g i ) ; SN : ; New apprentices
he smell of baking bread fills the kitchen at Taliesin West. In the next room an apprentice designs at sleep in tents

a computer, a copy of Portable Thoreau at his side. Outside, a Samoyed named Rebar snoozes on a scattered on Taliesin
) i ; 3 S ; West’s 500 acres.
terrace while several students, tools in hand, swarm overa roof in need of repair: Someone asks a strap- Niacure, Wiright
ping 19-year-old if he'll be around later “Ob, sure,” he says, grinning. “Tll be here for the next s believed, was the
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yeas: Though a generation has passed since Wiights death, his spinitis everywhere ar Taliesin: in the beSt_ achelie
4 e e @ / architecture.

and-redwood buildings that seem to grow out of the desert, in the portrait of the mas-
ter on Plommmr di y in the dmmnu room. But the heart of W nohrx luﬂcv 1s the fdlowshlp—
some 60 architects, teachers, apprentices, archivists and spouses who \\'orl\ and live on the grounds.
Many have spent their entire adulelives here, housed in small apartments and paid a modest snpend
(] hn Rattenbury came to Taliesin at 21; his wife, Kay, who died last year, arrived at 16 and became
an nterior de P2 givannas trusted aide.) The students con-
tinue to come from all over the world, gamely sleeping in spartan
dwellings and eager to follow /nghts dictum “Learning by domng’
Meals are communal, chores are shared. All this togetherness, the resi-
dents feel, brings out the best in them and 1n their work. Says Ratten-

bury: “You can't design a building tha’s better than you are.

Entertainment is self-

made at Taliesin. Right:

A third-year student [
plays the violin in his
shelter, which has no
water or electricity.
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