
THE ARTS FESTIVAL AND HOW WE CREATED IT 

 

Bradley Marx and I marched into Dave Pynchon’s office and basically sold the 

idea that during those times of strain on campuses—and after Woodstock—that 

Deerfield needed a time to shut down and celebrate the arts, broadly defined. 

We sold him on what this could conceivably be. We had no idea. But we 

reached high in the pitch. I think he thought, “Why not let them try?” 

      

But it came with one big caveat: We were in no circumstances to go to alumni 

or parents to solicit money for the enterprise.  

 

So the first thing we did was go talk to Sam Bronfman, who was a junior. He 

agreed to ask his dad. the legendary Edgar Bronfman. And sure enough, within 

a couple days he sent us $10,000. That’s over $90,000 in today’s dollars; at 5 

percent average inflation for 25 years of our lives, and 3 percent for the last 25 

years…it’s a lot. It’s a lot more if you kick in the ultra-high inflation and interest 

rates for much of the 70s and 80’s. The point is, it enabled a lot of procurement, 

and we could appeal to artists and musicians and writers, their sensibilities at the 

time—that we were kids trying to make a statement. 

     

We were able to reach high, and essentially all our invites said yes.  

     

Who can forget Herbie Hancock arriving in four trucks, a huge bus and a car, all 

for his massive setup and full band? And what a performance. Remember, 

Hancock wasn’t widely known at the time.  

 

And who could forget the poet Anne Sexton? She demanded a limo and a 

case of beer. No problem there. But we worried about her actually getting into 

the car, much less arriving in Deerfield. We dispatched the perfect asset to 

ensure success, Kiracofe. God knows what went on in the back seat and the 

discussion they must have had…maybe she drank and napped. Maybe Barry 

inspired her. Who drank the beer? All I know is that all the beer was gone by the 

time they showed up; I know that because it was my responsibility to clear all 

the cans from the back seat and get rid of them. No matter, what a reading she 

gave. 

   

Then there was Margaret Meade’s daughter, Mary Catherine Bateson, who was 

a force in her own right. In the middle of her presentation, she whips out her 

boob and breastfeeds her baby…and keeps on giving her talk after the kid 

fastens in. I don’t know about the rest of the 250 in attendance, but it was an 

eye-opener and said a lot about the times. Quite a wake-up call.  

    



I am forgetting a lot on the pure art side. I seem to remember Jim Giddings 

giving a seminar, but there must have been an important invite—a guy with a 

scraggly beard is my memory. 

 

And then there was the organization of it all. I was in charge of coordinating the 

schedule with the invites. Obviously, we were not inviting them to Palm Beach. 

And it was a 3-hour drive from NYC. But some came from nearby. But they 

came. 

  

Oh yes...in the middle of the festival, Dave Pynchon called Bradley and me into 

his office to tell us that using Edgar Bronfman, after being told under no 

circumstances were we to solicit money from alumni and parents, was a “punch 

to my tummy.” His actual words. He was hurt, and disappointed, by us, but his 

tone was not angry. He didn’t say “stomach,” so my read on the situation was to 

get out of his office and simply keep on going. Which is what we did. Besides, 

the money had been largely spent.  

      

When I headed up the first big capital campaign for Deerfield 11 or 12 years 

later, I just remembered that if you could explain something simply and 

persuasively, you could get somebody to commit and give whatever they had. 

And it was okay to reach high, which is exactly what everyone in the class did 

for the Arts Festival. Without the participation and help of so many in our class, it 

wouldn’t have—it couldn’t have—happened at the spectacular level it did. Just 

imagine, shutting Deerfield down for 3 days, 6 weeks from now, out of the blue. 

From a pipedream to a regional event. I just shake my head at the audacity of it 

all. And that is about sums up what the Class of 1970 was all about. 

 

 


