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material or spiritual reasons, rather af-
fectionate ones, just like a sense of be-
longing in using high quality quarry 
stone coverage. The natural simplicity of 
brick sometimes can take quite surpris-
ing and playful formations. This hallmarks 
the architecture of Tamás Engelmann as 
well, similarly to visible roofs with unique 
traits, or tile roofs and centralised plan-
ning so well-known in the Carpathian 
Basin. These are all features of the dis-
cussed building. 

I have already seen the house in pho-
tographs and the impression instinctu-
ally developed that we have an unfin-
ished business. Being there on the spot, 
meeting the owners raised the stake. I 
encountered a real human story. 

The wish of the customers was to get 
a house like no other. Search for the ap-
propriate architect took long time, but 
finding Tamás Engelmann was worth 
the effort. Trust developed in parallel 
with the planning process, so it did not 
stop at building but in smaller tasks has 
been going on ever since. The building 
has two apartments and a special way 
of conforming to its environment, the 
impoverished construction site due to 
agglomeration in the Budapest. In such 
circumstances, it is impossible to talk 
about context; hence the designer had 
to find internal reference points. 

The building is closed from the north-
ern boundary and the street front (per-
haps to refuse contextualisation) which 
is a characteristic feature of constructing 
traditions in the Carpathian Basin, how-
ever, plastered wall and surfaces where 
brick is visible are playfully challenged. 
The street front evokes the symmetry 
apparent in the neighbouring houses of 
the new bourgeoisie; in as much its 
central axis is marked by a huge (non-
typical) garage door. Street side eleva-
tion continues in a fence wall, still letting 
the house to prevail. 

Fence-related retaining walls are fan-
ning out and so they designate the en-
trances of the two apartments, and 
prefigure internal spatial arrangements. 

The plans of the apartments behind 
the doors are quite elaborated. Apart 
from the unpredictable line of walling, 
we find spatial configurations to be 
taught on both sides. Perfect location 
makes the entire setting more appealing, 
every single inch is put into its best use 
on this seemingly flat surface of the 
double grounds.   

Habitats on the ground floor are more 
or less similar, but still distinguishable 
from one another. Service and inferior 
sections were put on the cooler side, 
while in the well-sited part with garden 
relations there is the livingroom-kitchen-
diningroom organic cluster. These are 
almost entirely open to the garden, so 
the boundary between inside and out-
side disappear. Not like it many modern 
buildings where massive windowpanes 

admit far-off panoramas, the image of 
an extreme natural environment into 
the building. The contact between the 
neat garden and the caretaking, green 
fingered owners is real, almost palpable, 
even exploitable. This is emphasised the 
seemingly autotelic, undulating glass 
wall with faith to function and solar tra-
jectory: it provides proper balance of 
shading. 

Both apartments have a central point, 
namely the stairs which are surrounded 
by an exquisite brick pillar nearby, func-
tioning both as a structural and design 
element. These sections are nicely con-
nected by the half-declarative, half-
hidden reinforced concrete slab, with 
uninterrupted lower pane but em-
phatically formed at the edges. It reveals 
itself every now and then at the gallery 
sections, and serve silently in the serving 
ones, almost as counterpoint to frag-
mented brick walls and glass walls.

There are more significant differences 
in the upstairs arrangements due to the 
diverse needs of the family members. 
Bedrooms in the southern apartment 
reach into the space above the garage 
which occupies the centre of the 
ground-floor and, at first sight, looks 
somewhat dissonant in a piece of or-
ganic architecture. But the solution is 
reassuring, as this is not a garage in the 
traditional sense, rather a workroom, a 
studio for the head of the family, where 
several hand-made items were designed. 
Its central role is highlighted by the 
symbols appearing on the elaborated, 
fretted marble coverage as well.

Tamás Engelmann's house is organic, 
is as much it reflects anthropomorphic 
attitude, bearing all formal traits of the 
school from arcs to natural materials. 
Nonetheless, it is also important to note 
that it is organic because it reacts sen-
sitively to its built and natural environ-
ment, evokes traditional architecture in 
a reflective manner, and still, means 
home for two families who live there 
an everyday life. Besides, with its virtuos-
ity in details, it deserves a place among 
the most influential buildings of our 
times.     

to live for almost one hundred years is 
a privilege. the years 1865-1962 encom-
passing the life of max Fabiani define 
an extraordinary period. the vagaries 
of his life are governed by two times 
separated by the turning point of the 
new century. History does not con-
form to regular dates, so I am thinking 
here about the turning point marked 
by World War I. It closed the long nine-
teenth century and opened the short, 
extremely violent twentieth century. 
Fabiani lived long enough to belong 
to both centuries and long enough for 
his biography to fall into a clear “before” 
and “after”.

Born in Kobdilj �Italian: cobidil� on 
the Karst, a limestone plateau above 
trieste, he was educated in Ljubljana 
and then in vienna. He received an 
architect’s diploma at the vienna tech-
nical University. After his schooling 
there came a time for travelling, round-
ing up a young man’s education in the 
tradition of Wanderjahre. thanks to the 
Karl Ritter von Ghega scholarship - 
named after the constructor of the 
sememmering mountain line, the 
crucial railway connection between 
vienna and trieste—Fabiani visited 
most countries of europe, from France 
and Great Britain to Greece and turkey. 
Like all Austro-Hungarian beneficiaries 
of state scholarships, in Rome he lived 
in the spectacular Palazzo venezia, 
regarded by some as Alberti’s work 
and later housing the Austro-Hungar-
ian embassy. Joseph maria olbrich and 
Gustav Klimt also stayed there in that 
period. their friendship intensified 
after their return to vienna and result-
ed in Fabiani joining the vienna seces-
sion society created in 1897. It was all 

the more natural that since 1894 Fabi-
ani worked closely with otto Wagner, 
the “father of modernism” �including 
the writing of the famous moderne 
Architektur�. It would seem that these 
artistic affinities should clearly deter-
mine a modern approach of the archi-
tect. Yet in 1896 Fabiani became an 
assistant to Karl Konig at the vienna 
technical University and lectured in 
architectural composition there. Konig 
led the retrospective current, turning 
against the modernism of Wagner and 
rediscovering the Baroque, “the first 
and only style which Austria bestowed 
on itself’ �to quote Albrecht Ilg�. In this 
constellation of contradictions Fabiani 
was searching for a balance between 
modern thinking and the tendencies 
respectful of tradition. the vienna pal-
aces Porto is & Fix �1900� and Artaria 
�1901� are mentioned in all surveys of 
Art Nouveau. �the latter heralded in a 
neighbourly way, so to speak, the fa-
mous work of Loos—the Goldman & 
salatsch department store, “the mile-
stone” of modernism, which rose in 
1909 just around the corner from Ar-
taria at michaelerplatz.� Buildings are 
easier to compartmentalise, but in 
overviews of architectural history we 
would vainly look for a chapter con-
taining all these works. For it is difficult 
to define Fabiani exclusively as a revo-
lutionary, given that he moved very 
adroitly in the vienna realities. After a 
brief period of fascination with the 
new the capital turned its back on 
Wagner’s vision, relegating him to the 
largely innocent field of engineering 
structures. Konig’s approach was pre-
ferred in official architecture, of which 
Fabiani was well aware and it is prob-

ably no accident that designing Ura-
nia—a centre of science and educa-
tion with an astronomic observatory, 
inaugurated in 1910 by Francis Joseph 

—he wrapped the daring Ranmplan in 
a classical shell. A historian of architec-
ture writing from the avant-garde 
perspective may take it against him 
and he may similarly judge Fabiani’s 
reputation as a “fashionable” architect, 
beneficiary of important, even if 
ephem eral, commissions of the Impe-
rial court—various pavilions, exhibi-
tions and settings for celebrations. But 
we must take into account the follow-
ing paradox: while the criteria of mod-
ernism invented in the capital were 
hard to implement there, in the fast-
developing cities in the provinces of 
the empire they found very open-
minded investors. For two such cities, 
Ljubljana and the silesian Bielsko, Fa-
biani created urban development 
plans �in 1985 and 1899 respectively�, 
proving to be an excellent town plan-
ner. He was sensitive to the cultural 
value of the cityscape while recognis-
ing the need for the city to be function-
ally laid out. He skilfully avoided the 
�artificial� opposition between the 
technocratic urban vision and thinking 
about the city as a work of art. He was 
a great practitioner following in the 
footsteps both of sitte and of Wagner.

the turning point of the Austro-Hun-
garian break-up is very important in 
the biography of Fabiani. In the late 
1917 he closed his workshop in vienna 
and resigned the post of professor of 
architectural composition. He also re-
jected the offer of working at the 
prestigious charlottenburg Polytech-
nic Institute and the recently created 
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department of architecture in Ljublja-
na, which would have undoubtedly 
allowed him to continue his career. He 
returned to his native region. What 
persuaded him to do it was above all 
the war destruction visited on these 
areas during the heavy fighting on the 
soća �Italian: Isonzo� River. even before 
the war had ended, Fabiani cam-
paigned for creating an office respon-
sible for rebuilding the province and 
he saw himself as overseeing its work. 
the Austrian authorities complied with 
his request, but the Gorizia and Gradis-
ca region was soon transferred to an-
other jurisdiction. Fabiani did not inter-
rupt his work. He had predicted that 
the region would be given to

Yugoslavia, but in 1920 it was an-
nexed to Italy. surprisingly, the new 
authorities treated him with suspicion. 
A man feeling at home in three differ-
ent cultures was a potential trouble-
maker in the new times. For the Aus-
trians he was an Italian, for the Yugo-
slavians he was a German or an Italian, 
for the Italians he was a Yugoslav sup-
porter and an inveterate Austrian pa-
triot. Although his team prepared al-
most one hundred projects of renovat-
ing cities and villages, he was refused 
accreditation, his professional compe-
tence acquired in vienna was ques-
tioned. some even doubted if Fabiani, 
speaking the trieste dialect, is “truly” 

Italian. He submitted many designs 
without signing them, because the 
officials harassing him could have 
sidelined them. the necessary com-
promise with the authorities often 
meant that Fabiani had to take part in 
the Italianisation the region, a project 
stipulating that when rebuilding Ba-
roque structures �let us recall Albrecht 
Ilg’s remarks on the Austrian “national” 
Baroque� then Romanesque or Renais-
sance form should be “retrieved”. It is 
obvious that by gaining some trust of 
the Fascist authorities in Rome, Fabiani 
could gain acceptance for such huge 
undertakings as restoring the castles 
of Gorizia and Śtanjel. But one can also 
imagine forfeiting this chance.

the architect was particularly com-
mitted to restoring Śtanjel �Italian: san 
Daniele de carso�, a village of medieval 
origin. His native Kobdilj and neigh-
bouring Śtanjel practically form one 
municipality, not only because they 
share a railway station. the place is 
located on three hills. Śtanjel nestled 
on the most steep one, the other was 
taken up by the village of Kobdilj, with 
wealthy farmsteads, vineyards and the 
Fabiani estate towering over the vil-
lage. Between them, on the third hill, 
is the st. Gregory the Great cemetery, 
final resting place for the dead from 
both Śtanjel and Kobdilj. the road 
between both settlements �a fifteen 

minutes walk� runs below it. World 
history has not left its marks here. In-
stead the stones of Śtanjel speak of the 
perseverance of a few local families: 
the Fabianis, the Ferraris, the stanarje-
vis, the Kobals or the Ukmars. Fabiani’s 
return was the return to his own roots 
and an attempt to inscribe himself into 
the broader context of the cultural 
identity of this corner of europe, where 
the Alps meet the Adriatic.

When rebuilding and designing 
houses and homesteads, Fabiani 
strived to preserve the traditional 
structures and building techniques, he 
also renovated local historic monu-
ments. He abandoned his style recog-
nisable in Austria in favour of blending 
with the vernacular, as a specialist 
might put it. And an architect / artist 
was gradually replaced with a landlord. 
From 1935 to 1945 Fabiani even served 
as mayor of Śtanjel. Almost all of the 
numerous interwar building projects 
were based on his designs. But it must 
be said that his interference in the 
historic fabric of the village was very 
restrained.

the hand of the artist is more visible 
in the house of his brother-in-law, en-
rico Ferrari, and the adjoining garden 
at the foot of the former defensive 
walls. Planned together with a prom-
enade encircling the town hill, in may 
be interpreted as an attempt at defin-
ing or demarcating one’s place on the 
earth. At the foot of the Śtanjel castle, 
from the entrance to the promenade, 
the observer’s look may wander to the 
afterglow of the sun setting over the 
Adriatic. there, below the limestone 
fault, trieste is to be found. �“Fly me 
even higher / and I will see the houses 
of trieste,” we would like to say, repeat-
ing the words of a kite from a poem for 
children by oton Żupanćić.� From a 
small belvedere a few steps further on 
one can see the bright - especially in 
the morning - range of the Julian Alps. 
successive belvederes offer views on 
distant and not so distant mountains 
and the white spots of villages strewn 
on the hills surrounding the vipava 

valley, that is the Garden of the empire, 
as this fertile area was known. And 
then our gaze returns to the Karst, 
carso—severe and good, as wrote 
scipio slataper, Fabiani’s countryman. 
We can see the closest hill, the one with 
the cemetery half way between Śtanjel 
do Kobdilj. In a wall of the cemetery 
chapel there is a plaque with an in-
scription regarding a certain Petrus 
Fabianus, who died in 1633. �the fam-
ily myth recalls some Friulan ancestors 
of the Fabianis, who arrived in this area 
and became loyal subjects of the Go-
rizian Dukes, and then of the Austrian 
emperors.� on his mother’s side our 
architect stemmed from triestine von 
Koflers. And he personally designed 
the tomb of his mother, charlotta von 
Kofler Fabiani, standing by a wall of the 
chapel. Inscriptions on the tomb are 
in three languages. It is as if everything 
that he created here was intended to 
form a story about his family taking 
root in the Italian-slovenian-German 
soil of the Karst. the Fabiani family 
tomb, also designed by him, was 
placed next to his mother’s. In 1984 the 
remains of the architect, who died in 
Gorizia twenty two years earlier, were 
laid to rest in it.

the route ends with the medieval 
Kobdilj Gate, but passing the church 
square and the castle, one can re-enter 
the promenade and repeat this wan-
dering, in the same cycle of birth and 
death which for centuries has given 
rhythm to the life of generations per-
sisting on this stony outcrop of the 
Karst.

In Śtanjel max Fabiani created his 
own territory which in itself is a work 
of art. one can see in it an embodiment 
of the Romantic idea of “total work”, 
but also a kind of modernist Gesa-
mtkunstwerk, splicing together space 
and time and inscribing in them par-
ticular values and a way of life. this is 
as much as a historian of architecture 
can say. But I think that Fabiani’s work 
demands a different kind of attention; 
not the one employed by rigorous 
scholarship, to repeat after czesław 

miłosz. For a work offers itself as a fate 
fulfilled, although fulfilled not through 
artistry with the biography somewhere 
in the background, but as a unity of 
producer and the thing produced; a 
kind of autobiography, but based on 
different rules. What rules? this is the 
whole secret.

the inveterate Austrian patriotism of 
Fabiani is remindful of Hugo von Hof-
mannsthal’s attachment to the “Aus-
trian idea”. could Fabiani’s decision to 

“exit stage” and leave vienna have been 
accompanied by the feeling expressed 
by Hofmannsthal with the following 
words: “my country survived, but my 
only homeland now is europe”?1 What 
is the source of Fabiani’s fervent desire 
to build, but in a different way than 
before, that is not only to build, but 
also to merge, become one with the 
place? Was it an instinctive response 
against break-up and against the un-
predictable?

max Fabiani experienced the arbi-
trariness of frontiers, he was aware that 
they could blindly cut through what 
was formerly one whole, and he saw 
how new residents were brought by 
official decree to places on the soća 
made desolate by the war. the opposi-
tion between familiarity and strange-
ness brings to mind the remarks of 
sandor marai put down in his diary. 

“the process of decomposition is al-
ways logical,” he wrote on 1945, sum-
ming up the reasons for his leaving 
Hungary. “In the preceding years I lost 
my work and my home, the social class 
for which I had been writing vanished, 
then I lost my homeland, my native 
language, my legal personality. Now I 
have nothing.”2 In order to survive, 
marai had to create some semblance 
of a framework of existence. For this 
purpose he used the Hungarian lan-

guage cultivated in a foreign land and 
a dream of europe cultivated no less 
scrupulousness. But he was aware that 
europe was for him not only an idea, a 
tradition or a unique spiritual pattern, 
but also places, walls, images. Hence 
the dramatic diary entries from the war 
period about bombed cities. “the 
news about bombing Rome shook me 
more than anything I had heard and 
experienced during this war […],” he 
wrote in 1943. “In those days I realised 
that Rome was one of the most impor-
tant private matters of humanity.” And 
slightly further on: “the english took 
Palermo. […] An incredible city, a capi-
tal of legends. Now it shares the fate of 
Warsaw.”3

“A capital of legends” - it seems that 
these words succinctly express the 
belief that cities form the fabric of 
memory necessary for the continent 
and thus they must be protected at all 
costs. citing marai, I wonder about the 
thoughts of Fabiani when he was 
working

indefatigably on recreating the cul-
tural landscape of his native area. For 
him the most important “private mat-
ter of humanity” was the painstak-
ingly renovated castle in Śtanjel. When 
marai was worrying about the fate of 
Rome, Palermo, Warsaw and many 
other european cities, Fabiani, mayor 
of Śtanjel, tried to save the village from 
destruction. After the Italian capitula-
tion in 1943 the region was captured 
by the Germans. Few men remained 
in the village and in the nearby Kobdilj 

- most of them joined tito’s Partisans. 
Destroying both places was to be the 
German revenge. mayor Fabiani nego-
tiated with the German commander. 
He invoked his personal acquaintance 
with the Fuehrer.

And indeed, in 1912 a young man 
named Hitler appeared in his work-
shop. He wanted to study architecture 
under Wagner, but he was turned 
down by the Academy. He tried his 
luck with Fabiani, practically the sec-

1 „meine Heimat habe ich behalten, aber 
vaterland habe ich keines mehr, ais europa”, 
quoted in Hugo von Hofmannsthal, carl J. 
Burckhardt, Briefwechsel, hrgs. carl J. Burck-
hardt, Frankfurt am main 1956
2 sandor marai, Dziennik (fragmenty), trans-
lated by teresa Worowska, Warszawa 2007, 3 Ibidem, pp. 19-20.
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porter and an inveterate Austrian pa-
triot. Although his team prepared al-
most one hundred projects of renovat-
ing cities and villages, he was refused 
accreditation, his professional compe-
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europe was for him not only an idea, a 
tradition or a unique spiritual pattern, 
but also places, walls, images. Hence 
the dramatic diary entries from the war 
period about bombed cities. “the 
news about bombing Rome shook me 
more than anything I had heard and 
experienced during this war […],” he 
wrote in 1943. “In those days I realised 
that Rome was one of the most impor-
tant private matters of humanity.” And 
slightly further on: “the english took 
Palermo. […] An incredible city, a capi-
tal of legends. Now it shares the fate of 
Warsaw.”3

“A capital of legends” - it seems that 
these words succinctly express the 
belief that cities form the fabric of 
memory necessary for the continent 
and thus they must be protected at all 
costs. citing marai, I wonder about the 
thoughts of Fabiani when he was 
working

indefatigably on recreating the cul-
tural landscape of his native area. For 
him the most important “private mat-
ter of humanity” was the painstak-
ingly renovated castle in Śtanjel. When 
marai was worrying about the fate of 
Rome, Palermo, Warsaw and many 
other european cities, Fabiani, mayor 
of Śtanjel, tried to save the village from 
destruction. After the Italian capitula-
tion in 1943 the region was captured 
by the Germans. Few men remained 
in the village and in the nearby Kobdilj 

- most of them joined tito’s Partisans. 
Destroying both places was to be the 
German revenge. mayor Fabiani nego-
tiated with the German commander. 
He invoked his personal acquaintance 
with the Fuehrer.

And indeed, in 1912 a young man 
named Hitler appeared in his work-
shop. He wanted to study architecture 
under Wagner, but he was turned 
down by the Academy. He tried his 
luck with Fabiani, practically the sec-

1 „meine Heimat habe ich behalten, aber 
vaterland habe ich keines mehr, ais europa”, 
quoted in Hugo von Hofmannsthal, carl J. 
Burckhardt, Briefwechsel, hrgs. carl J. Burck-
hardt, Frankfurt am main 1956
2 sandor marai, Dziennik (fragmenty), trans-
lated by teresa Worowska, Warszawa 2007, 3 Ibidem, pp. 19-20.
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ond architect of the monarchy. Fabiani 
gave him a chance and accepted him 
as a draftsman. He is even supposed 
to have said about Hitler that “he will 
come to something”. Adolf Hitler did 
not stay long, after three months their 
ways parted, but he did learn some-
thing in the architect’s workshop. He 
was undoubtedly interested in archi-
tecture, even then he was entertaining 
some ideas for Berlin.

the German commander hesitated, 
unable to confirm the mayor’s words. 
Unfortunately, the negotiations came 
to nothing, for in september 1944 
Kobdilj and Śtanjel were destroyed 
during in the fighting with the Parti-
sans. to add insult to injury the post-
war Yugoslav authorities accused Fa-
biani of collaborating with the enemy. 
What did he negotiate with the Ger-
mans for? there were no chances for 
rebuilding and the perspectives for 
some kind of arrangement with the 
authorities were getting slimmer. 
Śtanjel still has not recovered from the 
war destruction. In 1947 max Fabiani 
moved to Gorizia. sometimes things 
unexpectedly complete a full circle. 
When he visited Bielsko fifty years 
earlier, it became obvious for him that 
there was no other way for this silesian 
town than merging with the Galician 
Biała. And in his urban development 
plan he predicted that in the future 
these two dynamic industrial centres 
would absorb the border-line dividing 
them. Later Fabiani himself had to 
make the effort of internalising the 
border-line, invent some way of stand-
ing astride of it. But as an old man he 
experienced the atavistic force of bor-
ders when he moved to Gorizia, a few 
steps from the railway station square 
dissected by no less a border than the 
Iron curtain. Śtanjel remained on the 
other side, when the corbusieresque 
Nova Gorica soon came into being.

Not all was gold, as marco Pozzetto, 
Fabiani’s monographer and a devoted 
guardian of his legacy, honestly admit-
ted. In the new times it was extremely 
difficult to emancipate oneself from 

the historical circumstances, to resist 
the daily pressure of events or even to 
keep

vigilant. Fabiani did not become a 
recluse, because architecture is like a 
letter - it has its recipients. His attempt 
to escape history, to make a retreat, is 
like moving from the avant- garde to 

“derriere-garde”, in order to defend the 
real content and value of what one has 
produced. His fate was part of a larger 
wave of a kind of withdrawal in europe, 
attentively followed by Jerzy stem-
powski. “the Italian language retreated 
to the Western Adriatic shore,” wrote 
the essayist, “just as the German re-
treated across the oder and the Polish 
retreated across the Bug and the san. 
And the French, once a language know 
to all educated people, became under-
standable only to students of French 
studies.”4

“today most of the Western philoso-
phy proclaims the praise of the end of 
values and the collapse of the term 
veritas”, I read in the essay europe as 
seen from trieste by claudio magris. 
But a few lines further on the writer 
formulates a message which could 
help in finding the way. An artist “suspi-
cious of revolutions and noisy rebel-
lions must remember about the cen-
turies which are behind him, about the 
wisdom and scepticism taught by 
them [...], for the sense of the profound 
[...] discredits the tribal idols, ready to 
pronounce themselves gods. With 
such a legacy of authentic humanitas 
or rather with an adequate vision of 
the relation between time and eter-
nity, it will be possible to preserve the 
glow of the little flame, to send a letter 
in a bottle, to resist the wooing of 
power in a quiet and dignified way, 
even when the wooing is honest and 
institutions democratic.”5 A fate ful-
filled proves to be a letter extracted 

from a bottle, although not all was 
gold.

I would like to thank vesna and mari-
jan Ćerne for showing me the native 
land of max Fabiani Further acknowl-
edgements

Adijo Dunaj, pozdravljen stanjel. 
Razstava o arhitektu maksu Fabianiju, 
o njegovem kraju in njegovih ljudeh, 
exhibition catalogue, Galerija Lojżeta 
spacala v Śtanjelu 2004, Arhitekturni 
muzej Ljubljana 2005.

maks Fabiani, Akma. Dusa sveta, 
stanjel 1999.

Renato Ferrari, murva Fabianijevih. 
stoletje miru na Krasu, trst 2001.

Andrej Hrausky, Janez Kożelj, maks 
Fabiani. Dunaj, Ljubljana, trst, Ljubljana 
2010.

marko Pozzetto, maks Fabiani - vizije 
prostora, Kranj 1997.

Ursula Prokop, o różnorodności i 
jed noczesności. spojrzenie na architek-
turę Wiednia około roku 1900, in otto 
Wagner. Wiedeń, architektura, około 
1900, Jacek Purchla �ed.�, Krakow 2000.

Łukasz Galusek—architect and pub-
lisher. His areas of interest are the cul-
ture and art of central europe, in par-
ticular the relationships between space, 
memory and identity. co-author of the 
book Joże Płećnik—architect and vi-
sionary �Icc, 2006� and Rumunia. 
Przestrzeń, sztuka, kułtura �Romania: 
space, art, culture, Bosz, 2008�. He is 
working at the International cultural 
centre in Krakow.

Photos on the previous pages: 
stanjel, Ferrari-garden 
�Országépítő Archive�

4 Jerzy stempowski, Słońce jesieni, in idem, 
Od Berdyczowa do Lajitów, selected by An-
drzej stanisław K., Wołowiec 2001, p. 483.
5 claudio magris, “europa widziana z triestu”, 
translated by Joanna Ugniewska, Zeszyty 
Literackie 2005, No. 90, p. 33.

Quarterly of the Kós Károly Association • 
Chief Editor: Imre Makovecz • Editor: Attila 
kőszeghy; viewsanddetails@gmail.com; 
phone: 304883079 • Layout and 
t ipography : Benjamin Makovecz; 
makoveczb@mail.datanet.hu • Progresso 
Print Kft., Budapest • ISSN 08660069 • 
Secretary: Artbureau kft. 1065 Bp., Nagyme-
ző u. 4.; e-mail: haabkatalin@gmail.com

Above: Felcsút, Puskás soccer Academy, refectory, detail �photo: tamás Dobrosi�
Below: Ferenc Puskás with Hungarian children, players of the ”Honvéd” soccer team �photo: www.puskas.com�

76


