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“A master can never be external, not 
even if he takes the form of another 
human being. Words from the mouth 
of Guru can easily be stuck on the 
level of discourse, but that is not teach-
ing. It becomes teaching only if its 
external features can dissolve into the 
manifestation of the hyper-conscious 
awareness (András László: Eternal Light 
in Man).

Hungarian architectural higher edu-
cation has nothing to speak about this 
capacity of exceeding consciousness. 
Our gentle students cannot get tips for 
attaining a so called heavenly support 
or aims to achieve. I am not being 
harsh or critical, this is only a statement. 
Neither positive, nor negative. Like our 
times. Architecture is only an excuse. 
Architecture is an artistic excellence 
and obtainable only from masters, and 
using a profession as justification, it 
builds humans, not houses. The ap-
prentice, loosing directions amidst the 
struggles of intellect, is seeking a 
master in the heavens and on the 
earth. I did it, too. First I hoped some 
help from music, because I thought 
I speak its language better than the 
language of architecture. I drew while 
listening to my favourite pieces and 
my most acknowledged teachers told 
me: plecnikian. This was how I got ac-
quainted with the art of Jozef Plecnik, 
but the real struck came when I real-
ized: my favourite album was com-
posed in honour of Jozef Plecnik. I got 
struck by the lightening of hypercon-
scious awareness, and Plecnik became 
my very first heavenly master. 

Among my greatly honoured earth-
ly masters, Szabó, Kapy, Sáros, Ekler, 
Lom nici, Lőrincz, Zsigmond, Turi, Cser-
nyus, Imre Makovecz had a unique 
place. He embodied the truth that the 
words of a master are always only the 
surface, and his real lesson shine 
through his character. Just like Károly 
Kós. He said more by his attitude to the 
world, a single gesture or deep silence 
than a completed Makovecz-plan, an 
orchestrated construction or shot do-
cumentary, which works usually start-
ed with Imre bácsi saying: Sit down, lad! 
Well, it’d be better if you made a… and 
something was on its way…

After the Master passed away, we 
lamented by candlelight in Kecske 
street. Then, after the silent withdraw-
al of the assemblage, I had a word with 
fellow migrating architects. It was a 
gloomy conversation and weighing 
burdens on my shoulders made me 
say out that I was considering moving 
abroad in hope of better job prospects. 
We left in such a mood, and while I was 
walking in the September sunshine 
towards my car, throughout the open 
window a beautiful, clear voice of a 
young girl reached my ear she was 
singing the last lines of Szózat: “Áldjon, 
vagy verjen sors keze, itt élned, halnod 
kell!” I knew right away heavenly Mas
ter of mine sent the message.  

Earthly and heavenly Masters
László Kuli

* Szózat (Appeal or Summons) is a Hungarian national 
poem by Mihály Vörösmarty, considered as the 
second national anthem of Hungary. The quoted line 
in Watson Kirkconnel’s translation: “let fortune bless 
or fortune curse, from hence you shall not roam!” Budapest, Csipke street, weekend house, 1974
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