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It is Good Friday. We are walking across 
the windswept hill, dust swirling 
around us, the settlement’s new 
houses rising from the ground like so 
many glittering crystals. Hundreds of 
hands are at work, we are surrounded 
by screeching chainsaws and clanking 
machines. The Master is strolling down 
what will be the main street. He is 
walking in a materialised landscape, a 
vision come true amidst the Bakony 
hills, his homeland of three decades 
ago, when he was the regional archi-
tect in Csesznek and Bakonyszent-
király. But now, his dream of old ma-
terialises in Devecser and Kolontár, the 
villages struck by the eco-disaster. 
Time was out of joint, but it can now 
be set right again, individual ambi-
tions can be soothed and communi-
ties can be rebuilt. The topsy-turvy 
world is set upright, walls will shine in 
bright hues under dark coloured roofs: 
in a mirror-world, lightness is brought 
forth by the earth and heaviness de-
scends from the heavens.

The story that he recounted illumi-
nated the role of the regional architect. 
He told me about a shed, a fence and 
an elderly woman living alone, who 
decided to build a garage so that her 
children living in the city would visit 
her more often. She planned a practi-
cal flat-roofed garage and an iron 
fence to replace the traditional peas-
ant buildings. The task of a regional 
architect, said the Master, was to 
convince her to retain traditional forms, 
to create an environment in which the 
old spirits would feel at home, to pre-

serve the original style and elegance 
even while reinventing it.

This vision, conceived twenty-five 
years ago, is now fulfilled in the disas-
ter-struck area. The Master is walking 
a dusty road, but he can already see 
the white fences flanking the street, 
he can hear the children’s laughter 
and the roosters’ cry. Amidst the noise 
of the construction, he can clearly hear 
the rustle of angel wings, he can per-
haps even see the guardian angels 
hovering above—the two sounds 
merge into a single clear note, an em-
bodiment of the creative collective 
will and of the majestic act of creation. 
Devecser merges with the other recon-
structed settlements—Gulács, Tá kos, 
Felsőzsolca and Kolontár—into a sin-
gle immense home-land construction.

He walks down the road nodding 
his head, one purposeful step after the 
other. We follow at a respectful two 
steps behind, as is our custom. He 
stops from time to time, checking that 
everything is as it should be – noting 
even Tészta’s flat-roofed porches – and 
then asks the single most important 
question: ”Well, my dears, where are 
you going to build the church?”

We stand there in the suddenly de-
scending silence, unable to utter a 
single word in our confusion. Any 
answer would be ridiculous silly—
Imre, you know how it is, there’s noth-
ing about a church in the government 
decree, there’s nothing about a church 
in the contract, and surely we don’t 
have to explain to you about the legal 
framework or the quarrel-mongers 

waiting to pounce on any mistake we 
might make. We know, and he knows 
too, that this is utter nonsense; we 
have been made aware of a gap and 
we catch a glimpse of the reality 
through the gate he throws wide 
open, and thus we respond with the 
single possible answer: Design it for 
us and we’ll build it! Indeed, this is 
what we need to make our work com-
plete, a centre, which opens onto 
another dimension. It is early after-
noon, Good Friday, the Saviour is be-
ing crucified, in a few moments the 
wheel of time will turn, the world 
shudders, and a new era begins.

I am sitting on the terrace of the 
house in Mártély with the plans of the 
Chapel of Rebirth laid out before us, 
the Master is nodding, Yes, my dear, 
something like this, you know what I 
mean. We are going through the de-
tails, and I am trying to convince him 
to construct a slate roof. He would 
prefer shingles, but finally agrees to 
the colder, but more durable material. 
His mind is clearly elsewhere, wander-
ing across a timeless landscape. We 
say our goodbyes, he is standing arm 
in arm with his wife, and he bids me 
farewell with a kind smile.

The task is clear, as is the path: to 
build the Chapel of Rebirth, intended 
for both the community and Nature. 
Following the initiative of Dr. János 
Seregi Jr. at the annual conference of 
foresters held in late 2011, twenty-two 
Hungarian forestries pledged to build 
the chapel as a tribute to the unparal-
leled effort and assistance that ena-
bled the reconstruction of the areas 
affected by the toxic spill within one 
year. Their decision was, at the same 
time, a tribute to Imre Makovecz 
whom they regarded as the architect 
of the woods.

Commissioned by Bakonyerdő Zrt. 
representing the foresters, Veszprém-
ber Zrt. began the construction of 
chapel in early July 2012. Two condi-
tions were stipulated: to use the de-
signs made by Éva Kun, Anna Mako-
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vecz and Lajos Csertő, and to employ 
thirty-six students of the Technical 
University for three weeks. The univer-
sity students have already participat-
ed in the reconstruction work effectu-
ated last year. They built the pergola 
playground, whose plans they had 
designed as part of their university 
studies. This year, they decided to 
build not only what they had already 
designed, but also to contribute their 
labour to the erection of the Chapel. 

For three weeks, they took their share 
of carpentry work, slating, timber-cut-
ting, painting and raising an earthen 
mound.

I am standing in the sweltering heat. 
All I see are hazy contours amidst the 
dust swirls, and I see myself when I 
was young. I see ourselves building 
the bridge at Visegrád, creating the 
café reaching out to the Danube at 
the Vác ford, and the construction of 
the Seven Chieftains Tower in Alsace. 

So many stories, so many destinies are 
intertwined with the building of the 
Chapel, as if I were witnessing the 
same narrative emerging again and 
again from the rivers of time. And I am 
happy to report, dear Master, that we 
have completed the task: we have 
erected a house to the Good Lord, 
who has delivered us from the tor-
menting apprehensions of the night, 
and we have also built a community 
in good cheer.

Devecser, the Chapel of Rebirth, 2012, detail
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With the tame jackdaw of his younger daughter-in-law, 2009
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While working together on several 
projects with Imre bácsi (Uncle Imre – 
trans.) we often found one or two 
sketches of the same plan, and, among 
them one saying

this one!
Even today, when we put our heads 

together and powwow about each 
other’s plans, looking for the best solu-
tion, we tend to scribble the master’s 
words: 

this one!  
Tentative sketches can breed fruitful 

as well as reprobate ideas. We need to 
draw all the houses, which are being 
born or yet to be born, as dwelling 
places for those desiring home, piety, 
or recovery. It is not an easy task. Not 
only because of environmental, eco-
nomic, legal or social circumstances, 
but even our own talent, mediocrity 
and doubting Thomas nature make 
our daily work even harder. 

I am saying mediocrity, but I might 
have said too much. Our task is to up-
grade the present state of the undis-
tinguished (provincial?) Hungarian 
architecture. In most cases it is not 
about designing something new or 
performing architectural virtuosity, 
but putting a piece to its place in order 
to assure the proper course of things. 
We have to improve the immense, 
formless mass yawning in the scrappy 
lines and corners of towns and vil-
lages, or in the dullness of their uni-
dentifiably cobbled buildings. 

In other words, we have to go on 
with the task Imre bácsi assigned in 
1983: “The most important thing is to 
pave they way for a 20th Century, au
thentic Hungarian architecture, (…) 

which helps us to remember, (…) and 
serves as solid ground upon which our 
new form of architecture can be estab
lished.”

We know but little about the nature 
of this new architecture yet to come; 
Lechner, Kós, Toroczkai, Medgyaszay, 
Makovecz stand around the table 
smiling, fretting, trying to help: invis-
ible though, they are here to raise us 
at last from below mediocrity to being 
good, being better. That is why we, 

Ez! (This One!)

Sándor Czégány

quondam wanderers, work on the 
reinforcement of Hungarian organic 
architecture to connect its myriad 
roots to our history, reinvigorate a 
mentality treating man-made spaces, 
natural and social environment to-
gether. Our answers are not mani-
fested in forms, but we give many of 
them in metaphors, dis cussions, work. 
Some design traditional, archaic build-
ings, some like daring forms, others 
prefer modern designs. Still, the heart 
of the matter, the trajectory from an 
idea to the catharsis of building itself 
is the same. Gradually, we might climb 
high enough on the curving branches 
of the world tree to reach the point 
where it strikes through the canopy 
of the skies.   

A glimpse of the beyond would re-
store the connection between sacred 
and profane…       
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