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Introduction
Exploring the nature of an ordinary landscape

Pláne and its surroundings are merely an ordinary, though beautiful and heartfelt, landscape. People 
who were born here, who still inhabit this land and have a close relationship with it, know about 
places we can’t even find on maps nowadays. Places that evoke different feelings and revive old 

memories. But what happens if there is no one else left in the world to remember those places? Are 
they doomed to be forgotten? What will happen to their content?

Does it make any sense to seek lost sites and try to renovate them? Could those places mean to us as 
much as they meant to those people? Could they arouse similar feelings? 

Is it possible to create resonance between new and long forgotten?

This document should help to find answers, though it may create many more questions. It was created 
as a cross between a bulletin and a personal diary, as a base for future conversations. I present it with 
the intention of providing the most honest picture of the issue while being aware of possible errors 

and shortcomings. I present it with the desire to find out more, to mobilise forces and to restore 
people’s relationship to the landscape and to this place. 

 
Think of it as an opportunity for reflection, and go for a walk through the land that is perhaps one of 

many but still unique.

1st part
Remembering the forgotten



Beech forest

Planes are no longer planes. Just like bounds are no longer bounds. Only a few lonely crab apple 
trees remain from the orchards, struggling for their place with other self-seeded bushes. Cultivated 

fields turned into lush greenery. Weakened houses gradually recede, allowing wild shrubs to prosper. 
The human is no longer master here. Mother Nature decided to take back everything the natives have 

been laboriously building up for years.

However, if you persevere in the fight against rosehip shrubs, you find yourself in a beech paradise. 
In the kingdom of roe deer where copper leaves snow in the autumn. Surrounded by lonesome silence, 

the only thing you hear is the crunching dry leaves under your feet. For a long time, there has been 
no shepherd’s song or the sound of the bells echoing from the grassy hillsides. For a long time, there 

have been no views over the valley towards the opposite slopes. The life-exuberant landscape has 
turned into motionless theatrical scenery.

Surrounded by beech giants, I am timidly wandering in the wild forest. Only the oblique rays of light 
are drawing on my face and guiding me on my way. There are still places in the world to be found. 

Places which, despite being forgotten, still make sense.



XIX. century present



Finding of the forgotten

It’s morning. After many years, I’m parking the car next to the rusty bus stop sign and I’m heading 
up the forest path. It’s quiet here, as it has always been. I only hear the rustle of dry leaves and 

occasionally crackling branches under my feet. Gradually I forget about the speed of my walk. The 
clouds in the sky are getting ahead of my steps and my intentions. Time seems to stand still. With 

every step, the boundaries of my world are melting more and more into the distance. Suddenly, the 
forest is getting thinner and the first outlines of wooden houses are uncovering in front of me. I’m 

almost there. 

I am walking around wooden fences, zinc roofs and a small wooden bell tower, and looking into the 
quiet gardens. Unawares, I stop for a while and look around. In silence I am slowly digesting vague 

memories...

There are places in the world that we like more than others. As if we all had some sort of origin 
rooted inside of us which torn up into thousands of small grains and spread around the world. And 

now those pieces attract us towards themselves by magnetic force. 
One of my grains is certainly here. Planted between vast hillsides and rocky paths, at the very top of a 

small mountain settlement, embodied in an old wooden house.

...







...

Even from afar it is clear that the human has not showed up here for a long time. The wooden fence 
has fallen to the ground, the garden is more and more appropriated by shrubs and wild trees. The 

field sliding alongside the old house is now only cultivated by wild boar. There is no sign of the once 
blooming meadow. And the house? It seems to have turned into a warehouse of ancient times with 

dusty locked windows.

Indeed, it would have been easiest to sell the house. There is nothing special about an old cottage. It 
only requires a large amount of time, work and energy. But besides getting rid of the responsibility, it 
would also mean giving up the memories, the knowledge, the walk uphill along the forest path and a 

piece of my origin.

...

view to the settlement Pláne



inhabitants of Pláne
wedding of my great-grand parents

notes of great-grand father
(increasing the effectivity of agriculture during communism)



...

In my head I kept returning to this place more and more often, but it was only now that I dared 
to come. The meaningless disputes over family heritage and unspoken but unforgettable injustice 

between such different generations stopped me from coming. However, what kept me from the trip 
was also the constant progress which means that none of us find the time to be interested in what 

happened before we became part of this world.

The truth is that so far I have not taken the chance to find out how my grandparents or even their 
grandparents lived, what is it that made them satisfied and proud, and what they would do differently 

if they could.

If I had listened better and asked more, I might have learned more about myself, and it might have 
been easier to live in today’s world. Maybe, if all of us had listened better, the world would be a 

different place today: safer, healthier and more sympathetic. 

In order not to repeat the same mistakes, we have to learn as much as possible about our past. The 
individual events, although often very trivial, always relate to each other in some way. They click into 

each other and result in further storylines. The understanding of the context is the only way we can 
move forward.

///

with great-grand mother 
(at that time one of the last inhabitants of Pláne)



2nd part
The house
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A border is a precondition for us to be able to perceive and to experience something. If everything 
was undifferentiated, there wouldn’t be anything to identify. Generally speaking, the border is 

important because that is where 2 different entities meet and can enrich each other. Thanks to the 
positive tension between them, the periphery allows for impulses and innovations to emerge, even if 

they couldn’t thrive in the centre.

/Konrad P. Liessmann/

Besides being situated close to the border, this house is the only one located in the part of the 
settlement called Medze (freely translated as limits or borders).

It was built in 1947 as one of the last, in the same year that the decision to build a large reservoir of 
drinking water in its wider surroundings was made. This intention resulted in a construction ban for 

new houses in the whole area. 
The prohibition lasted from 1947 to 1989, when the construction of the dam was eventually cancelled. 

However, the flourishing life in dispersed settlements has not resumed.

A troubled history of peripheral land and quickly progressing lifestyle mean that within this topic 
one can often meet with bitterness and resignation. But looking closer it is possible to experience a 

pristine nature and kind-hearted locals; to find richness and great hidden potential.

siteplan 1:2500



Proposal

The purpose of this project is to highlight the coexistence of the human, a human past and the 
landscape. This wooden house, and many others that are often abandoned, are in this matter the 
textbooks of life. In the past, besides all agricultural activity, the landscape above all represented 

a home and something sacred. People who inhabited the landscape felt a duty of respect for it. 
They were deeply tied to the land they lived on, and they understood their existence as very trivial 
compared to nature. These days, however, our endless conquests and building efforts, our desire for 
progress, have disrupted these ties. The connection with these places and humility towards the land 
have disappeared. The space we inhabit today is becoming less and less an inheritance, and less and 

less a place we should coexist with.

I grew up in a completely different environment than my great-grandmother. Thus, deep inside of me, 
despite the difference of three generations, there is a rooted sense of responsibility and respect for this 
place. As if I had some sort of special skill that had not met the opportunity to develop yet. As if this 
house, which remembers the image of people who had lived here long before I was born, was waiting 

for me.

...



...

But to be clear, the purpose of the proposal is not to restore the original state or go back in time. This 
house had to live its story to this day so that we could start to appreciate it again. 

By a series of small interventions, I try to form a space suitable for developing new relations and 
meanings. An extension of the terrace, its interconnection with the garden, a table, a repaired wall 

from local stone, a bee hive, a meadow, a new tree, a shadow and a bench under it.

I take this proposal as an initial one, as one of many which are going to shape and change over time 
by opening and using the house. I take it as a part of the project that has no final form. 

This house desires to remain a reminder of the past but also of today’s times and perhaps also the 
future. It desires to be a celebration of craft, a reflection of the relationship with the landscape and its 

changes over time. It longs to be open, so that it can be read as a book.

...
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10,50 2m

...

Silence will be once again interrupted by the regular moves of the scythe; beautiful butter shavings 
will be bouncing away from the axe. Through the yard, frozen in time for so long, will spread the 

smell of bread, hay, wood and the sound of conversation.

The second part of the proposal represents the desire to mobilise forces and restore people’s 
relationship to the landscape and specific places.

These houses, nowadays often unwanted or forgotten within many families, embodied a refuge for 
people who spent the day working on rocky fields and meadows from early morning until a silvery 
moon appeared above the tips of serried hills to ensure heat, food and water. Although they lived in 
solitude, within the settlement they were close and often helped each other. Therefore, the natural 

response is, rather than organising a workshop, summer school or symposium, to open the door of the 
house for a summer brigade (translated as a voluntary self-help working group).

By bonding through the work, cleaning and repairing the houses, we can help each other to get to 
know our origin and leave something behind for the future.

The strength of collaboration can form into a collective of people more powerful than the public 
sector, and the brigade can become a valuable tool to engage and challenge everyday life.

It is not only about manual work and the preservation of the physical state of the place, but also about 
reinventing the altruism to be found there. It is about restoring our relationship to the past, to craft, to 

beauty, and about rectifying our inner selves and conscience. 
It offers the opportunity to become a better person.

///
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At last

Sometimes I feel like I have less and less in common with the world around me. But when I stand 
on the high porch of an old house located on the highest edge of the forest settlement, I feel like I 
am standing on the very edge of the world. Even the sky seems to be somewhat closer here. And 

everything human as if it were a little more human. 

I am not looking for a nostalgic return, rather a reflection on our life. This story is not a story of what 
we have lost, but what we can find. Perhaps it is those simple abandoned houses in a non-existent 
land that might help us understand and accept our past, and give our future and existence a higher 

meaning. Maybe a guide to survival and an opportunity to define a new philosophy of our country is 
hidden inside them. Perhaps their saving and restoration could help us take a step back, to understand 

the craft; become a reminder of what architecture should represent and highlight the question mark 
over systemic problems of architectural practice itself. Perhaps it might be also thanks to them that we 

can become a society that ceases to be indifferent to ourselves and our fate. 
  

This is my way of understanding the allure of the land and today’s world. Just to stop for a while, 
to perceive nature around us and find ourselves. To experience a new being in the landscape. To 

understand the craft. To find new ideas based on old perspectives. To look for our place in life around 
us. To search for beauty. To know how to enjoy. To see the poetics of the ordinary and the gift in 

modesty.

medze / borders
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