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I was browsing on the Internet when 
a photo popped up on my computer.

It showed the Master and me sitting 
on some stairs. It happened not so 
long ago, at the opening of Attila Turi’s 
exhibition, where I arrived in the last 
minute.

– Come, old buddy, sit by me! – called 
out the Master. Indeed, I seem old. In 
any event, I am one of the oldest in 
the bunch, second only to Bodonyi.

A cigarette lighter clicks and we are 
slowly enveloped in billowing smoke. 
I penetrate it with my voice. 

– Put that damn thing out and start 
drinking!

– You can go to hell – he reacts and 
then we just keep on sitting together, 
in silent agreement. 

I stare at the picture and meditate 
on the nature of our relationship. Am 
I worthy enough to share this picture 
of intimate friendship with the world; 
to present myself as one of his good 
buddies when there are so many oth-
ers who did much more to deserve 
this honour?

Unfortunately, I didn’t get the chance 
to work so closely and be in such good 
terms with him as did Menyus, Sáros, 
Tészta, Zsiga and the others, but his 
personal charm and gifted ability was 
always inspiring and made all the dif-
ference in moments of crisis.

My way to becoming an architect 
was not easy. Deep in my heart I al-
ways wanted to be a stage director at 
a puppet theatre or work in some 
similar position in humanities. I am a 
bit ashamed to say, but I even wanted 
to become a journalist for a while as I 
greatly envied the storytelling talent 
of one of my friends from high school.

Anyway, it was not to be: my father 
was an engineer who just could not 
consent to such a flighty choice of a 
career.

– Son, you must be twice as intelli-
gent and diligent as the others, or else 
you will never be admitted to univer-
sity. You should never forget that intel-
lectuals are not welcome there. You 
are going to work in the smeltery, 
brooding about fate in scorching heat, 
ladling molten iron into a crucible. 

How truly right he was. I should have 
been prominent instead of merely 
great. My father was an engineer of 
metallurgy; a profession in shortage 
at the time, making everybody in-
volved in it a friend to my father to a 
certain extent. I could have walked 
into the Technical University of Mis-
kolc, eyes closed and hands tied be-
hind my back, if only I had wanted. 
Maybe if it had been Selmecbánya, I 
would have given it a second thought, 
bus as it was, I was adamant to walk 
my own path. This is how I ended up 
at the Faculty of Architecture, as a half-
way solution between my father’s 
wish and my own calling.

I loathed studying at the Technical 
University.

I never ceased to long for the stimu-
lating, humane environment of the 
arts division of my old high school in 
Buda where I was instructed in life 
according to the secular priests of the 
former Rákócziánum who may have 
left their order, but never forgot how 
to radiate with faith, compassion and 
patriotism.

I did not agree with my tutors who 
were mostly ruthless climbers subser-
vient to Moscow or defected KISZ 

sec retaries. It was obvious to me even 
then that this was no quality educa-
tion. Not only that the method of 
teaching was questionable, but the 
content was also less than profession-
al. Bauhaus was too rigid, too angular 
and soulless for my taste.

Back then, I harboured similar feel-
ings towards the arts as a renitent boy 
who has just grown out of puberty 
does towards his family: always bicker-
ing with his father, but gets along just 
fine with his grandfather who takes 
him fishing and picking mushrooms 
and teaches him how to inoculate 
trees. I was most intrigued by Art 
Nouveau and historicism, although 
these were not yet fully accepted into 
the establishment. I revered the Gon-
court brothers who confessed in their 
diary that ancient Greek and Roman 
art was beautiful, and so was Classi-
cism much later, but ancient Eastern 
art, including Japanese, Chinese and 
Muslim art, are most sophisticated as 
these are most successful in sublimat-
ing dreams and fantasy.

These were my worries when Imre 
Makovecz turned up at our workshop, 
balding and moustached, likeable, but 
strict. Under his guidance, I was able 
to open new kind of windows onto 
reality. Our own windows had always 
been ready to welcome the light, but 
I needed a hand to open the sashes 
wide; to invite the warmth and beau-
ty of our ancient culture in. Soon I was 
completely mesmerized by the rich-
ness of ornaments from the era of the 
Hungarian Conquest, by the uncanny 
variety of our musical heritage and by 
this music manifesting itself in archi-
tecture. This is how I got to admire 
Károly Kós, Toroczkai, Medgyaszay 
and many others. Had I not met the 
Master then, I would have surely 
dropped out. I did not because I re-
ceived the reassurance I needed. I was 
reassured that there is tremendous 
value in the ideas I brought with me 
from my childhood in Vas county, the 
old houses with downward inclining 
front planes leaving the lower part of 
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the gable free, the verandas; the Tran-
sylvanian harrowhouses, wooden 
towers, fortified churches, the cosy 
small-town eclecticism, the Art Nou-
veau fronts in Pest, Kecskemét or Nagy-
várad. A clear path opened in front of 
me and it did not lead to Bauhaus. 
Naturally, I have learnt how to appreci-
ate Bauhaus and what to think of its 
place in the great triptych of dear old 
Frici Pogány (age, location, man), al-
though I still like to question the spon-
taneity of the second factor.

Later on, we went on our separate 
ways. Upon graduating, I got lost in 
my own ideological and formal com-
plexities and turned to conserving the 
past through monuments.

The year was 1968. Our glorious 
army marched into Slovakia. Our fu-
ture seemed quite bleak and many 
have chosen to emigrate. However, 
those who had the chance to know 
Makovecz, even in the slightest, could 
not follow suit. To best describe what 
I was going through at that time, I like 
to borrow what János Orosz said: if not 
in space, we can emigrate in time as 
well.

I continued to keep an eye on Ma-
kovecz’s activity even while I was 
working in planning monuments. 
Twelve years ago, when I joined the 
Károly Kós Association, our relation-

ship thawed up again. It was a great 
incentive to continue my line of work 
that he liked what I was doing; he liked 
it that I was still trying to do things my 
way, somewhat contrary to the main-
stream. I am still considered sort of a 
daredevil by the rigid big-timers at the 
Monument Inspectorate whose dog-
matic ideology is imbued with the 
provisions of the International Resto-
ration Charter. Well, most students of 
Makovecz chose to walk this path; I 
wonder if it is a mere coincidence.

Sometimes I was taken for a lunatic 
for using an archaic style on the turn 
of the 21st century. Makovecz helped 
me get through this as well, telling me 
to do whatever and however I felt best 
because I was on the right track. “Your 
houses are sitting in the landscape as 
if they had always been a part of it”, he 
told me. “These houses are like non 
others before, but old houses could 
very well have been exactly like these.” 
Every honest artist doubts himself 
from time to time. Such words of 
confirmation always strengthen my 
faith to keep on working for a couple 
more years.

Some time ago, Duna TV channel 
broadcasted a series of reports about 
my houses in the Balaton Uplands. 
One of the questions I was supposed 
to answer concerned the reason be-

hind the disappearance of such a 
large chunk of our beautiful country-
side architecture.

I told them one of my memories 
from Bavaria. Walking around a small 
village, I noticed a smartly painted 
house decorated with little clouds, 
boasting an inscription with large, 
conspicuous letters proudly proclaim-
ing that “This house has been inhabited 
by the Schmidt family for 200 years.” 
Well, this is what they have in plus.

Maybe I should have been thought 
as early as in the nursery school that 
being born in Csepreg is a personal 
value, which is second only to coming 
from Vas county, which is in turn part 
of being proud of having been born 
Hungarian. Or feeling ourselves Hun-
garian. One of my reporters told me 
that he heard almost exactly the same 
words from Mr Makovecz. Well, I may 
have read these words in one of his 
writings, or may have heard from his 
mouth, but this is not the point. The 
point is that without him as my men-
tor and without Károly Kós as the great 
role model, I would not have given 
such importance to this amazing truth.

I can still see that photo I mentioned 
at the beginning; I can see it with my 
mind’s eye. I see us sitting on the steps 
of the celestial planning office. He is 
smoking and I am sipping my wine.
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