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The Building That Waits
(inspired by Maria Eichhorn's concepts of unowned property and legal time)

At 21 lasonos a building refuses to be known. It has no owner, no lease, no tax ID. The sun hits it like
any other structure, but the law moves around it—like water around a stone. Anna first noticed it
because it didn’t appear on her real estate app. She’d been doom-scrolling listings, watching the
prices climb like mold. Rooftop terraces, minimalist renovations, “artsy industrial shells.” But this one,
this two-story neoclassical relic wrapped in iron balconies and speckled with lichen—was simply not
there. She walked past it once. Twice. A week later, she stood before its locked door and felt...
ignored. Not rejected, not welcomed—just unacknowledged. The mailbox was jammed with yellowed
papers. Someone had drawn a keyhole on the wall in charcoal, but the door had no lock. Later, a
contact in the urban planning office whispered to her: “There’s no paperwork. No deed, no title. It was
nationalized, de-nationalized, contested, inherited by someone who never existed. It's a building in a
state of legal purgatory.” Anna became obsessed. She brought candles and left them on the steps like
offerings. She sat across from it and read from old city records, murmuring the names of long-dead
bureaucrats. She dreamed that the building walked at night, shuffling its foundations, waiting to be
claimed, and simultaneously dreading it. One day, scaffolding appeared. A developer’s sign. She
panicked and broke in. Inside, the walls breathed. Layers of time peeled back like damp wallpaper:
anarchist slogans, Ottoman tiles, the smell of old books. A ceiling fan spun despite no power. In the
far room, a ledger lay open, pages blank except for one line: “To own something truly, you must
understand its refusal.” She left and never saw the scaffolding again. The sign vanished. The building
returned to stillness. People still walk past it. Some don’t notice. Others pause, uneasy, like they’ve
skipped a page in the story of the city. But the building doesn’t mind. It is not abandoned. It is
waiting.
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At 21 lasonos stands a building with no owner, no deed, no record. Anna noticed it missing from real
estate apps—just iron balconies and silence. A planner whispered: “It’s in legal purgatory.” Anna grew
obsessed. Candles, dreams, whispers. One day: scaffolding. She broke in. Walls breathed, time peeled
back. A ledger read: “To own something truly, you must understand its refusal.” She left. The
scaffolding vanished. The building stayed. Not abandoned—waiting.

From:
https://jeron.org/echoes/ - Echoes of Emptiness

Permanent link:
https://jeron.org/echoes/doku.php?id=the_building that_waits

Last update: 2025/05/07 10:14

Echoes of Emptiness - https://jeron.org/echoes/


https://jeron.org/echoes/
https://jeron.org/echoes/doku.php?id=the_building_that_waits

