
Catharine Jane 

Hull Van Riper



Catharine Jane Hull, the daughter of 

an Iowa physician, was born on the 

evening of December 30, 1909.

“She entered the world yelling and 

has rarely been silent since,” wrote 

her husband and biographer Charles 

Van Riper.



Katy grew up in 

Iowa and 

graduated with 

honors 

from high 

school. She  

was 

valedictorian 

of her high 

school class.



She was an Iowan with a capital “I”, 

so going to U of Iowa was fore-

ordained! There she became the first 

woman to graduate in the new field 

of speech pathology.



The head of speech pathology at  Iowa 

told Katy that he would like to see her 

get away and meet new challenges. He 

suggested she look for a position in 

speech correction, a field in which she 

could pioneer and grow, but on her first 

job interview, she was turned down. 

“You are just too young,” she was told.



A new Speech Clinic had 

just been started by 

Bryng Bryngelson at the 

U of MN in Minneapolis.

To be on the faculty of a major 

university – and with only a B.A. degree, 

especially for a woman – was unheard 

of. Katy shed tears as she left her 

beloved Iowa, moving north to 

Minnesota.



She taught many of Dr. Bryngelson’s 

classes, helped him with his research 

and edited his professional articles. 

She also provided speech therapy 

services at the U of M clinic in 

Fallwell Hall.  Her salary for these 

many duties was $1200 a year. “It 

was the perfect job for me,” she 

wrote, “with new challenges every 

day.”



Therapy for stuttering at that time 

included “mental hygiene and the 

shifting of handedness, using both 

individual and group therapy….I  

showed my clients I could do 

anything I asked of them!” she wrote 

emphatically.



N.B., a former client of Catharine Hull Van Riper shared 

information about her as his clinician. "I was assigned for 

therapy with Miss Catherine Hull. I was about 18 years old 

and she was about 25. She had graduated from the University 

of Iowa's speech therapy program. Miss Hull said, 'Come into 

this room with me. I have a newspaper. Do this for me. Here 

are the headlines. Speak out the headlines, but don't begin 

before I tell you, and say one word at a time.' She'd point to 

one word at a time and I read them with no stuttering. She 

almost jumped up to the ceiling. She started me on 

something called 'Precise initiation.' I was tremendously 

successful  with it. Some of the activities I remember her 

having me do was to talk before a floor-length mirror on 

casters for an hour at a time.



She'd also have me go out in 'speech situations.' She had me 

stand right in front of Fallwell Hall in Minneapolis and ask 

where Fallwell Hall was. The first day I had to do that once, 

but following days she built up the number of times I had to 

do it to 50." She not only improved my speech and mental 

attitude, but gave me her friendship for her lifetime. And then 

along came a guy from the University of Iowa, arriving in a 

Buick with a lunch box under his arm, bounding up the steps 

of Fallwell Hall. He didn't look good to me! I thought he was 

taking too much of Miss Hull's time. But I had to admit that he 

had a good sense of humor. He was also a very homey, down 

to earth person. His name was Charles Van Riper.” 





Katy enrolled in a master’s degree 

program in psychology and was also 

active in University Theater, mainly 

in stage craft and sound effects. Van 

Riper’s story was that he applauded 

wildly whenever the wind blew. In 

1936 Katy married the young man 

who made frequent trips from Iowa 

where he recently completed a 

doctorate in psychology.





At home in Kalamazoo, Michigan



Always a gracious hostess. . .



. . . with a 

sense of 

humor

(continued->)





A love affair that 

lasted a life-time



A loving 

final 

farewell 

to 

friends 

and 

family


