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Two paths, one pulse


This book is a singular body with two expressions, whichever side you begin from. It is not intended as a technical monologue from architects to architects, but as an open narrative, inviting each reader into a shared and immersive experience. Because this philosophy does not belong to a closed discipline. It belongs to life.

What follows is a bifurcated journey through fifteen years of ooda, unfolding as a dream-state dialogue between Any Kind of Existence and Some Kind of Romance: two mirrored reflections of a practice shaped between memory and projection, from Porto to the world.

On the side of Existence, we walk the grounds of Portugal. Here, the narrative is one of persistence and care, where time itself is treated as a plasticity and building material. It is a protopian exploration of heritage — regenerating the legacy of the past to shape a conscious future, grounded in the granite and mist of Porto (mainly, but not exclusively) or in the lightness of Lisbon (mainly, but not exclusively). Conversely, Romance chronicles our transformative affair with Albania — a venture that began in Tirana with a brief episode of dissonance and evolved into a profound, structural love with the country. It is the story of risk turned into belonging, where the friction of a new culture sparked a vital, emotional expansion of who we are.

Read together, these volumes are less about buildings than about a way of being in the world. They celebrate a sense of becoming by treating projects as acts in a larger narrative — existential and passionate, layered and open-ended — that closes, in whichever direction you read, with a beacon of light, of hope, and of return for many more years to come.
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A geometry of emotions: is belonging formed by what is, or by what never was?

In the arithmetic of any act of building there are always two kinds of numbers at play: the risk of failure and the (great) possibility of beauty. Unconsciously, that math spills over into us when we head towards a new country, meet its people, step into a culture and wait to see how it will receive us. The calculus of care vs. tone vs. active listening vs. the identity we bear and carry within.

Traveling, in the back and forth, you start to develop feelings, a relation with places, a town, a foreign element that becomes closer to home. Sometimes it’s a bad breakup with a city, other times it’s just a love affair. We are sure we arrived in Tirana as witnesses to a beginning we could not yet name. It was there, almost visible at the edge of our expectations: a beginning with as much risk of failure as its promise of beauty.

What does a city smell like on the first evening — warm stone, petrol, figs?

Even with all the calculated risks, we never plan the moment we fall for a place — do you? It begins somewhere small: the first breath after rain; the weight of light on a façade; the sense that the ground shifts to receive us, just as its people do. Somewhere between recognition and surprise, the pulse changes. Belonging, that incremental state of connection, starts right there as a restless physical fact that suddenly takes over.

Are we allowing ourselves to dream bigger? To immerse ourselves there?

As we start to fall for something — or someone — simple thoughts surface. The math expands into probabilities. Some are hesitations or naive questions; others are more considered, shaped by fear of what comes next or curiosity about what came before. There is always a brief vertigo before the first word in an unfamiliar language — that instant when desire and uncertainty share a single breath. So, coming to Tirana was less about arrival, and more about a major adjustment: of pace, of expectation, of vocabulary, and a radical sense of openness and possibility against all that calculus.

The city didn’t wait or refrained its compass, it continued to rush — loud, bold, sincere — and we got to learn from its tempo, its shortcuts, its interruptions, its sudden generosity (maybe making us more generous to ourselves too).

The first weeks were all translation — of gestures, of habits, of light. We drew fast, erased often, spoke little, looked more. It was in that silence between intention and response that the story started. A constant state of arrival, that we’ll try our best to describe in feeling, more than as a realistic project description.



[image: An abstract, vertical form made of colorful, jagged patches is surrounded by flowing blue and aqua shapes.]



Architecture carries other places within it, places we learned from: the stubborn precision of our own streets, the discipline of gravity our heritage taught us, the quiet insistence that every design begins with a question and ends, if we’re lucky, in a form of empathy strong enough to sustain regeneration for a long time. We came with that inheritance, yes; and yet the city made room for so much more, so fast. Our own, smaller “tale of two cities”: one, the harbour we know almost by muscle memory; the other was this inland sea of hills and cranes, still a little out of focus. They sit on opposite edges like two points on a compass, with different climates and histories but a similar restlessness, each in its own “best of times and worst of times,” each working through layers of ruin and promise all at once. Between them, our line is drawn: a diagonal of attention, a vector of affection. Belonging, we realise, is rarely a single address, it stretches between places.

Is my chest beating loudly?

Will this last?

The unsettling butterflies that came with Tirana’s excitement might just be another name for probabilistic uncertainty — for the negotiation in-between: what we imagine and hope vs. what the world allows; how we think things should stand vs. how they actually rest; the urge to try everything new vs. the commitment to stay grounded. One thing always leading to another. Hesitations, hopes and expectations stretching their necks towards something new, tangled like When Harry Met Sally... a friendship quietly seeded to become more. And as it happens in that story and so many others, romance really asks only this: that we stay long enough to misunderstand, to fail, to create more room within, and still return.

So every sketch we´ve drawn here tries to understand that tension. To balance desire with responsibility, impetus with patience and learning with new meaning. Like many beginnings, we thought we came to design buildings, instead we were building a way of seeing differently.

To look at a place and call it beautiful is easy. To look again and understand ‘why’ is harder. That is where love begins its work: refining perception, revealing how every wall, every grade of plaster, every void between buildings holds more history than any map can bear.


The work we do, whatever form it takes, begins the same way:by acknowledging that to build is first to feel the resistance of what already exists — not as obstacle, but as partner (and growing factor, for that matter). It’s a malleable plastic moment: that’s when you can make things happen. Prone to falling in love, you see?


[image: An expansive cityscape with modern buildings, a central park, and a mosque, with large green mountains rising in the background.]


Love, said Rilke,is two solitudes

that protect and greet one another.

Cities, too, depend on that fragile distance. Too close, and we impose; too far, and we disappear. So, we hover — between translation and invention, between what we know and what might still surprise us. The balance is delicate: to change enough to matter, but not so much that memory becomes flattery — probabilities and outcomes we slowly surrender to.

Somewhere between stone and light, we recognise ourselves. We dream of more. We came to draw, we did. But mostly to stay available to wonder.



How much structure can still leave room for surprise?

And what is it, after all, that makes us stay — the work we do, or the feeling of being invited to continue?

Perhaps that is what the geometry of emotion really traces: a figure drawn partly from what stubbornly ‘is’ and partly from what never quite happened but lives on as question. Perhaps that’s all a romance ever needs: a question held long enough that it begins to answer itself.







Act 0
The Entry Point



[image: A tall, slender skyscraper with stacked white and reddish-brown sections and two green terraces rises above a cityscape.]
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Iliryan


Tirana is not quite a city. And it’s not quite something to rationalise.

This organism, I think, gets to be more.

And I’m welcoming it.

Closing my eyes, I can almost feel a summer evening in Tirana, and that the air is filled with contrasts. It’s September. In Skanderbeg Square, elderly men’s laughter crackles over a heated game of dominos, while nearby, at New Bazaar, peaches glow like small suns lighting the children who weave through its stalls in carefree sprints — just as we used to by the river. My lungs suddenly fill with a striking sense of home.



[image: A tall modern building with a white grid facade features a prominent, textured reddish-orange section that cuts vertically through its center and glows from within at the entrance.]


Yes, evening unlocks the city by degrees. The square exhales, the lake holds the last light. Young couples linger as dusk falls, and on the rooftop of the once-infamous Pyramid (a symbol of cultural rebirth, now transformed into a technology beacon for youth and hope), tourists gaze out in wonder at a skyline punctuated by construction cranes that seem to dance overhead like gentle giants.

And what post-war gentle giants they are, working on dreams while touching the clouds. With metal and air, with strength and delicacy, she introduces herself.

The city’s paint fades into concrete, old stone meets the inexplicable sophistication of new glass, while balconies refuse uniformity, speaking only in the dialect of plants — I think I saw this before, and if not, I must have dreamt it, wished for it. The contrasts rush all around, telling of past and future as I lay my hand on a wall, maybe to feel Tirana’s pulse, to match it with mine.

Walls keep their dents like medals, holding the temperature of my palm and so many others laid here before; and what’s new gives off an already-inhabited sense of vigor and hope. I breathe it all in, our heartbeats slowing as one.

Tirana in the 2020s is a city actively forging a new identity. What was once known as a drab Balkan capital has become a playground for architectural experimentation – a place where a formerly pyramid-shaped museum can be reborn as a tech hub, where bold new towers by international and local firms alike, punctuate the skyline. In this context, every significant new building carries an almost symbolic weight: will it add to the city’s emerging narrative or feel like a discordant note?


I think it’s impossible to put a face to it, I couldn’t even if I tried.

It is a page overwritten many times — Ottoman traces, Italian lines, socialist grids, the impulsive handwriting of the present. The city’s matter speaks with a strangely gentle conviction: contrast and asymmetry fall into rhythm, giving the city its pulse, its texture, its way of becoming whole. Even the weathered walls seem to whisper stories: their fading colorful paint and patchwork materials carry the synthesis of a plural identity, where every scar and hue speaks of memory and possibility. No, Tirana today is not just a city. It’s a state of mind that has become latent within me.

Can it see me?

How does it’s context turn into form?

How can a city deepen memory and possibility?



What will it tell of past, present and future for generations to come?

[image: A high-angle aerial view of a modern glass skyscraper with rooftop gardens rising above a hazy city.]


Tirana’s exhilarating pace layers its timelines, pulling me in, reworking me, letting me belong. The city becomes intimate, becomes profound, so nothing, no project, no presence, can be carved from a formula. This is what draws me so deeply as if we had already met, and yet everything keeps bursting with newness.

By day the tempo tightens. Traffic braids itself into improbable accords. Horns tapping a courteous percussion that never quite becomes anger. Scooters drift like commas; pedestrians edit each sentence as they please, yet it all still holds its coherence by the end (for all). Color runs along facades of both fading and flashing patina alike, over patched stairwells, and under bridges where the Lana mutters against pylons. Cafés exhale steam, the city argues tenderly with itself. Modern and unfinished, it rehearses its progress while moving, dancing.

[image: A dense cluster of modern skyscrapers with varied facades is lit by a warm sunset.]

Perhaps, that’s it: a city is not built but rehearsed, so many times. Memory opens to possibility. Streets remember the choreography of feet. Here the “xhiro” — the evening stroll — draws a slow circle that binds the day: neighborhoods become audience and stage for one another, and architecture is evaluated not by theory but by whether a threshold invites a pause, whether a bench is exactly in the wind’s lee, whether people will live and love and create here just intensely, today and tomorrow. Progress happens in increments: a repaired step, a fresh metal screen that




And a narrow gap between volumes becomes a draft that saves a bit of Summer before the season changes.
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