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If you should come this way on any weekday
morning, you will see a scene that never
changes, but never seems routine — students

hurry past on bike, on foot and on skateboard
down Fifth Street, some with cups of coffee in
hand, some looking through you as they chat
with black boxes held to their ears. A young man

on a small silver scooter
weaves his way slowly
among those heading to
Carroll Science and those
sauntering toward their
cars; he smiles while wav-
ing to a girl whose long
hair shines against her
bright jacket as she climbs
the stairs into Burleson.
Pushing off, he resumes
his silent, smooth glide,
seemingly sailing through
time, outside of time.

On such mornings, the
walk across the pedestrian
heart of the campus feels
European to me. But of
course only here will one
encounter trolleys painted
green and gold and side-
walks in front of Tidwell
chalked with “Jesus wept.
Is your God man enough
to cry?” or “Pink Tea at
Midnight — Be There.”
Here bricks have been
inscribed in honor of spe-
cial Baylor friends, events,
and professors. And love,
if not always in the air, is
at least under foot. A
brick I stepped on last

week reads, “Amy, Will You Marry Me? Ken.”
This is our beautiful, wonderful school.

Faculty, students, staff and administrators
breathe it anew each day as we look up at the
spires and down at the squirrels, then race to our
offices or classrooms.

Passing through the stained glass portal of
Burleson Hall, one senses the work of the
College of Arts and Sciences humming along.

The administrative staff and deans are evaluating
programs and personnel, deciding curriculum
matters, handling complex technology decisions,
managing crises, running committees and trying
to take care of our undergraduates in groups and
one-by-one. Even though the jobs are serious
and the pressures palpable, there is a tone of cor-
diality here. Academic integrity is ingrained in
the institution and service is a way of life.

Now in my eighth year as a member of the
College administrative team, I often feel, as the
British might say, that I’ve “fallen into a pot of
jam.” I’ve had the privilege of interacting with
countless students who were determined to max-
imize their educations, even while having to
overcome considerable hardship. Some have held
two jobs to pay for their courses, while others
can be found waiting tables as many as 40 hours
a week, just to make ends meet. Others inspire
us to rededicate some of our time to the better-
ment of society as they set an example of giving
many hours each week to public service or in
mission work within their churches.

On any given day a senior may stop by to tell
us the letter that was wanted has arrived: he has
passed the Foreign Service test, she has been
offered a position in Teach for America or with
the firm of her dreams. For others, the message
confirms the next step in their education —
medical or law school, seminary or a graduate
program in any of many fields.

Sipping coffee with a group of Honors stu-
dents who are energized by each other and by
the exhilaration of being smart and enrolled in
great classes, I feel overwhelmed with the good-
ness of these young men and women standing
before me and must check my cup to see whether
it is the mocha special I ordered or some grand
elixir of life.

All Baylor student stories do not, of course,
have happy endings. We grieve when tragedy
strikes our students as it did so painfully this
summer, or unexpected difficulties prevent their
continuing to study here. A student told me last
spring she was late to our meeting because she
had to drive home to Houston the night before
to take care of her siblings and her mother who
is ill — as she must do three times a week. More
students than we would want to believe are car-
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rying sizable family burdens in other cities;
sometimes they cannot meet the terms of
their contracts here, while meeting the
terms of contracts far away.

Others are able to devote most hours of
every day toward their clear goals to
become capable, morally earnest young
leaders who will make a difference in the
state and national arenas. Last spring at the
conclusion of his second year of serving as
visiting diplomat in residence here,
Ambassador Charlie Hill from Yale
described the Baylor students with whom
he had worked this way:

“The Baylor students I have taught and
advised over the past couple of years with-
out doubt rank with students that I have
encountered at the most prestigious, top-
flight universities across the country. In
energy, character, and raw intelligence, they
can hold their own anywhere; and in their
dedication to living lives of service, faith
and changing the world for the better, they
may well be matchless.”

Hill is not alone in this assessment.
Every day one encounters faculty members
within and beyond the classroom who con-
tinue the tradition of investment in stu-
dents. For example, after a mock interview
to help prepare one of our students for a
national competition one evening last
spring, Dr. Mark Long looked across the
table at the impressive young man and pref-
aced his feedback by stating: “I must begin
by telling you the truth: you are one of my
heroes.” Then he gave a detailed evaluation
of the style and substance of the student’s
answers — interwoven with affirmations
that this student was capable of winning the
prestigious award if he prepared diligently
over the next few weeks. The student took
the words to heart — and subsequently won.

Faculty members are not the only ones
who value students. In the daily work of the
College, our staff deals with Administrative
Assistants who care, Financial Aid officers
who care, Cashiers who care, and Registrars
who care — as well as a host of other
Baylor personnel — all busy professionals
serving the university and going “the extra
mile” for our students. I’ve known staff
members to drive students to airports, pick
up groceries for them, or reach out in other
helpful ways.

Then one opens electronic and regular
mail and answers the phone with the real-

ization that, apparently, all of our former
students are thinking about us down here in
Waco. Amanda (an attorney in Dallas)
sends a picture of her new puppy, Bella.
Staley calls from the airport in Miami to
tell us he is leaving for Ecuador for two-
and-a-half years in the Peace Corp. Diane
from Atlanta, who owns her own flower
shop, sent word she would be coming to
town and hoped to take Dr. V. to lunch.
Donovan who studied at Hull, England,
was through town recently.

Beau, who is completing his master’s
degree at the Harvard Kennedy School, and
his wife, Allison, have lost a dear brother.
Wang Wei from China wants us to know
he has received a promotion in banking in
Virginia. Others send pictures of their
spouses and babies. Mari at Yale Medical
called to tell us she will be in residency at
Brown. Beth has accepted a full tuition
scholarship to Rice. Tim is starting his
Ph.D. at UCLA, and Laura who is com-
pleting her Ph.D. at UT Austin, has just
returned from South Africa and dropped by
to say hello, with a Botswana novel in her
pocket for me! 

Courtesy is still an important quality
among students and former students. They
do not take for granted Baylor’s care for
them. They write thank-you letters.
Undoubtedly, many faculty and staff mem-
bers believe as my husband and I do that
somewhere in the culture of Baylor some-
thing amazing happens, touching the lives
of those of us who work here as well as
those who study here. Whenever one of
those letters appears in our mail box, my
husband and I reminisce, re-reading notes
and shaking our heads in wonder at the
astounding students we have been privi-
leged to meet.

There is not space to describe the Cherry
Lecturers, or the fascinating presentation by
David Livingstone of Queens University in
Belfast, or the conversations with national
book award winner Barry Lopez, or the
David McCullough talk or the university-
wide focus on the history of Mary Shelley’s
Frankenstein that took place before a
tremendous audience of attentive students,
while lightning and thunder added import
to every word! Suffice it to say, every week
at Baylor the calendar proves to be, as one
faculty member said, “an embarrassment of
riches.”

The College of Arts and Sciences sup-
ports many of these great performances
through committee efforts and in some
cases through financial backing. But the
College is also made up of people who are
the working engine that powers each ordi-
nary hour of meaningful encounter between
professors and students, day in and day out.
Under the leadership of Dean Daniel, all of
us aspire to make a difference in the lives of
our students. We encourage them to con-
front questions about their own identity,
callings, skills, and majors — Who am I?
Where am I going? Why did I sign up for
Japanese? 

And at the same time the academic units
ask them to ponder issues of their society
and citizenship — Who is my brother?
Why should I care about Africa? What am
I doing to help make the world a better
place? In addition, our students are learning
responsibility and the consequences of not
taking care of business — Where did I
leave my backpack? How could I be over-
drawn? What do you mean my classes have
been cancelled? 

We continue to believe that the College
where we are engaged can be both the ship
and the anchor for much that will be mean-
ingful in their lives. So we go forward amid
the buzz of morning duties, the call of stu-
dents to one another across the gardens,
bells ringing, the trill of mockingbirds, and
a gentle rain of small yellow leaves. Above
and beneath this gentle purr of sounds,
Baylor remains a special place. Even when a
summer of tragedy pitched us “past pitch of
grief,” our university rises anew, with God’s
help, this autumn morning.

We love our school and we believe in it
... not just because it is a serious, academic
place located on the banks of the Brazos
River, deep in the heart of Texas. No, there
is something else here. One cannot easily
define it, but as alumni have acknowledged
through the ages, one can sense it for a life-
time. Like the boy on a silver scooter
threading his way among his classmates,
that special something continues to glide
among us now as always, right down Fifth
Street — smiling, waving, and calling our
names.




