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*TIAA/CREF

*Personal Policy Committee; No Accommodation to Families in Medical Insurance; Job Categories; Annual Performance Reviews; Family Leave Policies; Salary Grid; Staff Review of Budget;

Departmental/Project Budget Spreadsheets; Spread Sheet Budgeting; Budget Retreats;

Matrix Form of Developer’s Time Budgeting; 

Client-Centered Organization Following Audiences

*Estimating Impact of Assignment of Project Grant Overhead to Unrestricted Operating Income

Art of the Muppets Reserve Fund [look up Sleepless piece]

*College Work Study; Internship Program;

*Paid Admission; Free Friday Nights; inviting people in who hesitated at the door; Library Memberships

*Neighborhood and Staff Kids and Dogs at Work; Positive Nepotism (The Faldezs); Kid’s At Risk; Court-Ordered Supervision
*Sleepless

Authors and Museum Share in Royalties 

Staff Notes

*Open Office Hours

Milk Bottle Directional Signs, Spocking [look in Museum Wharf stuff or in Spocking]

Exploiting Every Natural Source of Income

Newsprint Pads, Easels, Markers, Masking Tape

Kit Rental Fees

The Haunted House (Indianapolis Children’s Museum)

Every year’s search for a fresh source of income and yet another source of savings

We were on the labor intensive-slope of inflation curve

Judge Garghity’s Order

Commonwealth Line-Item Budget; Jim xxx

Softball Team

Design Vocabulary

Babar; Mexican Restaurant; McDonalds; Families

Paper and Pencil Games (Molly Buttons); Clubs (????), July Jaunters 

Family Restrooms
Advisory Groups (Native American, Japanese, Teacher, Death and Loss, Special Needs, Chinese)

TIAA-CREF

When I got to the Museum the senior members of the staff: Phil O’Connell, Assistant Director, Miriam Dickey, Director of Education, Ruth Green, Director of the Loans and Collections who had all been there for more than a decade and all made only $5000 a year, roughly half what they could command in a comparable public school job. I had made some hay by pointing out that there was only one member of the board who was contributing more than Phil, Miriam, and Ruth who in their salaries were contributing as much to the financial well-being of the museum. In fact all three were still living with members of there families in the houses they grew up in made it possible for them to survive on our miserable salaries. As if that wasn’t bad enough, each was well into their fifties and there was no provision in place for a retirement plan. When it came time to retire the implicit assumption was that the board would vote a pension, although there was no guarantee that the funds or board will would be in place to actually make it happen. 

John Spring, a member of the board had also grown uncomfortable about this and offered to work on getting a formal retirement plan in place. As we got together at our first meeting John had served on the boards of several independent schools and suggested that we look into TIAA an affordable vehicle. It turned out that there was no precedent to tie our application for membership to since we were not an academic institution. What were the criteria for being considered a school, university or college? You had to offer regularly scheduled courses. Well, we had teacher workshops, after school clubs, a summer day camp. The sympathetic TIAA person on the phone suggested we put together an application emphasizing these features. And damned if we weren’t accepted! As far as we know, we were the first museum, not directly affiliated with a college or university, that made the grade. All of us who are now in our dotage are feeling tremendously fortunate to have been swept up in Andrew Carnegie’s warm embrace and John Spring’s extraordinarily insightful opportunism.

Of course we had to decide exactly what the policy would look like, how generous the museum would be, whether our matching contributions would be voluntary or not, and how we compensated for the time already served by the three senior members of the staff, and so on. 

When we found initial resistance to employee’s coming up with a matching contribution when they were forced to join the plan, we finessed the issue by being sure that when each of us joined the plan a salary increase was timed so that it covered the added cost of the employee’s match without suffering any loss in take-home pay. 

Among all the things I am proud of was how John Spring and I the board found a way to bring the museum a humane retirement plan. 

College Work Study 

Another example of timely opportunism occurred when word got out that a new Federal appropriation would make it possible to cover the cost of paying college students for part-time work to supplement the cost of their tuition and fees. [get documentation and dates to the original bill, appropriations and guidelines for the initial years of the program] Although it was thought of originally as work in research labs, at teaching assistants, as xxx, we thought it held an opportunity for covering most of the costs of floor staff or “interpreters” facilitated the learning of visiting families and school groups as they interacted with our newer generation of hands-on exhibits (i.e. What’s Inside, Animals and Armor, How Movies Move). All of us on staff had to take turns covering the floor and clubs, especially during weekends and school vacations, and our growing attending had put even more pressure on the floor staff. We thought the opportunity was heaven-sent and not to be missed!

We went the rounds to area colleges and universities with a simple job description and a commitment to pay the 10% contribution that the “employer” be responsible for training and supervision. And with the program so new, that the colleges and universities had only begun to exploit the potential for on-campus jobs so programs administrators welcomed the jobs the Museum was providing. Before we new it, we had a several dozen 15 hour College Work Study working at the museum—and almost at no cost!

Eventually, but probably more than a decade later, with funding cuts and a much smarter faculty made sure that all the College Work Study jobs were absorbed on campus—but for that golden decade and a lot of careful work with the individual program administrators we had a huge infusion of cash and a wonderfully eager team of young to staff to work on the floor, behind the scenes and in community centers. When the program began to dry up we had to find other ways to subsidize this crew. [see Internship Program, Kids at Risk, xxx]

Estimating Grant Contribution to Operating Budget
As we became better and better at living within very tight budgets, an artifact of our extreme caution was playing hob with the lives of some staff  (developers, Design and Production designers and technicians) living from to year on soft money.  Many grants that would not be in place months after the Spring budgeting cycle was completed. Yet we had to come up with income estimates based on the evidence on hand. We couldn’t just cross our fingers and hope for the best. So we erred on the side of caution. We told our soft money folks that they were in the project budgets but we couldn’t guarantee a full-time place in the operating budget until the grant notice came in—or didn’t.

While we where very good at getting grants. Anne Butterfield, keeping score, claimed we had hit 80% over the years. But it didn’t reassure we could guess which proposal would support which developer. 

After many painful budget cycles and developer spreadsheets, we came up with and tried out a new variation. It fit it on one page, and after some cycles with our fingers cross we found it did worked.

We would list the proposals that were still out or would be written later, how much we had asked for, how much the funder would actually likely give us in the next year, how much of that reduced amount could be counted as overhead and not charged directly to project costs, and the most critical number of all, our best guess that the project will be funded. We repeat the estimate for each proposal and then calculated the bottom line for the sum all the estimates as follows:

Funder

Proposal
Grant/Yr
Indirect/Yr
Probability
Indirect Yield



Carnegie
 100,000
  30,000
  5,000
    x
0.60
   =
  3,000

NSF

 250,000
100,000
25,000    x
0.40       =
10,000

Hyams

   50,000
  50,000
   -0-

0.80

   -0-

Riley

   25,000
  25,000
   -0-

0.50

   -0-

Stride Right
   10,000
    5,000
  5,000
    x
0.50
   =
  2,500



 443,000
210,000
35,000



15,500
So we put a line item in the budget on the income side of $15,500. It scared us to death on the first couple of budget cycles, but we came to trust the soundness of that number, and because we were so circumspect in our estimates of the size of the grant, and the probability of getting the grant, we never found ourselves out on a limb. And there were fewer developers, designers and technicians hung out to dry waiting for the news of their fates.

Sleepless in Boston

A recurring anxiety of if mine was having to live with the uncertainties and consequences of over-ambitious attendance projections. In decisions about next year’s budget, moving to Museum Warf, renting The Art of the Muppets, all depended on generating enough earned income to make the numbers work. The numbers in turn were grounded on attendance estimates. The managers and board struggled with these estimates and made their decisions, but in the big move downtown the stakeholders also included our partners in the project, potential donors and sponsors, the banks and bond underwriters, the city and federal planning and funding agencies.  We all had to be convinced of the reasonableness of our plans. The assumptions had to make sense before each budget was adopted and the Wharf and Muppet projects got the green light. There was a lot riding on our numbers.

As always, the first numbers didn’t work. They had to be messaged: costs were cut, new money found, the underlying assumptions reexamined. Attendance projections were at the top of the list. Sometimes an expert was brought in to test our numbers but we were acutely aware that his or our numbers were only intelligent guesses, the ultimate responsibility was in our hands. Faced with decisions to move ahead anyway, or start over, or abandon our dreams, there was tremendous pressure to push our projections to the generous side. 

On the other hand, if we yielded to pressure and guessed wrong the operating budget might slide into the red, people would have to go, and cherished programs abandoned. In special cases like the Muppets the renter’s share of exhibition revenues came off the top with a real possibility of a net loss adding to our worries. And of course, operating lines of credit were conditional on maintaining a balanced budget and those loans might be called in. Falling behind on Museum Warf bond payments could lead to default and compromise both collaborating museums, perhaps fatally. So the stakes were high if we overreached. The optimistic attendance projections and all that followed would be there to haunt our dreams.

We were addicted to the daily, weekly, monthly and cumulative admission figures. The smallest deviation was alarming. What if the trend continued? Could we recover? I would wake up with the anxiety, unable to get back to sleep. Then gradually, cumulatively a simple and profound realization appeared to us. If we began to choose the safer low range of our estimates the uncertainty—the anxiety—would become manageable. So we got tough on ourselves and erred on the side of caution and conservatism. We absorbed painful compromises in the planning rather than digging out later. The whole psychology changed. Now we were in control. There were few alarming surprises; embarrassing admissions to the board and banks were rare. If the numbers were better than our projections we felt wonderful and looked good. 

We grew to trust this approach and ourselves and began to sleep through the night. 

Personal Policy Committee
We were in the trough of a massive post-partum depression after opening the new museum at Museum Wharf. We could see it coming. We were all braced, at least intellectually. But that didn’t make it any easier deal with the sourness at a time when we should have been bathing in congratulatory good feelings.

The hardest thing was the flood of anger that seemed to underlie our depression until we realized that in the drive to the opening we had pushed aside all the problems and slights that would have distracted us from our main task. We just didn’t deal with them. And now we had to.

Folks were deciding that perhaps this would have been a good time to move on to a new job, to go to graduate school, to xxx. 

And of course, the Managers thought of themselves as extraordinarily thoughtful and evenhanded. If they only could sit in on a salary decision they would have to agree!

Among strategies we tried, I spent a fair amount of time wandering about and talking to staff, one-on-one and collectively. The issues seemed everywhere. Among the galling issues that staff didn’t think that pay and promotions had been handled equitably. In fact they knew that they hadn’t been!

In these discussions we began to think that even though the problems might go away spontaneously, specially as folk got a little rest and recovered from the round the clock pressure, but in spite our defensiveness and denial, we realized that as managers we also allowed ourselves to focus on “getting the new museum built and moved was the real task.” Other things, like regularizing salary systems, would have to wait, even thought the museum became a more complicated organization with more jobs and staff.

Looking back, nearly thirty years now, I don’t remember exactly how the Personnel Policy Committee came about, but we decided that it should take a very high priority and that its work should include at least representatives of all the staff stakeholders at every level and at all departments. 

Each department was responsible for electing a representative to the Committee, and all four of us managers would also be fully engaged in PPC. Probably about a dozen folks came to each meeting—which were held every couple of weeks, with my and other members of the Committee doing the homework to get ready for the next meeting.

In our first meetings we agreed that getting a more or less objective list of job hierarchies based on some form of job descriptions was in order before we could come up with rational salary scales. We didn’t look to other forms of analysis such as OMB’s job descriptions and rating categories although the Managers had been using what we thought was a fairly rational listing of jobs and salaries. 

[include egs of agendas and policies] 

It took a lot of detailed homework and some contentious meetings to tackle one issue after the other, Committee reps brought back to their departments for review, and policies and systems were adopted, and in some cases by the Board. Solid changes began to pile up. The Committee and the folks they represented began to see that their efforts were making a difference. 

Because we decided that each rep would be elected for staggered terms, in a few years the majority of the staff had a chance to sample and make contributions to PPC work, and get a sense that most policy decisions had both positive and negative consequences and that those tradeoffs had to be made in coming to resolution in making tough policy. It was a wonderful training ground for us all. We got pretty sophisticated in understanding what we were up to.

Open Office Hours

In the freeform, pre-Phoenix, pre-McBer days I welcomed everyone to talk to me about their ideas, their plans, their work, their problems. I had ideas or my own too, about almost everything and an abundance of solutions waiting to spill out on the table. I was good at it! I felt engaged, informed, needed and in my element. 

In thinking about delegating more during the McBer intervention I had to admit that if I wasn’t involved in everything, I might have nothing left to do—or nothing interesting left to do. 

But, on balance, there seemed abundant (no critical) reasons to risk giving things away and not be involved with inventing all solutions and participating in every decision. 

It took a while to learn how to do this. People like Elaine were there to remind me where the borders were and if I was to participate in coming up with solutions, making decisions in her turf was only by invitation and only to offer advice, not dictate decisions.

But after years of practice tiptoeing and managers realizing that I really respect their borders, I got everyone’s ascent to tryout open office hours. I’d seen it work with academic faculties. One fixed afternoon each week I would be available for open office hours. No appointment, first come first served. No topic was telegraphed ahead. Everything was fair game. I had to ritually remind my visitors that I would not be making decisions—that was in the their hands and in the hands of their managers and other stakeholders.

On of the earliest and most useful limiting devices that I taught myself in the months after McBer, was to ask everybody in the room, but particularly myself, who wasn’t in the room that had a stake in the discussion and possible decision that surfaced from the discussion, and therefore had to be brought up to speed and included later in the follow-up to the meeting before the decision was confirmed or modified. Everyone got better and better at the Children’s Museum and later at the Field Museum where I worked next, at figuring out the invitation list for planning and decision-making meetings. 

It worked pretty well. Visitors couldn’t shake the impression that appointments were in order, and for many hours no one showed up at all. As I thought about it, perhaps communication was working so well among managers and their staff that most issues were resolved successfully at that level, or that everyone believed that I would not allow end runs, or just having this outlet seemed to diffuse tense situations. What ever it was, people thought it was a terrific idea and it made its way to the Field Museum when we moved on to Chicago. 

Neighborhood and Staff Kids, and their Dogs

If children’s museums were for kids and their caregivers, what about the neighborhood kids who hung out at the museum, or the kids of staff members who came to work with their parents, or for that matter, the dogs—staff dogs?

Every children’s museums, especially the museums that were embedded in residential neighborhoods, seemed to tolerate a coterie of kids who made the museum theirs. These latchkey kids were not the children of middle class parents who dropped them off and picked them up for after-school and school vacation programs. These “regulars” attached themselves to the museum or museum staff and formed deep bonds over their childhoods. In the old-days they did paper and pencil games, joined the Bird or Indian Clubs, went to July Jaunter’s summer camp, hung out in staff offices, did small chores or made pests of themselves [drove staff to distraction]. The Fitzgeralds—Patty Fitzgerald, Kathy Fitzgerald, Michael Fitzgerald—used the museum as an old fashioned settlement house, and as the exhibits became more interactive, as a playground. But when they reached adolescence they were absorbed in the regular staff. Mike Fitz ended up running the museum’s computer center for more than a decade. From time to time we developed special programs: Junior Curators, xxx, that were designed to absorb the regulars but they were always staff intensive and tended to work best for adolescents (Kids at Risk, Museum Interns or Interpreters who were exhibiting deeper problems troubles and had nowhere else to turn for support.

Periodically, the issue was raised, isn’t this a museum—not a social service agency? Why do we feel committed to these neighborhood children who seemed to have adopted us? Why weren’t the Fitzgerald’s the responsibility of Mrs. Fitzgerald? She was a single working mother. Shouldn’t she home after school?

Like the debate about the whether a museum should cater to preschool kids and their mothers, why should a museum be part the support systems
 for latchkey children? In the end, all these debates about what was the museum about, were trumped but referring to whom was the museum for. 

Jeri Robinson’s early childhood programs also seemed to be an unforced fit—especially for first-time teenage mothers.

But if the neighborhood regulars had to be accommodated, what about our own kids who were on the loose and had to be absorbed during at least some adult work hours: a sick, but not bedridden, child that had to come with us to the museum; a kid out of school on winter break, tagging along when all of us had to serve time during the crush of the February week instead of joining grandparents in Florida, all had to be, at least some of the time, brought with us to the museum and absorbed incorporated into the life of the museum. Wandering the exhibit floors, participating in a vacation week program, drawing or coloring on the office carpet, going out for lunch at Brigham’s on Centre Street (a frappe—pronounced “frap” in Boston—or a cone with Jimmies.)

And of course, Martha and Eunice, the dogs who came to work with Jim. None of these exceptions got out of hand, but… 

One day when Dan and Pete came with me to the museum and disappeared into the exhibits when I got home at the end of the day, Judy asked t we were up to.

[leaving Dan and Pete at the museum]  

Budgeting and Accounting Tools 

For all our seeming casualness and flexibility, after Phoenix and McBer we became bears in never going into the red and our commitment to conservative budgeting. Until the first year after moving downtown and a 2.5x increase in attendants, the following year was the only one after 197? when we allowed ourselves to run a deficit. In our move to fiscal solvency we used the most modern technology, spread sheets, monthly printouts, outsourcing payroll, anything that would get us smart about what was happening right now about our financial condition—so we could make small or large mid-year corrections. For a small, non-profit, arts organization we were extraordinarily businesslike. [big section based on the more sophisticated computer-based system developed by Tom Goldsmith, David Burnham and Phyl O’Connell] 

Earned Income

From the very beginning it seemed that annual contributions would always be an anemic source of support. And we were hurting financially. Everyone assumed that kids and education were natural targets of generosity. But is wasn’t long before we had to admit that the school the wealthy and generous giver went to, or where their children or grandchildren went, or the hospital that cured their wife’s cancer, or the prestigious museum or orchestra that put their name on the program or the donor plaque were the places that could command attention, and attract potential donors and board members. Not only were we not in the big time, we were invisible to the “folks with deep pockets. ”

Added to this problem was that the “old money,” that had been created in the mills and trade of the 19th Century, was now in the hands of a second or third generations that was trying its best to hang on to their inherited wealth, and that the younger Route 128 high-tech entrepreneurs were preoccupied with creating their wealth and had not thought much about their legacies. Boston was notoriously stingy in the sixties and seventies.

Here is a little story that illustrates the problem. After some success in getting and making good use of donations of string of state-of-the-art computers from Digital Equipment Corporation, I went to a meeting with Ken Olson, the founder and CEO of DEC, to ask whether he would consider a corporate or personal cash contribution as well. We met in his modest, exposed brick office, ironically in one of the recycled water-driven 19th Century mill buildings dotting the New England industrial landscape. He tilted his chair back and said, as if he hadn’t founded the company and recruited its directors, that the board hired him to manage the company, and while they were happy to continue to make gifts of hardware, which was, after all, their business, but that they were too busy to get involved giving away money. Within the following decade, DEC had set up a corporate foundation to make financial contributions, closely followed by Ken Olson’s decision to begin giving away his own money, generously. But back then, Ken was just not ready. The competitive hormones were still coursing through his veins and didn’t think of himself as a man of means.

In contrast with coming up dry in the first decade of fundraising with the usual wealthy individual and corporate suspects, Boston foundations, and their counterparts in 

Washington and New York, were extraordinarily adventurous. When we hadn’t much that was familiar to point to, they took real risk in supporting our half-formed ideas. [list of the first decade of project grants] But of course these project grants had clear beginnings and ends, and we couldn’t expect them to fund ongoing programs, at least not for more than a couple of years.

So the only answer would have to be: we had to earn our living.

Approaching its 50th year, the Children’s Museum had not charged for anything before except a nominal fee for loan exhibits and xxx. In fact, we couldn’t think of any children’s museums that charged for a regular admission in the 60s, although there had been admission charged for some “grownup” museums. But charging kids didn’t seem right, especially for neighborhood museums that always though of themselves as part of the social network for “underprivileged” kids—playing a role like settlement houses. [Brooklyn, Boston, Indianapolis, Detroit, Newark, etc.]  

But we were hurting, stuck in a financial eddy current. We decide that if we were to charge an admission we better time it to coincide with something new and terrific and make extraordinary arrangements to make sure that no one with empty pockets would be turned away.

[what happened and how we compensated for low-income visitors] Salary Grid
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