain Bridge) 
street, a pal-sized office with direct 
entrace from the street. 

Gábor Mezei designed it carefully, 
Imre had a relatively big space and we 
all had our smaller boxes. Erzsi Várlaki 
sat in the window, and Ervin Nagy, Zoli 
Koppány and with changing mem-
bership the young architects and me, 
together again at last.Ta
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Zala but to me, a lady from Buda, it was 
shocking to see the bleakness of such 
poverty-stricken places. However, the 
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everyday problems of these old peo-
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We travelled to do the field work in 
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The snow capped houses in the 
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We did not stay for long in the 
smoky little closet, because the office 
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an enormous room. 
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them. He passed it to me saying: let us 
see what you can do with it.

This is not a success story: the res-
taurant was built in Pásztó along the 
road at the foot of Mátra hill. On the 
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but despite his trust in me I failed to 
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in Sárospatak and I was a mother. 
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from 1981 to 1983 and the building was 
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Károly Kozák, professional archeolo-
gist of the Office hated the very fact 
that a noname architect designs to 
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You sit down time after time, work on 
it, leave it, work on it again, get ab-
sorbed in it and step by step it gains a 
form. There is no way to spare hard 
work. If you do not work like this, you 
shall never make it to completion.
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movies, to sit in the rows of the com-
munist successor party in the Parlia-
ment for many decades. Marci has 
always been the manifestation of pure 
infancy. As if he heard what Balczó 
spoke about in the film! We took him 
home from the hospital and put his 
Moses basket into the biggest room 
of the rooftop, where he gave content 
groans. I am grateful that our children 
could grow up in spaces we designed. 

Marci’s birth coincided with the col-
lapse of the communist regime, or its 
commence. People started to divide 
thier energies between small enter-
prises, so called GMKs which appear-
ed as artful dodger ideas of comrades 
to milk the state cow as much as pos-
sible and save whatever productive 
forces they find—including intellec-
tual capital as well. And, planning it so 
well, they couldn't keep their thoughts 
to themselves. 

Between 1981 and 1983 I cherished 
the idea of leaving the VÁTI, the big 
state planning office and join Imre, 
Ervin Nagy and the old team again. I 
visited Imre and Erzsi more times at 
Pilis Parkerdő. Makovecz was em-
ployed for seven years there under 
Lász ló Madas’ directorship and put 
enormous efforts into his activities 
there. He planned a lot: the tourist 
centre in Visegrád, sites on Mogyoró-
hegy, the Hoffmann hunting lodge, 
the mortuary in Farkasréti cemetery, 
the ski-lift engine house in Dobogókő 

and many other buildings, all were 
built in that period. He grounded his 
later works with great efforts here, 
when he studied folk motifs, or got 
engaged with other “simple” space 
arrangement acivities. The result of 
these studies outlined Makovecz’s 
mature houses by attributing true 
character, deep philosophy to them 
which reflected honestly the devoted 
work the creator invested into them.
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other, one after the other. 

It hesitated a lot on leaving the VÁTI. 
Finally, I had to make up my mind 
quickly as Zoli Koppány’s plan had to 
be carried out without delay. Despite 
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Besides Imre’s projects I also worked 
on mines. We firmly believed that hard 
work is always fruitful and so we did 
not stop on weekends, even.

Young architects gave the door 
knob and the tables to one after the 
other, all the members of the later 
team was in good relationship with 
him: due to works, editing university 
journals or simply for the sake of being 
in his presence. In summers these 
young professionals and students 
spent weeks together in the Visegrád 
camp, realizing their own ideas with 
the guidance of Imre. 

Shopping arcade replacing Budai 
Színkör, family house for Richter jewel-
ler, community house in Jászapáti: 
these were my works with Imre, dur-
ing which we kept encouraging each 
other that it has to be done now that 
we invested so much energy into the 
projects. We were busy with drawing 
the lines in the spacious rooftop room 
with my husband, listened to music 
and enjoyed creative activity. Our 
children shouted from the bed: make 
some noise with tracing paper, that is 
the best lullaby!

By completing the community house 
in Sárospatak, his projects in Visegrád 
and Mogyoróhegy, Makovecz made 
a name for himself, he had to be con-
sidered in professional circles and so 
he became the subject of heated de-
bates. He was famous, even more than 
the time he had entered VÁTI. And 
fame turned him into a hero and we, 
colleagues at close quarters absorbed 
his energy, while more and more 
people worked under his hands. It is 
a quite surprising gossip that he 
forced his employees to imitate his 
style which was not at all the case. On 
the contrary, he warned the designers: 
do not design Makovecz-house! He 
really appreciated if an architect tried 
to keep to his own way.  

I was in trouble again when I got a 
seemingly not too fascinating task 
from him. A society  interested in 
downtown estate construction and 
maintaining contacted Imre from 

Sopron. They took us to a vast site to 
emerge housing estates there. Imre 
knew my engagement to  Sopron, I 
was born there on the one hand, on 
the other hand it was in the neigh-
bourhood of the Széchenyi Palace 
which I planned and managed the 
reconstruction of as member of VÁTI 
office for monuments. 

This new site, this investment was 
the biggest task of my career and I 
worked on it for long years, till 1990.

I have not figured out up until now, 
how did he dare to entrust me with 
such a grandiose project. He never 
instructed me, only walked by some-
times adding a few remarks. 

The result surprised me a lot, I myself 
was not aware of my abilities. I ex-
panded my limits and the enormous 
task helped me to such creative solu-
tions I had never ever thought of or 
that I can realize them. I am grateful 
for Imre for showing me this.

While the Sopron project went on, I 
had other duties. We began to plan 
more buildings in the centre of 
Jászapáti. I was drawing Imre Mako-
vecz’s house plan together with Ági 
Kádas. Later I took full responsibilty of 
designing two other housing estates 
opposite to the community house. 
The vicarage in Jászapáti was the most 
memorable unsuccessful project and, 
at the same time, the most beautiful 
plan of my life, officially called the Ro-
man Catholic Presbitery.

I managed to destroy it during the 
construction process!

The artful, avaricious contractor met 
the coward investor boxed into the 
corner, the primitive, foolish technical 
manager and the unexperienced de-
signer. If only one of us had done his 
job properly, the building would not 
have turned into its parody. I learned 
the lesson here: there must be at least 
one person who takes his duty dead 
seriously and this might be enough 
for completing a house. 

Throughout the years I learned to 
respect the work of others, may it be 
a tinman or any other handyman, and 

I learned conscious ways of expressing 
my honest appreciation towards other 
people.

The Sopron project was enormous, 
and so it took a little piece of my life 
and health, but the happiness I felt 
during its bit by bit realization, was 
worth it. I formed the model of the site 
from Plasticine at home, and I spent 
my days in constant fever to see the 
house completed in the way I had 
imagined. 

Gradually I got used to mega-pro-
jects, I enjoyed how pieces fell into 
their places, and sizes rather meant 
source of motivation. Only my family 
suffered a bit from mum being an 
architect. They also remember the 
times I worked on Sopron or Pécsvá-
rad. I do not really believe in strict rules 
for bringing up a child, I have my trust 
rather in the power of the lifestyle 
model they see, rituals and the overall 
attitude to life—these are the real 
formative influences for a child.

Our family life had a unique atmos-
phere with always working architect-
parents, taking their  kids to the sites, 
eating coated meat in various coun-
tryside restaurants, having busy sum-
mers in Tahi house at Dunakanyar, 
when mum shouts after the kids (four 
of them, to the kids of my sister as well) 
from the planning board that Niki, 
leave Marci alone, no, you cannot come 
in covered in mud, yes, we go cycling.

There was a period when only the 
three of us had cars, Trabants and La
das: Erzsi Várlaki, Ervin and me. We 
travelled to the country with Imre of-
ten, taking turns depending on the 
actual project, having important con-
versations. Later the next generation 
took over this task. Attila Turi and 
Tészta, then the architects of the Viator. 
Seeing them I recall old site visits when 
there were no highways, I remember 
people of the socialist council, party 
secretaries. They were not worse than 
men of the money world nowadays. 

Back then I could easily fit in my 
daily schedule to be off to Pécsvárad 
in the morning, then heading towards 

Berzence, on the way back I jumped 
in to see the proceedings of the com-
plex the Makovecz team worked on 
in Balatonszabadi, and finish with 
managing my own household. 

At the time of the change of regime, 
thanks to Makovecz and his friends in 
People’s Education Institute, Tamás 
Varga and Pál Beke, the village com-
munity house building movement 
started to bloom. They crisscrossed in 
the country and revitalize the empty, 
bleak, socialist community houses. 
People started to raise their head, and 
by their own will began to function as 
cooperating communities without 
the pressure of upper forces. One of 
the greatest houses of Makovecz, the 
community house in Zalaszentlászló 
was built then. It played the role of a 
neat room and living room with a 
stove, warmth and homeliness. The 
ruling power was worried about the 
troubles of possible social processes 
but it was already late, they had to let 
things happen. Community houses 
were built in Jászkisér, Jászapáti, Bak, 
Csurgó, Berzence, Bagód, Letenye, 

Szerencs, later in Lendva, Makó—the 
list is far from being complete. We 
worked on the country and did not 
have commissions in Budapest. We 
visited Transylvania more times but 
one could only go as a tourist and if 
one was put up at relatives. The grade 
of relation was defined by military 
authorities.    

This was also the period when dance 
houses thrived—thank to Ferenc Se bő 
and Béla Halmos. They were our fellow 
students and played the guitar for the 
first time for us in the building camps. 

More and more people came to the 
office in Lánchíd street, young archi-
tects, college students. It grew small, 
so we moved to Rumbach Sebestyén 
street in 7th district, where, in my opin-
ion, our golden age dawned upon us. 
The office was right in the neighbour-
hood of the beautiful synagogue de-
signed by Otto Wagner, in the ground 
floor and gallery of a real Bauhaus 
building. It was originally planned to 
be an shop, a great iron framed glass 
structure separated it from the street. 
The shallow rooms upstairs witnessed 

fantastic life. At least 25 architects, 25 
drawing boards, 25 young talents 
worked in the spacious halls, and in a 
small room seized approximately 2,5 
× 2,5 sat Makovecz. (There was Várlaki, 
Vili Dobó, Göndör, Ervin, Sala, Tészta, 
Menyus, Siki, Lackó Vincze, Jani, Szalai, 
Robogány, Ekler Tibi Heil, Csábi, Tusi, 
Kravár, Gerencsér, Ági Zsigmond, 
Tamás Nagy, Attila Kovács mechanic, 
migrating architects, foreign guest 
architects, Kelf Treuner from the GDR, 
and other, external regulars). It was a 
bohemian world brimming with youth, 
drive, messianistic ambitions, chang-
ing of the regime and Makovecz. Guys 
watched girls down in the streets and 
gave voice to their appreciation. There 
were no groups, no separated offices, 
we were all architects. One strong 
bond connected us all: we know we 
belong here and nowhere else. 

The camp in Visegrád, the university, 
the college was a strong link between 
the members of the younger genera-
tion. They were freshmen at the 
scratchline of their carreer. We, Várlaki 
Gerencsér and Ervin and myself 
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was born there on the one hand, on 
the other hand it was in the neigh-
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which I planned and managed the 
reconstruction of as member of VÁTI 
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This new site, this investment was 
the biggest task of my career and I 
worked on it for long years, till 1990.

I have not figured out up until now, 
how did he dare to entrust me with 
such a grandiose project. He never 
instructed me, only walked by some-
times adding a few remarks. 

The result surprised me a lot, I myself 
was not aware of my abilities. I ex-
panded my limits and the enormous 
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that I can realize them. I am grateful 
for Imre for showing me this.

While the Sopron project went on, I 
had other duties. We began to plan 
more buildings in the centre of 
Jászapáti. I was drawing Imre Mako-
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the pressure of upper forces. One of 
the greatest houses of Makovecz, the 
community house in Zalaszentlászló 
was built then. It played the role of a 
neat room and living room with a 
stove, warmth and homeliness. The 
ruling power was worried about the 
troubles of possible social processes 
but it was already late, they had to let 
things happen. Community houses 
were built in Jászkisér, Jászapáti, Bak, 
Csurgó, Berzence, Bagód, Letenye, 

Szerencs, later in Lendva, Makó—the 
list is far from being complete. We 
worked on the country and did not 
have commissions in Budapest. We 
visited Transylvania more times but 
one could only go as a tourist and if 
one was put up at relatives. The grade 
of relation was defined by military 
authorities.    

This was also the period when dance 
houses thrived—thank to Ferenc Se bő 
and Béla Halmos. They were our fellow 
students and played the guitar for the 
first time for us in the building camps. 

More and more people came to the 
office in Lánchíd street, young archi-
tects, college students. It grew small, 
so we moved to Rumbach Sebestyén 
street in 7th district, where, in my opin-
ion, our golden age dawned upon us. 
The office was right in the neighbour-
hood of the beautiful synagogue de-
signed by Otto Wagner, in the ground 
floor and gallery of a real Bauhaus 
building. It was originally planned to 
be an shop, a great iron framed glass 
structure separated it from the street. 
The shallow rooms upstairs witnessed 

fantastic life. At least 25 architects, 25 
drawing boards, 25 young talents 
worked in the spacious halls, and in a 
small room seized approximately 2,5 
× 2,5 sat Makovecz. (There was Várlaki, 
Vili Dobó, Göndör, Ervin, Sala, Tészta, 
Menyus, Siki, Lackó Vincze, Jani, Szalai, 
Robogány, Ekler Tibi Heil, Csábi, Tusi, 
Kravár, Gerencsér, Ági Zsigmond, 
Tamás Nagy, Attila Kovács mechanic, 
migrating architects, foreign guest 
architects, Kelf Treuner from the GDR, 
and other, external regulars). It was a 
bohemian world brimming with youth, 
drive, messianistic ambitions, chang-
ing of the regime and Makovecz. Guys 
watched girls down in the streets and 
gave voice to their appreciation. There 
were no groups, no separated offices, 
we were all architects. One strong 
bond connected us all: we know we 
belong here and nowhere else. 

The camp in Visegrád, the university, 
the college was a strong link between 
the members of the younger genera-
tion. They were freshmen at the 
scratchline of their carreer. We, Várlaki 
Gerencsér and Ervin and myself 
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counted as experienced ones with a 
professional background.

The association we worked in was 
renamed as Makona Kisszövetkezet 
and had about 25 architect members. 
It was founded in 1987 and Imre Ma-
kovecz became its president. We made 
our living from it. Makovecz got the 
commissions, he was asked to make 
a plan, he was the engine of village 
movements as well, together with his 
friends.

Soon the Lutheran Church contacted 
him with request for designing church-
es, and the one in Siófok was the first 
in the line. Planning the church was 
an extraordinary chapter in Imre Ma-
kovecz and the investor Marci bácsi’s 
life. I will never forget those times 
when he was working on the sketches 
of that building his little office room. 
He saw Imre bácsi often. When he 
finished the plans for the exterior as 
well as the interior, he came out and 
started to explain his ideas whole-
heartedly. I remember clearly how 
glad, inspired and enthusiastic he was 
at that time. We surrounded him and 
listened to his explanations. And this 
was the same in case of the church in 
Paks. It was stunning to compare the 
drawings on paper with the actual site 
in reality: the similarity was almost 
photographic, reflecting spatial rela-
tions, proportions and structure. 

20-25 people worked under Imre’s 
hands at that time, but the net of his 
activities covered all Hungary. Csete, 
Kampis, Bodonyi, Antal Plesz, Pécs, 
Kaposvár, Északterv, Miskolc-Sárospa-
tak, Pák, all works, sites, friends and 
professional contacts.

Although Makovecz completed the 
community house in Sárospatak, he 
stayed there for a while. His earliest 
piece was Bodrog shopping centre, 
followed by the well-noted, highly 
succesful Borostyán restaurant plans 
which was realized in the rebuilt space 
of the previous monastery’s refectory. 
(All his works created heated debates 
in professional circles…) Imre’s wife, 
the textile artist Marianne Szabó, de-

signed wonderful tapestries and cloth 
both to the restaurant as well as to the 
community house. The housing es-
tate complex, having shops on the 
groundfloor grew into a nice centre 
in the city, a kind of new shopping 
mall. Imre worked on this project with 
Csaba Bodonyi and Pista Ferenc. He 
entrusted us, Ervin Nagy and me to 
complete the last phase. 

Ervin’s pharmacy plan was fantastic, 
daring, suggestive, with special inte-
riors and clear spatial arrangements. 
However, the outcome could not 
stand up to the quality of the plan, to 
what the amazing plan would have 
deserved. 

This was the last building in the 
heart of the city: the enthusiasm of 
the investor was dying away, money 
was short and construction works re-
quired constant negotiations and 
com promises and all this disappoint-
ed us. I remember those everlasting 
field site visits in Patak with Ervin, how 
tiring they were with the Trabant: we 
were enthusiastic to go but rather dis-
appointed on the way back home. It 
was a big thing to change the dullness 
of socialist architecture!

I think, Ervin decided here to organ-
ize the whole process of construction 
of his self-built houses if he does not 
want to depend on the investor’s 
mood. This is the core of later Hattyú
ház (Swan-house) stories! Ervin worked 
towards his goal consciously and or-
ganized the team he needed for his 
future greater volume plans.

Meanwhile, community village 
houses were being built, even young 
architects had their own houses, 
among them the community hose in 
Szerencs, designed by Feri Salamin. 
Miklós Németh prime minister, the 
political representative of Szerencs 
inaugurated the house personally - as 
a Makovecz-building, naturally. On 
the way to the ceremony, Imre asked 
him as prime minister Miklóskám, what 
the hell will happen here? to which he 
replied in the same manner: I haven’t 
the foggiest. Well, I think he knew the 

answer well. Moreover, he put all his 
efforts to create a smooth transition 
from a bolshevist dictatorship to a 
capitalist world of money-monopoly. 

The socialist forces were still around, 
we still lived in a single-party system 
and nobody though that the real 
change of regime, democracy is just 
beyond the corner or that the Rus-
sians would really leave.

And we rebelled and celebrated 15 
March at the Kun moulds in the great 
plain of Alföld. We erected huge trees, 
embedded them into concrete with 
a day-long exhausting work, and then 
dressed it up with tricolor ribbons and 
closed the event with singing the na-
tional Anthem and went home late 
night. We went back next years, put-
ting new ribbons on the tree. Some-
thing had to be done as 15 March was 
not a naional holiday. Some foolish 
comrade came up with the idea to 
merge 15 March, 21 March and 4 April 
into a holiday-package under the 
name revoluionary youth days. Follow-
ing the well-tried methods, they would 
merge everything only to survive 15 
March.

My son Bence was there at the tree 
with the Ekler kids, they kicked the ball 
with Tibi Szalai, Csabi Varga and Gön-
dör in the interlude of two concretings.  

At the end of the Sopron project, in 
1988, Imre honoured me with a trip to 
Sweden as an exchange architect.

I crossed the East German border 
after thorough examination and took 
a ferry to Sweden straight to the office 
of Erik Asmussen, to Jama, the Swedish 
centre of the Rudolf Steiner seminar. 

At home winter was turning into 
spring when I finally said goodbye to 
my family. Bence was 12, Marci 8, but 
luckily we lived under the same roof 
with my mother-in-law and she and 
my husband could cope well with the 
hard task. 

When I arrived to Sweden in April, it 
was still a chilly winter, nature was 
dead, no colours only greyness and 
the houses of Asmussen in the semi-
nar area.

At first I did not like at all the build-
ings there, I found the whole site bar-
roquish, harmfully ugly, primitive. 

The colours used for on the build-
ings were shockingly vivid, but the 
internal walls spotted and the wood-
en covers hairy, More time had to pass 
when I was ready to explore these 
buildings and their hidden features, 
witty details, character. Some build-
ings could not be detached from the 
ongoing activity inside, and this gave 
a sense of unity. And from this per-
spective they were excellent in my 
eyes.

Getting to know the architects there, 
especially Erik Asmussen leading ar-
chitect helped to deepen my admira-
tion and tolerance towards these 
houses. Well, I was under the spell of 
the discovery that all these buildings 
here - beyond being perfect solutions 
for form, function and technicaal de-
tails - are the same with Asmussen in 
every way. Those, who knew his amaz-
ing, sophisticated, kind, simple, witty 
and shy but learned and talented 
personality, understand that these 
houses reflect him.

Gradually I fell into Jama, our Swed-
ish friends and I have to admit that 
from a distant perspective I re-evalu-
ated Makovecz’s and his followers’s 
stlye. I am afraid, I have to agree with 
Asmussen who put it in a rather illu-
minating way to describe Hungarian 
organic architecture. The story goes 
like that: when I arrived, naturally gifts 
were layed out, among them a care-
fully compiled book on the works of 
Hungarian organic architects. Asmus-
sen, Abbi (that was his nickname), 
looked at them, turning the pages 
back and forth, then added in his shy 
manner while pointing to the richly 
ornamented house saying Isn’t it a bit 
too much? and yes, he was right in 
characterising Hungarian organic ar-
chitecture in a sentence like that. I 
found that sometimes l’art-pour-l’art 
ambition for form governed the 
houses in Hungarian organic architec-
ture. 

However, originality shines through 
and replace empty ornaments. Asmus-
sen was not criticizing Imre’s houses 
for he also reveals himself in his works 
as Abbi did, like original talents. 

And here comes the question as 
well as the answer: not everybody 
needs to be a genius: there is room 
also for those whose strength is en-
thusiasm, who simply love their pro-
fession and somehow related to this 
style in architecture. Like most of the 
architects surrounding Imre or Abbi, 
people like me. 

Tenacious work and continuous 
practice can somewhat balance the 
differences between a real talent and 
others but no: walking in and around 
the built spaces one can tell the talent 
and the character of the architect.

In the middle of the Swedish ex-
change program Erzsi Váraki visited 
me to my greatest pleasure. After her 
arrival the four of us, Niels, Janarve, 
Erzsi and me, soon were off to Norway. 
The journey has lived as a dream-like 
experience in me. Norwegian land-
scapes, ancient wooden buildings and 
temples in the deep forests, fjords, 
friendly companions, simple but neat 
houses who welcomed us with honest 
love—all constituents of the week 
which made us really close friends 
with Erzsi. Sitting on the eroded cliffs 
amidst the great forces of the, up on 
the Norwegian highlands in silence,  
the waterfall in the boundess, snow-
covered lands which falls into a pit as 
into the depth of an earthly hell—
these are everlasting memories, and 
the person you share it with will also 
be a bearer of that mysterious cathar-
sis only you know about.

Feri Salamin was the next to travel 
to Sweden as an exchange architect, 
and a real viking visited us in Hungary, 
Tommy Norrlander. Imre gave him the 
simplest (!) task ever, he entrusted him 
with the timbering plans of the tower 
of the Roman Catholic Church in Paks. 
Out of the 6B pencil drawn sketches 
which Imre handed over to him, amidst 
struggles and swearings, finally the 

proper plans and the model itself 
emerged. 

The bohemian atmosphere so char-
acteristic to the office in Rumbach 
Sebestyén street began to change, 
the charming disorder started to give 
way to regularity and order. We had a 
compulsory meeting every Tuesday 
where Imre usually blast off at us. 

Meanwhile the demonstrations 
against the destruction of villages in 
Transylvania were on, and during the 
following year the entire Ceauşescu-
regime collapsed. We welcomed 
these news in boundless optimism 
and delight. This was also the time of 
the László Tőkés' fight which contrib-
uted to the collapse.

We, the naive, thought that every-
thing would be different; Transylvania 
would become a home for the Hun-
garians. But our enthusiasm was torn 
down immediately when in Maros-
vásárhely in 1990 an organized attack 
was performed against Hungarians 
and András Sütő. 

There was a lot do to in the last years 
of the '90-s, but they were mostly ad-
dressed to Makovecz. The number of 
commissions decreased. And the ex-
istence, employment and living of the 
young colleagues weighted as heavy 
burden on Imre's shoulders. We knew 
that things would soon take a turn. 
Once, when Imre came out of his 
room waving a small sketch of a fam-
ily house, we all downcast our eyes. 
Imre then said: the time shall come, 
when you will regret this moment. 
And we did. 

A memory so dear to me is related 
to the visit of an elderly French archi-
tect, Claude Decsessionare, who 
worked with us for a while. We asked 
him who worked back home now he 
was staying with us, because we could 
not imagine that there was nothing 
to do. He answered most naturally that 
he was not working for some month 
because there is no project. We were 
amazed by that.

We had to be divided into small 
units, small offices again to ease the 
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counted as experienced ones with a 
professional background.

The association we worked in was 
renamed as Makona Kisszövetkezet 
and had about 25 architect members. 
It was founded in 1987 and Imre Ma-
kovecz became its president. We made 
our living from it. Makovecz got the 
commissions, he was asked to make 
a plan, he was the engine of village 
movements as well, together with his 
friends.

Soon the Lutheran Church contacted 
him with request for designing church-
es, and the one in Siófok was the first 
in the line. Planning the church was 
an extraordinary chapter in Imre Ma-
kovecz and the investor Marci bácsi’s 
life. I will never forget those times 
when he was working on the sketches 
of that building his little office room. 
He saw Imre bácsi often. When he 
finished the plans for the exterior as 
well as the interior, he came out and 
started to explain his ideas whole-
heartedly. I remember clearly how 
glad, inspired and enthusiastic he was 
at that time. We surrounded him and 
listened to his explanations. And this 
was the same in case of the church in 
Paks. It was stunning to compare the 
drawings on paper with the actual site 
in reality: the similarity was almost 
photographic, reflecting spatial rela-
tions, proportions and structure. 

20-25 people worked under Imre’s 
hands at that time, but the net of his 
activities covered all Hungary. Csete, 
Kampis, Bodonyi, Antal Plesz, Pécs, 
Kaposvár, Északterv, Miskolc-Sárospa-
tak, Pák, all works, sites, friends and 
professional contacts.

Although Makovecz completed the 
community house in Sárospatak, he 
stayed there for a while. His earliest 
piece was Bodrog shopping centre, 
followed by the well-noted, highly 
succesful Borostyán restaurant plans 
which was realized in the rebuilt space 
of the previous monastery’s refectory. 
(All his works created heated debates 
in professional circles…) Imre’s wife, 
the textile artist Marianne Szabó, de-

signed wonderful tapestries and cloth 
both to the restaurant as well as to the 
community house. The housing es-
tate complex, having shops on the 
groundfloor grew into a nice centre 
in the city, a kind of new shopping 
mall. Imre worked on this project with 
Csaba Bodonyi and Pista Ferenc. He 
entrusted us, Ervin Nagy and me to 
complete the last phase. 

Ervin’s pharmacy plan was fantastic, 
daring, suggestive, with special inte-
riors and clear spatial arrangements. 
However, the outcome could not 
stand up to the quality of the plan, to 
what the amazing plan would have 
deserved. 

This was the last building in the 
heart of the city: the enthusiasm of 
the investor was dying away, money 
was short and construction works re-
quired constant negotiations and 
com promises and all this disappoint-
ed us. I remember those everlasting 
field site visits in Patak with Ervin, how 
tiring they were with the Trabant: we 
were enthusiastic to go but rather dis-
appointed on the way back home. It 
was a big thing to change the dullness 
of socialist architecture!

I think, Ervin decided here to organ-
ize the whole process of construction 
of his self-built houses if he does not 
want to depend on the investor’s 
mood. This is the core of later Hattyú
ház (Swan-house) stories! Ervin worked 
towards his goal consciously and or-
ganized the team he needed for his 
future greater volume plans.

Meanwhile, community village 
houses were being built, even young 
architects had their own houses, 
among them the community hose in 
Szerencs, designed by Feri Salamin. 
Miklós Németh prime minister, the 
political representative of Szerencs 
inaugurated the house personally - as 
a Makovecz-building, naturally. On 
the way to the ceremony, Imre asked 
him as prime minister Miklóskám, what 
the hell will happen here? to which he 
replied in the same manner: I haven’t 
the foggiest. Well, I think he knew the 

answer well. Moreover, he put all his 
efforts to create a smooth transition 
from a bolshevist dictatorship to a 
capitalist world of money-monopoly. 

The socialist forces were still around, 
we still lived in a single-party system 
and nobody though that the real 
change of regime, democracy is just 
beyond the corner or that the Rus-
sians would really leave.

And we rebelled and celebrated 15 
March at the Kun moulds in the great 
plain of Alföld. We erected huge trees, 
embedded them into concrete with 
a day-long exhausting work, and then 
dressed it up with tricolor ribbons and 
closed the event with singing the na-
tional Anthem and went home late 
night. We went back next years, put-
ting new ribbons on the tree. Some-
thing had to be done as 15 March was 
not a naional holiday. Some foolish 
comrade came up with the idea to 
merge 15 March, 21 March and 4 April 
into a holiday-package under the 
name revoluionary youth days. Follow-
ing the well-tried methods, they would 
merge everything only to survive 15 
March.

My son Bence was there at the tree 
with the Ekler kids, they kicked the ball 
with Tibi Szalai, Csabi Varga and Gön-
dör in the interlude of two concretings.  

At the end of the Sopron project, in 
1988, Imre honoured me with a trip to 
Sweden as an exchange architect.

I crossed the East German border 
after thorough examination and took 
a ferry to Sweden straight to the office 
of Erik Asmussen, to Jama, the Swedish 
centre of the Rudolf Steiner seminar. 

At home winter was turning into 
spring when I finally said goodbye to 
my family. Bence was 12, Marci 8, but 
luckily we lived under the same roof 
with my mother-in-law and she and 
my husband could cope well with the 
hard task. 

When I arrived to Sweden in April, it 
was still a chilly winter, nature was 
dead, no colours only greyness and 
the houses of Asmussen in the semi-
nar area.

At first I did not like at all the build-
ings there, I found the whole site bar-
roquish, harmfully ugly, primitive. 

The colours used for on the build-
ings were shockingly vivid, but the 
internal walls spotted and the wood-
en covers hairy, More time had to pass 
when I was ready to explore these 
buildings and their hidden features, 
witty details, character. Some build-
ings could not be detached from the 
ongoing activity inside, and this gave 
a sense of unity. And from this per-
spective they were excellent in my 
eyes.

Getting to know the architects there, 
especially Erik Asmussen leading ar-
chitect helped to deepen my admira-
tion and tolerance towards these 
houses. Well, I was under the spell of 
the discovery that all these buildings 
here - beyond being perfect solutions 
for form, function and technicaal de-
tails - are the same with Asmussen in 
every way. Those, who knew his amaz-
ing, sophisticated, kind, simple, witty 
and shy but learned and talented 
personality, understand that these 
houses reflect him.

Gradually I fell into Jama, our Swed-
ish friends and I have to admit that 
from a distant perspective I re-evalu-
ated Makovecz’s and his followers’s 
stlye. I am afraid, I have to agree with 
Asmussen who put it in a rather illu-
minating way to describe Hungarian 
organic architecture. The story goes 
like that: when I arrived, naturally gifts 
were layed out, among them a care-
fully compiled book on the works of 
Hungarian organic architects. Asmus-
sen, Abbi (that was his nickname), 
looked at them, turning the pages 
back and forth, then added in his shy 
manner while pointing to the richly 
ornamented house saying Isn’t it a bit 
too much? and yes, he was right in 
characterising Hungarian organic ar-
chitecture in a sentence like that. I 
found that sometimes l’art-pour-l’art 
ambition for form governed the 
houses in Hungarian organic architec-
ture. 

However, originality shines through 
and replace empty ornaments. Asmus-
sen was not criticizing Imre’s houses 
for he also reveals himself in his works 
as Abbi did, like original talents. 

And here comes the question as 
well as the answer: not everybody 
needs to be a genius: there is room 
also for those whose strength is en-
thusiasm, who simply love their pro-
fession and somehow related to this 
style in architecture. Like most of the 
architects surrounding Imre or Abbi, 
people like me. 

Tenacious work and continuous 
practice can somewhat balance the 
differences between a real talent and 
others but no: walking in and around 
the built spaces one can tell the talent 
and the character of the architect.

In the middle of the Swedish ex-
change program Erzsi Váraki visited 
me to my greatest pleasure. After her 
arrival the four of us, Niels, Janarve, 
Erzsi and me, soon were off to Norway. 
The journey has lived as a dream-like 
experience in me. Norwegian land-
scapes, ancient wooden buildings and 
temples in the deep forests, fjords, 
friendly companions, simple but neat 
houses who welcomed us with honest 
love—all constituents of the week 
which made us really close friends 
with Erzsi. Sitting on the eroded cliffs 
amidst the great forces of the, up on 
the Norwegian highlands in silence,  
the waterfall in the boundess, snow-
covered lands which falls into a pit as 
into the depth of an earthly hell—
these are everlasting memories, and 
the person you share it with will also 
be a bearer of that mysterious cathar-
sis only you know about.

Feri Salamin was the next to travel 
to Sweden as an exchange architect, 
and a real viking visited us in Hungary, 
Tommy Norrlander. Imre gave him the 
simplest (!) task ever, he entrusted him 
with the timbering plans of the tower 
of the Roman Catholic Church in Paks. 
Out of the 6B pencil drawn sketches 
which Imre handed over to him, amidst 
struggles and swearings, finally the 

proper plans and the model itself 
emerged. 

The bohemian atmosphere so char-
acteristic to the office in Rumbach 
Sebestyén street began to change, 
the charming disorder started to give 
way to regularity and order. We had a 
compulsory meeting every Tuesday 
where Imre usually blast off at us. 

Meanwhile the demonstrations 
against the destruction of villages in 
Transylvania were on, and during the 
following year the entire Ceauşescu-
regime collapsed. We welcomed 
these news in boundless optimism 
and delight. This was also the time of 
the László Tőkés' fight which contrib-
uted to the collapse.

We, the naive, thought that every-
thing would be different; Transylvania 
would become a home for the Hun-
garians. But our enthusiasm was torn 
down immediately when in Maros-
vásárhely in 1990 an organized attack 
was performed against Hungarians 
and András Sütő. 

There was a lot do to in the last years 
of the '90-s, but they were mostly ad-
dressed to Makovecz. The number of 
commissions decreased. And the ex-
istence, employment and living of the 
young colleagues weighted as heavy 
burden on Imre's shoulders. We knew 
that things would soon take a turn. 
Once, when Imre came out of his 
room waving a small sketch of a fam-
ily house, we all downcast our eyes. 
Imre then said: the time shall come, 
when you will regret this moment. 
And we did. 

A memory so dear to me is related 
to the visit of an elderly French archi-
tect, Claude Decsessionare, who 
worked with us for a while. We asked 
him who worked back home now he 
was staying with us, because we could 
not imagine that there was nothing 
to do. He answered most naturally that 
he was not working for some month 
because there is no project. We were 
amazed by that.

We had to be divided into small 
units, small offices again to ease the 
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situation for Imre so he could focus on 
his work again. 

It was hard to accept that.
The heated up political climate rip-

ened the situation in years and things 
went on: projects, learning, exchange 
architects came from abroad and the 
Vándoriskola was formed in the fash-
ion of old guilds. In the evening we 
held orange parties sub rosa, or we 
listened to Gábor Pap's engaging 
presentation on the Holy Crown. But 
we exchanged ideas on philosophical 
matters, architecture theory and aes-
thetics, Béla Hamvas, Lajos Fülep, Ru-
dolf Steiner. And accomplished man-
ners, how to behave or greet each 
other. As preliminary gifts, we started 
to learn Christmas songs and surprise 
one another with presents.

Every year we had our almanac 
consisted of our projects chosen to be 
part of the compilation in that given 
year. It stimulated a silent competition 
between us, we were not indifferent 
to the fact how our products relate to 
the work of our colleagues. These 
were thick volumes and reflected the 
amount of work we had back then.

Organic architecture was fashiona-
ble in those days, crowds turned to 
Imre and his group with commissions 

- it was about breaking out from the 
dull greyness of socialism in terms of 
average volume investments.

On the Venice Biennale in 1991 the 
group of organic architects repre-
sented Hungary, there was no way to 
ignore the group's activity any more. 
It was a great achievement for all of us 
that we were chosen to represent 
Hungary on an international stage. On 
that occasion the very first profes-
sional catalogue was published about 
the group.

Dividing us into smaller units was a 
painful but necessary step to maintain 
ourselves. Time proved it right. By the 
time the first independent Hungarian 
government was formed after the war 
with József Antall prime minister in 
1990, we had already worked as small 
limited company. We had to leave our 

wonderful place in Rumbach Sebes-
tyén street behind to let the small firms 
organize themselves. And we packed 
and moved to Zay street, Óbuda, a 
worn, many-storey, socialist block 
monster with suspended walls and, 
set to work. I do not recall that period 
happily, although I was on a team with 
Ervin, Anikó. But the bleakness and 
depressing atmosphere of that place 
did not improve our general mood.

The place tried Makovecz as well, 
but he was preoccupied with the 
plans of the Hungarian pavilion in 
Seville and politics, of course. That 
pavilion made him world-famous and 
he was soon among the ten best ar-
chitects in the world. The designing, 
opening and functioning of the pavil-
ion was in the centre of interest and 
brought acknowledgement for the 
designer and the county. 

All stages of the construction works 
had to be managed from Hungary, 
together with the programmes, and 
it really required enormous amount 
of energies to organize the event. 

It happened at the time of the prime 
ministership of József Antall, a depri-
vation from financial resources and 
during a non-favourable political cli-
mate with taxi blockade… which put 
everyone to trial, especially Imre.

In Zay street we worked separately 
and a static studio; Laci Pongor and 
his circle joined us, too.

Together with Ervin Nagy and Anikó, 
we formed Kupola Ltd. which existed 
only for two years with this member-
ship. We could not stay for long in Zay 
sreet and moved on to a nice eclectic 
building in Szilágyi Dezső square 
which was homely and spacious thus 
each ltd. could have its separate office. 

The square opens onto the Danube 
on the Buda bank of the river and this 
makes it one of the most beautiful 
places in the Budapest. The beautiful 
brick church of Samu Petz, who was 
an architect professor of the Technical 
University, stands in the middle. Few 
know, that the beauty of the square 
and the church is imbued with a noble 

idea, namely, it gave place to outstand-
ing intellects of Hungary as temporary 
home or office for some time in their 
lives.

Dezső Szilágyi politician (1840-1901), 
minister of justice between '89 and '95, 
main clerk of a reformed church dis-
trict, general governor of church dis-
trict.

Endre Ady held his wedding in that 
little chapel with Csinszka in 1917. Béla 
Bartók lived there before moving up 
to his house in Csévi street. Amrita 
Sher-Gil, talented Indian-Hungarian 
paintress who passed away so soon 
lived also in the same house as Bartók. 
Imre Makovecz spent a wonderful 
period of his life with his window fac-
ing the chapel and the statue of Samu 
Petz.

We founded Paralel Ltd. with Anikó 
Szentes here, in this extraordinary 
square in 1991. Several other offices 
operated in the neighbourhood: Ma-
kona, Triskell, Kvadrum, Kupola, Axis, 
Paralel, Pond. They transformed and 
multiplied. 

I met Anikó Szentesi in Makovecz's 
private master-academy in 1975. He 
was a year ahead. I met his husband 
András Erdei there, too, and I knew 
they have three daughters and work 
in Szövterv. Makovecz and András 
Erdei were close friends. They visited 
Finland together several times and 
that was Imre's début abroad. 

András was a hard-working, devot-
ed and talented architect who was the 
head of Velem Association and de-
signer of wonderful buildings. 

In 1986 we received the woeful news 
that following a brief sickness at his 
workplace András died. He was 40. 
The event paralysed everyone.

Anikó was left alone with three 
children. I still remember the moment 
when Anikó stepped into the office in 
Lánchíd street dressed in black from 
head to toe and Imre asked her to 
leave Szövterv and join us as she be-
longed there. Soon she was among us 
in Rumbach Sebestyén street office, 
our drawing boards faced each other. 
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leagues joined us at the best time: 
Zoltán Bán, Mihály Molnár, Géza Benyó.

The investments with the most signi-
ficant volume did not make it to real-
ity, but were carried out virtually: ho-
tels in Hévíz and Kőszeg.

In 2002 Makovecz was asked to take 
part in an international project. Bene-
vento city (good winds) is situated in 
South-Italy, on the same height as 
Naples, a bit to the East from it in the 
inner part of the boot. In the war Ger-
mans bombed the city centre, how-
ever, the sanctuary of the church 
survived. The noted Italian architect, 
Paolo Portoghesi, admirer of Mako-
vecz might have dropped in his name 
at the local council to get him on the 
invited architect's list. Other star archi-
tects took part in the invitation-based 
project, so the Italian Isola–Gabetti 

partners, Ungers from Switzerland, 
the American Michael Graves. The 
three of us processed Makovecz's plan: 
Zoli Bán, Mihály Molnár and me. We 
visited the site in Benevento twice, to 
where my son accompanied Imre as 
an interpreter since he obtained his 
degree in Italian at the university.

Imre's plan was in the centre of at-
tention in all respect. It is a pity, that 
the city council used it in his campaign 
for local authority. It could have been 
built. Recently I took a look at Google 
Earth, and found that even today a 
parking lot occupies the site as in 2002. 
This is there Metro 4 to use in political 
campaign.

Anikó also had important commis-
sions; she planned a secondary school 
in Tamási with Gyuri Patyi and as an 
extension, a sports hall to the city. The 

director of the investment chased our 
office to court lasting for years, and he 
lost after all. This trial was life threaten-
ing: preparing for the court all the time, 
carrying its burden, Anikó did better 
than a man, I bet! She has five grand-
children from her three daughters, but 
she whips out her sketch paus, com-
passes, or OTÉK any time if necessary!

It is the same with me as far as work 
concerned, my last building was con-
structed in Piliscsaba in 2007, close to 
the university complex.

My husband, Tibor Tóth is a real 
engineer of the profession. He is the 
embodiment of true engineering for 
me. And the future belongs to our 
sons, Marci and Géza.

What else could I wish: may life bring 
success, strength, diligence and brave 
heart for them.

Paralel is a double-edged word, re-
ferring to the way we worked side by 
side as independent architects and 
also to the fact that as professionals 
and mothers, we performed profes-
sional duties along with domestic 
ones. If we had a funny logo, it would 
surely be compasses crossed with a 
spoon. 

Our office jolted at the beginning, 
but Imre kept his promise, and handed 
over some works to us, mainly to Ani-
kó, this is how she got medical centre 
projects and investments like the 
Heath Centre in Visegrád, or the expan-
sion of Szent István Hospital. She car-
ried out these projects for long years.

Sopron finds me time to time, I de-
voted my attention to the plans of 
László Németh People's Academy 
based on the model of people's col-
lege I got acquainted with by Imre, 
and I also worked on the reconstruc-
tion of Russian military buildings in 
the borderlands. 

This plan has also been delayed due 
to opposed interest, and the half-built 
buildings are still standing there, wast-
ing away. All our efforts, dilemmas, 
drudging above the plans seem ridi-
culous.      

We visited European organic confer-
ences every now and then, to Krakow, 
for example, where Asmussen and 
Makovecz exhibition was opened and 
I saw Abbi and his beautiful wife, Muha, 
there for the last time.

Asmussen built the main building 
in Jama, the Kulturhuset, the last enor-
mous building in the line in which 
there is a theatre, small halls, eurythmy 
and studios, too. His most stunning 
house above all is the Vidarklinik, 
which was constructed with great sen-
sitivity with regard to the needs of 
sufferers of grave illnesses, giving 
hope, happiness to patients despite 
their pains.

Feri Salamin worked in the office in 
Jama, he witnessed the erection of the 
Kuturhuset. An exhibition was about 
be launched in Stockholm on occa-
sion Asmussen's 80th birthday: he 

prepared with great care, however, 
could not be there, a few days before 
the opening his heart failed. 

He was one of the greatest archi-
tects but a rather modest one with 
passion and devotion in his soul, still, 
he lacks the attention he would de-
serve after his death. In Sweden he is 
acknowledged in a smaller circle. In-
deed, his works have to be digested, 
but if one succeeds, the impressions 
remain forever.

In our Paralel office in Szilágyi Dezső 
square the three of us worked to-
gether, Anikó, Erzsi Farkas and me. We 
accepted guests as well, such as Mik-
lós Salamin, Péter Vékony and others.     

The institute of migrating architects 
had been formed previously, since 
Imre's fame attracted many: Péter 
Pásztor from Kassa, Kelf Treuner from 
Dresden, GDR, Dolf Brat from the 
Netherlands, Melanie Agace from Eng-
land, Tommy Norrlander from Sweden, 
Claude Decressionare from France, 
Grekofski Nathalie from Belgium, An-
thony Gall from Australia, Giovanni 
Sacchi from Milan.

All have stories which could be writ-
ten. Some among the many: Anthony 
Gall knows more about Károly Kós and 
his art than any other Hungarian. 
Melanie Agace is a real bohemian tal-
ent walking on the earth, who took 
part in the setting construction of The 
Lord of the Rings movie production, 
and in autumn she built a barricade 
in high-heeled shoes around the pit 
dug for the Hattyúház in order to 
avoid accidents, and Tommy was scary 
when he struggled with the massive 
tower of Paks. He, the robust Viking 
against the tower in Paks was a heroic 
battle. 

Once we were looking for Natahalie 
in the forest for a whole day, shouting 
out our souls and almost giving it up, 
when she appeared with an uncon-
cerned face. 

Péter Pásztor from Kassa organized 
a trip to Upper Hungary, Czechoslova-
kia at that time, and there all seemed 
peaceful, well-known socialist torpor. 

Meanwhile Hungary had been in the 
middle of heated debates and nego-
tiations between the opposition and 
the ruling party. There: nothing.

The company discussed the future 
of the Czech in a gloomy mood in the 
chambers of Szepeskáptalan. The ar-
chitects there predicted years until 
things change. Well, in three or four 
days, the system collapsed, the velvet 
revolution broke out, then Ceauşescu 
fell in Romania. We were in ecstatic 
delight, had we known what fights 
would lay ahead!

In 1989 the Károly Kós Association 
was formed, in 1990 the Országépítő 
journal was published and the Ván-
doriskola established, giving work to 
Hungarians and architects in the Car-
pathian Basin.

Most of the architects from abroad 
came after the success of the Hungar-
ian organic architects’ success on the 
Venice Biennale in 1991 and the pavil-
ion in Seville in 1992. Imre was well 
known all around the world, he had 
several exhibitions, journals published 
his pieces. Even England addressed 
him when the chapel of the Windsor 
Castle burned down. Charles, Prince 
of Wales, great admirer of Imre, asked 
him to construct the wooden ceiling 
of the chapel. Moreover, when he 
came to Hungary, he paid a visit to 
Imre's apartment in Villányi street. 
They had a nice chat and some tea. 

But back to Paralel and profession. 
Hard work was fruitful for I had work 
to do for more than a decade after-
wards. Great works, from own com-
missioners.

25 Kecske street

In 2002 we moved to our present place, 
to Kecske street which was designed 
by Imre. It gives residence to Makona 
Ltd and Association, and the Hungar-
ian Fine Art Academy, founded by him, 
too. Paralel Ltd. also gained strength 
here. It operated as a huge office as 
we had big works and a need for com-
puter-based administrative back-
ground with computers, printers. Col - In
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