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towards the Metropolitan. I was satisfied with what I had done,
dissatisfied. I wanted to quit in full glory, but I wanted to hap,
for glories and triumphs untold. From the moment of the Vels;
triumph, that ambivalence began to eat away at me.
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had raised a rumpus in the press early on by stating that running
e Met was no different from running General Motors. I had meant
If you took the glamour away, the museum was just a business
ith all its excitement—and drudgery. I had started off my director-
ship wanting to make the Met into a crusading force, but I was
coming around to the opinion that the institution had to be molded
to an efficient business enterprise blessed with economic equilib-

I was convinced that I had eased the Met into the twentieth cen-
tury with the establishment of the career and salary plan, the educa-
_é_ﬁonal and outreach programs, and especially with the building plans.
But there was far more to do to make the institution a finely tuned
mechanism.,

~ The revenue-producing opportunities were paying off handsomely
by the end of my fourth year. Under the guidance of Brad Kelleher
anew postcard shop had been constructed in the broad alley adja-
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—only something like four million dollars and the paymenp
be given over time, after his death. I pointed out that four
was less than twenty percent of the twenty-two million
collection was worth. He took the hint. He asked, *“Would
able to emboss—in large gold letters—on the cover the wo; ; :
Josephine Bay Paul Memorial Gardens’?”
Ofpcoursel Y - ind would be sent God knows where,
Over the next few years we received a few more interestin
tures from Colonel Michael Paul, including a fine marble t
Antoine Houdon. On his death we were informed by h
foundation officials that no one had ever heard of his instruc
three or four million dollars to fund a memorial garden. ;

z that onelof three things would happ

ggage would be lost, our documents would p

e’ ot i

eid have 0 return (o London without he g D

ould have lost our rooms and o d b

:gﬁrci::tld lllnarl:»le floor of the horrid Rossia Hote‘lwe @ have to

ourists :::oa‘? had a clipboard with a sheaf of papers tallyi
One morning Rousseau told me exultantly that we had to g ming that day with the name atying

M ; o _ jgh you could suggest the s of the hotels, Al-
oscow one more time. Our earlier trips to coddle th : G one you wanted, they assj

the Ministry of Culture had paid off. There was a thaw igned you

tv&feen th; _U'nit.ed Sltates _and the SovieF Union triggered ; | ! ency dining roo ;

Nixon’s initiatives in China. We were informed by a membe oy m and a congenial bar and rooms wi

Soviet consulate in New York that we ought to go at onc = WIth gz

to press our case. [ wanted Karl Katz, director of special

to join us. Soon after the public hearing he had been hi

Katz was shivering with anxiety as the hours before his I_g

me to Moscow ticked down without the arrival of his

.ﬁ;: ourdnat:mes. We were not on the list
3 .
o Iultll ador iwo hours when I told the clerk I sudd
i io ten a Telex assuring me that we did o
p o éndt e N_atmnal. I was banking on the fact til Tes
ady arrived and had talked his way in Luck{ﬂlt T;d
: ily, he

EZ:-Z iews in Russia,” he muttered darkly. ““You go i$ room was huge with a sitting room i
. _ _ spacio
I told him I'd go with him or not at all and pooh-poo " g0t our luggage out of the waiting limp -y
2 € of course—and told the lady in ChO-—we VeITRYE -
arge of rooms that

in with our companion. ‘*
$ . “No!’ she s
k" . cream b
lroom was not luxurious enough, and wed. Not_pos~
, ‘u;{ury accommodations , 2 Ak
ME for a tantrum. I sh ;
- 1 shouted and shov
e ' ed a bunch o -
igran ; iace._ We were official guests of the Mf;gl:fu
e 20 tgp(;n}{n‘:nt to meet Khrushchey, | shout ay
: € Politburo. Alternati , e
i : ! ingly, Ted
S’(I‘eg’ls]iuwu‘h comphments. When he pulledlz)lsf edCMr’
B s‘s;iz;)xl rgslfts :]an to cosmetics while mine ianh?(;
—she began to i
el be; melt. She o
- Iges :;:om to see if it were “luxuriousffiledn e
e bags, up again five flights. Ma?lglgl?f;

Ve in, by this
e ? t1 @
B ents. me reduced to giggles from Ted’s

He was not a target of discrimination, I lied; the Sovie
lessly inefficient. At the last moment the visa arrived
said it had been sent to the wrong place. I didn’t belie
nation for a moment and took care to keep a speci
Karl.

The only way to visit the Soviet Union was with a sn
your face and a relaxed attitude. Nothing worked. T
was surreal. The first words out of anybody’s mo
“no’ or ‘‘not possible.”” You had to ease in, stay
sense of humor, and only when absolutely necess
per. When you chose to do so—and the tantrum
contrived—then the explosion had to be volcanic
never to be worn down by the constant barrage ¢

mess-ups.
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nange of works of art between the United States and the USSR,
jally sanctioned by Nixon and Brezhnev, and signalling détente.
;,y Kissinger had become excited about our loan negotiations,
rking that if the two nations put culture on the agenda with the
<t of the touchy items, when talks failed on the truly difficult is-
, both sides could at least say to the world that they could agree
ne vital subject.
d Rousseau became something of a dynamo after his chastise-
and pressured me to go to East Germany to see the treasures
ast Berlin and Dresden and begin to warm up the East German
ral officials for the prospect of stunning loans exhibitions. In
cember 1973 off we went to Munich and East Germany.
We hired a pair of Mercedes town cars with chauffeurs for the trip
Dresden. Despite the magnificent collections of the paintings gal-
, the treasures of the Green Vaults and the restored architec-
ure of the rococo Zwinger, I hated the city. It had the smell of death
| hanging over it.
On the long drive from Dresden to West Berlin, I folded myself
itly into the front seat and dictated moody reminiscences of the
frip and gloomy observations about my future. I mumbled on about
urdens of being director and about my *‘loss of creativity.”” My
final words were about having ‘‘done the job at the Met and it’s time
to move on maybe to politics—and I await the call—or in something
I have no idea what, which would be marvelous, the mystery and
rof the unknown.”
he chance came from a most unexpected area—Philadelphia—
here | was asked to become the chief executive officer of the 1976
rld’s Fair. I was assured I could form the themes, hire the archi-
ects, and run the extravaganza. I was flattered and intrigued and
ad many a chat with Robert Moses to learn his financial arrange-
ent with the New York fair. The job offer floundered, partly be-
aai.use the Nixon administration was cool to the idea of a centralized
centennial celebration where the ““hippies’’ and anti-Vietnam War
rotesters could congregate. I also began to think that the Philadel-
ia fair would never become a truly grand event. I turned the job
own but, like a good businessman, made sure that the Met, in order
'keep me, was forced to negotiate my first contract. It was to be
I three years, seventy-five thousand dollars a year, a raise of
enty-five thousand, plus a guaranteed rise to one hundred thou-
d plus a generous expense account. I was pleased with the new
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In a week we conducted a flurry of meetings with mipjq
tionaries—Baturov, Maturin, Masurov, and Butrova—apq
domitable Furtseva. Ted and I were astonished at how Smoo:
discussions went. It was obvious that the Politburo itself haq £ 8
the exchange. I had experienced a stroke of luck just before ent
ing. Governor Rockefeller had invited me to fly up in his pls
Rochester and hear an address by Nixon on revenue sharing y,
in fact, turned into a discussion of foreign policy including his
mistic prognostication on relations with the Soviet Unjgp
talked briefly with the president after the speech and told hj;
my forthcoming visit. His comment was, “A loan exchange mj
more important than any one of us thinks now.”” He urgeq
brief the head of the Council for the Arts, Nancy Hanks, o
return. With my Soviet colleagues I, of course, harped continy
on my conversation with Nixon. That struck home. Over the
evoked Nixon’s name whenever the negotiations slowed down

They seldom did. In fact we had to endure only two three-
long meetings to arrive at a concordat—in principle. My drea
an exchange of some of our best European old masters for th
and artifacts of the Scythian tribes from the Hermitage. My Ry
colleagues wanted the complete Metropolitan—a variety show
every department—in exchange for a selection of some 250
from all sections of the Hermitage. Ted Rousseau soon figu
out why. He had happened to see on a pile of books on a d
in the ministry a catalogue of an exhibition sent by the Russian;
Czechoslovakia which contained precisely 250 pieces, the v
ones Baturov or Maturin or Butrova was describing.

“*Say yes,”” Rousseau advised. ‘“Take anything, I am positive
can turn it around in the next stage.” '

In time we did and wrote out a letter of intent spelling out det
of transportation—mostly by air—insurance, conservation exa
nations, guardianship, temperature and humidity readings of e:
one of our galleries, and descriptions of our catalogues. (We had
brought *“The Year 1200"" and ‘‘19th-Century America’ and the
were impressed.) Karl Katz suggested a grand television film mad
by one of our networks. .

““I agree!’” said an ebullient Maturin, who expected to star in th
production. .

Several years later—on the fourth of July—all Ted’s labors cam:

to fruition. I went to Moscow to iron out the final details of the firs
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our war chest. Rousseau and I pleaded with both Geldzahler
.Outt Fahy to dig deeper into their collections and select—at
irzeaccessioning—some truly valuable items. Both curators
i arent zeal.

ed}:;:-hv:gfked with a frenzy because he had found another
k he cherished—by David Smith. The scull?tor enjoys an
Olympian reputation among contemporary artists. His metal
some in steel vividly polished in loops and _whorls, were to
ound in the most distinguished museums and prlvatt? collect-lgns
erica and Europe. The work Geldzahler had fallen in l?ve_W1th,
had been created in 1965 in the last year of Smith’s life. .It
, burnished steel ‘‘painting’’ made up of broad and dynamic
es and had been in **Henry’s Show.”” Geldzahler had presented
ice to the Acquisitions Committee at one hundred thousand
and had been turned down—lack of funds. Afterwards, he

MAKING THE MUMMIES DANG

“*When?”

“The spring of 1972, if we get our act in order or
fall.” ’

The two most enthusiastic proponents of deaCCESsion_-
posal were Everett Fahy, acting curator of Europeap p
Henry Geldzahler. Henry was eager to increase hjg acquisiy
chest and raced through the de Groot collection ljke -
locust. He immediately pounced upon three paintings by th
Expressionist Max Beckmann and soon presented thep,
quisitions Committee for deaccessioning. Andre Meyer das
water on the request by asking how much the Beckmap
worth. Geldzahler had evaluated them at less than twenty.gy,
sand dollars each. How did he know? Meyer wanted o kno
zahler assured Meyer and the committee that he had made 2.
assessment. Meyer responded he felt uneasy with ““a curator’
uation.” Wouldn't it be more prudent to ask for an outside egged the owner of the Marlborough Gallery, Frank Lloyd, to
hon? he asked. Dillon promised Meyer that “painstaking appr; ‘he work to the museum. Lloyd rebuffed him. Since then, the
would be made when we were actually about to dispose of anythin " e had gone up to two hundred and fifty thousand dollars—high,
: not out of line with other stellar works by Smith.
ve suggested that if Henry chose a group of objects to deacces-
we would give him a lion’s share of the revenues. Geldzahler
y nt back a third time to the de Groot collection, selected five pic-
retched a mere sixteen to nineteen thousand. Thus we decide; es, and, after the full disposal process, made a trade with Lloyd.
hold a “silent auction™ among four dealers. One dealer bid s o pleased that he showed up in my office one morning early
thousand for the three; another told us he’d take them on cong ell me what a “‘great director” I was.
ment; a third laughed at us; and the fourth, the Serge Sab " Fahy had also plunged into the preparation of lists and hunted
Gallery, known for its Expressionists, offered ninety-five tho jown exchange deals. One exchange was with dealer Julius Weitz-
but only after Rousseau applied pressure. : er, a master manipulator, who had a reputation for applying exalted

Geldzahler scratched away at the de Groot lode again for no fewe athors to modest works. He had also been suspected of fixing up
than thirty-two pictures. This time he demanded a greater shar ﬁ'intings a bit more than strict conservation rules would have con-
the “profits™ for his department. He wanted to buy a handsom oned. Yet, Weitzner never set out to cheat anyone, He lived by the

painting by the German contemporary, Hans Hartung. Ted an otto ‘‘Let the Buyer Beware’’ and would emphasize to a potential
agreed to let him purchase it if the de Groot sale did well, " client that he was as wary as anybody in the art business. In Weitz-
The new lot was offered to seven dealers, but the results were ner’s gallery there were dozens of so-so paintings of the sixteenth

through eighteenth centuries—plus an abundance of nineteentl}-cen-
tury replicas. Yet occasionally, one could find a gem that Weitzner
had overlooked.

Fahy found a spectacular one, a tiny painting in oil on copper by
the early seventeenth-century Roman master Carlo Saraceni depict-
ing an arcane religious subject—the Community of the Blessed

five paintings, went up to eighty thousand for all thirty-two. Since
the pieces were so modest, we decided to let the deal go through.
Henry Geldzahler got his Hartung, and a few more dollars went to
replenish the Fletcher fund. At the rate we were going, it was ob-
vious that we’d never pay back the funds depleted for the Veldzquez
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eciate at the time was that Fahy would smile and say anything
juck an awkward confrontation. At any rate, a month after the
vember meeting, Rousseau and I reconvinced Fahy to part with
the van Gogh and the Rousseau. He stated in writing that the
pics is “‘surely inferior to the other large Rousseau in the mu-
m, the ‘Repast of the Lion,” and could be sold without weakening
strength of the museum’s collection of nineteenth century paint-
gs. . . . Based upon that, in January the Acquisitions Committee
mmended to the full board the deaccessioning of both paintings,
d the full board approved.
On Ted's advice we decided not to sell the pictures at auction. Six
onths before, a Rousseau of far finer quality and comparable size
d fetched the then world-record price of seven hundred and sev-
y-five thousand dollars. With the standard expenses and the min-
um commission, the price for ours would have been less than
ven hundred thousand. Parke-Bernet gave us a hard estimate on
¢ Olive Pickers of between seven hundred and nine hundred thou-
1d. The amounts were tempting, we thought, but not enough.
Ted found an avid suitor for the two paintings: Frank Lloyd of
rlborough Gallery. Ted and Lloyd settled on a price for the van
h and the Rousseau of $1.45 million and a contract was prepared.
Whereupon Everett Fahy changed his mind again. On February 8,
1972, he deposited on my desk a memo formally objecting to the
ccessioning of Rousseau’s Tropics, Picasso’s Woman in White,
La Coiffure, a Gauguin, a Pissarro, and several other pictures.
ven after I wrote Dillon a sizzling letter about Fahy’s indecisive-
s, he decided to back away from selling any important Impres-
nists or Post-Impressionists. So I dutifully reaccessioned
rything on the sacrifice list, except one, the Tropics by Rousseau.
reminded Fahy that he had urged its sale, then had objected, then
ad approved, and once again had said no. I vigorously defended its
isposal to Dillon and the board committees, The trustees listened to
ides and went along with me.
Two weeks later, on Sunday, February 27, 1972, John Canaday of
¢ New York Times hit us with a hard punch to the jaw.
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resentative from Kersting/Brown, said to me, “If you holqg th
tion, then forget about the foundations, the corporations, the
bers, or anyone giving you a cent for years after.’ j
To Critz, art sales and trades and exchanges were somethj,
should remain out of sight at the Met. He was in favor
deaccessioning but only if we conducted our business secret
wanted to mount his fund-raising campaign in the full lighe
general financial need—the city’s economic plight, our defic
having to shut down a day a week, the staff layoffs, the pe,
building funds, our desire to have superior education program:
I was impressed by Critz’s arguments. I discussed the issuy
Dillon, and we both came to the conclusion that our dream of
public sale was out. The consequences of our decision turned
be disastrous. :
Still Rousseau, Douglas Dillon, and I were determined to s
something for our war chest. Our goal was no longer to earn an
like twenty million. Our expectations had fallen to a modest |
ten million from individual sales or trades. i
At the same time, Fahy was suddenly having ‘‘fainting spell
Rousseau put it, when it came to making up his mind or sticking
decision. Curators can be fragile souls prone to changing their
and Fahy, who had effortlessly sent several valuable paintj
through our complex deaccessioning machinery, began to backtra
He would propose a group of Impressionists one month and ca
their withdrawal the next. I haunted his office, continually per:
ing him to stand pat. ;
Despite Fahy’s waffling, Ted and I insisted that he agree to s
two *‘big money’’ pictures to repay the debt on the Veldzquez. The
were van Gogh's Olive Pickers, purchased through funds donated
Mr. and Mrs. Richard J. Bernhard, and yet another de Groot pai
ing, Tropics by the Douanier Rousseau. :
The Tropics was to be presented to the Acquisitions Comm
on November 3. When it came time, Fahy did a volte-face. Hi
gued that since the museum had but one other Rousseau, he
concerned about its departure, even though he knew anothe :
Rousseau had been pledged as a gift. The committee prudently can- he art critic’s column was entitled *Very Quiet and Very Dan-
celled the sale of the Tropics and postponed a decision on a number rous” and had obviously been initiated by his colleague Grace
of other de Groot paintings. : : meck. She had conducted an inquiry, talking to dealers, Sotheby's,
Patiently and gently, Ted brought Fahy back around. Th 1K d some of our own employees, finding out whom we had ap-
was a most charming individual, much given to smiles. What I didn oached and which paintings had been deaccessioned or were about

o
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f consideration either by the Board, the Curator of Paintings
v this time we had promoted Everett Fahy to help keep him in

1. the Curator-in-Chief, myself or other colleagues. These in-
d every single one of the pictures mentioned by Canaday ex-
or the Gauguin, about which, incidentally, no final decision has
.n made.” The Tropics and the Olive Pickers had not been men-
e?(plained how many times in its past history the museum had
hosed of works and why, describing too our “‘stringent process of
ew.”" I described what we did with the money—only using it for
er, more needed pieces. I related how the Met collected in the
pelief ‘‘that the business of a great art museum is quality, not num-
" I cited illustrious exchanges of the past, the Ingres Maréchal
nt Gérard and the Carlo Saraceni.
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to be. She had phoned me with a host of specific qUQSﬁ
though I told her the board had not made Up its ming
hammering me with questions about specific Paintings, St’l
up certain pictures that Ted and I had discussed only with
he with a very close circle of staff. Her information wag o
I told her it was inaccurate.

When John Canaday produced his Sunday piece, base
investigation, I was livid. Canaday had claimed that, accgr,
usually reliable sources, the Metropolitan would offer for
very paintings I had repeatedly told Grace Glueck were p
under consideration.

Canaday came out against any sale of anything by any Am
art museum. Museums, he explained, were neither merch,
marts nor aesthetic stock exchanges; they were repositorie
cious records. ‘‘Nothing worth buying or accepting as z gift
first place ever becomes less than part of the record of 5 ph vocable than missing a great work of art—the prime hazard of
our culture, even if it also represents a curatorial idiocy, Ip s
every exception, the rule is that selling from the collections j

ardous policy." ended my piece in something of a rage, hoping to humiliate

.ﬁaday, but instead only fanned his flame.
Next Sunday, Canaday struck back with another column. Like my
ast to him, Canaday’s counterattack would have been better off
¢k in a drawer for a while—or never published. He tried to claim
tory’’ in that he alone had stopped us from selling the works he
had mentioned. We decided to clam up and go on with our plans.
The next day Ted met with Frank Lloyd of Marlborough and signed
ihe contract to sell him the Tropics and the Olive Pickers. |
- Four months later, when I figured the deaccessioning controversy
1ad faded, it exploded. I got a phone call from Canaday who casually
ed me if we had anything *‘major”’ up for sale. At the time we
idn’t and I said so. But I had forgotten about the Tropics and the
live Pickers and the group of paintings we had disposed of in sev-
ral silent auctions. '
Two days later I got another call.
“Is it not true, Mr. Hoving,” Canaday said, “‘that at least two of
¢ Metropolitan’s masterpieces are at this moment for sale on the
ondon art market? I refer specifically to Henri Rousseau’s Tropics
‘and Vincent van Gogh’s Olive Pickers.”
For an instant I could hardly think. I felt like I was about to be
rested for some crime. I tried to sound casual, as if I had been

him—and tried to reason with him. I assured him that the pictu
he listed were not going to be deaccessioned. I said we would
selling in the future, as we always had, in a variety of ways,
that our reasons for disposing of things had been published a ny
of times. I reminded him that he had supported the Guggenhe
Museum when it had sold ninety-seven Kandinskys. He said he w
‘‘older and much wiser.”’

why not strike back in an article? I could point to his exaggeratio
while at the same time spelling out the museum’s philosophy in pri
I got approval from Doug Dillon. I had barely two days to writ
article to make the next Sunday Times Arts and Leisure section,

Some wiser person should have told me to hold my tongue.

My piece was called *“Very Inaccurate and Very Dangerous”’
was neither deft, nor polite, nor intelligent. I made a frontal ass
charging that Canaday’s information had been *‘ninety-nine per ce
inaccurate.”

“What are the facts?”’ [ wrote. ““The pictures mentioned by Mr.
Canaday did come under preliminary discussion, but were place
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«In this case, yes,” I said lamely.
2anaday’s article was front-page. It had a huge illustration of the
jcs. It was entitled ‘‘Metropolitan Museum Sells Two Modern
erpieces in an Unusual Move.” It was a broadside rather than
sortage. And it caused a series of explosions. I was hit with more
{lery than during *‘Harlem on My Mind.” The press, professional
anizations, the city government, and finally the attorney general
he state of New York bombarded me. The Times, in a stunningly
piece of investigative reporting, rooted out the half-forgotten
res Odalisque in Paris and cast our on-and-off deal with Wilden-
n as a classic case of clandestine art shenanigans. The painting
yas rushed back to the museum—to dead storage. Dillon lost his
Ive momentarily and appointed a special committee of the board
xamine the deaccessioning practices.
he Art Dealers Association accused me of a “*breach of public
‘trust” despite the fact that a number of members had delightedly
participated in the trades and sales. Time and Newsweek roasted me
id New York magazine. Words like sinister, warped, a war crim-
al of art burst forth. I told Dillon I was physically, mentally, and
iritually worn down and could not sustain another “kerfuffle,” as
Newsweek termed the fracas. Trustee Dick Dilworth had hinted to
‘me coldly that my chances of survival were once again ‘‘not good.”
I tried to explain to my wavering board that all the deaccessioning
s part of the ongoing streamlining of the institution, part of putting
on a truly businesslike basis. I admitted my errors—having fought
back in the press too viciously, being insensitive to the charge that
getting rid of works of art, I had in some way broken secret
aties, damaged traditions, and forced the museum to become
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thrown a routine question. ‘‘Wherever did you get that idea?>*
As far as I knew the pictures were not on the London Marke
the Torino home of Fiat chairman Gianni Agnelli, whom Teq F
seau had approached about buying the paintings. So I tolg Cs

firmly that the pictures were ‘‘not now in London for sale.’” \
positive? Yes! He slammed down the phone. I yelled for Roy
and Hawkins to come into the office at once. I knew I digy’;
much time before he called back again. His editor would no d,
urge him to ask the obvious question any seasoned reporter
have asked from the start: were these pictures or any other fror
Met up for sale anywhere in the world to anybody or at any ga
or auction house?

The call came less than ten minutes later. My heart w
pounding furiously. But Rousseau was by my side, so I answ
the critic calmly, trying with my tone of voice to indicate tha
matter of the Tropics and the Olive Pickers was everyday stuff,

“John, you know our position,” I tried to explain. “We |
stated over and over that we are going to sell. No, I did not lie
other day. At present there are no plans to sell or exchange anythi,
other than dribs and drabs. Yes, right now, some paintings are b
offered for sale. They happen to have been deaccessioned mon|
ago. No, none of them are any of the ones you published back th
—erroneously, I have to say. To my knowledge no London gallery
is right now displaying the Tropics or the Olive Pickers. Is a private
collector interested? Yes, one private collector has been exami,
them for months. Who? I'm not at liberty to say. Am I being ¢
destine? No. You must understand this is the way works of art
sold—most private collectors don’t like having their names ban
about. No, I don’t think these two paintings are ‘masterpieces’ w.
you take into account what else the museum owns. How else wi
I describe a ‘rare’ van Gogh? Or a ‘choice’ Rousseau? Those \ ;
your words. I'd call them good pictures, but not good enough forfﬁ lown out of proportion by my increasing number of enemies. More
Met with so much in Post-Impressionism. How many van Goghs d | I
we have? Ted says ‘around a dozen.” How many Rousseaus . . . 2’

I was trapped. Canaday angrily asked the question again. We onl
had one more!

“John, we have one other and it’s . .. ,”" I said but he woul
let me finish.

He screamed—was it prudent to sell **half the Metropolitan’s tot
inventory of the works of one of modern history’s greatest m
ters?”’ ;

1

he Met more efficient and modern, were being contested in the
ress. Increasingly, I was discovering that if I fought the criticism I
‘as perceived as a whiner and if [ kept quiet I got slammed. I was a
Ser either way.

‘When Attorney General Louis Lefkowitz announced that he
ould open a full investigation with complete subpoena powers, [
as relieved. I knew Lefkowitz as a publicity hound but was con-
ed at the same time that he respected due process and would not
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take rumor as fact or misstatement as gospel. The inqu
seven months. Dozens of art dealers, trustees, and cura
interviewed under oath. Thousands of documents were
the end Lefkowitz announced he had found no cause for
gation or legislation. No wrongdoing. No cheating or bilking:
laide Milton de Groot or anybody else. No harmful collusig
dealers. No instances when we had sold cheap with the p,
someone else had received a windfall. No evidence of mi
ment or hanky-panky. The only criticism—and it was hars
that I had handled the public relations atrociously. I had. I ha
deplorably in trying to weasel out of telling Canaday, and othe
full facts about the deaccessioning and auction plans unti i
late, with the result that the impression that I had been ly;
become indelible.

Buoyed by being cleared of wrongdoing, I was nonetheless
ened by Lefkowitz's attack on my conduct. I was furious v
attorney general for pressuring Dillon and Gilpatric to surres
his demands that henceforth all works to be disposed had t
public auction. “‘Let Lefkowitz take us to court or pass
Albany,” I urged. **He’s forcing us into a restraint of trade.
kowitz would have and should have been defeated. But the
was shutting its ears to my voice. ;

One of my most appalling lapses of good behavior—and co
sense—with the press during the ‘‘kerfuffle’ had been a
interview with the art critic of Newsweek, a gentle artist by th
of Douglas Davis. I had threatened to punch him in the face
breezily remarked that I wasn’t capable of deaccessioning s
wasn’t much of a collector. I had shouted at him, ““I bega
collector and my instincts are still there. When I see somet
want, I do everything I can to get it. I've gotten three hun
million dollars worth of stuff since I've been here and I've
made a mistake. What other museum, what other city in the
has gotten these things? I'm proud that I’ve gotten the greate
jects in the world, in my time here. . . . I'm a breed that won’
pen again, not out of genius, but because of treaties and
obligations. In the last waning hours of collecting, I will go th
‘kerfuffie’ to get the great objects.”’
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THE
“HOT POT”

ave fallen in love more often with works of art than with women,
ch is, I suppose, more a professional quirk than a psychological
w. I have admired thousands of works, loved a hundred or s0.
nly one was an object of total adoration—a Greek vase dating to
ound 510 B.C.
1e vase, officially called a calyx krater, was designed by Euxi-
s, the potter, and decorated by Euphronios, the painter. Though
only eighteen inches tall and twenty-one in diameter, it is heavy:
e has difficulty lifting it. It was made for mixing as much as seven
ns of wine and water. To call it an artifact is like referring to the
stine Ceiling as a painting. The Euphronios krater is everything [
vere in a work of art. It is flawless in technique, is a grand work of
chitecture, has several levels of heroic subject matter, and keeps
revealing something new at every glance. To love it, you only
Ve to look once. To adore it, you must read Homer and know that
¢ drawing is perhaps the summit of fine art. Truly, the calyx krater
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