






T H E   B I G   S U R   Y E A R S

In the Words of Henry Miller
When Henry Miller wrote about his neighbors in Big Sur, he left a warm
portrait of Warren Leopold: a refined designer and builder who loved the
creative process, detached from the pursuit of money or the
compromises that came with it.

These reflections are captured in Miller’s Big Sur and the Oranges of
Hieronymus Bosch.

Warren can earn good money as a first-class carpenter.
He doesn’t want to. He wants a little piece of land, just
enough to raise some fruit and vegetables, rabbits and
chickens, and to hell with your $12.50 per day—or is it
$20.00 a day that first-class carpenters now earn?

If I were running the World Order of Human Merit,
I would make Warren Leopold a Chevalier.

Warren loves to build houses but loathes his profession.
And with good reason. For, until one can establish
himself as another Frank Lloyd Wright, one is
condemned to design homes that will suit the taste of
people who have no understanding of architecture
whatever. In short, one must do the very opposite of
what one believes in. To circumvent this dilemma,
Warren had the very sensible idea of building a house
according to his own ideas, living in it for a while, then
selling it to anyone who took a fancy to it.



