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Budapest, Upper Christina-Town, the Church of the Damned and the Holy, 2002

Győr, the chapel of the Gergely Czuczor 
Benedictine Lyceum, 1995. 
Sculptor: László Péterfy

Hey, Doc!
When I was a young boy and my 
grand father walked me down the 
straight main street of Bugyi village, 
everything was clear, nice and ar-
ranged. On Sundays we used to go to 
temple, only the two of us. Before 
leaving, he would read out from his 
Bible which he had got from his own 
grandfather. He was a Calvinist and 
Calvinists are honest readers of the 
Bible! I know, Doc, your father became 
general practitioner in the village later 
and you also grew up in Bugyi. But at 
the time when I walked with my grand-
father there were no cars on the road 
to disturb us. There were no cars at all 
in the village! When one passed every 
now and then, we, the children, started 
to chase it only to breathe in some 
petrol vapour. So we could walk peace-
fully. The road was clear and straight. 
The houses were also neat and nice. 
Can you imagine, Doc, how elegant 
was the house of a farmer back then? 
Spacious and homely, giving place for 
man and animal, food and crops. By 
Sunday everybody swept out his yard 
and the street in front of the house. 
People washed, got dressed and went 
to church like we did. Even the guard 
was wearing his special uniform. Can 
you imagine, Doc, how a guard looked 
like in his uniform, with shiny belt, 
boots, ironed coat and feathered hat? 
Well, like a commander at least. He 
surely had respect, and used it if he 
had to keep the order. He only had to 
show up, look around and all the bul-
lies shut up at once. They all know 
what trouble they would get into 
other wise… So, my grandfather 

walked along the street proudly with 
his grandson. And I straightened my 
back on his side. And, when we got to 
the Catholic church which was closer 
to us, he sent me off by these words: 
on you go, you papist… And he went 
on to join the Calvinists… Can you 
imagine, Doc, what an elegant world 
was it back then?             

Hey, Doc!
There are still some great geniuses 

among the Hungarians. Bartók, Kodá-
ly, Lechner or Károly Kós, for instance. 
One should do things in their fashion. 
Did you know that after the war when 
Transylvania was separated Károly 
Kós travelled back home by the train 
which was the last one to depart? Yes, 
you hear well, back to Transylvania! A 
reversed way, done by many at that 
time. So he did not go to Europe, to 
Switzerland, for example in a comfort-
able coach heading for fortune and 
career where his talent and popularity 
could take him easily. No, he decided 
to go on his own way, back to East, 
back to uncertainty in the last crowd-
ed coach. The road led him to the right 
direction, home, to his people. There 
he did not weep but started to work. 
He established a National College, 
taught, wrote and planned; future and 
houses. What houses! Hey, Doc! Those 
are fairy palaces, upon my word! All of 
them are alive, because good houses 
are full of life. And it is good to live a 
house which is really alive. This is what 
makes a good house: if the house is 
good, then it is good to live in it. As 
simple as that. I got many awards, 
professional and other ones. I am doc-
tor honoris causa of several institutes. 

I am happy about it, it is a great honour. 
Nonetheless, I am tested by each and 
every new plan of mine. And I am the 
most content if those who live in the 
house love their home I designed. And, 
so to say, it is good to cast an eye on 
Károly bácsi’s houses and good to feel 
home in them. Do you believe if I say 
fairies live there, too? No-no, I haven’t 
gone mad, that’s the truth! For houses 
can have other residents beside men. 
Hey, Doc, I thought that tales about 
haunted houses are foolish. Then we 
visited Scotland with my wife. Those 
eldritch castles may really have ghosts. 
But it is quite natural there. It is part of 
reality. It would be even stranger not 
having ghosts around. I heard them 
also. I heard them. But it is like that 
only in Scotland. Here it is inapt. If 
I happen to start hearing the ghosts, 
you can lock me up and begin to treat 
me, because then I am in big trouble…
So, do you have an idea, what inner 
strength was needed for this budding 
prodigy architect to make this trip 
back to the Roman world, back to 
Transylvania, to his people?

Pure, certain, unselfish love, strength 
was needed! As simple as that.

Hey, Doc!
Did you know that when we were 

listening to the lectures of the young 
Rudolf Steiner we gathered sub rosa 
to listen to his pieces? There was for 
example a society led by the author 
Sándor Török. I listened to his lectures 
on anthroposophy in a crowded flat, 
peeping from below the piano as 
there was no room anywhere else. Or 
there was another one, a doctor I 
loved the most, Lajos Enyingi Göllner. 
Against all prohibitions of that world, 
he practiced anthroposophy-based 
medicine and was the leader of the 
Hungarian athroposophists. Then I 
was acquainted with the sketches and 
photos of Steiner’s work of genial, the 
Goethenum. The building was simply 
alive. Revitalizing old traditions in new 
forms: it lived. It was so outstanding, 
and had such a striking effect that it 
irritated some in power and had to go, 

The Road

Tibor Jakab

79



80 81

had to be demolished. They did not 
let it influence any longer. And do you 
know what houses stand in Arlesheim, 
in the neighbourhood of the burnt 
down Goetheanum? Well, the “follow-
ers” simply copied what Steiner so 
intuitively sensed, understood and 
created when he brought living forms 
of the past back in order to dream 
them into the present. His personality, 
his talent and genius loci imbued the 
building.

For each designer has a hard way to 
take: getting to know the world as 
much as his own soul. And, if he fails 
to do so, then all his plans and build-
ings will be spirit- and lifeless replicas 
without the slightest tinge of charac-
ter, one after the other. Same ones, 
boring ones made only for the sake of 
money. Hence the environment of the 
old Goetheanum is also like a nursery 
garden after cropping.

Hey, Doc!
You know, we arrived in a rather 

strange world. This one is not that 
simple, straight and arranged as the 
previous one used to be. It is not a 
problem. One should not avoid the 
coming influences, but has to be able 
to tell real from fake. They road one 
takes is what really matters. Whether 
I buy puffed-up bread and eat it for 
half a day or a real, freshly baked one 
lasting for a week. Whether I buy food 
made of untraceable components or 
I buy food from local farmers selling 
their own products. It is up to me. And 
I could go on with other examples, for 
it is not only about eating habits, but 
about love and about television, too. 
Do I want to do concentrate on what 
I am doing or sit as a dumb couch-
potato in front of the TV? If one does 
not realize that what the so called 

mass media actually means is a logi-
cally rendered conglomeration of fake 
information which takes me further 
and further away from the atmos-
phere of the real world – so, if I do not 
realize this process then I do not de-
serve a single word, then I am a fool 
just the way I am. That is all!

If I think that virtual reality and vir-
tual conversations can replace per-
sonal, face to face discussions, if I take 
for granted all I see and hear on televi-
sion, radio or read in the papers, or 
that the representation of Hungary I 
see there coincides with reality, then 
I will take whatever rubbish I hear. 
Computer technology has great ad-
vantages, as it broadcasts tremendous 
amount of information. But it has false 
value if referred to reality. If I receive 
an impression, I must be aware of the 
context: where and how did I get it 
and in what circumstances? I must see 
all the components making up that 
specific information. If I access infor-
mation via internet, it is different. I 
comprehend close to nothing of the 
complexity of the information if I at-
tain it from virtual reality. For the 
simple reason that I do not have sen-
sual experience about those facts and 
they do not make it to my brain. How-
ever, in its own invisible, intangible 
way information gained in reality 
brings along its hinterland which adds 
weight and dramaturgical merit to 
actual happenings and events. 

Hey, Doc!
Tell me, how long am I going to live? 

I’m asking because doctors always 
waffle about, not saying anything.

Imre, the thing is, that we, doctors 
waffle about because often we our-
selves do not know the answer for the 
question.

Then leave adumbration!
All right. Imre, according to the rules 

of medicine you have already outlived 
the time which we regard as average 
in the case of an illness like yours, but 
of course, there is no such thing as 
average, so…

Stop!
So, Imre, your remaining time is 

somehow in your and in the almighty 
God’s hands. 

At last! I see…You know, I have al-
ways been and will always be the man 
of Saint Michael. I like clear things. I 
understand them, feel their rightness 
definitely and I am ready to bend to 
my task. It is the same with illness as 
well.  And with death… I want to live 
until I can be together with my family 
with sound mind and soul, to let them 
keep me like this in their memory. And 
also, I would like to work while I am 
alive. You know, I like elegance. As for 
elegance, I think, even death will not 
do us part. Can I ask this favour from 
Saint Michael?

Dear Imre!
Thank you for sharing with me all 

this and more. Thank you for having 
your sincere look on me. A year ago 
you passed away to the world of an-
gels, a world which you had already 
started to show us with your life, 
houses, ways. 

We who stay here also seek our own 
Way to ourselves and to heaven. Ways 
vary, but our goal is common. You 
completed your unique, outstanding 
way, and, when one accomplishes 
such a thing, God smiles, as you would 
say.  

By now you already know that for 
His smile it was worth coming to this 
world.  

 

ORSZÁGÉPÍTŐ • the quarterly of the Károly Kós Association • Publisher: Károly Kós Foundation, H-1065 Budapest, Nagymező utca 4.
Founder and life Chief Editor: †Imre Makovecz • editors: Lőrinc Csernyus, Balázs Csóka, János Jánosi, László Kuli, Ágnes Kravár, 

Benjamin Makovecz, László Sáros, Endre Szűcs, Bálint Terdik • design & tipography: Benjamin Makovecz
Printing: Progresso Print Kft., Budapest. • ISSN 0866-0069

80



80 81

had to be demolished. They did not 
let it influence any longer. And do you 
know what houses stand in Arlesheim, 
in the neighbourhood of the burnt 
down Goetheanum? Well, the “follow-
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