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The Board of Trustees and the Director 

of The Museum of Fine Arts, Houston 

invite you to attend 

a champagne reception 

commemorating the Museum’s Fiftieth Anniversary 

Friday, April 12, 1974 

5:30 to 7:00 p. m.

South Garden
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purchased by one of them can mean a recog­
nition that is exceedingly valuable.

Obviously, Houston can never duplicate the 
cultural environment of New York.

BUT I HAVE on my desk a handsome book 
called “The Artist’s Environment: West 
Coast” that served as a catalogue for an ex­
hibit more than a year ago at the Amon Car­
ter Museum of Western Art in Fort Worth.

The introduction outlines the history of some­
thing called “the San Francisco school, just 
as there was a New York school eager to 
equate itself with Paris.”

It began when Douglas MacAgy became the 
director of the California School of Fine Arts 
in 1945. “Here he played a dynamic role, 
leading the interest in San Francisco away 
from the American scene of the Depression 
years and the WPA epoch, and toward a 
new internationalism and the influence of the 
surrealists. These changes of emphasis were 
in turn reflected in a remarkable series of 
elaborate, often thematic, exhibitions organ­
ized by Jermayne MacAgy, who was in charge 
of contemporary exhibitions at the California 
Palace of the Legion of Honor.”

MacAgy had David Park and Hassel Smith 
on the faculty. He brought' in Clyfford Still 
and Mark Rothko. Then Park began to back 
away from abstraction into figure painting and 
the California school made its most notable 
contribution with Park, Elmer Bischoff, Die- 
benkom, Morris Broderson, Nathan Oliveira 
and others.

Houston has no school, museum or gallery 
at the present that is playing any role of sig­
nificance for Houston artists. It’s no wonder 
they flee.

By CAMPBELL GEESUN

Last spring the Contemporary Arts 
ciation arranged a panel discussion in 
artist-members were supposed to talk 
Houston’s cultural environment.

Two of the five members insisted 
Houston was terrible. The other three 
that it made no difference at all where 
lived. But of the five who took part in 
program, the painter, the musician and the 
actor-director have removed themselves to 
more favorable climates. Only the writer and 
poet remain—and the latter insisted from the 
beginning that residence in Houston is irrele-

Guy Johnson, the painter, claimed that he 
got along in Houston perfectly well, but he 
has since gone to a teaching post in the East.

THE NUMBER OF serious, inventive artists 
we have in Houston has been reduced to an 
alarming degree, and I, upon reflection, am
not surprised.

What does Houston offer the serious artist?
James Johnson Sweeney discontinued the 

Houston artists annual exhibits when he took 
over the Museum of Fine Arts. The big South­
west Painting and Sculpture Exhibit two years 
ago included the work of only five Houston­
ians. Mr Sweeney has purchased a painting 
by Dick Wray for the permanent collection and 
accepted a large painting by James Boynton.

The Contemporary Arts Museum — back 
when Don Barthleme was director — exhibited 
paintings by Dick Wray, James Boynton and 
Guy Johnson.

Since Barthelme left, the Houston artist has 
not been neglected by the CAA. There has 
been an art rental exhibit, and work by Hous­
tonians, in the collections of Houstonians, were 
included in an acquisitions show.

BUT I’M NOT sure these gave the artists 
who were included either much prestige or 
satisfaction.

The late Dr Jermayne MacAgy had work 
by Jim Love and Guy Johnson in some of 
her exhibits at the University of Saint Thomas. 
Dr MacAgy had taste and a following of sorts 
and her interest in a local artist had meaning.

But where is a Houston artist to turn for 
recognition and acceptance?

An exhibit in a gallery isn’t always the 
answer. I have learned that any artist the 
Louisiana Gallery choses to exhibit is worth 
going to see. So an exhibit there does offer
some prestige.

But the other galleries in town will occa­
sionally show work that is grossly inept, and 
an exhibit any place is a chahcey thing. In 
some, a painter’s work is hung with little 
style or consideration, often among another 
artist’s pots or sculpture.

WORSE THAN that, many Houston artists 
come away from an exhibit at a gallery only 
to complain bitterly to me—and everyone else 
in earshot — that they have been mistreated 
in some way or another. Paintings are lost. 
Payment is slow. Or perhaps the artist is nev­
er paid. Only one or two paintings are sold. 
The gallery doesn’t even make back the cost 
of printing invitations to an opening that cost 
a lot more.

Reviews in Houston newspapers are brief, 
and most artists find them superficial or 
irrelevant.

What New York has for the artist that Hous­
ton doesn’t have is obvious: More museums 
than any other city in the U.S. and a constant 
flow of changing exhibits there and at galler­
ies. Therexis talk about art. Two major news­
papers treat it with some seriousness. There 
are well-known collectors who buy paintings, 
—n--^ , . out the newest. To be
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ARE THESE THE MONUMENTAL EARTH SCULPTURES OF RAFAEL OCCINI? 
A New Focal Point for Cultural Houston?



Big Step Forward for Museum
The Museum of Fine Arts of Houston is get­

ting a $1 million gift from the Alice Pratt 
Brown Museum Fund. This will provide that 
institution with about $40,000 in additional in­
come each year.

These funds may be used as museum trustees 
see fit. This generous gesture comes at a cru-. 
cial moment in the history of the museum. 
With Miss Nina Cullinan’s gift of the big hall 
in memory of her parents almost 10 years ago, 
the museum was on its way to becoming the 
major art institution in the Southwest. This 
growth has been continual ever since.

James Johnson Sweeney was brought to 
Houston by the trustees, and his careful addi­

tions to the permanent collection have given 
the museum international recognition.

THESE NEW FUNDS which the Brown Foun­
dation, Inc, is providing mark another major 
step forward for the museum. This kind of gift 
creates new opportunities and a new challenge 
for the itiuseum’s board and director to do 
special exhibitions, to make purchases for the 
permanent collection, or to handle the prob­
lems that are always a part of a growing mu­
seum. This is the best possible kind of gift for 
the museum at this particular time in its his­
tory.

All Houstonians will be richer because of it.
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THE COMPLETE BOOK

The Face of Houston -- By fiEORGE l I EHll A Vy

CULLINAN HALL, NEW ENTRANCE TO THE MUSEUM OF FINE ARTS, WAS OPENED IN 1959

Centuries before Sam­
uel, one Sir Hugh of Pa- 
divan, a Norman knight, 
helped William the Con­
queror acquire England. 
His reward was a strip of 
land lying along the Scot­
tish border. The Scots, 
perhaps unable to pro­
nounce “Padivan,” called 
him Sir Hugh and his 
castle Hugh’s town, or 
Hughstown. The de­
scendants of this progen­
itor of the Texas hero 
came to call themselves 
Houston.

of the most extravagant night­
sights in the world from the 
air, a glittering, twinkling Oz 
of lighted colors, the night's 
open jewel box, a city of the 
fancy that could never really 
exist, but almost does.

ITS PROFILE, at times its 
silhouette, is new and now be­
gins to meet the sky well. 

.These high-risers, the sky’s 
slender glass and metal pil­
lars, are Impressive en masse 
but undistinguished singly with 
few exceptions. But through­
out America, and now abroad, 
too, every city possesses this 
same but varied sign of suc­
cess. Only a man who last 
saw Houston 50 years ago, or 
five years ago, blinks with 

THE CITY of that name, 
now 126 years old, is still not 
fixed or measured, perhaps 
less so than any other Ameri­
can city, but this restless city 
named for a restless hero 
must have one place for its 
dot on maps. It lies a hun­
dred jet minutes north and 
eg st of the invigorating sky­
heights of Mexico City, and 

motor half that time, or 50 
miles inland from the humid 
'middle coast of the Gulf of 
Mexico. Houston spreads at 
random over the Texas Gulf 
Plain and so it is flat—as flat 
as pancake batter dropped on 
a griddle. The land’s flatness 

.is what first strikes and often 
disheartens the newcomer. 

,3<tb part seems higher than an­
other; indeed the county rises 

2qply a bit more than 300 feet 
in 50 miles. The land's only 
natural features are the ser­
pentine depressions made by 

.'"creeks and bayous and the 
San Jacinto River. Even 
many Texans, mainly those 
coming from the state’s hilly 
central region, are affected 
by this flatness, but the new­
comers from the East and the 
West, hilly and mountainous 
regions, are the ones who are 
put off, often for long, by the 
unrelieved low-lying table that 
is Houston’s site.

THE CITY ITSELF is an- 
other matter. From the cen­
ter it is 20 to 25 miles across 
Houston in any directiMi. Our 
Main Street measures 19 
miles. And Houston has taken 
legal steps to become substan­
tially larger in area than the 
state of Rhode Island. The 
city has annexed, though not 
finally, all the remaining un­
incorporated land in Harris

able outcome of most issues. 
We wish, most of us, that we 
could run the country, the 
state, and the city without 
controls, without taxes, with­
out government. We have nev­
er had a dominant industrial 
labor population, and it is 
possible that Houston’s ratio 
of white-collar workers to the 
total population is the highest 
of American cities. Most of us 
think like millionaires; our re­
actions are those of the rich. 
It is hard to explain two con­
trary facts about Houston: the 
American city with the young­
est median age is one of the 
most conservative of those 
cities. As a group, the young 
in Houston, and by young I 
mean under forty, are not in 
the least speculative philosoph­
ically or politically. Our young 
men share the social convic­
tions of the old. One puzzles 
at another contradiction: that 
a people yearning for the pre­
dictability of ttie past, a people 
as materialistie as a pawn­
broker, could live with a gus­
to that gives pause. 

-L HEY SAY it got its name from Scotland. We know it was 
named for Samuel Houston, that vain and touchy God’s assistant, 
that Indian-flavored, whisky-seasoned saga-seeker, that friend of 

-Andrew Jackson who was an American Congressman and gov­
ernor before becoming the first president of the Republic of Texas. 
Now that we see the modern city of Houston, now that we know 
something of its character and its aspirations, we know that such 
a city could not have found a larger man, or better one, to be named 
for.

pects its leaders to arrange 
to die of old age. Not that 
anyone is expected to live and 
die for good old Houston. But 
Houston—that sense of energy 
again—expects a man to hit 
the deck running and to keep 
on running with no times-out, 
especially none for early dy­
ing. Yet Houston contains lit­
tle municipal Babbittry. Any 
Houstonian is expected to live 
not for Houston but for him­
self.

HOUSTON gives you a feel­
ing of excitement—a compe­
titive excitement, really, like 
a scoreless ball game at the 
top of the ninth inning. That 
is not to say that this inten­
sity affects everyone, or even 
the majority of us conscious­
ly, but Houston life is pur­
poseful and heads-up, which 
are attributes of the young. 
The quality is contagious. 
This stir has by no means 
created a model soceity, or 
even one that another city 
would necessarily do well to 
imitate. But it perfectly coin­
cides with Houston’s time of 

■lll^-WUb the city’s rise. In­

to keeping the city more or 
less free of professional hood­
lums, but the main tiling is 
this: the men and women who 
lead the city simply hav^ 
never relinquished what must 
be called vigilance.

STILL, Houston is a city, 
and anyone with even a trace 
of prudence will never leave 
his keys in the car when he 
parks it on the street, though 
many optimists continue to do 
so. He would do well to lock 
his car doors too, and his 
house or apartment as well. 
The gift of colorful crime, 
executed with the imagination 
shown, say, by the citizens of 
London and Paris, has been 
ienied Houston since its fron- 

days and such flavor as 
our crime now offers comes 
from certain ancient swindles 
and from crimes of passton, 
an alarming number of which 
are committed by wives who 
murder their husbands. Many 
explanations of this husband­
slaughter have been made— 
the humidity, the frontier’s 
shadow, and so on—but one

feels that the city’s character 
must be changing, and then 
one sees that it is still being 
formed rather than changed. 
The frontier, though all but in­
visible now, still affects our 
character. The Houstonian be­
lieves that fences are meant 
to exclude others more than 
himself. "No Smoking’’ signs 
on city buses are ignored; 
traffic "Stop’’ signs are taken 
as a dare more than a warn- 
ing. To zone our city might 
Interfere with our freedom— 
our freedom, to clean up on 
some land we hope to own 
some day. So we vote against 
zoning and risk living next 
door to a filling station or a 
hamburger stand or a laundry. 
In religion we preferred the 
strong hand of Calvinism, the 
fear of hell’s fire, until fairly 
recently, eay fifteen or twenty 
years ago, when the more lib­
eral faiths, and especially Ro­
man Catholicism, began an 
ascendancy that continues. 
Still, the stark electric sign 
high above the First Baptist 
Church, which daily prompts 
the crowds at one of the prin-

monoliths, the ruins of some 
age of pious giants, melan­
choly relics of a worship ut­
terly meaningless to our day.

.. THE GIFTED Irishman 
Sean O’Faolan, writing less 
gracefully than in the stories 
that won his fame, said Hous­
ton’s "business center looks 
as if some superbillionaire had 
mail-ordered a dozen blocks 
of Manhattan COD, to be 
dumped down among the old 
tin cans and slithering water 
rats of what was once Buffalo 
Bayou.” He added that Hous­
ton “is an enormously excit­
ing town with its own bizarre 
beauty. I remember vividly 
its brief streets of skyscrap­
ers, so often crowded by 
clouds, ending as abruptly as 
if cut off by an ax. They gave 
me the sensation that this is 
a . . . city gambling with 
time.”

A CITY endures sudden 
growth to its peril. One haz­
ard is much harder to over­
come than the obvious one of 
trying to build and pay for 
roads, water and sewer sys­
tems, schools, hospitals, li­
braries, and the like fast 
enough to care for the human 
flood. Half a milion persons 
lived here in 1940; in two dec­
ades the figure rose to a mil­
lion and a quarter. Such quick 
doubling and near-redoubling 
of the population affects a 
people’s collective nervous 
system. Urban life is an al­
most impossible condition any­
way; to have it created in a 
few breaths further burdens 
the mass psyche. New York 
and London are incomparably 
larger than Houston, but their 
populations expanded gradual­
ly rather than at once. Here 
soon wifi be a city of a million 
and a half persons, yet to be 
a second-generation Houston­
ian is a distinction, one mak­
ing a man an "old” Hous­
tonian. Perhaps this sudden 
surge In population is what 
puts the face of Houston a lit­
tle cm edge.

ANOTHER THING, but part 
of the same idea, is that 
Houston conveys a seise of 
energy—not speed but ener­
gy. One feels that he had bet­
ter get on with it, not so 
much with life itself as with 
whatever he works at or 
hopes to do, and no nonsense, 
if you please, about relief or 
idleness. We all take vaca-

dred dead, three thousand in­
jured. But not Houston. Even 
oil booms the big ones, which 
stimulated Houston's earlier 
success, occurred elsewhere. 
Houston has never been a 
maker at history but often a 
beneficiary of it.

WE ARE NOT in the least 
a past-minded city, not even 
in a state whose remarkable 
past has long been a concern, 
a boast, often an obsession, of 
many thousands. It was once 
so in Houston too, but that 
interest has to some extent 
withdrawn in the presence of 
new hcyes, at the new immi­
grants. Great expectations 
never look backward, and 
Houstonians now have little 
concern for the past. After 
all, their wagon is hitched to 
the moon.

WHEN YOU evaluate Hbus- 
ton’s character, which is to 
say the character at the whole 
people, you find that the past 
does concern us very much, 
not tile historical past but our 
emotional conception of the so­
cial past. We object to the way

GEORGE FDERMANN 
Author, Post Columnist

OWEN JOHNSON 
He Took the Pictures



all, their wagon is hitched to 
the moon.

W*EN YOU evaluate Hous­
ton’s character, which is to 
say the character of the whole 
people, you find that the past 
does concern us very much, 
not the historical past but our 
emotional conception of the so­
cial past. We object to the way 
things are going, not all of us 
but enough of us to make the 
conservative choice a predict- 

tne least speculative pmiosopn- 
ically or politically. Our young 
men share the social convic­
tions of the old. One puzzles 
at another contradiction: that 
a people yearning for the pre­
dictability of the past, a people 
as materialistic as a pawn­
broker, could live with a gus­
to that gives pause.

FAMILIARITY fails to clari­
fy one’s impressions of Hous­
ton’s character. At first one 

ly, but Houston life is pur­
poseful and heads-up, which 
are attributes of the young. 
The quality is contagious. 
This stir has by no means 
created a model soceity, or 
even one that another city 
would necessarily do well to 
imitate. But it perfectly coin­
cides with Houston’s time of 
life, with the city's rise. In­
deed, caution has not been a 
Houston characteristic since 
the Depression, and the dec­
ades of wildcatting philosophy 
did not alone create the con­
dition.

ONE SPLENDID circum­
stance of Houston life is sel­
dom mentioned, and perhaps 
we take it for granted. One 
must beware of taking wood­
en nickels in any big city, 
but Houston still is relatively 
free of the rackets and organ­
ized vices that enrich the un­
derworld in older cities. Hous­
ton will give you every imag­
inable excuse for leaving you 
low and wet if your neighbor­
hood needs better drainage, 
for the embarrassing circum­
stance that our two largest 
parks are so near the silk- 
stocking areas instead of 
where they are needed, for 
having a police force adequate 
to cope with two-thirds of our 
population. But we have no 
underworld worthy of the 
name. Many things contribute 

o^the same Idea, is that 
Houston conveys a sense of 
energy—not speed but ener­
gy. One feels that he had bet­
ter get on with it, not so 
much with life itself as with 
whatever he works at or 
hopes to do, and no nonsense, 
if you please, about relief or 
idleness. We all take vaca­
tions, of course yet even va­
cations are often thought of, 
perhaps unconsciously as 
brief desertions from duty, as 
minor peccadilloes. Call it the 
Houston conscience, which can 
never bring itself to approve 
of wasted leisure. Let pleasure 
be taken quickly, and make 
it cohere, if possible, with im­
portant things.

THAT SUGGESTS a shock­
ing materialism, but it means 
nothing of the kind. The Hous­
ton conscience, something of 
a bully, must be the reason 
Houston mourns an early 
death with a sorrow that in­
cludes disappointment. A man 
who dies young simply fails 
to fulfill his contract. Two im­
portant Houston men, one old 
one young, died a little apart 
a while back. Both were un­
commonly able men, both 
were influential in the city and 
also in the nation, and both 
were as rich as could be. With­
in weeks the younger man was 
forgotten; the old man still 
is revered by some, still 
cursed by others. Houston ex­

slender glass and metal pil­
lars, are impressive en masse 
but undistinguished singly with 
few exceptions. But through­
out America, and now abroad, 
too, every city possesses this 
same but varied sign of suc­
cess. Only a man who last 
saw Houston 50 years ago, or 
five years ago, blinks with 
astonishment when he sees it 
anew, but he then compares 
Houston with its former self 
and not with some other city. 
Yet this skyline has aroused 
more discourse by the famous 
than it would seem to deserve.

THE BRITON J. B. Priest­
ley, a gossipy fuss-budget in 
search of admiration that he 
was spared in Texas, was 
floored by the sight, which he 
considered one dusk from his 
room high in the Shamrock 
Hilton Hotel, five miles south 
of the skyline: “The (Hous­
ton) skyscrapers looked quite 
different from their prototypes 
in New York, the only city I 
know where they seem natural 
and inevitable. Here . . . 
widely separated in illimitable 
room, they do not seem like 
any kind of urban building it 
is possible to imagine . . . and 
as I stared at them now, their 
bulk increasing in the eunset 
air, in the haze in which the 
distant streets dwindled and 
then vanished, they looked like 
inexplicable and monstrous 

Houston in any direction. Our 
Main Street measures 19 
miles. And Houston has taken 
legal steps to become substan­
tially larger in area than the 
state of Rhode Island. The 
city has annexed, though not 
finally, all the remaining un­
incorporated land in Harris 
County; that would add 1,150 
square miles to the existing 
349. As to numbers, one of 
every eight Texans lives in 
Houston’s metropolitan area, 
and our number increases by 
50,000 every year. How big 
we are in that way, and how 
dreadfully big we are sup­
posed to become, are no 
longer material, not since the 
One Million settled in. From 
now on its is only a matter 
of degree.

ONE’S FIRST impression of 
Houston may depend upon 
how and when he arrives, un­
less he is a child. A child, as 
a rule, will approve at once 
—a good omen. But an im­
migrant adult, whose memory 
of and whose ties to his for­
mer home are more resistant 
Io new experiences, whose 
sense of comparison is sharp 
and critical at such times, 
should arrive for the first 
time betwen late October and 
late May if during the day, 
hut any month or any weather 
will do if he arrives by air at 
night. For Houston offers one 

THE TEXAS MEDICAL CENTER ATTRACTS THE HEARTSICK FROM ALL THE WORLD TO HOUSTON 
Medical Students Intently Observe An Operation at the Baylor University College of Medicine

strong nano or caivimsm, tne 
fear of hell’s fire, until fairly 
recently, say fifteen or twenty 
years ago, when the more lib­
eral faiths, and especially Ro­
man Catholicism, began an 
ascendancy that continues. 
Still, the stark electric sign 
high above the First Baptist 
Church, which daily prompts 
the crowds at one of the prin­
cipal downtown Intersections,

See THE FACE on Page S

our crime now offers comes 
from certain ancient swindles 
and from crimes of passion, 
an alarming number of which 
are committed by wives who 
murder their husbands. Many 
explanations of this husband­
slaughter have been made— 
the humidity, the frontier’s 
shadow, and so on—but one 
explanation may be that our 
juries are loath to punish the 
wives. Houston bears many 
marks of the South, whose 
white women all are pure.

WHAT USUALLY strikes 
the newcomer but few Hous­
tonians, is how clean the city 
is, a place where children can 
go barefoot the summer­
round. Newcomers from most 
big cities are astonished by 
the absence of soot, grime 
and stain. A building remains 
clean, new-looking, long after 
it is built. The ten-story City 
Hall, completed in 1940, and 
the nineteen-story Mellie Es- 
person Building, completed in 
1941, both'are faced with white 
stone and more than two 
decades later both still are 
white. Our streets are clean; 
our downtown sidewalks are 
hosed at night. And this 
brightness shows in the resi­
dential areas as though Hous­
ton were Dutch-like. An Ohio 
native who lived here for 
many years at least returned 
to Ohio for a visit. He took 
his teen-age son to show the 
boy what the father had for so 
long praised. The boy was 
shocked by the grubbiness of 
his father’s native industrial 
city; the father saw Houston 
for the first time.

NOT ONLY clean, but the 
city looks so new, so just-un­
wrapped. How odd at first 
thought, that the past is so 
hard to evoke from the sights 
of a city that was twice, once 
for two years and again brief­
ly the capital of the Republic 
of Texas! But this brief capi­
tal was built mainly of wood 
and canvas in a twinkling, not 
by architects but by land 
speculators. There was no 
capital structure to preserve 
for the admiration of the fu-

NOR DID any capital event 
ever occur here—not one that 
arrested the world’s attention. 
Not the Battle of San Jacinto, 
the decisive battle of the Tex­
as revolution, which was 
fought five months before 
Houston was conceived and 
ten months before the village 
was bom, on the edge ot what 
became Houston. The city 
never withstood or succumbed 
to an assault, and indeed no 
battle of any kind was ever 
fought in or for the city. No 
Indian massacre, not even a 
single scalping, ever occurred 
here. No plagues or fires or 
floods or hurricanes ever re­
duced the city, though in com­
mon with other places on the 
Gulf Plain in the last cen­
tury, Houston was afflicted 
with yellow fever epidemics. 
We have been next door to 
terrible disasters: Galveston 
in 1900. six thousand dead; 
Texas City in 1947, five hun- 

THIS IS THE OLDEST RITLDING IN HOUSTON — BUILT IN 184R 
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