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A KEEPER OF THE TREASURE

N twenty-nine years as an
I independent  art  dealer,
Betty Parsons has always
heen happiest when showing
the unfamiliar. It takes only
a year or so these days for
the unfamiliar image or style
in art to become familiar
and accepted, and a good
many of Mrs. Parsons’ artists
have been with her a good
deal longer than that, but
one cannot help fecling that
her boundless  enthusiasm s
dirccted mainly toward her
latest  discoveries. Last Sep-
tember, for example, Mrs.
Parsons opened the new sca-
son with a show by Bill T'ag-
gart, a young, relatively un-
known painter—this was his
first onc-man show at the
Betty Parsons Gallery—and a
follower of none of the cur-
rently fashionable avant-garde
austerines.  Taggart  paints
large, colorful, quirky abstrac-
tons whose general  ¢ffect
is exuberant. “I've had my
cyve on him for several years,
and I've bought a few of his
things mysclf,” Mrs. Parsons
told a fricnd at the opening.
“He has a wonderful childlike
quality—you see how he sticks
those little blocks of color from a
child’s paint set right to the canvas
and then blows water across them
somchow to get that ranbow effect?
He's got humor and vitality, Any-
way, last spong [ just decided tw go
ahead and give him a show—bang, like
that.”

Vitality is a quality that appeals very
much to Betty Parsons, for ohvious
reasons. At the age of seventy-five,
she usually manages to scem twenty
years younger than anyonc clse in the
room. Her conversation is brisk and
telegraphic—ask her a question and
she will give you, in her decp voice, a
reply so succiner, and often so strik-
ing, that further discussion is super-
fluous. She is always going somewhere
or coming from somewhere.
“I've had a marvellous summer,” she
said carlicr that same afternoon, sit-
ting at her tiny, cluttered desk in a
dark corner of the storeroom that
scrves as her office at the Parsons Gal-
lery, on the third floor at 24 West
Fifty-seventh Strect. “In June, T went
to London and Paris, saw the Morns

Betry Parsons

Laonis show at the Hayward and the
Mira at the Grand Palais and a lot of
other things, and bought a painting
by a young Chinese named Dui Seid.
Both his parents are Chinese, but he
was brought up in France —intercsting
hackground. ['d like to show him one
day. Then T went down to Poitiers
and stayed with a friend who's doing
a book on Romanesque art. We went
around 10 a dozen or more Roman-
esque churches, and [ loved it—the first
tme in ages P've been able to stay in
the middle of the French counryside.
After Europe, T went out to Wyoming
for three wecks and stayed with my
friecnd Hope Williams, who has a ranch
ncar Cody. I did a lot of painting there.
And then I was at my cottage in
Maine for two weeks. I love to travel,
and I'm delighted to find that T can
still do it.”

Being 2n artist herself makes Mrs,
Parsons something of a rarity among
art dealers, She has had more than
a dozen solo exhibitions of her work,
including major retrospectives at the
Whitechapel Gallery, in London, in

1968, and at the Montclair
Art Museum, in New Jersey,

in 1974, Wherever she goes,
she carrics along a four-by-six-
inch sketchbook, and makes
rapid wartercolor sketches—of
landscapes, patterns of light
and shade, shapes and rhythms
and fleeting impressions of all
kinds—which often provide
the basis for her ahstract paint-
ings. At the theatre or at a
concert, she will often pull out
her sketchbook and jot some-
thing down—a few lines of
verse that have come to her,
or a shape or color that strikes
her eve. (She carries in her
handbag, along with the
sketchbook, a tiny bottle of
water and a bunch of watercol-
or crayons.) An old friend,
Annic Laune Witzel, reports
that when they went to see
the musical “Candide™ Mrs,
Parsons’ cnjoyment of it was
somewhat dampened by the
fact that the action went on
all around her in the theatre
and this made it difficult for
her to sketch. “T like to get it
down before it gets away,”
she says.

Jock Truman, her associate
at the gallery for the last thir-
teen years, is a connoisseur of Mrs. Par-
sons’ vitality, “Betty vibrates, and this
place vibrates hecause of her,” he said a
while back. “Betty’s fantastic commit-
ment to life affects all of us here—me,
Gwyn Metz, who's been with us two
years, Dcbbic Lawrence, and Arthur
Pierson, who happens to be Betty’s cous-
in. It’s amazing how she’sinfluenced my
life. When I came here, it was as though
everything ['d done before became use-
ful. Undl then, it had scemed like a
lot of unrclated failures and messing
around.” Truman had spent much of
the previous few months oversceing
renovations of & new gallery, on the
fifth flvor in the building—two floors
ap from their regular space. Last
spring’s New Talent exhibition at the
Parsons Gallery had received such a
favorable response that they decided
to take additional space in order to
show new work that was impossible
to fit into the schedule otherwise. The
fifth-floor addition, which will show
drawings and other works on paper, is
called the Parsons-Truman Gallery,
and it was originally supposed to be




mainly Jock Truman’s responsibility,
but as soon as Mrs, Parsons returned
from her summer’s travels she became
very excited about it, and insisted on
showing the new space off to everyone
who eame by. “We opened it with
a show of Walter Murch drawings,”
Truman said last September. “He’s
one of Betty’s old-timers—he died sev-
en years ago—and, of course, Berty
hung the show. Something marvellous
hzppens when she hangs a show of
Murch or of Paul Fecley—a kind of
direct contact between her and the
work. I’vc learned that the best thing
18 just to leave her alone with it.”

ETTY PARsons has not always hung
the shows in her gallery. There
was a time, in the late forties and the
carly fiftics, the gallery’s heroic period,
when Jackson Pollock, Mark Rothko,
Clyfiord Sull, and Barnctt Newman
used to help hang each other’s shows
there— shows that changed the course
of modern art not only in America
but internationally. The gallery was at
15 East Fifty-scventh Street then, and
the roster of artists who showed there
reads like a pantheon of American art.
In addition to the hig four already
mentioned, there were Hans Hofmann
and Ad Reinhardt, Theodoros Stamos
and Richard Pousctte-Dart, Bradley
Walker Tomlin, Saul Steinberg, Buf-
fie Johnson, and Alfonso Ossorio. Lat-
er, she showed Robert Rauschenberg,
Anne Ryan, Kenzo Okada, Ellsworth
Kelly, Jack Youngerman, Eduardo
Paolozzi, Alcxander Liberman, Paul
Feeley, Agnes Martin, and many oth-
ers. “No gallery anywhere has equalled
her record,” the cntic Lawrence
Campbell wrote in 1973, in ART-
neiws, and he added that the atmos-
phere of the Parsons Gallery had al-
ways bheen different from that of oth-
er galleries. *“It is more like an artist’s
cobperative,” he wrote, “except that
the spectrum of styles and talents is
much wider than most artist’s junes
would permit.”

Arusts have always felt at case with
Betty Parsons, perhaps in part because,
being an artist herself, she has always
been far more interested in the artist
than in the client, in the work of art
than in its salc. It s gencrally assumed
that this is also why so many of her
important artists have left her. She
didn’t try hard ecnough to sell their
work, some¢ of them said. Instead of
committing herself totally to the artists
of the Abstract Expressionist break-
through, she kept discovering new peo-
ple. Truman disputes the poor-sales
myth. “A few years ago, I went back
over our records of the forties and fif-

ties,” he said, “Pollock made six thou-
sand dollars in 1950, which wasn’t
bad then, and Rothke made almost
three thousand dollars, When Rothko
went to Sidney Janis, he made less than
that the first year. Of coursc, time was
on the artsts’ side, and eventually their
prices had to go up. It’s true, though,
that Betty’s has never been a star-sys-
tem gallery. And Betty doesn’t go out
and hound people the way some dealers
do.”

It is also true that the gallery docs
not send out press releases, that it ad-
vertises sparingly, and that, while it
has done reasonably good business for
nearly three decades, it has never made
a great profit. “Most artsts don’t think
I’'m tough cnough,” Mrs. Parsons con-
ceded recently. “That I don’t go out
and solicit, call up people all the nme. [
don’t. I know how people hate that
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sort of thing, because [ hatc it myself,
so I don’t do 1t. T also think that a lot
of artists would have been better off if
they’d stayed with me. Mavbe not fi-
nancially but professionally. Becoming
famous can be a terrific responsibility.
Richard Lindner was with me for five
years, I gave him three shows, and
couldn’t scll him. Finally, we wept on
each other’s shoulder and decided he
would be berter off somewhere clse.
He¢ went cventually to Cordier & Ek-
strom, and that samc year Pop Art ar-
rived and Lindner began selling like
hotcakes, Lindner has something of
Pop in him, although he’s not a Pop
arust. Anyway, that’s been the story
of my hfe.”

With one or two cxceptions, the art-
ists who left remained her friends. Some
never did leave. Ad Reinhardt stayed
for twenty-onc years, cven though for

(0

“Everything was truly great, sir. How did we do?”



46

the first ten the gallery sold under six-

thousand dollars’” worth of his paintings.
Tomlin was with her unul he died,
and the gallery now represents his
estate. Kenzo Okada, the most suc-
cessful of her current crop in terms of
sales, has been with her for twenty-two
years, and Saul Steinberg and Hedda
Sterne, both of whom Mrs. Parsons
first showed in 1943, when she was
running the Wakefield Gallery, have
been with her ever since—although
Steinberg continues his pracrice, be-
gun when Parsons and Sidney Janis
shared the same floor of the building
at 15 East Fifty-scventh, of show-
ing his work at both galleries simul-
tancously. Steinberg s very fond of
Betty Parsons, who nevertheless strikes
him as heing not quite real. “One of
the attractive things about Betty is that
she resembles fiction more than any-
thing clse,” he said not long ago. “She
exists in the way that Raskolntkov ex-
ists, or Julien Sorel. The profession of
art dealer i very difficult, very delicate.
A dealer is the intermediary  between
two of the most important things in
life—money and fame—and the fact
that Betty 1s a ficdonal character makes
it casicr to deal with her, although it
also makes things less precise, Janis,
now, 15 completely brass tacks. But
there is a Faustian quality about deal-
ers, because of their having to deal
with fame and moncy. They become
strange, like swans or giraffes. Tt is
good for a dealer to have a fictonal
side. The bhest dealers are like Nibe-
lungs, keepers of the treasure. They
arc remote. Berny s like that” Stein-
herg once drew a profile portrait of
Mrs. Parsons as a dog—"“an adoring,
screnading  dog,” as he put it. Ev-
cryone, including Mrs. Parsons, agrees
that it is an extraordinary likeness.
“She has that slightly bulging, philo-
sophical forchead,” Steinberg explains.
“The forchead of Leonardo da Vina,
and of babics, and of this dog—is
it a spanicl? If you look at Betty, vou
sce the Sphinx, the Garbo-like quality,
the remoteness. And, strictly  entre
nowus, the Sphinx is doggy.” To another
ohserver, Mrs. Parsons might scem,
with her aristocratic features and into-
nation, her quick, graccful way of
moving, and her quiet little ¢xplosions
of mirth, more closcly related to some
exceptionally independent breed of cat.
There are moments during a crowded
opening at her gallery when she can
be scen standing entirely zlone, hands
clasped behind her back, blue eyes miss-
ing nothing—a trim figure so self-
contained, so centered, that others
appear insubstantal beside her. She
dresses like no one clse, usually in
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There’s a roof over me I cannot sce,

The branches of a tree

Hung with Chinese characters, and an owl
Huddled in its center like a seed.

Even now I scrarch myself awake

The way Pve scen the forest seratch its skin
From brown to green. When [ am

Quite dred, and the lake in front of me
Spreads out like a thin map of the moon,

Reason is nothing

Morc than the distance home.

slacks and a loose jacket, but with a
stylish touch of color—a scarf at the
throat. She loves to dance. On the
island of Saint Martin, where she has
a house, the employees at a nearby inn
called Mary’s Fancy linc up on New
Year’s Eve to dance with Beuy Par-
sans, whose fame as a calypso partner
has spread far and wide, “She dances
her way through life,” Hedda Sterne
once said of her. “She has a fantasuc
ahility to adjust to new realitics, and
she is always graceful.”

“Pve led several different lives,”
Mrs, Parsons remarked one day. “For-
tunately, I have enjoyed all of them.”

ONE of Betty Parsons’ great-great-
great-great-grand fathers,  Abra-
ham Pierson, Jr., was the first rector of
Yale. Subsequent generations of Pier-
sons manufactured industrial machin-
ery at a plant near Tuxedo Park,
wintered in Palm Beach, summered at
Newport, and maintined 2 large house
at 17 West Forty-ninth Strect, where
she was born, in 1900, (The site is
now part of Rockefeller Center.) Con-
vention ranked high in their scale of
values. “When my grandfather heard
[ was gening a divoree, in 1922, he
demanded 1o see me,” Mrs. Parsons
recalls. “It was the first divorce in the
family. ‘Does he drink?’ he asked me.
[ said he did. ‘Does he beat you?’ I
said that he didn’t beat me bur that
we  were incompatble. “That’s not
enough,’ he said, and he cut me out of
his will because of it. My mother’s side
of the family was pardy French—
thank God for the French! The
Williiam  Porcher Mileses, of Noew

—Vickie Karp

Orleans and Charleston. They were
intellectual but not artstic. They had
a great library, and they lived in a
fantastuc house on Old River Road,
and they all drank a great deal. When-
ever I go down there now, they fill
me full of bourbon. In the old days,
I'm told, they used to think nothing
of dnnking juleps before breakfast. My
mother and my older sister, though,
were great intellectuals, always telling
me facts about the past, and I hated it
1 think that’s what made me so anti-
historical.”

The three Pierson girls—Betty had
a younger sister as well as an older
one, but no brothers—were much ad-
mired in Newport and Palm Beach.
Jeanne Reynal, a slightly younger con-
temporary who became an artist and
has shown at the Parsons Gallery, re-
members that when they were in their
teens she and her Newport friends
thought Betty was just about i, “She
had a real peaches-and-cream com-
plexion and a trim figure, her cyes
were like delft, she played damn good
tennis and she swam beautifully, and
she always scemed to be surrounded
by the most attractive men. Later
on, [ used to call her Ladv Elizabeth
Pierson  Parsons—she  seemed  like
those great English aristocrats who
take for granted what they are. It’s
interesting  that Bettw  never  really
broke with all that. She just seemed
to widen her horizon to include other
worlds.”

In those days, Newport was more
or less impervious to the world of
art. “In our house and in all those
big Newport houscs, you saw the most
wonderful crystal, and china, and
flowers, and great, huge picces of fur-
niture, but never any paintings,” Mrs.
Parsons recalls. “There was so much
complicated molding on the walls that
you couldn’t have hung a picture if
you had wanted to.” At the Chapin
School, in New York, and later at
Miss Randall McKeever’s Finishing
School there, art was somewhat more
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“This is turming out to be such a high-minded meeting it would be
a shame if someone didw't leak it to the press”

visible, if not yet wholly respectable.
It was the Armory Show in 1913
that first gave Betty Picrson, who was
thirteen when she wisited it, the idea
that she wanted to be an artist. “T’d
always thought thar the Old Masters
were much too advanced—that 1'd
never be able to eatch up to them,” she
said recently. “But then I saw those
things at the Armory, and I thought,
Here's where T can get on board.”
The Piersons disapproved of college
for women, so Betty didn’t go. In-
stead, she wangled permission to spend
the winter of 1918-19 studying sculp-
ture in New York with Gutzon Borg-
lum, the tormentor of Mt. Rushmore,
whom she remembers as being a terri-
ble teacher. “When he’d have us draw
a bone, he’d make us draw it from his
sketchbook—we couldn’t even draw a
real bone.” In the spring of 1919, she
married Schuyler Livingston Parsons,
who was wealthy, conservative, socially
prominent, and ten years older than
she was. They spent their honeymoon
in Pans, and returned in the fall to

take up housekeeping in an apartment
at 15 West Fifty-fifth Street and at a
country place in Islip. “Parsons was a
nice guy,” she recalls, “but he drank.”
The new Mrs. Parsons spent 2 goad
deal of her time that winter at the
studio of Mary Tonett, the sculptor.
She still has, in her New York apart-
ment, a little plaster cast of a Neptune
that she modelled in that studio.
“Sculpture was my ideal,” she has said.
“Painting came more casily to me, but
I was always more drawn to sculp-
ture.” She also attended classes at the
Parsons School of Design (no connec-
tion with her in-laws), and was later
offered a job as a clothes designer at
thirty-five dollars a weck; her in-laws
insisted that she decline it.

The marriage lasted a little more
than two years. Grandfather Pierson’s
ire did not prevent the couple from
achieving a highly amicable divorce,
with Mrs. Parsons going to Paris so
that the decree would be granted there,
on the ground of mutual incompability.
It was the turning point in her life. She

stayed on in Paris for ten ycars, living
on the Left Bank and working in a
studio on the Rue Pergeval. She had
made up her mind to be an artist. It
was 2 fine time to be in Paris, of
course, and she got to know most of
the livelier people: Alexander Calder,
Man Rav, Jean Lurgar, Isamu No-
guchi, Hart Crane, Max Jacob, Tris-
tan Tzara, Eugenc Jolas, Natali
Barney, Gertrude Stein and Alice B.
Toklas, Gerzld and Sara Murphy,
Caresse and Harry Crosbv. (“Harry
Croshy sent me an opium pill one
Christmas. I threw it down the drain.
Later, he carried out his suicide pact in
the apartment of 2 great friend of mine
in New York”) She even met Gur-
djicv, the Russo-Greck mysne, whom
she thought “a bit of a hrigand,” but
who stimulated in her a lifelong inter-
est in occult studics.

Her first six ycars in Pars, she
studied sculpture with Antoine Bour-
delle, whom she considered a better
teacher than sculptor. “‘Beware of
learning too much about art,” he used
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amateur tournaments
here and abroad, but
the prospect did not ap-
peal to her. She also
met Martha Graham,
whose work she has
followed with great
cnthusiasm cver since.
“I always wanted to
get hack to New York,
though,” Mrs. Parsons
said not long ago. “I
didn’t really like Cali-
fornia that well. T met
a lot of people who
became grear friends,
but the atmosphere was
depressing. There was
such heavy drinking all
the time. Finally, I sold
my engagement ring
for a thousand dol-
lars— 1 knew Schuyler
had paid a lot more
than that for it—and
came back East.”

OON after her re-
turn to New York,

Mrs. Parsons had a

“MWhy don’t you 100 ger acquainted?”

to tell us, ‘because it will keep you from
finding your own way.” Giacomerti was
in the same class, bur we were both so
shy we hardly spoke. Once, Bourdelle
said that Giacomerti and I were the
only ones who were trying to say some-
thing about the model, not just copy-
ing.” After Bourdelle, she studied with
Ossip Zadkine, mainly to learn the
use of different kinds of sculptural
materials.  “But Zadkine  imposed
Zadkine on you, so [ left,” she says.
Every summer, she went to Brittany
to study watercolor technique with the
English painter Arthur Lindsey. The
Galerie des Quatre Chemins gave her
a solo show of watercolors in 1927,
She might have stayed on in France
indefinitely if it hadn’t been for the
Crash.

Mrs. Parsons’ father, who had for-
saken the family machinery works for
Wall Strect, was hard hit in 1929; so
was Schuyler Parsons, and he stopped
sending his modest alimony payments.
Mrs. Parsons nevertheless stayed on
untl 1933, and then, like most of the
expatriates, she came home—not tw
New York, though, Acting on the
advice of friends, she went to Califor-

nia, scttling first in Hollywood and
then in Santa Barbara. She supported
herself by giving lessons in drawing
and sculpture, and by painting por-
traits on commission. She also worked
for 2 ume in a liquor store in Santa
Barbara, where her knowledge of
French wines was a great boon to but-
lers for the larger estates, and she con-
tinued her studics in sculpture by work-
ing with Aleksandr Archipenko, the
Russian ¢ migré, who was then living in
Los Angeles. It was a good time to be
n Hollywood. Robert Benchley, whom
she and other friends used to call Par-
thenon, because he seemed so much
bigger and better than anyone else,
introduced her to the film colony, and
she got to know Charles Butterworth
and Marlene Dietrich, and played ten-
nis with Greta Garbo, (Mrs, Parsons,
with her straight hair, slim hips, and
classic, slightly scvere features, would
sometimes hear young bucks call out
“Hiya, G.G.!” and wonder what
they meant. In New York roday, she
is still-occasionally mistaken for Gar-
bo.) She was asked about this time
o join an informal American tennis
team that would be playing in major

show of her work at
the Midtown Gallery,
and sold a number of
pictures from it. But
the prﬂcrcds were hard-
ly ¢nough to live on,
so when Alan Gruskin,
the Midtown’s direc-
tor, invited her to arrange exhibitions
there and to sell for the gallery
on 2 commission basis, she agreed. The
next year, she went to work, also on
a commission basis, for Mrs. Cornelius
J. Sullivan, one of the three “found-
ing mothers” (as Russell Lynes has
called them) of the Museum of Mod-
ern Art, who had a gallery at 460
Park Avenue and sold nineteenth-cen-
tury and twenteth-century art. Early
in 1940, Mrs. Parsons was approached
by the owners of the Wakeficld
Bookshop, at 64 East Fifty-fifth Street,
with the suggestion that she establish
an art gallery in the bookshop’s cmpty
basement. She did so, and was in com-
plete charge of the Wakefield Gallery,
which apened that autumn. For the
first year or so, she showed mostly the
work of book illustraters (Ludwig
Bemelmans among them ), but she had
a keen and curious cye, and before
long she was shuwing artists wha did
more than illustrate: Walter Murch
and Alfonso Ossorio in 1941, Joseph
Cornell in 1942, Saul Steinberg, Con-
stantine Nivola, Hedda Sterne, and
Theodoros Stamos in 1943, and
Adolph Goutlieb in 1944. (Goutlich



had shown Surrcabst, work clsewhere,
but his first abstract pictures appeared
at the Wakefield. )

The early nineteen-fortics were a
critical period of transition in Amer-
ican art. “American scenc” regional-
ism, on the one hand, and post-Cubist,
geometric abstraction, on the other, had
come to seem increasingly inadequate
modes of dealing with contemporary
reality. The war in Europe, moreover,
had ended the isolation of American
artists by bringing some of the leading
European Surrealists as refugees to
this country, where they came into
close contact with the younger New
York artists. ‘The creative ferment of
those years led to a number of develop-
ments in painting that have been
lumped together, somewhat mislead-
ingly, as Abstract Expressionism. Mark
Rothko’s floating rectangles of color
and Barnctt Newman’s vertical divi-
sions of space are hardly Expression-
wstic, and in a sense their work stands at
a polar remove from Jackson Pollock’s
or Willem de Kooning's explosive en-
counters with paint and canvas. All
four of these artists passed through
somewhat similar aesthetic crises, how-
ever, and cach arrived at a radical new
style whose effect on the viewer was
aggressive, immediate, and often over-
whelming. Their paint-
ings had an all-at-once -
visual impact that was
entirely new in West-
ern  art; Pollock’s
friecnd Tony Smith,
an architect who later
became an important
sculptor, unce said that
the only comparable
aesthetic n:xpcricnc: he
could think of would
be to come suddenly,
after wandering in the
desert, upon the great i
gate of a mosque. It
took several years for
the new painting to
lose its shock effect and
be seen for what 1t was,
but in the period when
it was coming into be-
ing New York emerged
as the energy center
of modern art. For
the third tme in her
life, Betty Parsans had
managed to be in the
right place at the right
time.

Beginning in 1942,
Peggy  Guggenheim,
who had been married
to the European Sur-
realist  painter Max

Ernst, showed most of the advanced
American arnsts at her Art of This
Century -~ gallery, at 30 West Fifry-
seventh Street in New York, along
with work by Ernst, Masson, Arp,
Giacometti, and wother Europeans.
The eritics were more or less appalled
by it. Pollock’s furicus abstract
calligraphy scemed insane to most
of those who came to his first one-
man show, at Art of This Century,
in 1943, but artists alive to the new
currents were profoundly affected;
as de Kooning said afterward, Pol-
lock had broken the ice. Having spent
ten years in Pans, Mrs. Parsons knew
the background of what was taking
place, and although she had not yet
made her own breakthrough into the
abstract—she was still doing mostly
impressionistic  landscapes  then—she
was artist cnough to recognize the
validity and the power of the new
painting. “I realized that they were
saying somcthing that no European
could say,” she reflected a few months
ago, “Europe is a walled city—at least,
it's always secmed that way to me.
Everything is within walls. Picasso
could never have done what Pollock
did. Pollock released the historical
imagination of this country. I've al-
ways thought that the West was an
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important factor in the art of the for-
ties and fiftics here, Pollock came from
Wyoming, Clyfford Stll grew up in
North Dakota, and Rothko in Ore-
gon-——all those cnormous spaces. They
were all trying to convey the expand-
ing world.”

The Wakefiell Bookshop moved
uptown in 1944, and Mrs. Parsons
moved to the Mortmer Brandt Gal-
lery, at 15 East Fifty-scventh Street.
Brandt dealt in Old Masters, but he
wanted to open a modern section, and
he had been advised that Betty Par-
sons was the person to run it. Two
years later, looking back over her sales
figures, he thought better of the idea,
Brandt moved to another building and
told Mrs. Parsons to do whatever she
liked with the space at 15 East Fifry-
seventh, Mrs, Parsons, for whom salcs
were not the main issue, had begun
to think that she might have some real
ability as a dealer, and she decided that
it was time to establish a gallery of her
own. The Betty Parsons Gallery
opened in the fall of 1946, Her entire
working capital came to fifty-five hun-
dred dollars—a thousand of her own,
and the remainder from four of her
friends, Her real capital was in artists.
Peggy Guggenheim closed her gallery
in 1947 and went to live in Venice, so

Pollock and the other

Americans  she  had

shown were left in

a precarious  position.
[ There were not many
- modern-art galleries in

New York then, and

certainly not maore

than two or three that

would consider han-
! dling their work. Bet-
ty Parsons had already
shown Rothko, Hof-
mann, and Reinhardt
at the Brande Gallery.
Pollock, Rothko, New-
mun, and Still wanted
to remain tugc'l‘l‘u‘l‘ as
a group, and they de-
cided that summer
go to the Parsons Gal-
lery. Mrs. Parsons re-
members having a con-
versation at about this
ume with Curt Val-
entin, who was then
the most respected
dealer in the country.
“He asked me what |
thought about thesc
new artists, and [ said
I thought they were
fascinating,”  she re-
calls. “ ‘I must be go-
ing blind,” he said ‘I
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can’t sce them atall.” So I got them—
they would all probably rather have
gone with Curt.”

Barnett Newman was Mrs. Par-
sons’ “inspiration and guide,” as she
puts it, during the early years of the
gallery. She had met him in 1944, at
a dinner party at the Adolph Gott-
lichs’, and they had taken to one an-
other right away. Newman was a na-
tive New Yorker, a genial, articulate,
immensely well-rcad man, whose hori-
zons stretched well beyond the art
world. He could talk bnlhantly on al-
most any subject—philosophy, religion,
baschall, pclitics (he had even run for
mayor of New York in 1933, against
LaGuardia and others)- to the point
where some of his fellow-artists con-
sidercd him more of an aesthetic theo-
rist than an artist, (This always irri-
tated Newman, who once observed
that “acsthetics 18 for arnsts as orni-
thology is for the birds.”) Like a num-
ber of the other American artists who
would forge the revolutionary new art
of the fortes and fifties, Newman had
in the early fortics come to an impasse
in his own work; he did not make his
breakthrough untl 1948, when he be-
gan to paint single-color canvases cleft
by one or more vertical stripes of a
different color—paintings that enraged
the critics even more than Pollack’s
networks and skeins of dripped or
thrown paint. Throughout the forties,
Newman was in close touch with all
the important artists—he had intro-
duced Mrs. Parsons to Pollock—and
in 1943 he published an article pre-
dicting that America would become the
new center of Western art.

“Spontaneous, and emecrging from
scveral points, there has arisen during
the war years a new force in Ameri-
can painting that is the modern counter-
part of the primitive art impulse,” New-
man wrote in 1947, in the catalogue
for a groundbreaking show at Parsons
called “The Ideographic Picture.” It
was a note that he had sounded be-
fore, when he helped Mrs. Parsons
organize a show of pre-Columbian
stone sculpture at the Wakefield Gal-
lery in 1944, and again in 1946, with
a Northwest Coast Indian Art show,
which inaugurated the
Betty Parsons Gallery,
This was a stunning
show, selected large-
ly by Newman from
the storerooms of the
American Museum of
Natural History, and
one of the first shows
ever to present Ameri-
can Indian materials
for their aesthetic rath-

er than their ethnological significance.
The high quality of the objects them-
selves and the manner of their presen-
tation—in a bare, white-walled room
with no decoration of any kind—set
the tone for a new kind of gallery, de-
voted to a new kind of art.

Most New York art gallerics .in
those days followed the European pat-
tern of sumptucus wall coverings,
wall-to-wall carpets, and decorative
touches suggesting opulence. Even the
rooms of Alfred Barr’s Museum of
Maodern Art had a sort of Bauhaus
chic about them-—an elegant spareness.
The Parsons Gallery was the first 1o
look Iike a contemporary artist’s loft
(a rather clean one), without even a
potted plant to distract attention from
the works of art. Mrs. Parsons had
rented the space across the hall—Mor-
timer Brands old space—to Sam
Kootz, who also showed contemporary
art. The main gallery on her side was
spacious and beautifully proportioned,
nat quite square, windowless, with a
scrubbed wood floor. There was a
smaller gallery behind it, and z tiny
office. It was the ideal cnvironment for
the big, single-image, visionary paint-
ings of the New York Schoal.

From the beginning, it was also a
place where artists felt at ease. Newman
was there nearly every day, talking
with anyone who came in. On Sat-
urday afternoons, a dozen or more are-
ists n.ight gather in the back room and
stay several hours, and then go out to
dinner together. Newman, Pollock,
Rothko, and Sull all helped to hang
each other’s shows, and Betty Parsons
gave them complete freedom to do so.
Once, Rothko wanted to hang more
pictures than the walls would accom-
modate; he got Tony Smith and his
other artist friends together the after-
noon before the opening, and they
stayed in the gallery overnight build-
ing a freestanding wall and installing
the rest of the show. “I give them

walls,” Mrs. Parsons used o say.

“They do the rest.” Having arrived
in 1947 at his distinctive abstract
image—floating rectangles of saturated
color—Rothko soon started to paint
mural-size canvases, which eventually

grew to be as large as eleven by fifteen
fect. Another dealer might have com-
planed that it was impossible to sell a
painting that big, but not Berty Par-
sons, “It was the expanding world they
were after,”” she said last fall. “Barncy
was doing it vertically, with that great
plunging line—his ‘zip,” as he called
it. Rothko was doing it heonizontally.
Reinhardt by trying to make his pic-
tures more and more invisible, | ruess.
Stll was always the most romantic,
with those dark, jagged shapes. He al-
ways made me think of an eagle, or a
stallion. And Tony Smith—his sculp-
ure holds down the horizon.”

Not many people shared Mrs. Par-
sons’ enthusiasm for the new Amer-
ican painting. The establishment critics
reviewed her shows with a viciousness
reminiscent of the early days of Im-
pressionism. Life and other magazines
demanded a return to “humanism” in
art, and a Republican congressman,
George A. Dondero, of Michigan, saw
the new abstract painungs as part of a
dangerous Communist conspiracy. The
Parsons Gallery, along with the gal-
leries of Kootz and Charles Egan
(where de Kooning showed ), absorbed
most of the abuse, “Stuart Preston,
of the Times, came to me after the
first Barney Newman show and said,
‘Betty, any more shows like that and
they’ll throw you off the street,” ” Mrs.
Parsons recalls. “Another time, he
came to a Cl)'ﬂnrd Still shaw, got off
the elevator, took one look, and got
right back on it. I literally dragged
him back into the gallery, and 1 tock
him into the small room, where there
was one painting by Sdll, and T said,
‘Just stay in here for five minutes,
will you, p]c.’le-?' He stayed, and he
came out grumbling that maybe there
was ‘something’ there after all. Emily
Genauer, of the Trib, used to ask me
a lot of questions and then misconstrue
everything T said. It got so that I
didn’t even dare talk to her. John
Canaday, of the Twmes, was often very
hostile. He’s a nice fellow outside the
art world, and a very good dancer, but
he was often hostle to me because he
just didn’t see the work.”

The almost universal adverse criti-
cal reaction drew the
artists together. They
met frequently at The
Club, on Eighth Street,
or at the Cedar Tav-
ern, or at one of the
gallerics  that showed
their work, They gave
each other confidence.
One evening in 1951,
Rothko, Newman,
Pallock, and Still came
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to Betty Parsons’ studio apartment
for dinner. She was living then in
a fifth-floor walkup at 143 East For-
tcth Street—a large, airy room that
had seen countless similar gatherings.
This time, however, the four artsts
(“I thought of them as the Four
Horsemen of the Apocalypse™) had
come to make a serious proposal. They
wanted her to drop most of the other
artists in her gallery and concentrate
her energies on showing and selling
their work. “They said they would
mzke me the most famous dealer in the
world,” Mrs. Parsons recalls. “And
they were probably right. They really
were paying me a great compliment.
But T didn’t want to do a thing like
that. I told them that, with my nature,
I liked a bigger garden.”

The exodus began soon afterward.
First Pollock and then Rothko went to
Sidney Janis, who had taken the gal-
lery across the hall from Betty Parsons
in 1949, when Kootz moved out
Pollock left sadly, and gave her a
painting as his parting gift. (“We were
very good friends right up to the end,”
Mrs. Parsons once said.) Later, when
she heard rumors that Stll was also
going to Janis, she wrote him an out-
spoken letter saying that he was free
to go wherever he chose but asking
why she had to hear zbout it from
other people. Stll wrote a funous re-
ply, and they did not speak to one
another for years afterward. Newman,
decply hurt by the vitriolic reviews of
his 1951 show at Parsons, and even
more by the falure of any fellow-
artists to come to his defense, with-
drew his pictures from the gallery and
did not show again in New York for
eight years. But he and Mrs. Parsons
remained close friends, and he con-
tinued his advisory role at the gallery.

By 1952, the artists’ solidarity had
disintegrated in a series of bitter and
often foolish quarrels, Newman sued
Reinhardt for slander. Sall, who did
not go to Janis after all, quarrelled
publicly with Newman. “It all went
from love to hate in four years,” Mrs,
Parsons remembers. But the movement
that had come together at Peggy Gug-
genheim’s and had flowered at Berty
Parsons’ was now on the verge of its
international triumph. Rothko, Pollock,
Sull, and Tomlin were among those
included in the Museum of Modern
Art’s important “Fifteen Americans”
group show in 1952. (Newman’s ex-
cluson from this exhibition was an-
other factor in his decision to with-
draw from the art world.) Edward
Root and Duncan Phillips, the most
discerning and adventurous of the col-

lectors who frequented the Parsons
Gallery, were starting to buy the work,
and so were such new collectors as Ben
Heller and Mrs. Burton Tremaine.
By the time Pollock died--in an auto-
mobile accident, in 1956—Abstract
Expressionism was the most famous
and influental schoal of painting i the
world. In December of that year, for
the tenth anniversary .of the Parsons
Gallery, Barney Newman sclected and
Tony Smith hung a group of paintings
and sculptures by twenty-five arnists
who had been or stll were associated
with the gallery. The critics were vir-
tually unanimous in their praise. “Mrs.
Parsons has never lacked for courage,”
the critic Clement Greenberg wrote in
a catalogue note for the show. “It is
not a virtue signally associated with art
dealers . . . but then she 18 not, at least
for me, primarily a dealer....In a
sense like that in which a painter is re-
ferred to as a painter’s painter or a poct
as a poet’s poet, Mrs. Parsons’ is an
artist’s—and critic’s—gallery: a place
where art goes on and is not just shown
and sold.”

HE fact that the Parsons Gallery

had and then lost so many of the
masters of Abstract Expressionism has
been variously interpreted. Deorothy
Miller, who was for many years the
chief curator at the Museum of Mod-
ern Art, used to say, half joking, that
Betty Parsons lost interest in an artist
the moment he began sclling at high
prices. Mrs. Parsons could argue that
she has never lost interest in Kenzo
Okada, whose suave abstract pictures
she has been selling at higher and high-
er prices ever since 1953. On the oth-
er hand, Jock Truman, whom she mer
in the spring of 1962, and tok on
later that year, once complained that
he knew of several established artists
whose pictures had been unsoid by Mrs.
Parsons’ ardent proselytizing on behalf
of some other gallery artist, whose
work was less in demand. Richard
Tuttle, whom a number of peaple, in-
cluding Truman, consider the most
important young artist on the gallery’s
current roster, suggested recently that
a strain of competition scemed to enter
into Mrs. Parsons’ relationship with
fully developed, mature talents. “Bet-
ty never celebrates an artist,” Tuttle
said. “It’s not true that she’s a bad
businesswoman. She’s a very good one,
and she’s made a lot of money for
Okada and Ossorio and others. But
that’s not her real interest. Berty cares
about-growth. The gallery is unique,
because she has always thought an art-
ist should mature slowly—she used to
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say she’d never show anybody under
thirty-five. Betty won’t push you—she
cares mainly about your growth as an
artist.”

Artists are always changing galleries,
of course, and for Mrs. Parsons the
real excitement has been in making
new discoveries. In 1951, she gave
Robert Rauschenberg his first show,
much to that voung artist’s astonish-
ment; he had taken his work in to her,
he said, just to get a reaction from
“the best gallery in New York,” and
had never expected to be offered a
show. ( Rauschrnbrrg, the r?.'frmr ter-
rible of the fifnes, who was forging
a way out of Abstract Expressionism,
believes that he was denied a second
Parsons show because Barney New-
man ruled against it; he went to the
Stable Gallery, and then to Charles
Egan, before settling at Leo Cas-
telli's.) Mrs. Parsons’ discoveries
continued with Richard Lindner, in
1954; Ellsworth Kelly, in 1956; Jack
Youngerman, in 1958; Alexander
Liberman and Paul Feeley, in 1959.
From 1958 to 1961, she ran an annex
to the main gallery called Section
Eleven, which was devoted principally
(as the new Parsons-Truman Gallery
iy) to new lalrnl. RLIL;' anlmcr
showed there first, and so did Agnes
Martin, whosc mystical grid paintings
were to have such an influence on the
Minimal Art of the sixties, ( Mrs. Par-
sons once described these pictures
composed of unbroken horizontal and
vertical lines in subtly rclated colors
as “heartstrings pulled out, endlessly.”)
Most of these artists, too, have left the
gallery. When Kelly said he was leav-
ing, Mrs. Parsons told him that he was
frec to go anywhere he liked but that
if he went to Sidney Janis she would
never speak to him' again. She and
Janis were engaged just then in a dis-
pute over the gallery space. Mrs. Par-
sons is convinced to this day that Janis
went to the landlord’s agent, William
A. White, and made a deal, without
consulting her, to rent the entire floor.
Janis maintains that he did no such
thing—that the agent for the landlord,
informed by an inspector that it was a
violation of the building safety code to
have two gallerics on a floor with only
one, common exit, had come to Janis
and offered to rent him the endre floor.
At any rate, Janis agreed to take the
floor, and Mrs. Parsons, who thought
that as the floor's prior occupant she
should have been the one approached,
and who brought suit against the land-
lord-—Varwin Realty—and Janis to
this cffect, unsuccessfully, was obliged
to move in 1963 (after an indignant

year of paying rent to Janis), and took
her present space at 24 West Fifty-
seventh Strect. Ellsworth Kelly had
meanwhile gone to Janis, and Mrs.
Parsons did refuse to speak to him for
years—until he moved to Castelli, in
December of 1972. Now they are
great friends again.

In the twenty-nine years since Betty
Parsons opened her own gallery, she
has shown primarily abstract paint-
ing and sculpture—Abstract Expres-
sionism, color-field abstraction (Kelly,
Youngerman ), Minimal Art (Agnes
Martin, Richard Tuttle), and a great
many developments in between. Pop
Art never got its foot in the door, al-
though Mrs, Parsons did consent once
to let Andy Warhol draw her foot.
Warhol, who was stll drawing shoe
ads for I. Miller at that point (he blos-
somed as a Pop artist soon afterward ),
came to the gallery one day and asked
permission to draw Mors. Parsons’ foot,
which is rather narrow. Mrs. Par-
sons agreed, on the condition that she
could go right ahcad with what she
was doing, and so for the next hour,
while she wlked on the telephone and
wrote letters, she held up her nght
foot for Warhol to skereh. Mrs. Par-
sons admires the work of Warhol,
whom she once described as the “mur-
derer” of meodern art, but she would
never have consented to show it, be-
cause she 18 not comfortable with any
work that she finds destructive, She
also admires Clacs Oldenburg. “He’s
a great histonian, a journalistic histori-
an,” she said not long ago. “Can’t you
imagine in the future, when people
luok back at ovur time, they'll sec
Oldenburg’s sculptures and say, ‘Is
that really a toilet?’ “Is that really a
typewriter?” He's preserved all those
things.” But Pop Art was too litcrary
for her taste, and she has never shown
it. Perhaps for the same reason, she
missed Jasper Johns, whom she now
considers one of the most important
arrists alive. “He came tn the gallery
twice, in the fiftics, and I turned him
down,” she has said. “I just couldn’t
sce him at the time.”

IKE most dealers, Mrs. Parsons is
herself a collector of art. She be-

gan buying when she ran the Wake-
field Gallery—mainly the work of art-
ists she showed or would like to show.
Sometimes an artist would give her
a painting to pay off a debt, and some-
times, when she knew that an artist
was broke, she would go to his studio
and buy something. Once, she bought
twa de Kooning gouaches from
Charles Egan for seventy dollars, be-
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cause Egan told her that de Kooning
didn’t have enough money to go to the
dentist, Later, she began buying pre-
Columbian and African sculpture.
Bourdelle had introduced her to pre-
Columbian art in Paris. “He asked me
what nationality [ was, and I told him
American, and he said, ‘You mean
Mexican?' He said my work was so
prmitive it must be Mexican. Then he
showed me two httle’ pre-Columbian
stone pieces, the first I'd ever seen, and
they fascinated me.” Mrs, Parsons’
personal collection is highly eclectic and
definitely nonhistorical. She lacks the
exclusive and annihilating passion of
the compulsive collector, “I'm not the
possessive type,” she said last fall. “Pos-
session i entrely an inner thing with
me. If I fall in Jove with a picture,
then because I love it it's mine—it
doesn’t matter where it is or who owns
it. My own collection is really just a
tribute to the artsts I like.”

Discussing the range and catholicity
of Betty Parsons’ taste in a thoughtful
essay on the occasion of her show at
the Montclair Art Muscum last year,
the critic Thomas B. Hess wrote that
her enthusiasm, seen over the years, “is
not so much for what has come to be
known as the modernist tradition, or
for esthetic qualities, or even for art.”
He explained, “Rather she is dedicated
to a rarc human quality that sces vi-
sions, hears a faint music in nature,
finds patterns and insights that are
hidden from everyday glances, camou-
flaged by ordinary existence. She re-
sponds to this quality—which for want
of a better word we must
call ‘poetic’—with seismo-
graphic delicacy.” Jock Tru-
man fecls that this hits it cx-
actly. “Betty bkes a lot more
things than I do,” hc said
last fall. “We're both highly
intuitive, but she’s soll se-
duced by things that T no
longer think are valid. We
had an argument about this
the other day. T said that I
wasn’t interested in acsthetics, in beau-
tiful ways of putting paint on canvas
that no matter how well it was done,
that wasn’t enough for me. Berty
thought for a minute, and then said, ‘I
think it’s still enough for me.””

When Truman joined the gallery,
in 1963, he decided on a secret plan
of action. “My idea was to push Betty
into being the star she is, and then I
would step in to fill the vacuum. And
that’s really what has happened. She
travels a lot more now than she used
to, and she’s more useful to the gallery
travelling and mecting people than sit-

ting here. Betty is very shy, and she
resisted it at first, but she does love to
travel.” Over the last ten years, Mrs.
Parsons has travelled extensively in
Africa, Turkey, Ireland, India, and
Japan, as well as all over Europe; she
has built her house on Saint Martin,
where she spends Christmas and Eas-
ter, and she has bought her Mainc
cottage, in Sheepscott. Between trips,
she spends long weckends at a studio
that Tony Smith built for her sixteen
years ago in Southhold, Long Island,
on a cliff overlooking the Sound.
When she travels, she sketches so con-
stantly and so assiduously that her
friend Gordon Washburn, who has ac-
companicd her on scveral trips, accuses
her of hardly ever knowing what
country she is in. “She doesn’t care
about where she is, and she never
reads a guidebook,” Washburn said
the other day. “It’s only that direct,
visual contact that counts.” When she
is in Southhold or Saint Martin, or in
Maine, she spends most of her time
painting and making sculpture.

Betty Parsons painted her first ab-
stract picturc in 1947, Up unul then,
she had painted pretty much “what [
felt about what I saw,” but in 1947,
while convalescing from a serious ill-
ness with her friend Wright Luding-
ton in California, she was taken to a
rodeo, “and I got so excited by it, by
the color and the movement, that |
went back and did an abstract paint-
ing,” she says. “I couldn’t have con-
veyed that rodeo any other way. [ just
suddenly saw whar to do and why and

how to do 1.” The nexe big

change in her work came in

1966, when Jack Younger-

man saw a group of flat

stones that she had picked up

on the beach at Southhold,

brought back to the studia,

and painted on with the new

acrylic colors. Youngerman
suggested that she consider

= these painted stones prelimi-
nary studies for larger oils,

and she did, with the result that her
pictures grew bolder and more striking
in thar juxtaposiions of color and
shape. After a 1973 trip to East Africa
with her nephew William Rayner and
his wife, her color became even more
vibrant and intense. Mrs. Parsons often
speaks of the importance of “light” in a
painting. [f she doesn’t get light into it
somehow, she says, the painting is no
good. Asked what she meant by lighe,
she thought for a moment and then
said that it was a question of inner ex-
citement. “You sce a line that excites
you, or a flower—the caolor of it ur the
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shape—and you work with that, and
the excitement makes light. In Eng-
land years ago, I spent a weekend at
Lady Redding’s place in Sussex. 1 was
painting inside a greenhouse there, and
Lady Redding came in and looked,
and said she didn't see what on earth 1
saw to make me paint like that. T said,
“That flower excites the hell out of me,
and I'm trying to paint that excite-
ment.” She saw right ‘away what I
meant.”

Abour eight years aga, Mrs. Par-
sons’ long-suppressed urge
toward sculpture was reani-
mated by hits and pieces of
wood that washed up on her
beach at Southhold. The
home-building boom along
the shores of Long Island
Sound provided an endless
supply of these oddments and mill
ends, and they began to pile up in Mrs.
Parsons’ studio because the shapes had
attracted her. Eventually, she got the
idea of painting them with acrylic col-
ors—like the stones—and then as-
sembling them into fanciful, striking,
and sometimes hilarious combinations,
to which she assigns titles in keeping
with the spirit of the piece: “Look at
Me,” “Go Away,” “Kick of Spring,”
“The Clown.” Her artist friends love
the painted-wood pieces, which strike
most of them as direct reflections of
Mrs. Parsons’ own impulsive, witty,
and energetic nature.

No one has yet suggested that Betty
Parsons s a major artist, but her work
is looked upon with respect; it is
shown by the A, M. Sachs Gallery
New York, and by the Studio Gallery,
in Washington, ).C. (Mrs. Parsons
is much too professional to have ever
considered showing it at her own gal-
lery), and this July she will have a
show at the Benson Gallery, in Bridge-
hampton, Long Island. *“Painting is a
compulsive thing with me,” she has
said. “It’s 2 way of keeping alive.
There’s no conflict between my work
as an artist and my work as a dealer,
because when I sit down to paint I have
no recall. Nothing interests me except
that direct contact I try to make with
the canvas. A lot of artists don’t go to
exhibitions, because they're afraid of
being influenced. A lot more shouldn’t
go—1I could name names, but I won’t.
[ started quite late finding my own
clear path, and now nothing inter-
feres with i.”

OQOKING back over her career is
not something that Mrs. Parsons

is much inclined to do. She hves her
several different lives at a pace that

leaves little time for reflection, and
she shows absolutely no sign of slow-
ing down. During a single week last
fall, for example, she flew ta Syracuse
on Saturday, Scptember 28th, for the
n]x-ning of a sculpmrc show h}' Ruth
Vollmer, one of her artists, at the
Everson Museum there; spent Sunday
and Monday painting at her housc in
Southhald; returned to
the hanging and then the opening,
Tuesday afternoon, of a show of paint-
ings by the English arvist Mark Lan-
caster at her gallery, and
entertained the artst and
nine others for dinner that
night at a West Side restau-
rant; flew 1o Washington on
Wednesday for the opening
of the ]osuph H. Hirshhorn
Museum and Scu]pu;r.- Gar-
den, where she was pleased to ob-
serve that the many works of art ac-
quired by Hirshhorn from her gallery
looked *“happy™ on the walls (“At the
Guggg-nhclm. all the pictures look as
though they wish they were some-
where clse. But not herc”); stayed
overnight in Washington with her
friend Mrs. Adelyn Breeskin, formerly
the director of the Baltimore Muscum
of Art and now a coensultant on twen-
tieth-century painting and sculpure e
the National Collection of Fine Arts;
and then toured the Hirshhorn all
over again the next morning, before
flying back to New York, where she
just had tme to dress for a party given
by the collector Samuel [. Newhouse,
Jr., in honor of Alexander Liberman’s
opening at the André Emmerich Gal-
lery. (Liberman showed first at Par-
sons, and he and Mrs. Parsons have
remained good friends.) In bhetween
these events, she had managed to sell
a difficult painting by a relatvely un-
known arust, Edward Zutrau, for six
hundred dallars, to a collector who
had said he was reluctant to buy any
painting that cost less than five thou-
sand dollars; had conferred at length,
in idiomatic French, with the [eal-
ian sculptor Maro Ceroli, whom she
would be showing in December, and
wha had turned up unexpectedly in
New York just when she was trying to
reach lam by telephone in Rome; had
had dinner with her friend and cus-
tomer Joel Grey, the actor, and his
wife (Grey describes Mrs. Parsons as
“the strongest vulnerable person 1
know'); had taken one of her several
nieces on a tour of the art galleres in
SoHo (Mrs. Parsons enjoys the lively
SoHo art scene but has no intention of
maving her gallery there); had paid 2
visit to Kenzo Okada, who was in the
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The potion of love.

(and hm\ it all began 450 years ago)

We know she was beautiful, Saronno, Italy. And her romantic,

young and widowed. intriguing liqueur.

But did she create the original We still like to think Amaretto
Amaretto di Saronno asathank  di Saronno is a potion that in-
you for her portrait? Or was it spired a great love. It's
to stir romantic fires in Ber- something to wonder
nardino Luini, the artist who about tonight as you sip
painted her in 1525? its intriguing, provocative

History has lost the bouquet.
answers—even her Discover the
name—leaving only many other ways to
Luini’s stunning fresco use Italy’s rare
in the Sanctuary of liqueur of love.
Santa Maria delle Write for a free rec-

Grazie in :\?e booklet: Foreign
intages, Inc. 98
Cutter Mill Road,
Great Neck, New
York 11021, Dept.

NY11.

The original:
Amaretto di Saronno:.

56 Proofl Imported by Foreign Vintages. Inc | Great Neck. NY € 1974

yospital. and whose parting words as
she sped on to her nest appointment
were “Betn ! Contral yourseli! 3 and
omchow found time lor o=
sideruble amounr of office work, read-
ing, and letter writing, and for hes
twice-woeekh  sesstions at the Subuad
Center, where followers of the Indo-
nesian sage Muhammad Subub practice
various methods of emptying the mond
and calming the emotions, so that they
can enter “the creative void,”™ Mis.
Parsons has been a Subud practitionas
for fifteen vears, and she s convineed
that it helps v keep her going. He
own mind-cmptving teehnigue 1s move-
ment—a personal form of dance,
“Mics van der Rohe once  said
something thar has stuck with me”
Mrs. Parsons said recently., “I have a

had memon, but some things [ don™

?nl-;u, \[.\ S ||l Tha there 1S a 1 1]
dexl of talent around but that ther
are only two things that really count

clarity and ene rgy. Some p “i‘l‘ haiv
one without the other, but both ar
necessary, Any way, U at's what I look
for in an arnst. There’s a lot of work
heing done today that’s interesting, and
intelligent, and beaunfully made, bur
it docsn’t have any vieality. It has clan-
6 without ¢nergy. I'm very mucl

mterested in o future. We're fin-
ished with the expanding world now-
it's become impossible to expand any
more—and so [ rhink artists will have
to do some ¢ \i'-anln-:_ uf thar mn
W n!',(!\‘ l :\';' that \-“ tht tl‘[ﬂ‘ il
enormous change that’s ahead of

.'n reing e tx;-.nn| on Arnst

more than ever., Businessmen never s
anything bur profic and loss, bur the
world 1s A_'m/n‘-; mto o F‘In.m where tha
docsn’t count amymore.” She paused
for a few moments, and then sad,
“The fortics and the earlv fifves —tun
was an ineredible period in are. T don’
think w’ll see that kind of energy
wgain for a long time. But I'm na
really interested in the historical thing
g along enorely on entl
belief in arnists and faith in the cre-
auve process, Which is very meysterons,

thank God. One

went to sce Giacomertt in his studio

ustism and

y A few jears ago, |
He was making drawings, a whol

seres of new drawings, and they wer

incredibly ‘u.lull'h;i [ sid, ‘How i
you do it¥" He ~m ‘I’s easv. All it
takes is a lifetime.” ™

CaLvin Tomiins

CITY CRIME RAT'F SOARS
POIL I EXPRESS COXNCFERN
Headline in the (Mtiawa Cilizen,

Sumebudy has to show an intorest



