
Gertrude Stein At Rice 
by Neil "Sandy" Havens, Class of 1956, Professor Emeritus of Drama 

he death of Jane Blaffer Owen 
on June 21, 2010, reminded 

--~ me of the following stories. 
I have no knowledge of the extent 

of financial support Mrs. Owen may 
have given Rice University over the 
years. I know that she was supportive 
of the University of Houston. But in 
my mind she has also long been a 
friend of Rice. For me, that story 
began in 1953 when I was a Rice 
sophomore. That year Mrs. Owen 
gave Rice a splendid bronze bust of 
Gertrude Stein by the sculptor 
Jacques Lipchitz. I am certain that 
Rice made official acknowledgement 
and profuse thanks to Mrs. Owen for 
the gift. Rice Players decided it would 
be appropriate to further 
acknowledge the gift by producing a 
play by Gertrude Stein and dedicating 
it to Mrs. Owen in appreciation of 
her gift. The play was "Yes is for a 

Bronze bust of Gertrude Stein 

very Young Man." I was cast as the 
very young man. Whether intentional 
or not, the costumer chose a long
sleeved blue sweater for me to wear. I 
was a tall, skinny kid. Mrs. Owen 
came to the opening night 
performance and was convinced that I 
looked just like the figure in the 
Picasso painting 'The Acrobat" and 
was totally charmed by the whole 
evening. She wrote us a modest check 
in appreciation of our appreciation, 
and thus began a wonderful 
relationship with the Rice Players. 

The following spring the Players 
presented the second of their evenings 
of scenes from Shakespeare
performed al fresco using the 
beautiful architecture of Rice as 
background. We shifted the audience 
from location to location under the 
guidance of costumed torchbearers. 
The audience sat on the grass; we 
performed a scene and shifted to 
another setting. An evening consisted 
of four or five lengthy scenes from a 
variety of plays. Once again, Mrs. 
Owen was charmed, so much so that 
she invited us to perform some of our 
scenes for a group of her friends in 
her extensive, woodsy garden. Now it 
was the Rice Players who were 
charmed. We felt totally Elizabethan 
and privileged to have found a 
"Patronesse" -not the Queen, but 
certainly our patron lady. We did the 
Shakespeare garden party a couple of 
years in a row. Still today my wife and 
I refer to Mrs. Owen as "Lady Jane." 
Many years later Mrs. Owen 
responded to a request from me to 
purchase for Fondren Library the 
complete set of the videos of the 
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BBC's productions of all the 
Shakespeare plays. 

A part of the story which is now 
largely forgotten is the adventurous 
career of the bust of Gertrude Stein. 
The Lipchitz bronze was a handsome 
piece; Miss Stein was not a handsome 
woman. So Rice had a splendid 
bronze bust of an unattractive person. 
This in itself presented issues for a 
mostly not-very-sophisticated student 
body. Complicating the situation was 
an ongoing feud between the Rice 
Players and a small group of folks led 
by J. Fred Duckett who wrote sports 
articles for the Rice Thresher - and 
who loved to refer to the Rice Players 
as "half-aesthetes." When the Rice 
Players did the Stein play in honor of 
Jane Owen's gift, J. Fred and friends 
went after it in a big way. 

"Gertie," as the bust was 
commonly known by the students, 
became subject to many (harmless) 
pranks: fake eye balls were inserted 
into the empty eye sockets, cigarettes 
were inserted between her lips, funny 
hats, earrings, etc. Once Gertie went 
missing for several days. Panic in the 
administration! Police reports filed! 

Searches of the campus, etc. After 
several days Gertie was found, 
perfectly safe, sitting on her pedestal, 
in the main lobby of the Houston 
Police Department. On her return to 
Rice, she was placed in the main foyer 
of Fondren Library-about fifteen 
feet in front of the circulation desk 
where someone was always in 
attendance. One night, just before 
closing time, the circulation librarian 
on duty glanced up and saw that 
Gertie was gone. The pedestal was in 
place but Gertie was not there. More 
panic! More searches! Another police 
report! Again several days passed with 
no word about Gertie's whereabouts. 
Then one morning a custodian, 
cleaning the main foyer, tried to move 
the plywood pedestal to clean under 
it. The hollow pedestal bumped 
against something under it. It was 
Gertie. She had never left the foyer. 
Apparently, the team of pranksters 
had simply lifted the bust, set it on 
the floor, and placed the pedestal over 
it. Total lapsed time of about five 
seconds - while the librarian was 
turned away. After that episode Gertie 
was secreted away until that 



generation of students had graduated and no one 
remembered the adventures. 

In 1964, when I returned to Rice as the first faculty 
director of the Rice Players, I was pleased to see Gertie, 
now non-controversial, installed in the Fondren third floor 
art and music library. Last time I saw her she was in the 
office of the then new Center for Women and Gender 
Studies. Seemed appropriate all around. I don't know 
where she is now but I wish her well. 

Sandy Havens and Helen Morris were makeup artists, 1954 

Sandy Havens and Georgia Hink, 1954 

An Unusual Beginning 
When the class of 1940 celebrated its fiftieth anniversary in 
1990, Jean Rote Schmid responded to a request for 
"favorite memories of years at Rice": 

Oh, yes! Use of the word "favorite" in connection with 
memories of my years at Rice implies a degree of pleasure. 
The four years I spent as an undergraduate there are 
probably the unhappiest time of my life. I may hold the 
dubious distinction of being the only graduate of "the 
Institute" never to matriculate. 

My parents expected and assumed that I would attend 
Rice. I was not accepted. Lacking the courage to tell my 
parents, I dutifully reported 
to the Admissions Office 
each day and sat there while 
the rest of my future 
classmates attended lectures. 
Mr. McCann, the Registrar, 
progressed from "What may 
we do for you, young lady?" 
to "Not you again!" and 
finally "Oh, go on to classes. 
We'll get rid of you with the 
first set of exams." 

Thereafter, whenever he 
encountered me on campus, Samuel Glenn McCann, 19 39 
he greeted me with "Are you 
still here?" And it is true that 
I didn't pass Spelling 100 
until my senior year. At 
graduation ... Mr. McCann 
congratulated me with a 
handshake and my hard
earned diploma. He grinned, 
as only he could, and 
whispered "I told you that 
we'd get rid of you." 

She had another memory of 
her days at Rice, a sad one: George Williams, I 940 

Remember the lecture Mr. Williams didn't give the 
morning after the death of his child? I still weep. He had 
intended to comment on a poem with the title "Death of a 
Child." When we had found the page, he said, "Many of 
you have second-hand books with notes made in the 
margins by the previous owners. They indicate I have said 
that this poem is an exercise in fatuous sentimentality. Oh, 
I was wrong. This poem is very, very real. Class dismissed." 
And he left. We all sat there for a long time. Who finally 
left first? I didn't. I couldn't. 



The Famous 1922 Freshman Ball and Overcoat Exchange 
by Jo E. Shaw, Class of 1926 

T 
he scene outside the mirrored walls of 
the Crystal Ballroom of the Rice Hotel 
was one of riot and confusion. Hats and 

overcoats were scattered over the floor and 
many persons were scuffling with hotel 
attendants who were attempting to restore 
order-but, I am getting ahead of my story. 

The Freshman Ball of the Class of '26, 
after having once been postponed, began with 

In contrast to the above, Manager Morton 
of the Rice Hotel was quoted as saying the dance 
was a "most disgraceful affair," Martin 
Burmester, the Maitre d' was quoted by the 
Houston Chronicle of November 21st as stating 
that "I was roughly handled when I tried to serve 
refreshments. Students captured the ice cream 
and poured it on the tables ... At one time the 

appropriate formality and propriety at 9:30 p.m. Jo E. Shaw, Class of26 
musicians had to make a hurried get-a-way to 
save their instruments from injury." In 
speaking of the hotel detective and check-out in the tastefully-decorated Crystal Ballroom with 

the Grand March being led by Miss Flora Streetman, Vice 
President of the Freshman Class on the arm of Burford 
Sigler, President of the Sophomore Class. The date was 
November 10, 1922. 

Jack Hopkins, the President of the Freshman Class, 
almost made it to the dance in time to lead the Grand 
March. He had attempted to gain entrance to the ballroom 
undetected by the sophomores, but his efforts were in vain. 

Flora Streetman and Burford Sigler 

He had been raised up to 
the balcony of the hotel 
on the Texas Avenue side 
by means of the movable 
elevated platform used by 
employees of the Houston 
Electric Company to 
repair trolley lines, but his 
presence was discovered 
by a group of sophomores 
whose willing embrace he 
managed to escape by 

great skill and dexterity. He was hidden by his friends in 
the old Houston Heights area where he remained until 
about midnight when he made his appearance at the 
dance, too late, of course to lead the Grand March. 

The above constitutes all of the facts concerning the 
dance about which there seems to be general agreement. 
The subsequent events of the evening of November 20th 
and the early morning hours of the 21st remain the subject 
of dispute. Regardless of who was right and who was 
wrong, my recollection of the affair is that it was a pretty 
lively gathering. The 1923 Campanile described it as 
follows: "One of the most brilliant events of the social 
season was the Freshman Ball at the Rice Hotel on the 
evening of November 20 ... The spacious reception suite, 
decorated in class design and color, was the scene of music 
and laughter, from nine-thirty until two ... Throughout the 
evening iced fruit punch was served from dainty bowers.,, 

attendant he was quoted in the same issue of the paper as 
saying when he and two bell boys sought to stand off the 
crowd and protect the young woman who checked the hats 
and coats, they were toppled over and trampled on. The 

The Rice Hotel, I 9 I 4 



young woman escaped without 
injury but the night detective, 
John Hodge, went home in a 
taxicab with bruises on the 
body, face, and head." 

Representatives of the Rice 
student body were quoted as 
saying chat most of the 
problems were created by "town 
men" who had no connection 
with the school and who 
customarily crashed such affairs 
and engaged in excessive 
drinking. Be that as it may, my 
date, a young lady of charm and 
propriety, and I have always 
steadfastly denied chat we either 
caused or participated in any of 
the rough stuff chat was said to 
have occurred. Our denial of 
involvement is supported 
(indeed, if such support were 
needed) by the statement of 
Manager Morton which 
appeared in the November 21st 

The Crystal Ballroom, Rice Hotel 

issue of the Chronicle chat "We are pleased to report that 
the conduct of the young ladies was absolutely without 
reproach. " Furthermore, Dr. R. G. Caldwell, the Rice 
Dean, was quoted as stating in the same issue: "The dance 
was properly chaperoned, there being a considerable 
representation of older ladies and gentlemen present. " 
What better proof of complicity could be offered? 

In order for chis literary gem to have some semblance 
of sequential order, it is necessary for me to cite two other 
quotations regarding the events of the evening of 
November 20 and the early morning hours of the 21st. 
The "Ye Owl Almanack" for November 20th to be found in 
the 1923 issue of the Campanile says: "Slime dance finally 
held at Rice Hotel. Slime President fails to make his 
appearance. Supposed riot turns out to be college 
gentlemen getting refreshments." For November 24th is 
found: "Overcoat exchange organized." The "Overcoat 
Exchange" was the outgrowth of a situation described by 
John H. Hughes, then President of the Rice Student 
Association: "The hotel management willingly took 25 
cents for checking a hat and coat, but when the dance 
ended the checks were of no value ... The check girl 
disappeared. She had piled the coats in a mass on the 
floor." 

It was into chis mass chat I plunged, along with many 
ochers, in an effort to retrieve my own overcoat, and, if not 
my own, at least a garment roughly suitable in size for my 

anatomy. What I came up with met neither of these 
specifications. The coat that I finally succeeded in 
extracting from the struggling mass of male humanity was 
of street length and at least four sizes too large in every 
ocher direction. I am satisfied chat it was originally 
designed for a creature from outer space who had been 
given massive doses of vitamins, hormones, and growth 
pills in a clinically controlled environment. 

My date, in addition to her other fine attributes, was a 
person of compassion and understanding who awaited my 
coming to escort her home for an hour or more. Her 
patience was finally rewarded by my appearance, much the 
worse for wear, draped in a garment the likes of which 
human eyes had never before seen. "My date!" said I; "My 
God," said she. 

Finally, she and I arrived at the place where my Model 
T was parked after a walk of several blocks, during which 
she understandably insisted we confine ourselves, as far as 
possible, to unlighted streets. After depositing her in the 
warm embrace of her parents, I reached home, pondering 
how I might convert the tent-like coat in which I was 
concealed into a more suitable wrap for use in what was 
predicted to be a bitterly cold winter. 

In any event, in due course the Rice Hotel announced 
an "overcoat exchange" to be held in the lobby on 
November 24th, which I duly and hopefully attended. To 
my dismay, however, no one seemed co be in a trading 



mood, especially when it was 
discovered what I had to offer. 
The net result was that no 
"exchange" took place. Indeed, it 
appeared that everyone was 
determined to follow Hamlet's 
injunction and to keep what he 
had rather than give it up for 
something worse. So, I returned 
home sadder but wiser. However, 
in spite of my disappointment at 
being unable to improve my 
situation, I finally, and at long 
last, gained some consolation by 
realizing that for a few 
unforgettable hours I had 
participated in "One of the most 
brilliant events of the social 

)) 

season. 

A column in the Houston Press on November 23rd announced: 

COLLEGE HEAD MAKES FORMAL DENIAL TODAY 
Declares Liquor was Brought in by "Outsiders." 

Dean R. G. Caldwell of the Rice Institute today issued a formal statement denying that Rice 
students were intoxicated at the dance given by the Freshman class at the Rice Hotel here 
Monday night. 

The denial followed charges made by the management of the hotel that students drank a large 
quantity of liquor and were guilty of other misconduct at the dance. 

The statement is as follows: 

"After a thorough investigation lasting two days, I have come to the following conclusion 
regarding the freshman dance: 

I . That the dance was properly chaperoned, both parents of students and members of the 
faculty being present. 

2. That the committee in charge was to blame for allowing a considerable number of uninvited 
persons, possibly 40 or 50 to attend the dance. It appears that the floor committee offers as 
an excuse the many entrances to the ballroom and the difficulty of excluding uninvited 
persons without a disturbance. 

3. That liquor was brought and dispensed by some of these uninvited persons. 

4. That some outsiders were visibly under the influence of liquor. I have no evidence that any 
student of the Rice Institute was under the influence of liquor. 

5. That the hotel arrangement for checking hats and overcoats was entirely inadequate and led 
to great confusion. 

6. That the hotel arrangement for serving refreshments was inadequate. 

7. That in these difficult circumstances some of the students did not show the patience and 
self-restraint desirable and which courtesy demanded in the presence of ladies." 

Dr. Pattie's Practical Jokes 
Dr .. Frank A Pattie, a professor of psychology at Rice 
during the thirties and forties, was, by all accounts, a 
consummate practical joker. In 1935, the Thresher reported 
that his "Composition for Two Violins" was accepted by the 
Houston Art Museum as a "Work of Art" (valued at fifty 
dollars). 

The article, written by Pauline Lechenger, goes on to 
say: 

Rice Institute has produced an artist. The picture called 
"Composition for Two Violins," painted by Dr. Frank A. 
Pattie, alias "Louise Metcalf," was accepted by the Houston 
Museum of Fine Arts and is on exhibition there. Dr. Pattie 
got the idea of painting a picture when, a year ago, he saw 
some pictures at the museum which he thought, although 
he has absolutely no talent for art, he could surpass. H e told 
Mr. Chillman, director of the museum, that he was going 
to enter a picture, but for some reason Director Chillman 
didn't believe him and consequently was properly hoaxed. 
Artist Pattie is unable to draw anything beyond a straight 

line and the arc of a 
circle. Although he 
discovered that he had no 
talent for drawing a few 
years ago, his classes 
knew it all the time. 

The picture contains, 
reading from left to right, 
a suit of red flannel 
underwear adorned by a 
fig leaf, some cogwheels, 
none of whose teeth are 
in mesh, an alarm clock, 
ringing violently, with the 
numbers reading 
backwards, and an oil can 
dripping oil into an eye, 
with brows on either side, 
which rests on a sphere, Frank A Pattie, I 941 



many wavy and zigzag lines, and another green leaf. The 
artist considers his picture much worse than its companion 
"Cosmic Ray" painted by Julian Munch, a well-known 
Houston artist and also entered and exhibited under the 
name of Louise Metcalf. 

Artist Pattie, in naming the picture "Composition for 
Two Violins," had in mind a new trend in art. A picture, to 
be enjoyable to its fullest extent, should appeal to the 
auditory as well as to the visual senses. "Composition for 
Two Violins" should be played on two violins while it is 
being looked at by either two persons or by one person 
with a double chin. 

"The price of the picture is $50," stated the artist. "I 
worked on it half an hour. I can make money at the rate of 
$100 an hour if I can find buyers." He offers a liberal 
commission to any Rice student who can sell the pictures. 

Artist Pattie insists that the picture is not a copy but an 
"example of pure creation." He does not intend to wear an 
artist's necktie. "I think that there are enough funny black 
neckties on the campus." 

The artist was asked if he thinks there are other 
pictures hanging in the museum which are hoaxes. "It is 
possible but not probable. 
Most of the exhibitors of 
modernistic art in the 
museum's show have been 
exhibiting similar works for 
four or five years. It is hardly 
probable that they would go 
to the trouble of hoaxing the 
museum for so long a time 
without revealing it." 

It is a pity that no copy 
of "Composition for Two 
Violins" has survived! 

A Rice alumnus, Dr. 
John H. Tenery, from the 
class of 1937 also remembers 
Dr. Pattie as "a practical joker Heinrich Meyer; 1941 
of the first water." He wrote: 

When Heinrich Meyer, Professor of German under Dr. 
Freund, advertised in one of the "pen pal" magazines that 
he was seeking female companionship, Pattie got wind of it 
and struck up a correspondence through a friend 
somewhere in Minnesota, pretending to be a European 
countess of semi-royal extraction. The thing got out of 
hand when Meyer sent "her" train tickets to Houston. 
"She" arranged to stop over in Houston on her way to visit 
an aunt. During the stopover, a telegram arrived for Meyer 
announcing the tragic and untimely death of the countess. 
The message was signed Baroness Marie Cul de Sac. His 
suspicions then aroused, Heinrich discovered the deception 
and its author. The vision of Meyer striding across the 

Edgar Altenburg, I 94 I 

campus with cape flying behind him headed for Pattie's 
office lives on. 

Dr. Tenery remembered another Pattie prank: 
Edgar Altenburg, a biology professor, for a time had 

lunch with Pattie and others at a restaurant downtown near 
the Rice Hotel. He seemed to enjoy being called 
"Professor" by the waitresses until he discovered that Pattie 
had tipped them off that the "Professor" played the piano 
at one of the bordellos on Congress Avenue. 

Another incident reported by Dr. Tenery: 
When we took the Rice Exhibit to the Federal 

Building at the 1936 Texas Centennial Exposition, Pattie 
and I were accompanied by Joseph Ilot Davies from 
Biology, a proper Englishman if ever there was one. When 
we entered the offices of the director of the Exposition, 
Pattie explained that we were there to inquire about the 
prostitution concessions. Davies never forgave him. 

Want more? They get worse! 
Many alumni who graduated in the thirties, including 

Jean Rote Schmid and Ben Armin, remembered Dr. Pattie's 
legendary demonstrations of hypnosis during his classes. 

"Sammy" from 1941 Campanile 



The annual holiday party held on December 4th at the home of Bob and Judy Ley Allen was a big success. Although unseasonably warm 
weather caused several guests to rethink their "festive holiday attire," they all looked fabulous. 

Photos courtesy of Greg Davis 

Harry Watson and Don Lane 
Our Hosts, Bob and Judy Allen Nancy Akers and Y. Ping Sun 

Martha Wright and Marlene Ballard 

Jerry Jax and Greg Davis 

Bertha Jamison and Van Ballard ( at left.) 
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