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Gertrude Barnstone's gates bring art home 
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LOOKING NOT AT ALL like Rosie the Riveter, 
Gertrude Barnstone weighs in at about 
,i hundred pounds. She is five feet four 
inches tall, slender, feminine. 1 ler short 
li.in .. in Is silvery « lute .irouud .i heart 
shaped face, and her eyes—one real 
and one take, the result off a recent 
accident—are a clear, piercing blue. For 
Barnstone, an artist whose work is scat-
tered all across I Inuston, enlivening both 
public and private places, each day f l i t -
ters with visual miracles. She only has 
to wake up and watch for them: a hawk 
in a tree down the street, the leaves on 
her avocado plant, the sunlight sifting 
between branches. 

Since the mid-1970s, Barnstone has 
been fabricating welded metal pieces that 
animate the city's architectural environ-
ment. Driving through Houston, one can 
easily recognize her sculptural pieces, 
unmistakable because of their strong 
gestural shapes, their rhythmic lines, and 
their bold color. Over the years her unique 
vision has grafted her joyful, polychrome 
steel to private houses, their interiors, and 
their gardens, as well as to public and 
commercial spaces, where her work inter-
acts with that of i lousioi] architects and 
designers ot the urban landscape. 

During the past few years in particu-
lar, Barnstone's gates and screens have 
seemed to sprout and bloom in I louston's 
private gardens. Animals and birds of 
unlikely colors leap and perch and soar 

amid the foliage. It is almost as if the 
concrete and steel metropolis was being 
reclaimed, in some small part, by plants 
and animals whose impulse is ever to 
play. In an otherwise doggedly traditional 
section of West University Place, Patsy 
( rav ins ' splendidly pink garden gate 
teases the eye of pedestrians, inviting them 
to enter her luxuriant front landscape. 
When Ciayle Degeurin needed a visual 
screen for her pool, barnstone constructed 
six detachable sections with abstract leaf 
patterns. Plantings have grown so high 
around the screen that one has to look 
closely to distinguish steel from foliage. 
Martha Claire Thompkins, on the other 
hand, needed to fill an ugly sterile space 
behind her town house and asked for 
Barnstone's help. Thompkins describes 
Barnstone as a contemporary version 
of Morgan I e Fay. Her tiny backyard 
wasteland, she writes, was transformed 
by Barnstone into "a vine, a screen, a 
vision of solids, spaces and shadows." On 
Vermont Street, Betsy Siegel's front garden 
is filled with Barnstone sculpture, much 
of it appearing to creep under bushes oj 
crawl onto a leaf. 

Save for short periods when she 
threw herself into the political arena. 
Barnstone has been making art all her 
working life. I hough she was married to 
one of I louston's must famous architects, 
BaniNtone has always preserved her iden-
tity as a notable artist. Her reputation 

preceded her marriage, and has continued 
long after it. "She's one of my champi-
ons," notes Robert Morris, ,\n architect 
with whom Barnstone has collaborated. 
" I don't think I've ever seen her in a nega-
tive frame of mind." 

James Thurber, beloved writer and car-
tooinst ot rumpled dogs and doughy 
men, who went blind in his fifties, once 
famously said, "What a writer needs is 
handicaps." Refusing to indulge in self-
pity following the slip and fall that result-
ed in rhe loss of her right eye, Barnstone, 
now 8 1, ordered shatter-proof spectacles 
and got back to welding as last as she 
could. Earlier this year, as spring was 
flaunting its full glory, you could see the 
artist at work most mornings it you drove 
along Yupon Street. Barnstone would be 
seated just inside, or pist outside, ot an 
open bay of her g.u igc/studio, wearing 
white cotton trousers well-spattered 
with paint, a long sleeved shut to ward 
off mosquitoes, and her welding helmet 
and gloves. 

In a tiny child's chair, she bends over 
a section of steel gate. Sparks fly; the air 
heats up, crackles. There's a strong scent 
ol brimstone and danger. Behind a cyclone 
fence enclosing her back door and side 
yard lean pieces of blue and green and 
yellow steel sculpture so nearly the same 
hues and shapes as the shrubs and trees 
that they're easy to miss at first. Tall, 

tin painted sunflowers with jagged steel 
petals catch the morning sun on their 
metal edges. At a front corner of 
the house an antic steel cat is climbing a 
tilted ladder. Tendrils and leaves of sculp-
tures made years ago, their acrylic paint 
faded now, weave in and out of dark 
green foliage. 

In this busy atelier every flat space 
is dedicated) the driveway to storing 
stacks of sheet metal, steel rods, and 
scraps of perforated metal, the steel work 
table inside the welding bay to hold-
ing mismatched pairs of welding gloves, 
drawings, paintbrushes, and bits ol col-
ored glass. In the back of the garage, a 
washing machine and dryer are crowded 
with work shirrs, towels, rags, pencils, 
more fragments of glass, and clippings 
from newspapers and magazines. Inside 
Barnstone's bungalow every flar space 
is layered with pens, drawings pencils, 
letters, photographs, magazines, books, 
paintings, and other tools ot her trade. 
As Texas artist and friend Richard Stout 
observes, "Gertrude has never spent tune 
on frivolous things." She makes a point 
of never cleaning house. Nothing in her 
universe is wasted. 

Architecture has always informed 
Barnstone's work, and for the last 
quarter century she has collaborated 
with two Houston architects, lust with 
Robert Morris and then with Cameron 
Armstrong. She welded and painted a steel 



gate tor Houston's first Spark Park, which 
Morris designed ai hooker T. Washington 
I huh School. Another Morris design that 
Barastone complemented was the Durbin 
family's Bcllairc house on Sunburst. The 
first steel house in its neighborhood, it 
has a steel wall around it, behind which 
Mm re placed a garden. Barastone added 
a gate, which highlights the steel barrier 
between garden and street and invites the 
attention of passersby. The second Morris 
project for which Bamstone made a gate 
was Candy Tolcs" steel house on Blossom 
and Reinerman, where Barnstone's strik-
ing sieel entry provides both elegance and 
security. In both these gales. Bamstone 
inserted large chunks of colored glass, 
adding I.in M n iIn surface, 

In 2000 Cameron Armstrong col-
laborated with Barastone on a house built 
ol three blocks, each a different color. 
Barnstone's panels cover the trout door 
and provide a screen for an interior pool. 
Leal shapes lb tree inside the frame of 
the gate, and in the upper right quadrant 
gleam five pieces ol iridescent glass. The 
exterior walls of the house are white, and 
the powder-coated panels are painted gray 
or silver. From the street one feels lighter, 
cooler, as if the house were exhaling its 
air-conditioning onto the sidewalk. 

"When I work with an architect," 
Bamstone says, "the things ] think of 
are, what is the architecture doing? What 
are its shapes and feeling? I low can I do 
something that interacts, that is not an 
embellishment? C.orhusicr showed in 
the Chapel of Ronchamp—and Frank 
Gehry later picked up—architecture as 
sculpture, the importance ot light moving, 
changing. The architecture becomes a 
part of nature." 

Almost since she was born in l L»2\ 
Gertrude Levy Bamstone has been mak-
ing art in I louston. Her parents, d'isclla 
Schwarz Levy and Arthur Levy, gave their 
only daughter an education uniquely 
designed tor an artist. And because she 
grew up in I louston in the late 1930s, 
when a vigorous art scene thrived in spite 
ot the Depression, Barnstone's education 
as dancer, actress, painter, and sculptor 
took place in a rich aesthetic stew. She 
began her education at a preschool, the 
Garden of Arts, where toddlers learned 
poetry, painting, music, and drama. 

By the time she was 11, Bamstone 
was reading plays by Ibsen and Shakes-
peare with a community theater group 
that met on the banks of Buffalo Bayou, 
where the city jail is now. The recreation 
director had hired Margot Jones to direct 
a municipal theater group that became the 
Community Players, a haven for rhe teen-
ager. Bamstone vividly recalls Jones' pas-
sionate advocacy of regional art and the 
mterrelatedness of the arts. Today, more 
than a half century later, Bamstone voices 
thai same core belief. "Art is an inner 

need and an inner response ot all people," 
she says. "So it needs to be everywhere," 

At the Museum of Fine Arts School 
Bamstone studied with Robert I'rcusser, 
Lowell Collins, and Robert Joy. After 
college she took art classes, painted, and 
acted HI dramatu productii ins ,u ilu- I utlc 
Theatre and Nina Vance's Alley Theatre. 
At one point she nearly signed a contract 
with RKO Pictures, but changed her mind 
because, she recalls, she feared the film 
people would try to control her life, some-
thing quite out of the question tor a fiercely 
independent woman. Houston Chronicle 
critic Anne Holmes wrote of Bamstone in 
1953: " . . . a dancer with flair, an actress 
of charm, and an artist of considerable 
stimulation." Even then. Holmes observed, 
it was "difficult to discern rhe subjects to 
which she lends her most thorough artistic 
concentration." As Bamstone puts it, " I 
loved the idea of using all my muscles all 
the time." 

In the early 1950s, Barnstone's interest 
in architecture prompted her to apply for 
a commission lor a large public sculpture 
at the s and II Green Stamp building on 
Holcomb. Bamstone won the commission, 
and designed two sculptures. The first was 
an aluminum ribbon five inches wide and 
one foot thick that wound around (all 
pvluiiN. I In- second was i long aluminum 
tube snaking across a wall. 

" I wanted to do something that the sun 
would catch, movements of light relating 
to the pylons and the wal l , " she says. "The 
metal sort ol played with the wall, with the 
architectural elements ot rhe building." 

This was Barnstone's lirsi large pieces 
of public sculpture, h marked a departure 
from her earlier work and provided a pro-
logue to the many other public pieces that 
followed. The word "pla\ " seems central 
to all Barnstone's sculpture, and seems to 
relate to her view ot objects and materials 
as having a spirit, a motivating desire ol 
their own. At times she asks questions of 
her materials in a playful way. Nearly every 
piece she makes portrays creatures who 
seem to dance, leap, fly, or swim through 
their kaleidoscopic steel medium. 

In 1955, Gertrude Levy paused long 
enough to marry a rising young architect 
named Howard Bamstone, whose ambi-
tions matched her own. The Bamstones 
joined a circle of artists, actors, direc-
tors, and architects that flourished in the 
boomtown Houston society of the 1950s 
and 1960s. During these years ] low aid 
Bamstone was designing houses and apart-
ments and teaching at the University of 
I louston. He invited noted architect and 
inventor Buckminster Fuller to lecture 
to his students, .u\A the Bamstones and 
I idler Ivi.inn- li lrlong hieiuK. < >i rtrude 
Bamstone regards Fuller as one of her men-
tors, retailing that he wrote to her often 
about her work, praising Iter as .\n artist to 
be reckoned with. 
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In l%K, Howard and Gertrude 
Barnstone separated, dermide attended 
welding school lor iwo years, then songlit 
a welding joh so that she could support 
herself. Southwestern Plastics hired her 
to weld aluminum frames tor l'lexiglas 
skylights, and every night alter work she 
took home scraps ol Piexiglas and made 
them mm interesting shapes. 

Barnstone held her welding joh 
until Southwestern Plastics closed down 
m the nud 1980s. During that time she 
continued to create large, freestanding 
sculfures, some tor private homes, 
others tor public or commercial spaces. 
In 1476 she hung long, looping swatches 
ot Hue and yellow fabric, 250 yards ol it, 
above the I lermami Park reflecting pool. 
The swatches blew with the wind, con-
stantly shifting theii shapes, playing a bil-
lowy visual music. Later came Sun Comb, 
constructed of multiple waves of red and 
white scalloped steel, which was installed 
on the lawn of James Calaway's home on 
Courtiandl Place. Barnstone was interest-
ed in the play of light through the metal 
"comb™ as the sun moved east to west. 
A I,Home installation at San |.u into and 
NUKmney that slu- calls Tunnel Bird <hu 
was made of several large painted arcs of 
steel forming a tunnel through which a 
tiny bird escapes. Pedestrians could fol-
low tin' bird's little black prints along a 
wooden deck and through the arches. 
As with many ot Barnstone's sculptures. 
Tunnel Bird Out kindles a feeling of tran-
scendence as a fragile, trapped bird trees 
itself and rises toward the sun. 

Barnstone's career path changed dra-
matically in the mid 1l>N0s with her 
insi commissioned gate, an instance of 
lucky happenstance. "Lolly Jackson was 
looking for someone to build a gate for 
a gigantic aviary she was building on 
Saddlehrook," barnstone says, "Lollys 
gate j;ot me started. 

This first gate, still installed in 
Jackson's garden in Old Braeswond, 
is striking in its delicate intricacy. And 
because the paint has faded now, it is 
the beautiful curved outlines one notices. 
As Richard Stoul puts is, "\\ hen I 
think of Gertrude, 1 think of her line." 
Barnstone's line moves through the gate 
like a living tliuij;. More than any other, 
this gate echoes the art nouveau curves 
of Parisian ironwork by I9th-centurj 
artist Hector (luimard. Like (milliard, 
barnstone achieves flowing steel pieces 
with the aspect of growing living beings 
or organic compounds in the process of 
metamorphosis, 

lackson's gate quickly became famous 
among her friends. Barnstone then 
inquired at a store named Surroundings 
about selling the candlesticks she had 
started making, and the owner agreed, 
adding the suggestion that she also 
begin making tables. Soon Barnstone 
was building all sorts of usable objects: 
tables, chairs, gates, screen doors, burglar 
bars, balustrades, stair railings, stand-
ing lamps, chandeliers, garden sculpture 
and, always, her signature candlesticks. 
Barnstone accepted commissions requir-
ing favorite annuals—cats, dogs, lizards. 
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.iiul birds occasional!) in .it tit mil's MI |i|.i\ 
and repose, hut mostly in antic motion. 
Hven the leaves and petals in Iter nates 
and screens and railings seem to he either 
moving or at the point of moving. In 
Barnstone's work of this period, the domi-
nant quality is verve, energy, speed. I ler 
steel is anything hut immobile and inani-
mate; it is all verbs. 

If you search for ihem you begin to 
notice Barnstone's outdoor pieces all over 
town, from Meyerland and Evergreen 
Street on the west, to the neighborhoods 
of Bellaire, Southampton, Rice University 
and Montrose. The sculptor has created 
garden and driveway gates in the Fourth 
Ward and all the way north to Booker T. 
Washington I ligh School. Most , though, 
seem concentrated in or near the Museum 
District, in Montrose and Southampton, 
allowing explorers to drive or bike around 
the neighborhoods to view her pieces 
from the street. (See sidebar, page 23.) 
Most are brightly colored, all create ani-
mated conversations with the homes and 
apartments the\ intersect, and each one is 
alive, organic, and filled with movement. 

In 2001 Bamstonc made a screen 
door tor a metal house designed by 
Scott Ballard. What the house's owner. 

Judy Chapman , most remembers about 
Bamstone is how small she is. "That little 
tiny woman doing this hard man's work ," 
Chapman says. "Yet she's very feminine. I 
found that fascinating." The other notable 
thing. Chapman says, is Barnstone's sense 
of excitement about what she was going 
to do , that enthusiasm for work that is 
her t rademark. 

In 1965, Bamstone put on fishnet stock-
ings in Day-Glo colors and smoked cigars, 
just for the fun of shocking conservative 
members of the Houston Independent 
School District Board. She served on that 
board lor five and a half years, campaign-
ing tirelessly for desegregation, convinced 
that without integration public schools 
could not provide any child a complete 
education. She was also convinced that art 
is a universal hitman need, and that fund-
ing tor arts education is imperative. In 
1975, after losing an ill-advised race for 
the Texas Senate, Bamstone retired from 
politics and went back to her art. 

Most of the steel pieces she has been 
fabricating recently reflect an equally 
bold, outspoken attitude. They are a 
strong assertion of vitality, hope, and, 
above all, humor. Before the accident in 

e.trK March that cost Bamstone an eye, 
five clients had paid her deposits on sub-
stantial welded steel projects. Since losing 
I he eye she has completed and installed 
two oi those projects, both decorative 
panels lor homes. 

On a hot July morning Bamstone was 
fretting about the weather. Wearing her 
welding visor over shatterproof glasses 
and seated in her tiny chair, she bends 
over her torch, her gaze riveted on one 
small section of tubular steel. One of her 
larger pieces requires hundreds of such 
welds, which is win she needs months, 
and sometimes as much as a year, to 
complete a gate. 

Kay Castro, Barnstone's assistant of 
I f years, explains how complicated the 
lask is. Inside a frame that ( a s t r o makes 
tor Bamstone, she bends thin steel rods 
into sinuous patterns, creating a founda-
tion tor whatever comes next. Then 
she cuts out shapes of sheet metal, 
expanded metal, or perforated steel and 
welds them to her pattern. When the 
biggest pieces are read) to be galva-
nized, Castro lifts them into his one-ton 
pickup and delivers them to Southwestern 
Galvanizing. Bamstone admits she 
couldn't make her gates without Castro's 
help, " l ie ' s a perfectionist," she says, "a 
problem solver with a very good eye, a 
fantastk M-IIM ol materials." 

It's I 1:30, and Barnstone's garage stu-
dio is crowded with pieces of work, large 
panels m various stages ot completion. 
Out in front of the garage, Mark Munich, 
a friend from Galveston, is welding large 
pieces ol steel for the largest panel. Sparks 
fly against the closed garage door. Inside. 
Bamstone sits at a worktable mixing 
yellow primer in a glass jar. She screws 
a top on the jar so a spark from the 
welding torch won't cause an explosion. 
Everything in the garage is flammable. 
She walks out onto the bricks between her 
garage and the back door of her house 
and places a portable humidity gauge near 
a 12-foot primed panel painted on one 
side. Because n is possible to paint only 
when the humidity is below 75 percent, 
muggy weather throws the work schedule 
off. Today, majestic, billowy cumuli float 
overhead. Everyone is sweating. KTSt) is 
playing cool jazz. 

On the unpamted side of a second 
panel, Willie, a handyman who works 
m the neighborhood, is daubing a brush 
with another batch of primer. Gertrude 
glances at her watch, issues orders. 

"Willie, five more minutes. Now 
drink your water," Bamstone says, then 
complains about the rust removal process, 
"Darn stuff. You put acid on. Then you 
wash it off. Then you let it dry but prime 
it quickly, because if you leave it in the 
damp it rusts. Mark , betrer take a break. 
Now we're getting somewhere." 

One long panel forms part of a 
balustrade for Barnstone's son George. 
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Enormous round f lowers h loom there, 
deep rose, hot p ink , some of their sheet 
metal petals bent i nwa r d as it' danc ing in 
a bree/e. O n the second panel , w h i c h is 
leaned against the cyclone fence, a tur-
quoise M\A p ink peacock cut f r o m steel 
mesh struts in fu l l flamboyant display. 
The steel Mowers b low. Their leaves sway. 

The w a r m w i n d moves th rough the leaves 
o f the SO-fool avocado tree beside the 
back door. The doo r opens; Bamstone 
walks d o w n the three stairs f o l l owed by 
her Yorkshi re terrier, Athena. 

" T i m e fo r her w a l k , " Bamstone 
announces, and the t w o st ro l l carefu l ly 
across the c r o w d e d pa t io , tak ing 
pains not to t r i p on any th ing thar looks 
like art 

O n a m o r n i n g in August , the painted 
balustrades created for her sun George 
are secured in barnstone's and C astro's 
t rucks. There's not a breath mov ing 
the leaves as Cast ro and Wi l l i e wa i t 
in t .c r t rude 's d r iveway lor her to lock 
the gate, pat the cat, make sure she has 
brought all the mi ls and bolts needed t<> 
secure the panels to the balcony they ' l l 
decorate. " I had to go to the hardware 
store tor longer ones a l i v . u h , " K i rns tonc 
says rueful ly. She is dressed in a purp le 
T-shir t and jeans. She has been up since 
f> a .m. , and feels the heat, though she 
doesn't comp la i n . Somehow, when lashed 
to the t w o t rucks , the three panels w i t h 
their pink f lowers and p r o u d peacock 
seem d im in ished . O n the side of the street 
opposi te Barnstone's d r i veway people 
are b r ing ing chairs and tables out to the 
street for a garage sale. 

The t w o p ickups pul l in to a d r i veway 
in t rout o f 12 Its West Gray, a large, 
blue, rwo-srory house w i t h a ba lcony 
above the door. Castro and Wi l l i e l i f t the 
pieces our of the t rucks, bamstone sits on 
the f ron t steps next to a cooler t i l led w i t h 
Ciatorade. A hush comes as Cast ro c l imbs 
up a ladder. The men tie ropes on the 
t w o smaller panels and hoist them up to 
the balcony. 

"Keep your f ingers crossed. I mea-
sured it three rimes, and it has ro he per-
fect , " Bamstone says, 

T h e patch o f shade she is s i t t ing in 
shr inks as the sun c l imbs, ( a s t r o is o i l 
rmg the o ld balcony ra i l ing w i t h a meral 
saw, lower ing it w i t h ropes in sections. 
N o w he is ready (or the m idd le panel , the 
one w i t h the peacock. It's the heaviest of 
the three, and someone suggests using the 
ladder as a r a m p , pu l l i ng the panel a long 

it to the balcony. Bamstone is muttering 
about places on the panels where she's 
missed pa in t ing . 

Cast ro yells d o w n f r o m above, " T i l 
have a piece up in the air and she' l l be 
pa in t i ng between my f ingers." 

Gert rude's son George drives up w i t h 
Ins w i l e , l-'rancine. 

"1 l o w do you l ike i t , George?" 
Bamstone asks. 

" b e a u t i f u l . Mo the r , " George says, and 
of fers everyone a beer. 

Near ly f in ished, ( a s t r o yells f r o m the 
balcony that he needs one more piece of 
steel ro attach the th i rd panel ro the bu i l d -
ing. Bamstone gets into lier t ruck to pick 
it up and returns a few minutes later. 

"YOU got it?" Castro asks. 
" N o , I picked up alt k inds o f other 

th ings, bur I left the damned th i ng at 
home , " Bamstone says. She shrugs as slie 
c l imbs back in to her t rack . 

" A y , que v i d a , " she says. 

Wha t strikes art ists and fr iends about her 
w o r k , as abou t her persona, is Barnstone's 
boldness. She has no t ruck w i t h du l l 
wi ts or respect tor received dogma. She 
doesn't hesitate ro express out rageous or 
even blasphemous op in ions . Eyes f lash-
ing, she defends all t i l ings al ive. 'There's 
a t ire inside her, a lightness about her 
slow steps, a toughness and st rength in 
her t h i n , a r th r i t i c hands. She laughs l ike 
a longshoreman. Bamstone possesses a 
wonde r fu l naivete, as if she might have 
arr ived f rom another planet and f inds our 
dicta about decorum simply a m a / i n g . 

Jack Mass ing, one half of the A r t 
Guys, calls her an older person w i t h a 
you th fu l m i n d . She is a lways ready to 
t ry new th ings, he s.ns. She's a l i fe long 
student. Ar t is t and f r iend Tobey Topek 
speaks o l Bamstone as someone w h o con-
t inuous ly t rans fo rmed herself when the 
need arose. 

" T h e a m a / i n g t h i ng is as she got 
o lder she look on l lungs that were more 
da r ing and compl icated and dangerous , " 
Topek says. "She k n o w s a secret in l i fe: 
Your w o r k is every th ing . " 

A l t hough Bamstone has moved freely 
between rypes of ar t , changing media as 
natural ly as a snake shells its sk in , f r o m 
the beginning there has been no doub t 
she had serious in tent ions. Early on the 
entries in her sketchbooks show a s t rong 
spir i tual i ty based m a power fu l a f f in i t y 
w i t h the na tu ra l w o r l d . Next to detai led 

l i ra wings and notes a bout the summer 
solstice, w i t h nor th and south poles clearly 
t i l ted t o w a r d and away f r o m the sun, 
she w ro te : " T h e many realit ies in wh i ch 
we exist. Simultaneously the absolute 
oneness of all th ings . . . so many layers o l 
sleep w i t h i n ns—must wake them al l up 
and hear see feel what it is we are al l a 
part o f . " 

Bamstone tells this s tory: " W h e n I 
was very sma l l , six or seven or eight, I 
looked at an apple , and saw al l these t iny 
wh i t e spots. I t hough t , if it looks l ike thai 
on the outs ide, it must be l ike that on the 
inside, composed o l very smal l part icles. 
That sort o f stuck w i t h m e . " The idea o l 
.m object 's s t ructure being composed o l 
VU] smal l ident ical part ic les is pervasive 
in Barnstone's thinking. 

A n d in one o f her sketchbooks f rom 
1V7S this entry: "Years ago Bucky Puller 
said that he foresaw a greal band of 
energy c o m i n g d o w n th rough parr o l the 
count ry , t h rough Texas, l i e tel l thai i lus 
w o u l d be the spot o l v i ta l i ty , energy, cre-
a t ion . I th ink a lot of people feel that now. 
We're go ing to go w i t h ir as it happens as 
wel l as help ing it happen. . . The biggest 
r i l ing about Texas has always been that 
i i is so un f i n i shed—no th ing is sett led, so 
every th ing is possible. We can and wi l l 
make it happen in art where we l i ve . " 

Bamstone rode this wave ot energy 
ani l made it palpable in her in t r icate, 
f lu id designs. I ler body of w o r k is large 
and enormous ly var ied. It is f undamen-
tal ly art for people: sometimes func t iona l , 
sometimes decorat ive, but a lways striv-
ing to b r i ng to the w o r l d more l i fe, more 
magic, more l ight . • 

A BARNSTONE GUIDE 

Above lef t : Bnlusliade on West Gray featuring a salamaadei design Above r ight : Palsy Owens' gate. 

The door, gates, and yard sculptures that Gertrude Bamstone has created enliven 
houses all across Houston. Some can be seen by passersby, others require an invitation 
from the house's owner for viewing. Below is a small guide to some of Barnstone's more 
accessible works. 

1. Lolly Jackson Gate, 7505 
Morningside: Installed in Jackson's 
garden this gate is striking in its deli-
cate intricacy. 

2. Booker T. Washington High School 
Spark Park Gate, 119 East 39th 
Street: The gate can be seen on the 
north side of the school. 

3. Gayle Degeurin Pool Screen, 2106 
Persa: This sculpture, created in six 
sections, can be seen under a large 
oak tree in front of the house. 

4. Betsy Siegal Front Yard Sculpture, 
1900 Vermont: This work is easily 
visible from the street. 

5. Judy Chapman Screen Door. 2217 
Colquitt: Of a piece with architect 
Scott Ballard's metal house, the door 
is a muted silver gray. 

6. Balustrade, 1214-1216 West Gray: 
This colorful piece decorates the 
landing of the ACLU of Texas office. 

7. Rubenstms Door, 2154 Dryden: 
Created for a house designed by 
architect Cameron Armstrong, this 
door consists of panels that provide 
a screen for an interior pool. 

8. Garden Gate. 4535 Sunburst: 
Barnstone's gate here separates 
the street from a backyard garden 
designed by architect Robert Morris. 

9. Cindy Toles Gate. 5201 Blossom: 
Another Barnstone/Morns collabora-
tion, for which Bamstone created a 
steel entry in which she inserted large 
chunks of colored glass. 

10 Patsy Cravens Gate, 3605 Sunset: 
This pink garden gate, located on the 
west side of the house, teases the eye 
of pedestrians. • 


