
70 71

I first met Imre Makovecz in 1980. I had 
just begun working as the director of 
the Exhibition Department in the 
Museum of Finnish Architecture. My 
task was to organise exhibitions pre-
senting the achievements of Finnish 
architects in various countries and to 
host interesting exhibitions from 
abroad in Finland.

Reima Pietilä told me to remember 
Imre Makovecz’s name if I ever visited 
Hungary. I eventually travelled to Bu-
dapest and arranged a meeting with 
him and some of his colleagues. I was 
given photos and illustrations of his 
architectural work, which I showed 
Juhani Pallasmaa, the museum’s direc-
tor, and we decided to invite Mako-
vecz and his fellow architects to organ-
ise an exhibition of their work in Fin-
land. The exhibition was called “Sym-
bols and traditions – New directions 
in Hungarian architecture”.

This exhibition paved the way for 
their international acclaim. I wrote 
articles for Suomen Arkkitehtilehti, the 
Finnish architectural review, and for 
Byggekunst, a Norwegian journal.

The buildings designed by Mako-
vecz and his fellow architects repre-
sented an unusual, exciting phenom-
enon in the postmodern American-
ised world. This Hungarian school with 
its regional hues could be likened to 
the architectural movement that had 
appeared in Ticino in Switzerland and 
in Porto in Portugal.

We followed these movements and 
trends with growing interest, and we 
invited a group from Ticino and Al-
varo Siza from Porto to Finland well 
before they became household names 

in the world of architecture. I came to 
know Imre Makovecz and his family 
quite well. When Anna Makovecz 
came to Helsinki to study art, her 
mother Marianne wrote me a long, 
poignant letter. Imre’s letter was more 
to the point, asking me to help his 
daughter while she was in Finland. 
Anna studied at the Free Art School 
and she also lectured there after 
graduation. She had mastered Finnish 
perfectly. I had been a student at the 
same school because I felt that I had 
received too little education in art in 
the architectural school I attended. 
Later, I acted as Chairman of the Board 
of the Free Art School.

Pál, Anna’s brother, too came to 
Helsinki to study at the Sibelius Acad-
emy, where he met the pianist Reeta, 
whom became his wife. He too learnt 
Finnish.

We spent the summer with our re-
spective families on the Sarlóspuszta 
horse farm, which was paradise itself 
to my daughter, also called Anna, who 
was enamoured of horses at the time.

We flew Hungarian kites with Imre, 
real beauties created from a gossa-
mery, silk-like material, their spine 
made from thin aluminium tubes, the 
wings held by curved, flexible stiffen-
ers. The two long sides of our triangu-
lar kites flapped in the wind like but-
terfly wings. I was presented with two 
kites, one blue, the other yellow. They 
took to the northern winds of Finland 
too. Our last holiday together was 
spent by Tisza, in the cottage owned 
by the Makovecz family.

Imre has achieved international ac-
claim since I first met him.

He was real patriotic romantic and 
an architect in the truest sense of the 
word, not simply an illustrator as so 
many modern architects are. He 
reached to the very roots of folk tradi-
tion, to the myths and the symbols, 
just like Eliel Saarinen, Lars Sonck and 
others in Finland, and like Károly Kós 
in Hungary before him. In this, he re-
sembled the musicians, artists and 
poets of both Finland and Hungary 
who drew their inspiration from their 
homeland’s folk traditions.

I remember how he once drew me 
a picture of a traditional Hungarian 
peasant house and its finer details. As 
he explained to me, each part of the 
house corresponded to one part of 
the human body. I have often used 
this drawing in my lectures when ex-
plaining the primordial anthropomor-
phic nature of architecture.

I visited Imre’s grave last year, when 
the wreaths were still fresh. I think of 
him as a good friend and as one of my 
masters, even though we drew quite 
different sorts of houses.

We did not have a common lan-
guage, but our children’s knowledge 
of Finnish and Marianne’s superb 
English solved this problem.

When I think of Imre, I see him as a 
romantic, patriotic idealist, and vari-
ous other thoughts inevitably occur 
to me.

In the early 1990s, he brought me a 
small piece of the barbed wire that 
had separated Eastern and Western 
Europe. I still have that piece of wire 
enclosed in a small gift box – to me, it 
embodies a moment in time when 
hopes and expectations ran high.

Today, Hungary’s policy in this new 
Europe never ceases to amaze me.

I have always been fascinated by 
regional and national identity, by an-
cestral roots, myths and symbols. Even 
more intriguing is the search for the 
common, timeless elements shared 
by different peoples and cultures.

It is to my great regret that Imre and 
I can no longer share our thoughts on 
these interesting issues.

Greetings from Finland

Markku Komonen
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