Chapter 20
“New York, Galleries, Murdock Collections, Groz”

As Dwight delved into activities at the art center, picking up the pieces after his long absence, the shock of Iowa's below-zero weather did not seem to faze him much, though his dead car battery had to be replaced.  His car log records a note that in March, he drove to New York for a week and later that spring, to Marshalltown, Fairfield, Burlington, Oskaloosa, and in late June, to Ames.

From New York, he wrote to Phyllis Letts (on Barbizon Hotel stationery) something about reproductions, “Will talk to John about the reproductions as I can see now that I'll not have time to go into the matter this trip.  The time is going so rapidly, and visits to the Art Dealers have taken longer than usual for one reason or another.”

“John had got tickets for 2 shows (Follies, with B. Lillie last Sat. Matinee; and the long O'Neill play tonight).  I spent Sat. night & part of Sunday on Long Island with Martha Nickerson Bolling & Jan - her husband, is in the hospital with tonsillitis & ear infection.  We had a nice drive to call on some other former Nebraskans, then I went to John's apt. in Brooklyn for supper & to show slides.  I am to show some again Fri. night at Crossgroves in Brooklyn and at Maynard Walker's gallery in N.Y. Sat. night after cocktails & a buffet.  I will probably finish by putting people to sleep! Cheerio to all, Dwight.”  His second note to her sheds light on the reproductions he mentioned earlier.  “I met Chas. Bruchfield & wife the other day at Rehn Gallery.  Surprise, surprise!  I got thru at galleries in time this P.M. to stop at Raymond & Raymond for a few minutes & selected 5 good-sized color prints they are sending on approval.  Package probably will not get there before I do but if it does, go ahead & open it.  (Keep enclosed order sheet.)”

“The selection is rather strong on madonnas but that's what they had the most of the best of!  I like the ‘Russian Ikon’ one best, but maybe your church won't go for it - if not I think the Art Center should buy it for you & me & others to see all the time.”

“John took me to see the long O'Neill play ‘Long Day's Journey into Night’ last night.  The best American drama I've seen & a superb cast.  F. (Frederick) March & Florence Eldridge (his wife).”

“Have seen some very fine things at Dealers' galleries yesterday P.M. & today and feel encouraged that we may be able to have a stunning show in May - to buy from.”

“Am meeting Hans for lunch St. & maybe Letji too, I hope.  Best to all-hastily, DK.”

Dwight's piece on the Roland P. Murdock Collection, Wichita, Kansas, that he wrote during his six-month leave, was published that winter in Art in America magazine.  The five-page article included a number of photographs of paintings in the collection (black and white), and is a good example of how Dwight's descriptions of art were delivered in his gallery talks, which were, of course, less formal, often with bits of humor injected.

“This is THE STORY of an American Art Collection with a purpose, formed with discrimination, and by determined planning.  To see the Murdock Collection and to know the reasons for its choice constitutes a lesson in well considered art collecting; a lesson, too, in the rich visual experience of seeing art quality at its best.”

He then continued by relating the history of the collection, that Louise Caldwell Murdock believed strongly in art, democracy, and religion, and how she stated that, “art exists in the context of life – it is a means of preserving life.”

Elizabeth Navas, as executor of the trust fund, chose the first group of paintings over a fifteen-month period, which were presented in 1941 and 1942.  Included were typical works by some of the American “rebels in art,” such as: Eakins; Sloan; Luks; Glackens and Prendergast; Groz; Hopper; Marsh; and by natives of Kansas such as John S. Curry and H.V. Poor.  (The Murdock Collection also owns a painting by Kirsch.)

“Entrance to the galleries is by way of wide arched openings whose wings have small groups of stimulating drawings, expressive of the intimate and personal spirit of living artists.  This introduction invites one to a small gallery of watercolors, also intimate, but colorful, sparkling and varied.  Good relationships of color, scale, and style lead the eye pleasantly from one picture to another.  The climax in viewing this gallery is in the watercolors of Hopper, Eakins and Burchfield.”

“After receiving this introduction, and this visual lift, one is prepared to be studious and receptive to the central gallery, which seems to say ‘This is our solid background of American painting.’  In succession there, one views paintings in groups which reveal some of the best accomplishments of Homer, Feke, Quidor, Eakins, and Harnett, on one side; Twachman, Cassatt, Theodore Robinson, Whittredge and Ryder on the other. . a gallery which skillfully shows a range of styles, from studied realism (Kuhn's ‘Bread with Knife’) to abstract art developments, either mechanistic or free in treatment.  These paintings are contrasted with the self-control achieved in freer experiments by Morris, Dove and Stuart Davis.  Amazingly, John Kane's ‘Turtle Creek Valley’ proves to be a key picture, combining as it does a perfection of structure and design with practiced control of Kane's natural impulse to paint. . the remaining gallery was entered last.  It held for me, the climax of emotional and spiritual expression of the entire collection.  Depth of passion and suffering. . all are gathered into this group of paintings. Some oils here are the best achievements of our recent American artists: Weber, Shahn and Kuniyoshi in particular.  The emotional impact of these paintings and of Zorach's ‘Quest’ in the same gallery, is relieved by seeing the dramatic and poetic landscapes of Hartley, Gleitsmann and Tam; and a stark, self-controlled Hopper titled ‘Conference at Night,’ which speaks of order and calm.”

“Since the art works in the Murdock Collection are now rarely loaned (especially the paintings by artists who are deceased) it is, for us to go to Wichita to see our art well-represented in the heart of America, as a tribute to a woman who pioneered in bringing art to her community.”

It is interesting to note that Dwight either knew and visited their studios, or had met some of the well-known artists in the Murdock Collection, as well as in collections in the Des Moines Art Center and the Sheldon Gallery, Lincoln.  On his own hand-written note card is a jumble of names, “Walt Kuhn, Jim Penney, Spike Bell, John Sloan, Andrew Wyeth, Stuart Davis, Mark Tobey, William and Marguerite Zorach, John Marin & Jr., Charles Sheeler, Jack Levine & wife, Ben Shahn, Charles Alan, Robert Gwathmey, Clarence Carter, John Rogers Cox, Lyonel Feininger, Lee Jackson, Edward Hopper, J. Lipchitz, Jose de Creeft, Chaim Gross, George Groz, Howard Devree & first wife, Doris Lee, T. Stamos, John Heliker and E. Navas.”

For his summer vacation in late July, Dwight, joined by John, drove to Colorado, stopping over in Lincoln to visit his sister, Bess.  We were especially delighted to see John, who was by then recovering from hepatitis, and could not have and enjoy his usual beer.  He was thin, liked his job, was fun and entertaining with stories of New York, etc., but still had his usual worries about income tax, deadlines, and business in general.

Dwight presented a wonderful slide show on his oriental trip and a “show and tell” display of souvenirs, including a small Japanese paper catalogue containing entrancing samples of hand-made gold and silver foils, and tea paper, lace and mulberry papers.  (He gave me an extra he had that I loved.)  A ‘happi coat,’ which he enjoyed wearing when puttering around the house, tea set with accessories, masks, and art materials which included the seal he used to sign his best sumi paintings.  The seal, or ideograph, a calligraphic character of a cherry (for Kirsch), was carved on a short round stick of bone and was pressed onto a little tin of sticky, Chinese red paste (much like the old round container's of women's rouge) then applied to the painting.  While demonstrating the Japanese style of painting, Dwight stressed the importance of “only master artists being given the privilege of using a seal.”  For that reason, he only used it when he felt the painting was worthy. (The seal is missing.  However, I do have his little tin of red paste.)

The two stopped over in Cheyenne and while there, John did small pencil sketches of our two boys, Kelly, wearing a baseball cap, and Mark, a Davy Crockett hat, charming reminders of the reunion!

Dwight started a small, modified Japanese garden at Jo's cabin in Big Thompson canyon, and a more elaborate effort in the back of his home in Des Moines.  In Colorado, he transplanted mountain seedlings, and arranged river-washed stones in a natural setting. (I recall how he taught our boys the importance of preventing soil erosion by leaving old, fallen trees and large, dead shrubs in place on the mountain-side, and also instructed the boys not to run down-hill, but run up-hill.  At their ages they had boundless energy.)

The site of his Iowa Japanese garden was a perfect compliment to the stand of trees in the back of the property.  Maples, iris, peonies, and many other varieties of plants and trees flourished and surrounded his stone lantern, which rested on a pedestal.  He also collected a few choice Japanese garden tools, which included small pruning shears for bonsai cultivation.  He was a fount of knowledge on gardens of raked sand and stone, and fountains.  Later, John helped him build a small pool.  Inside, there was always a profusion of plants, even in Lincoln, long before interior designers “discovered” and made them the “in thing.”

His agrarian interests spilled over to the art center and among the larger plants was a lemon tree.  As Peggy Patrick tells, “After years of nurturing and standing in the wonderful light filtering through the lobby door of the Saarinen-designed building, the lemon tree bore a lemon, one lemon!  It put years of its life into bearing this lemon, and Dwight gave it to me to make a lemon meringue pie.  I do believe if anyone has given me anything - the crown jewels or who-knows. . that the recipient didn't accept it with more trepidation and respect, oh gosh!  What if I loused up what I could do with this lemon?  Well, the lemon was potent, and its juice most concentrated, and I made a lemon pie, I made several lemon pies which I took to the center, and which were eaten with relish by the staff.  It's the only lemon that the lemon tree gave birth!”

Dwight was again in New York in October 1957 to organize materials for exhibitions and to confer with George Groz about the Guest Artist-Instructor program.  Groz had written him earlier in his distinctive handwriting, “Dear Mr. Kirsch: In answer to your letter of Sept. 2, I wish to say that I am teaching at the Art Student Lg. during the coming season.  I would have to arrange to get a leave of absence for November and I would have to forgo my income for that time; I am also teaching a private group at my studio which also would cost me a loss of income.”

“As much as I would like to teach at your Art Center for a month, I feel that I would have to get an income of at least $1800 for that month.  Very truly yours - George Groz.”  (The “Gs” in his signature have wonderfully decorative curlicues in the upper half, like coiled watch springs.)

The Cowles Foundation grant must have been adequate because Groz taught in Des Moines for most of November in studio courses in watercolor, drawing and composition.  The classes included general critiques of painting in all media for members, and students enrolled in regular painting and drawing classes.

While Groz taught at the art center, Dwight had a busy lecture schedule. The center's flyer states, “November 4 at Mason City to speak to the Women's Club on ‘Understanding 20th Century American Art,’ on November 19 to the Des Moines Founders' Garden Club on ‘Japanese Gardens and Flowers,’ on November 21 at Lincoln, Nebraska to the Thursday Morning Lecture Circle on ‘Art and Life in the Orient,’ and on November 24 to the Dilettante Club, November 26 to the Temple Sisterhood of B'nai Jesherum on ‘Contribution of Jewish artists.’”

In addition to his classes, Groz was honored at a reception, gave a slide show in conjunction with his one-man show, a slide lecture for Iowa State students, and participated in a panel discussion which included: Karl Mattern, Professor of Art at Drake University; Robert W. Iverson, Associate Professor of Social Science at Drake University and Dwight Kirsch on “Directions in Contemporary American Painting.”

Groz could have been Dwight's second choice for the Cowles Foundation Artist-Instructor for that year.  In his file is a hand-written note (on Michigan State University stationery) from Abraham Rattner, which mentions, “May 10, 1957.  Many thanks for your kind letter.  My work as an artist-in-residence at the Michigan State University and my own studio work are the factors which will keep me from joining you and of accepting your invitation to be your guest artist during the 1957-58 and '59 year.  I appreciate your consideration.  Someday I hope to visit with you and see your work because I've always been personally sympathetic to all you are doing and achieving.  Sincerely yours, Abraham Rattner.”  (His writing was so distinctive – very thick, pointy-formed letters, not unlike the broad, pointed, geometric shapes in his painting.  His signature was very difficult to decipher but after a good deal of study, the Abraham became clear.  He crossed the “T's” in his last name by drawing a thick line through the entire “Rattner” so that it looked as if he had crossed out a word.)  Rattner could have been successful in Des Moines, however, Groz was apparently excellent.

In the files are several bits of correspondence - postcards with reproductions of his paintings, a Christmas card signed, “George and Eva Groz,” and a New Year's letter to “Dwight” (not Mr. Kirsch), in which he thanked him for “your friendly letter and the good news about the sales.  He came down with “this mysterious Asian flu. .  We had a very quiet Christmas only my son from Chicago and the daughter of close friends of ours.  Dwight, if you come east and if you have time, maybe we could meet.  I am now teaching again at the League and you can always reach me over the phone there on Tuesday and Wednesday.  With my heartiest wishes for a good & happy New Year, and with compliments and greetings to your staff, I remain very sincerely yours, George Groz.”  In the upper left-hand corner is a tiny drawing of a man in tails, waving a top hat with one hand, holding a cane with the other - and Happy New Year in small letters.  Groz and Kirsch understood one another, both Germans, were foes of militarism.  Groz created satirical drawings and prints attacking conditions in post-war Germany (World War 1) that became a kind of trademark.  He became a United States citizen in the early 30's and his bitterness was considerably gentled over the years.  He could be embarrassingly penetrating, according to the short piece printed in the art center flyer.

I found a few sketchy notes Dwight had jotted on 3”x5” file cards - probably from the panel discussion.  He quoted Groz, “re: Jackson Pollack, etc. They like to play God.  They like to rain down. . a potent kind of decorative nothingness.  Expressionist wanted a difference between a painter and a space-filler.  Re: Sweeney, etc., they are Sinbad men - they have a few magical words.  Holding A. Barr (Alfred Barr) out the window of Museum of Modern Art. . now you buy this Picasso!  You cannot get rid of your forefathers, you cannot draw yes or no.  Picasso (communist) pretends to like modern art, but does not. . even his own work.”

About himself, Groz commented that, “When I was a little boy the first great drawing I saw was a tattoo.  Some things (in politics) I found intolerable, but gradually tried some things I didn't like. . Freudian explanation = painting does not hurt victim.  Would prefer C. Greenburg to Hitler, after hearing Greenburg, like taking a laxative, can't paint for a month!  Hitler invented the little town as art subject - which doesn't exist any longer. . Re: Mondrian, a civil engineer, he constructs, has a deep distrust against his hands.  There might be something human on the canvas.  Hated the circle (a sissy).  Have to be an advanced brain to appreciate advanced art.”

Soon after Dwight returned home from Christmas and New Year's in New York with John, he received a rare invitation from Saratoga Springs, New York.  Elizabeth Ames, Executive Director of Yaddo wrote that “the Corporation of Yaddo would be pleased to have you as our guest in 1958 for a period of two months anytime from May to the end of the year.”  Dwight's calendar was full that year, however, he was able to take a “rain check” for the following year.

His mail brought further missives.  Nelson Rockefeller wrote in reply to invitations from Dwight and James Schramm (a trustee of the art center), to attend the tenth anniversary of the center.  He had attended the opening and remained on the art center's roll of members.  He wrote, “I have a long-standing engagement in New York City on that date and thus must regretfully decline.  I am particularly sorry about this because of my interest in the activities of the Art Center.  With best wishes for a most successful affair.  Sincerely, Nelson A. Rockefeller.”

Rockefeller was indeed a busy man - it was an amusing coincidence that he was mentioned in artist Reuban Tam's letter to Dwight that same month, again hand-written, “539 West 123 St., New York, NY.  Dear Dwight, How very nice to hear from you, and I am overjoyed to hear that my ‘Reaches of the Morning’ has entered the collection at Des Moines.  That painting has always been a personal favorite of mine (and of Chas. Alan's).  I remember how the inspiration to do it came one golden morning on Monhegan Island (Maine) after a whole week of grey and brooding weather, with the threat of a hurricane down the coast.  The sun came out over rough seas, and this combination of morning sun and churning shoal water led me into a most creative period.  I had to go through a movement before I could say something about morning by the sea.  When ‘Reaches’ was finished I felt very glad.  Now I'm very glad to know that it has found its way into a fine collection - thanks to you.  No doubt you've heard about the Big Fire out our way.  Just in case you've missed the journalistic details I enclose some clippings from the N.Y. Times.  Haw sad to know that the large Monet ‘Waterlillies’ was destroyed.  Some say it was ruined by fire and smoke, but one report has it that it was hacked and slashed by the fireman's axes when the men tried to gain entrance thru the large street side windows.  But what a relief to know that the Seurats and the Gris's all escaped damage!  I hear the Museum is now undergoing a 24-hr. schedule of repairs, and that cinderblock walls are replacing the inflammable stud partitions throughout the galleries.  I just saw a newsreel shot of Nelson Rockefeller at the fire donning a fireman's helmet and getting ready to dash into the burning tower to rescue the fair Modern Masters.  Hope you are well and enjoying your year there.  But you must be looking forward to next year when you'll have more time to paint.  All our best to you.  Sincerely, Reuban Tam.”

Tam's reference to Dwight's having more time to paint next year was the result of his announcement that he would retire from his post at the art center on or before January 1, 1959.  Without Truby at his side, he had a difficult seven years in dealing with a board of trustees, with the daily problems that result when people work together, no matter how congenial; coping with the day to day frustrations of the politics and resulting stress, and the desire of wanting to paint and not having time were factors that forced his decision.

He had once told my parents that he planned to retire at age fifty. . by 1959 he would be sixty.  They wondered how he would support himself!

Before that last day, however, there was much to do.  The art center festival was being planned, and Dwight had recently judged the entries in a Ball State College art show in Muncie, Indiana.  The news article states, “He has served as a one-man juror at the Dallas Museum of Fine Arts, the Virginia Museum of Fine Arts and the Grand Rapids Art Gallery.  He is also chairman of the art section for the American Association of Museums for 1958.  He is considered one of the nation's top judges of contemporary art.”

Dwight also did a program for the Des Moines Weavers Guild, “Weaving in the Orient.”  Dwight himself was not a weaver, but he was interested in the craft and told about the art of painting on woven fabric.  As I recall, one painted the design on the lengthwise warp threads, then the weaver finished with the weft work.  The result was an uneven, or softened effect.  The name for this oriental-type of painting was something like “Chine” (sheen-ne), and Dwight hung such a piece over his fireplace.  A friend did the weaving portion of the project for him.

After his retirement from the Des Moines Art Center was announced, messages came from friends and associates.  One that he kept was from Rose Rosenfield.  “Dear Dwight, You have been in my thoughts so often since the announcement of your resignation.  I am one of your many friends who feel a great personal loss in your leaving the art center.  In my 57 years of residence in DM, I have known of no one who has made a greater cultural gift to our city than you.  In sincerity, and modesty and through personal sacrifices, you have given to us the best that is in you.  You have instilled in thousands who have used the art center a growing interest in good art.  We have much to build on because of your efforts - with my thanks for all this and hoping that your future may bring you much happiness.  I am sincerely yours, Rose Frankel Rosenfield.”

Those eloquent words from her were echoed by many of Dwight's friends and family.  We were all aware of his talents except for one - his writing.  True, he did not write books like his friends Loren Eiseley, Mari Sandoz or Dorothy Thomas, but he did write many art-related articles, humorous pieces over the years, and surprisingly enough, poetry!

In going through his papers, I found a beautiful folder printed in grays and Chinese red - the cover, a sumi sketch of a waterfall and a hand-lettered tribute, “To Henry Frankel - our friend and patron - with affection and gratitude.”  The reverse side was in Japanese calligraphy written by Mrs. Tomoko Yamamoto for the “Frankel Terrace Dedication,” June 15, 1958.  “In memory of Henry Frankel: the sound of waterfall may cease, but the people of his community will never forget his humanity and justice.”

Inside the dedication folder was written, “A NATURE WALK IN MY MEMORY GARDEN, Lines written and read by Dwight Kirsch, and dedicated to Henry Frankel:

As I walk from my house to the big oak tree

the living things I see are friends to me.

Rooted things, four-footed things, things on wings.

As I walk by them, some go past me.

The herbs grow close to the kitchen door.

From Florence, balm for an aching brow.

And borage for courage from Gertrude Moore.

Chives and sage; basil and thyme; Tarragon, parsley and mint.

Let's pluck for Alice an herb bouquet

and fresh ones for Val and Mabel as well

(to say nothing of Toney and Jay).

Up where the wildflowers bloom, on the hill,

Ground-covers from Eunice, Peggy and Bill.

Below are things brought from trips afar:

by plane from Hawaii. . Alaska,

and from Old Mexico, in my car.

On water-worn stones from Jo's mountain retreat,

I step to the corner, and there at my feet,

Are sedum and vines from Jim and Jo.

Rocks and some lilies from Jim and Do.

And bricks George hauled up on the bank.

Are rocks, all colors, from Glea and Frank.

Up the sodded steps, by the path is a thicket,

with branches and leaves that are good for classes:

burdock, cherry and Solomon's seal, just the ticket.

For Frances, Mrs. Yamamoto, and their lasses,

here's catnip for cat-loving friends; save a bit,

for two Marys and Bunny, Margaret and Britt.

Weeds here my mother once cooked, in the spring;

Lamb's quarter and sour dock; taste fit for a king.

There's some wild grapes Fred would make into wine;

And, wreathing the base of the big oak tree,

there are myrtle and mosses for Truby and me.

Up the hill, by the path, every spring,

the bluebells from Henry's place bloom.

Each year their new growth takes more room.

Now, in June, when dry tops droop over the path

I cut them, as Rose showed me how to do...

Let's scatter some seed-heads now at the Terrace

To have Henry's bluebells there, growing anew.”

Dwight was not sentimental.  However, his poem revealed deep feelings and layers of memories connected to his plants - his father Fred, Truby, Jo, Miss Moore, Mabel, Florence, plus a few newer Iowa friends.

In recognition of the art center's tenth anniversary, the June/July issue of Iowan Magazine published Dwight's article “Home on the Hill.”  It is an account of how he came to be a director of an art center.  “In the course of my life a lot of different things have caught my interest, so I have been a jack-of-all-trades in Art.  But it all adds up now.  Some of the reasons for being ready to tackle an art director's job were in the way I was raised and grew up.”

“An Art Center is like a home of a big family with lots of relatives, neighbors and friends.  They drop in and bring things; but they nearly always take something away, too.  They are interested in many different fields, so they usually have a good time when they come to visit.  A friend of mine, Loren Eiseley, also formerly from Nebraska, wrote one sentence that may be the key: ‘Family life is a fact that underlies everything else about a man - his capacity for absorbing culture, his ability to learn, everything, in short, that enables us to call him human.’”  (From “Adventures of the Mind,” Saturday Evening Post, April 26, 1958).

“In our big family, Uncle Jake was the special eyes. . He would get me to describe a painting. . maybe that is how I started to learn how to give a gallery talk to tell the salient points about an art work so graphically that anyone could shut his eyes and still see it. . I have made a living by doing artwork of many kinds.  You have to do a lot of funny things to make a living with art.  But most of them have added useful knowledge and skills to prepare me for an Art Director's job.  I have never taken courses on how to be a commercial artist, an interior decorator, a teacher, or an administrator, yet I have learned to do all those things, professionally, for pay.  There were many other things I tried: designing stage sets, working for publications (college annuals, humor magazines, brochures, and newspapers); doing etchings, block prints, silk screen prints; and refinishing old furniture and old picture frames.  I think running an Art Center is more like having a notion store.  There is a little of everything, interesting and useful there, but at times it is hard to locate.”

“On other days an Art Center seems more like an entertainment racket; a circus, a side show, or a series of ‘pitch-acts’ at the midway of a Fair - to bring people in and keep them happy.  Maybe that is why my own special symbolic picture among paintings owned by the Art Center is Kuniyoshi's ‘Amazing Juggler.’  With gay colors and adventurous pattern, the artist seems to be saying: ‘This act is impossible, you know, but let's be gay about it!’  That's the way it is with an Art Center Director.  After seven long years the old juggling act is slowing down, and I know it.  So I'm going to go back to the ambition I started as a boy.  I have always wanted to be an artist; and from here on out, there may still be time. . But the Des Moines Art Center should always be a home on the hill to a great family of Iowans, and their friends; and I hope they will always keep it that way.”

One of his last acts as director of the art center, of which there is a record, was having a Picasso pastel shipped to Des Moines.  In a handwritten letter from France, Pierre Matisse wrote, “Saint Jean Cap Ferrat, 8-13-58.  Dear Mr. Kirsch: At the suggestion of Mrs. Maas I have sent instructions to my office to have the Picasso pastel in which you were interested shipped by air-freight to you in Des Moines for purchase consideration for the Art Center.  The picture should be there now.  The price of the painting was $4600, less museum discount of 15% makes a net price of $3,900.  If you should want to communicate with me I shall be at the following address till Sept.10th: Villa da Punta S'Jean Cap Ferrat; 30th Hotel Lincoln 24 rue Bayard Paris; and afterwards in New York.  Sincerely, Pierre Matisse.”

With the letter is a note in John's handwriting that the price mentioned by Marie Maas was $2,200.  It would have been fun to see and listen to Dwight's reaction to the Matisse quote - and to know the value of the pastel today!  From reading Nebraska Art Association minutes, it was common practice to negotiate prices with dealers and artists, and perhaps that is what was done.

In his “Autographed letter file,” Dwight kept one from B.J.O. Nordfeldt, saying, “we were sorry not to see you when you were east last time - I can't remember now if you had just been or just came after we had been in New York.  Moreover - when you do come again in May I hope that we will have a better chance of seeing you.”

“Emily joins me in our late congratulations and wishes for a swell time Nord.”  His wife left a postscript in the margin “and thanks so much for your nice New Year's card.  EAN.”  With no date, it is hard to tell exactly when it was written.

Dwight wrote to Marguerite November 4th, 1958.  “Sunday was my last day on duty at DMAC. . and a big day it was - about 2500 attendance, mostly drawn by a flower show put on by the Florists' Ass'n., and I gave a talk to an auditorium full of Art Appreciation Students from Ames.  That was at the close of a frantic week of packing and moving stuff out of office and storerooms, a truckload mostly dumped in my garage.  Today, with help I dug into it and started sorting and storing stuff, as well as burning a lot of it.”

“I've planned to take this month to put my house and effects in order, a ponderous job, judging from today's sample.  John is still here and helping this week. . says he is going back to N.Y. by middle of next week to hunt a job and to take care of his affects, stored in basement of apt. building he lived in on Remsen St., Brooklyn.  Doctor here, after going over thorough tests, says he is O.K. to go back to work, if he gets extra rest for a few months.  (The illness was a recurrence of hepatitis.)  He has done about a dozen oils here this summer and fall, mostly good ones, I think.  However, he has been a boon to me as a cook, and bottle-washer, as well as being good company.”

“I have been telling people I may go to Mexico for two months or more, if that proves to be possible I would try to get away before Dec. 10th and would check with you to see if I can stop in Phillips - and if you'd be there!  Just had a letter from Ray Ruehl - and I should want to see him in Amarillo, too.  'Twould be nice to take in some of the Posada nights at San Miguel and I hear there are interesting parades at Querotaro, too.  Nickie Bolling is still in classes at S.M.A. and has been awarded a full tuition fellowship for 1959, and a big mosaic mural commission that will bring income and keep her busy on the side for a few months after they have the structure ready. . the rest of it, for 1959, has to be worked out yet but I know now that there will be enough to choose from to keep me plenty busy and make a fair living too.  The Yaddo invitation was renewed for 1959 but if I go it would be late summer or early fall. . Cherrio and stuff to you and John.  As ever, Dwight.”
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