FRANK LLOYD WRIGHT
DEMONSTRATES ORGANIC ARCHITECTURE
PEDRO E. GUERRERO EXHIBIT

As you face the Gift Shop on Level Four, the Organic Architecture Exhibit begins on
your left. There are twelve photographs in total. Photograph number one begins on
your immediate left and moves clockwise with photograph number 12 on your
immediate right. The excerpts qouted below are from Mr. GuerrEro’s book entitied

PICTURING WRIGHT

“Ben Raeborn pf Horizon Press, the publisher of Mr. Wright's forthcoming book “The
Future of Architecture,” alerted me in 1953 to be prepared to photograph Mr. Wright in
New York.

During a television interview with Hugh Downs on the “Teday” show some months
earlier, he had demonstrated with his hands the differences between organic and
conventional architecture. Raeborn wanted to use the series to accompany the
complete text of Mr. Wright's conversation in the book. There was no videotape then to
capture the event so Mr. Raeborn needed reenactments of each technique as
Hlustrations.

| met him at Mr. Wright's suite at Plaza Hotel, and step by step we recreated the
television lesson. The resulting twelve images are shown at the right. In the first six
photos Mr. Wright illustrated conventional architecture and its use of post-and-beam
construction:

1. Posts and beams,

2. Beams and posts,

3. Cutting and slashing partitions,

4. Butting partitions,

5. Riveting to make a connection and create tension, and,

6. How the rivet might give way because of the rigidness of conventional architecture.

In the next series (photographs 7 through 10} Mr. Wright clasped his hands together,
interlocking his fingers to indicate the strength and flexibility of his organic architecture.
As he talked he rocked his hands back and forth, showing how organic architecture
had tensile strength because it could use steel to span great spaces. In organic
architecture, he said, “You see one thing merging into another and being of another
rather than this old cut, butt, and slash.”

In the last two photographs, Mr. Wright explained his design concept for the Unitarian
Meeting House in Madison, Wisconsin, finished a while earlier. The plan was
triangular, as he showed, and the roof, illustrated by placing his hands together, also
was triangular. The shape created the "expression of reverence without recourse to
the steeple,” he modestly explained.
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. John Rayward Residence
. George Sturges Residence
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PEDRO GUERRERO EXHIBIT
WEST CORRIDOR (GIFT SHOP END)

Numbers for the photograph’s can be found on the lower right hand side

PRIVATE HOMES

NAME LOCATION
H. J. Neils Residence Minneapolis, Minnesota
H. J. Neils Residence Living Room “ Y

Rose Pauson Residence Phoenix, Arizona
. David Wright Residence Phoenix, Arizona
. David Wright Residence Aerial View Phoenix, Arizona
. “The Essence of The House” - FLW _
David Wright Entry Ramp Phoenix, Arizona
. Robert Llewellyn Wright Residence Bethesda, Maryland

New Canaan, Connecticut
Brentwood Heights, California

TALIESIN WEST
SCOTTSDALE, ARIZONA

. Two Taliesin Fellows Working

. Taliesin West Construction

. Taliesin West Drafting Studio & Courtyard

. Taliesin West, View from the McDowell Foothills

View from Taliesin West Drafting Studio

. Taliesin West Drafting Studic with Canvas Roofs
. Bell Tower at High Noon

. Mr. Wright's Office

. Mr. Wright's Office Drafting Table

WISCONSIN WORKS

. Herbert & Katherine Jacob’s Residence |  Madison, WI

. Bernard Schwartz Residence Two Rivers, WI
. Bernard Schwartz Residence Foyer Two Rivers, WI
. John Clarence Pew Residence Madison, WI

View of Lake Mendota

. John Clarence Pew Madison, WI

DATE
1952
1952
1940
19563
1959

1953
1960
1959
1947

1947
1947
1940
1959
1940
1940
1940
1947
1947

1940
1940
1940
1940

1940
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PEDRO GUERRERO EXHIBIT
EAST CORRIDOR

Numbers for the photograph’s can be found on the lower right hand side

PORTRAITS

NAME LOCATION DATE
. Signing an Autograph New York City 1953
. Instructing Woerkmen New York City 1953

Sixty Years of Living Architecture Exhibition
. The Pencil Sharpener - Taliesin West Scottsdale, Arizona 1947
. “I'm an Architect. What will You Have?” Taliesin Studio Spring Green, WI 1947
. Tea Break New York City 1953

Sixty Years of Living Architecture Exhibition
. Playing the Piano for a Taliesin Wedding  Unity Chapel - Spring Green, WI 1940
. Hat, Cane and Hand - Reisley Residence Pleasantville, New York 1947

DIVINE WRIGHT

. Beth Shalom Synagogue Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 1960
. Beth Shalom Synagogue Altar Elkins Park, Pennsylvania 1960
. Annie Pfeiffer Chapel Lakeland, Florida 1948

Florida Southern College
. Unitarian Meeting House Madison, Wi 1952
. Unitarian Meseting House Pulpit Madison, Wi 1952

TALIESIN
SPRING GREEN, WISCONSIN

. Taliesin-Studio with San Francisco Call Model 1947
. Mr. Wright's Private Study with View of Romeo & Juliet Windmill 1952
. Mr. Wright's Private Study & Daybed . 19562
. Taliesin Living Room 1952
. Taliesin Hilltower 1947
. Taliesin in the Snow 1940
. Romeo and Juliet Windmiill 1940
. Cows in a Meadow at Taliesin 1940




WRIGHT AT HOME
SPRING GREEN, WISCONSIN

1. Mr. & Mrs. Wright in the Snow with Twip
Romeo & Juliet Windmill in the Background
2. Midsummer Picnic at Taliesin
3. Architect, Farmer, Collector
4, Hillside Studio with Davy Davison and His Son Tal
5. Fellowship Picnic with Mr. Wright

1940

1940
1952
1947
1940
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"Au revoitl Come back and see ust”

Frank Lloyd Wright stood on the concrete platiorm sep-
arating the desert from his civilizotion, Taliesin Wes!. He
faced wesl, loward lhe rood | had just raveled, waving
goodbye fo,deparling guests. He wore o pair of loose-
fitting khaki shorls, a white polo shin, white onkledengih
socks, ond brown leather sandals. On his head was o
tan porkpie hal. He leaned jountily on o cane. In spite
of his cosual ollire | was starlfed by his majestic presence.

His guests led o plume of dust as they heoded wesl on
the unpaved rood. He walched them briefly and then
lurned his ailention 1o me.

“And who are you?” he osked.

"My name is Pedro Guerrero,” | answered. *f wrole
for an appoiatment. I'm a photographer.” | had never in-
roduced myself thal way before.

Without gelling more than a fleeting glonce o the
spectacle that is Toliesin West, | found mysell being led
into Mr. Wright's studio. In spite of my newly acquired
sophislication in art, | knew liitle about him. 1 set out
my portfolio. While scanning it he made enthusiastic
comments and questioned me about my origin and ed-
ucation. He was interested that | was o locol ond of
Mexican descent~—rtwo Iruths thot | did not, if | could
help it, advertise.

"I see you have a fondness for the ladies.”

My porifalio was a hodgepodge of schoolinspired still
lifes of commercial products, food, fashion, ond an un-
necessory number of nudes ot a beach.

“Well, those were done in school—school assign-
ments. | like women, of course, but 1 thought that the
nudes show o proficiency that the ham and eggs don'l.*

“Are you morried2”

"No, sir.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-two."

- "Well, don't mory untif you're thirty and then marry o
girl of nineteen, She'll keep you young. Young people to-
day marey lo6 early and then—right awoy—the babies.
You're not in a hurry, are you2”

“No, sir.”

While looking through my porifolio, Mr. Wiight con-
tinued to cholter. He chorlled at some of his own ques-
lions, my answers, and some secret roillery that our con-
versation inspired. | liked him instontly. He was unlike
anyone | hod known,

“What are you doing now?”

“Nothing. I'm unemployed.”

"Would you like to work for us? We've jus! lost our
photographer. He had some difficulty with women.”

When M. Wright ¢
1 were al the Usonic
site in Pleasantville,
MNew York, in 1946
ouwr pholograph wa
taken by Keneji
Domolo, an archites
ond former appren-
lice. Mr. Wright we
on on inspeckion tor
1o see three of his
houses loking shape
He congralvlated m
on the birth of my fi
child, a doughter.
“You young guys,” h
joked, “get martied
and right away you
storl having bobies.
profested: "Me.
Wiight, this is my fi
child. By the time yc
had been married ¢
long as i, you alteo
hod five.” He just

laughed.




Whot timing—what incredible luck!

“I'd love to work for you, but as you can see [ have o
lot to learn.”

“'llheach you. The pay isn’t much, but you con eat
here. You can start now.”

It all happened so quickly. Within minutes of my ar
rival | bad committed myself without hesilation to an of-
fer of work so undefined as to be abstract. If the pay
wosn't much, whal wos it exacily? What was this place?
And for whom would [ be working®

My arrival ot Taliesin West in December 1939 was in-
deed a great slroke of luck. Just two years earlier Frank
tloyd Wright ond his Taliesin Fellowship (his group of ap:
prentices} hod established a winter home in Arizona
rather than spend the enlire year at Taliesin, in Spring
Green, Wisconsin., Me. Wright had experienced the mild
Arizona winters earlier, first in 1927, when he collabo-
roled with Albert Chase McArthur on the design of the
Asizona Biltmore in Phoenix, and again in 1929, when
he was preparing drawings for the resort hotel San Mar-
cos in the Desert, a projec! doomed by the stock market
crash. A bout with pneumonia and the advice of doctors
prompted him to return fo Arizona to look for property on
which 1o build. From 1937 uniil his death in 1959 Tal-
iesin West wos under construction, continuolly being
changed by Mr. Wright. During this fime he and the Fel-
lowship spent half of every year in Arizona; during the
other half they lived and worked ot the original Taliesin.

With the recent completion of such accloimed projects
as Faollingwater in Mill Run, Pennsylvania, the Jacobs
house in Madison, Wisconsin, and the Johnson Wax Ad-
minisiration Building in Racine, Wisconsin, Mr. Wright
was regorded by mony os America’s grealest architect.
This was a remarkable comeback for a man who had so
recently been considered the “old man” of architecture.

But here he was, ol age sevenly, embarking on o new

phase of his career and o new chollenge —the con-
struction of Toliesin West on eight hundred acres of rock-
striewn desert in the foothills of the McDowell Range.

Taliesin West was only twenty-four miles from the ploce
[ called home for twenty years—Mesa, Arizono—a
ploce [ had fled in despair less than three years earlier
The second of six children, | was born in Casa Gronde,
Arizona, in a rude shack my father built for three hundred
dollars. Soon ofter | was born my father, o foremon in o
lumberyord, was transterred 1o Meso. He traded the
house and half o dozen chickens for o used Model T and
moved the family the forty-mile distance. A few years laler
my father indulged a fancy that he was an arlist by de-
claring himseif a sign painter. A man of enormous charm
and induslry, he estoblished o highly successful sign shop
and by ihe 1930s became a respected member of the
business community.

Although my siblings ond | never lived in the barrio, we
were slill governed by oll its constrainis. We attended seg-
regaled schools, we were not permited to swim in the my-
nicipol swimming pool, and we were lo sit only on the feft
side of the movie theater, the section designated for Mex-
icans, blocks, and the occasional Pima Indion. But our
family did not suffer from want, and we were among the
handful of Mexican children who compleled high school.

Graduotion presented me with o problem: [ had no
idea whot [ would do next. College was never an op-
tion. My feachers did.not suggest it. My father and
mather, who had an eighth- and third-grade education,
tespectively, did not think of it, end neither did t. | ac-
cepled my diploma and spent the next two years of my
fife playing musical chairs wilh the few jobs availoble in
that one-street town.

Career choices are the ploythings of chance. | made
a snap decision o pursuve o career in art, not because |

believed shat | had ony special talent but because il




secemed exotic ond | thought Ihot Ihe exolic was not
bound by prejudice. So cne day, wilhoul werning or dis-
cussion, | announced 1o my parents that | would be leav-
ing Mesa lo prepare for o career in orl. | set my sights
on the Art Center School in los Angeles.

| leh Mesa in 1937 on the nighi of my twenlieth birth-
doy. Two days later | arrived at the Arl Center School
unannounced and without the slightest idea of what |
wonted to study under the brood cofegory of art. | was
informed thot the or courses were filled.

“Whal else do you leach?”

"Well— photogrophy.”

"I'll lake anything to keep from geing bock home.”

Photography was foreshodowed by several incidenls,
one as eorly as first grode. By chance | discovered that
when the door lo the boys' 1oilet was shut, images from
the oulside —including my schoolmales at play— were
projected onto the walls, ceiling, and floor through a tiny
hole in the door. As if by magic the entire room was trons-
formed info o comera obscura. | was mesmerized by this
spectacle. Some years loler, af the final owords assem-
bly at Mesa High School, the art depariment awarded
the outstanding art student a box camera, | was the re-
cipient of that auspicious trophy.

From the Art Center School | called my fother and told
him thet | was going 1o be a photogropher—ond fo send
a camera. My impulsive choice boflled him almost as
much as my sudden departure from Mesa, but he obliged
me. In photography | again found the enchontment | dis-
covered so long ago storing at the images projected
through o hole in the toilet door,

Al school in Los Angeles there was enough to learn 1o
consume four years of study: opfics, emulsions, film
speeds, chemical formulas, fime and temperalure ratios,
light, shadows, lighting, logic, compasition, But [ was im-

patient. At the end of my second year | received a less

than enthusiaslic critique of my work and leh the school
in a fit of pique. Se in the summer of 1939 1 went back
home lo Mesa. :

While waiting for somelhing lo happen, | built o dark-
room behind our garage. | had no idea how | would
find work. I thought about becoming a newspaper pho-
tographer, but after racing home to get a comera lo pho-
tograph an overluined cor | crossed off that idea. Father
was vndersiandably impatient with my indolence. He
sensed even before | did that something drasfic had 1o
be done. As it happened, he had painted a sign years
before, in 1928, to mark the site of Ocatilio, the small
fent city that Frank Lloyd Wright and his draltsmen built
while working out the details for Son Marcos in the
Desert. Father told me that Mr. Wright had a school
somewhere in the valley beyond Scottsdale, and he
wondered if perhaps there might be something there for
me fo do.

Father had often seen Mr, Wiright ot the Elquest Paint
Compony in Phoenix. The next lime Father went o the
store he asked Mr. Elquest for Mr. Wright's address. M.
Elquest also gave him a letter of introduction, which | en-
closed when 1 wiole lo request an oppointment.

“Yes,” Mr. Wright wrote back. “Come any lime.”

So, on a morning of unimagined importance to me,
following some general directions | set out to find Fronk
tloyd Wright. In those days Scolisdale was on in-
significant byway: o general store with a gasoline pump
oul front, three or four retail businesses, and an ice house.
Houses were scaitered about as if by an ill wind. As |
drove along | come upon the occosional odobe ranch
hause squalling on the shaved desert floor. Clherwise the
tawny, sere, caliche surface was broken only by brush—
iumbleweed, paloverde, mesquite—ond voricus forms of
cacli. The unpaved but “improved” road ended a short
distance north of Scoftsdale. The McCormick Ranch was




the last outpost. Al thot point 1 lurned dight and followed
a bumpy, twisting, rutied traif leading 1o the distont hills.

Eventually a perceplible horizontal slosh in the foothills
of the McDowell Range appeared. While weaving my
woy, 1 Iried to imagine what | would fiad and | tried to
proctice what to say. Although | was a bit nervous about
meeting Mr. Wright, [ really knew very litlle obout him.
My first exposure to him had been through o Iraveling
photographic exhibition at the At Center School. The ex-
hibit's archileciural section included Hedrich-Blessing's fo-
mous image of Follingwater, ond in the portraiture sec-
lion was a photograph of Mr. Wright himself. 8oth these
photographs impressed me, but | did not connect the two
until much later. Still, { was onxious about the impression
| would make. The difficult terrain did not allow my mind
to wander oo much, however. Al lost | sow a reossuting
sign, o symbol whose significonce | was vet to learn. I
was a patterned wood square measuring about two feel
by two feel, painted red, mounted on o post and paint:
ing 10 the nearby hifls. Aller a few more minules of wild,
rock-strewn londscope | arrived ot Taliesin West,

{ found a parking space between two of a number of
cars painted the same shade of red. Three people stood
Ihirty feet oway. 1 opproached them with my portfolio of
school photographs under my arm. That thirty teet was
the final distance | would hove lo wolk between a fife of
longing for change and an everexpanding area of opr

portunily, chollenge. and adventure.

My job interview with Mr. Wright losled about filteen min-
utes al mast. Obviously, both of us were satislied with
each other

“Start loday,” he said.

“I don't have my equipmenl. I'll be back tomorrow.”

“fine! I'll have Gene show you around. Gene,” he

colled. "show this boy oround the place.”

He inroduced us. “His name is Pete, and he'll be
working for us.”

Taliesin West opened up before me with Eugene Mas-
selink, Mr. Wright's closest asseciate, as my guide. Gene
wove me in and out of so much so fast that my first jm-
pression was surreal. Cortés could not have been more
starlled at finding the world of the Azlecs than | was in
walking into an atmosphere that forever changed the way
i looked on my own world. Nolhing in my experience
could have prepared me for this stunning complex of
buildings. | realized that it was sculpture—o sculpfure of
canvas, redwood, and slone rising out of the desert. Tal-
iesin Wesl was molded from the deser! too: ils colors, its
lexiures those of the ground from which it evolved. s form
echoed the surrounding genile slopes and hills; it was as
rugged ond brutal as the wbble and spiny tangle on all
sides. The swarms of young people who so lovingly lo-
bored there gave it scale, life, and boundary.

All oround was a great confusion of activity. The ded-
icated bustle of so many young people was impressive,
and | was apprehensive obout how they would receive
me. As we walked along | sow that forms were being
built, cement was being poured, slones were being
wheelbarrowed— all the functions of conslruction were
being underlaken by the “boys,” as Mr. Wright would
forever refer to his apprentices. What | had first estimated
lo be hundreds were in fact only fortyfive apprentices,
moslly men, mostly indiflerent to me.

Lunch did not dispel this impression. My infroduction
then did not lead ta any kiendly expression of welcome.
It did not seem likely, in this sea of unresponsive taces,
that there was one who might somedoy be a friend. The
meol was nol eaten in silence, but the longuage was
sirange and the jokes were incomprehensible. No one
made the slightest effort 1o show me the minimal courtesy

ot acknowledge my presence This was the Taliesin




Fellowship, and my reception was slondard procedure.
All outsiders—lo the Fellowship, proctically the whole
world —were irealed with icy aloofness unlil they were
iied ond found acceptoble It would be only a few shor
weeks before |, too, would reoct the same woy lo an
even newer “fellow” thon .

| refurned to Mesa late thal afternoon. It was not pos-
sible 1o describe fo my family exactly how | felt, what |

had seen, and what it all had to do wilh me.

Once eslablished as Mr. Wright's hired pholographer
and then os oo apprenlice in Arizona, | followed the
Wiights ond the Fellowship 1o Wisconsin in May 1940,
There, as an official member of the Toliesin Fellowship,
( spent the greales! part of my time in the pholo lab, prini-
ing the images thal | had photograghed just weeks be-
fore in Arizona,

During this time my relotionship with Mr. Wright was
defined. After accompanying me o the Jacobs house in
Madison. Wisconsin—my first assignment away from
Taliesin~he finally decided that | could be trusted to
photograph a house without his supervision. He wanted
to include the Schwarlz house in Two Rivers, Wisconsin,
in on exhibition of his work 1o be held at the Museum
of Modern A, entitled Frank Uoyd Wright: American
Architect ([November 13, 1940, 1o fonuory 5, 1941}
and assigned me to pholograph it. Later | pholographed
the Pauson house in Phoenix when we returned fo Ari-
zona thot winler. For the most parl | waos left o my own
devices. | had no budget [neither did he), but somehow
he made it his business to keep me adequately stocked
with film ond other supplies. Mr. Wright simply men-
tioned what work he wanted done, and [ decided how
best to accomplish it.

In May 1941, olier o prolonged personal struggle
aboul whether to serve in the armed forces if the United

Stotes went 1o war, |efl the Fellowship In Seplember |
enlisted in the Aumy Air Corps For fourleen months |
was slationed al Lukelield Air Force Base in Phoenix,
serving first as o photogrophic technician and then as
o cadet. | was commissioned o second lieutenant al
Yole Universily. In Moy 1942 the Air Corps assigned
me to the Art Center School to do research in color
printing, ond there | mel Barbare Haley Smith of Ster-
ling, Colorado, a talenled young pointer. Between my
tacticol raining at various posts here and my assign:
meni as o photographic laboratory commander for o
bombordment group in llaly, we were marded. | was
mustered oul of the ormy as a captain in 1945,

Although marriage hod ended any fatent notion I might
have hod about rejoining the Fellowship, omong my fis!
acts on returning to civilion life wos 1o pay my respects
to the Wrights al Taliesin in Wisconsin. Mr. Wright, who
had opposed the war, greeted me with the edmonition,
"Why didn't you go to jail like an honorable mong*
Shill, the visit went well, and Mr. Wright enthusiasticolly
accepled my offer lo be "on coll” to him as long as he
pleased. For the following fourteen years [ continved
my associofion with Mr, Wright, and he continved to
occupy @ place in my pantheon of heroes, a position
he had to shate with my father.

Immediately ofter the wor [ seflled in New York City, where
my wile had woited while | served in the army. Althaugh
the early quest for meaningful work was nol eosy, my port-
folio of Mr. Wright's work opened doors wide if they
opened ot all. Once established as a freelance pholog:
rapher in orchiteclure, | compleled assignments for most if
not all the mojor architecture and shelter magazines —
House ond Garden, House and Home, Better Homes ond
Gordens, Architecturol Forum, Architectural Record. Vegue,
ond Harpers Bazaor. My assignments also included




pholographing the wark of other archilects such os Mar-
cel Brever, £dward Durell Sione, and Philip Johnson.

As our family became toa lorge to manage in a sixth-
flcor walkup opariment, my wife and 1 ond our twa chil-
dren moved lo the country. We bought and remodeled o
smal! cotage on o low hill overlooking ten or so apple
trees in New Conaan, Conneclicul. We enlarged the
house as our lomily grew by two more children. | com-
muled daily to New York, forty-five miles away.

later | became enchonted with the wark of two other
important artists who also greally influenced my lite and
my wortk: Alexander Calder, whom | mel while on
assignment for House and Gorden and spent thirleen
years photographing, and Louise Nevelson, whom | spent
two yeats pholographing. They, like M. Wright, were in-
ventors of new art forms, and | found it exhilarofing te be
around such creativity.

All were equally passionate about their work but com:
pletely different in character. The elegont, almost foppish

M. Wright was creative, resourcelul, eloquent, and of-

ten imperious. The casual, earthy Calder, who gave
wings to art as the invenlor of the mobile. was olso cre-
ative and resourceful by olways unpretenlicus My
Wright's tweeds, stiff collors, French-heel shoes, capes,
cane, ond rolled-brim parkpie hat were ne more studied
than Calder’s flannel shirts (blue or bright red), chino
panis, hightop brogans. and his thick shack of snow
white hair, but so comferiable was he wilh his image that
[ once sow o stack of brand new chino panls next 1o @
stack of red flannel shirts, looking exaclly as they musl
have in the store where he bought them. Nevelson, also
a driven artist, proud and vain, similarly guarded her im-
age —the absurdly fong, gravity-delying lashes, her body
weapped in loyer on layer of multicolored, multitextured
fabrics, her head bound in o groy babushka. She foo in-
vented her ort form, calling herselt “the first recycler.” Gra-
cious and alfectionale, she insisted on being called by
her first name, just os Calder insisted on being colled by
his nickname, Sandy.

Frank Hoyd Wright, of course, was never just "Frank.”




