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          To suffer woes which Hope thinks infinite;

          To forgive wrongs darker than death or night;

          To defy Power, which seems omnipotent;

          To love, and bear; to hope till Hope creates

          From its own wreck the thing it contemplates;

          Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent;

          This, like thy glory, Titan, is to be

          Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free;

          This is alone Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory.

          —Percy Bysshe Shelley,

          Prometheus Unbound, Act IV

        

      

    

  


Foreword 


Herb Greene 





I KNEW I WAS looking at architecture that showed signs of genius when I saw Mickey’s
        design for the Foulke House of 1963. He had invented a fresh structural scheme by slightly
        rotating 2 by 6 inch wood members extending from a single straight ridgeline sloping down to
        form sensuous, undulating arches that formed openings for windows and doors. The metaphors
        of Mickey’s creation are many: undulating waves of energy and running water, a powerful
        single mass differentiating into rhythmic living movement, and historical thatch roofs
        shedding rain and snow. Mickey’s design was one of the most original architectural forms of
        its decade, creating a beautiful interior in form and finish, insulation, and a suitable
        surface to accept wood shingles all at one stroke. 

About 1968, while teaching at the College of Architecture at the University of Kentucky, I
        showed Mickey’s model of this roof to Lou Kahn, at that time probably the most admired
        architect, as determined by the academic and mainstream professional establishment. Kahn,
        who happened to be at the university for a lecture, stared intently at the model for several
        minutes, then turned away without comment. Kahn’s own work was based on selected precepts of
        a decaying two-thousand-year-old intellectual dynasty that, through the funnel of 1960s
        Modernism, limited architecture to the expression of structural systems and mechanical
        equipment within the geometry of euclidean squares, circles, cones, and splayed angles. The
        Foulke House, along with Bruce Goff’s Bavinger and Ford houses, probably were the strongest
        examples of a new architectural reformation. Precepts of this reformation included the
        response to site, clients’ wishes, and existential needs; expressive materials; the
        necessity of enhancing sensory awareness; and the need to extend architectural form beyond
        euclidean limits. 

After Mickey settled in Big Sur, I visited the first Psyllos House while it was under
        construction. I was much taken with its beautiful roof structure and ceiling. Gracefully
        curved and uplifting wood beams were supported by splayed wood columns that again expressed
        actual structural forces in poetic form. The later Scharffenberger House interior and
        Mickey’s own house show delicately tapered wood columns, sometimes separated from the
        ceiling by small expressive metal brackets. I know of no other architect who packs more
        poetry into a column, combining metaphors of the raw nature of sloping tree trunks with
        bodily gestures of lifting, exaltation, and the importance of the human understanding of the
        visible world given by texture and touch. 

By any standard, the Post Ranch Inn is a masterpiece in site planning, architectural
        forms, use of materials, and fine detailing. The natural continuity of the extraordinary
        site is undisturbed by rust-colored cabins supported by wood columns. Tree houses are lifted
        high enough, with spacing between the units, to create the feeling of making us aware of the
        views to the surrounding landscape in a fresh way. In some units there again are natural
        wood columns with splayed brackets that express arms as if lifted in prayer as they provide
        structural support. The dining room seems a perfect orchestration of wood columns, wood slat
        ceiling planes, and glass mitres, with delicate metal mullions that seem to enhance views.
        Mickey’s architecture not only passed the strict California Coastal Commission codes, but
        adds to the beauty of this unique landscape to the benefit of tourists from around the
        world. 

Mickey’s work and his personality have contributed greatly to the legend and reality of
        Big Sur, while his best work will live as a contribution to World Architecture. 

Herb Greene is an architect, artist, and author living in
        Berkeley, California.
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            I WAS BORN in Joplin, Missouri, on April 20, 1935. My parents named me George Kaye
                Muennig. My sister thought I looked like Mickey Mouse, and I’ve been known as Mickey
                ever since. I lived in Joplin for the first eighteen years of my life. 

            I started my studies at the Georgia Institute of Technology, where I intended to
                study aeronautical engineering. After my first year there, another student took me
                to visit the architecture building, where I was overjoyed to see the drawings on
                display. I had read an article on Bruce Goff in a 1947 
                    Architectural Forum
                 that amazed me, and I was fascinated by the Bavinger House and other
                projects that Goff was doing. When I learned that he was teaching at the University
                of Oklahoma, I decided to transfer. The work being done by his students was truly
                fresh and original. It was organic, with more of a living architecture to it. 
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            Bruce Goff always put up inspiring things for display, such as Japanese prints and
                fairy-tale illustrations by Edmund Dulac, Kay Nielsen, and other master
                illustrators. Students were invited to his house every Thursday night, and we would
                lie on the floor with the lights turned out and listen to music by contemporary
                classical composers such as Stravinsky and Takemitsu. He knew all he had to do was
                inspire the students to get the best work out of them. 

            In the fifth year, he offered a course called Architecture 273, in which he would
                lecture on music composition elements such as rhythm, and then have the students
                design a project based only on rhythm. After years of formal training, these unusual
                challenges guided us in new directions, and some of the students’ finest work came
                out of that course. 

            I stayed in close contact with Bruce Goff after I finished school. After graduating,
                I served various apprenticeships. The first took me to New Orleans to work with Phil
                Roach, an old Frank Lloyd Wright apprentice, and Arnold Schoendorf. Next stop was
                Long Beach, Mississippi, where I worked for Vinson Smith. 

            Then the Foulkes called me from Joplin, Missouri. Halley Foulke remembered me because
                I had once been their tenant, and they knew I was an architect. They wanted me to
                design a small house. This was my first chance to design a house on my own that
                would actually be built. 

            I opened an architecture practice and pursued my career. I bought a house on Fifth
                Street and Moffett Avenue in Joplin, where I lived for six years with my wife and
                two children. 

            In 1969, we moved to Denver, Colorado. Herb Greene, a gifted architect and friend
                with whom I had studied at the University of Oklahoma, had found a job for me, and
                we flew to Denver together. When we got there, the economy had gone bad, and the
                architect couldn’t hire me. I looked around for another job, and Max Saul hired me.
                I worked on high-rise apartment buildings and condominiums. 

            In 1971, I took a two-week vacation to take a class on Gestalt therapy at Esalen
                Institute in Big Sur, California. I was late to my first class. The instructor said,
                “We are going to turn out the lights, and I want everyone to stand up and walk
                around until you bump into someone. Then feel them all over.” This was an
                enlightening experience, as I bumped into a well-endowed young lady. (I’d thought I
                was going to be sitting at a desk, taking notes.) This was the beginning of a new
                experience for me, and I stayed an extra week. One day, Al Drucker walked into the
                room with a set of drawings under his arm and asked whether I was an architect and
                if I would help him design his house. This prompted me to move to Big Sur and
                changed my life forever. 

            When I told Bruce Goff I was moving to Big Sur, he said, “I would never go out there
                because they have that horrible, restrictive Coastal Commission.” 

            Bruce Goff died in 1982. After some years, we buried his ashes at Graceland Cemetery
                in Chicago, next to Mies van der Rohe, an architect he always criticized for being
                too conservative. May he forever rest in peace. 

            Big Sur felt like home, and I stayed. I felt fortunate to be able to pursue the free
                life that lay before me. And I have been fortunate to continue my career in a
                beautiful place, with many exceptional clients and exciting opportunities. 
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                “‘[Mickey Muennig] has important lessons to give us about how to build with the
                    land, rather than on it, and how structures can delight in their use of
                    materials,’ Aaron Betsky, curator of architecture at the San Francisco Museum of
                    Modern Art said.” 

                —Lucie Young, “The Nabobs Rough It and Love It,” 
                        New York Times,
                     May 8, 1997 

            

            
Some Thoughts About Architecture 

            A TINY SEED SPROUTS, grows into a plant, and eventually becomes a tree. There are
                many stages in this process of growth and development. The tree’s magnificence is
                sometimes not noticed. It simply is. 

            To me, organic architecture looks to the natural world and tries to be as graceful as
                the tree. Organic architecture is alive, respectful toward the environment, tuned to
                the people who will live or work in the space, and suited to the landscape and its
                surroundings. The construction, materials, and the compatibility of its parts all
                form a whole inspired by an interaction in my mind that considers the clients and
                their needs and desires, the site, and natural ways of bringing them together. 

            In my design process, I enjoy spending time with people, learning about them and what
                they want, and then I try to develop a concept that tunes soul to structure. People
                have many dreams that they want to incorporate into their houses, and I find that an
                interesting experience to work through. I observe, listen, dream, and draw. Then I
                listen some more, and then I draw more. 

            The client, architect, and builder form a holy trinity. It takes all of them working
                as a coordinated team to make a really successful building. 

            I believe the architecture that people inhabit every day can turn their minds around,
                and I want to do that in a simple and sincere way. The best spaces can help people
                see and feel beyond their vision.

            

                “Mickey Muennig . . . became the first master of eco-minded architecture,
                    perfecting green-roof construction more than 30 years before it became the
                    fashionable way to build. . . . He’s an unsung hero of the green movement
                    precisely because he never made an effort to publicize himself.” 

                —Alastair Gordon, “California Grass,” 
                        Wall Street Journal,
                     April 30, 2009
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