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Each morning many of us rush through
Burleson Quadrangle on our way to class or

work. We almost miss the mockingbirds fussing
at us from the shrubs; we forget to look up at the
spires or down at the busy squirrels. We are
focused on the tests, the homework, the responsi-
bilities awaiting us. Thinking of Keats or
German, of love or money, the people of Baylor
have been making the trek across these grounds
since 1886.

When I reach Burleson Hall, I climb the steps
and pass under a stained-glass transom dedicated
to Samuel Palmer Brooks, president from 1902 to
1931, and turning left, I enter a clean, well-
lighted place. Room 110 belongs to me — in a
manner of speaking. Sometimes I shake my head
that I am so fortunate to have an office in such a
grand old building. Built in 1887 and “dedicated
to female education and piety,”
this hall honors Georgia
Burleson, wife of Dr. Rufus
Burleson, twice president of
Baylor (at Independence and
in Waco). From my window
on the first floor, I can watch
students, heads held high, on
their way to learn things, and
scholarly professors, casting
studious glances at the side-
walk as they stride toward
great truths. All day they
make me happy. I love my
window and my room with a
view.

As evening approaches, the
tensions of the day fade and the pace of the cam-
pus slows. The lamps glow silver amid the trees
and against the porches of Carroll Library and
Carroll Science, gold against Old Main and
Burleson halls. The Quadrangle seems to sigh
and settle down into another self, a quiet, pewter-
and-shadow place. The oak trees turn into sil-
houettes against a slate sky; the stone benches
and green-and-gold swing wait patiently for the
occasional nocturnal visitor. Memorial markers
beside the trees and on lamp posts become harder

to read. No longer restricted to reality,
one can imagine time wrinkling here and
a million memories pealing from the old
black bells of Baylor at Independence
and of Waco University. Even the statue
of Dr. Burleson seems to enjoy this time
of day and to smile as two students, arm-
in-arm, stroll by.

On Baylor’s 155th birthday, a rainy
February 1st, at the close of a busy day, I
stood at the top of the Sesquicentennial
Walkway and surveyed the scene. “The
Quadrangle” is the working heart of the campus
to me; I’ve been paying my respects to it for near-
ly 40 years. From the spires to the cornerstones,
from the lamplights to the memorial bricks, it
represents what has always been, in my view, the
most important tradition at Baylor — distin-

guished teachers caring about
their students and their subjects
while dedicated students glean
from this place the sense of so
many things. We are an academy
of learners, young and old. And
the education we receive here —
well, as you know, it can trans-
form lives.

When I turned to leave, the
McLane Carillon rang from the
tower in Pat Neff Hall: 6:45.
Instead of hurrying off, I did
what many of you do when you
come back to visit Baylor: I
stopped and reconnected with my
undergraduate years. A litany of

faces and feelings rolled forth: Focus Week; my
friends; my professors; the Dean of Women,
Virginia Crump; the life lessons; my job on cam-
pus (at 60 cents an hour!); the struggles; the
grace; the poetry. For a moment, everything
seemed of a piece and whole. My two old pals
— Then and Now — joined me under the
umbrella. They walked with me all the way to
Eighth Street. �
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