Dr. Herbert L. Baird Jr.
August 19, 1923 - December 23, 2013

Dr. Herbert L. Baird, Jr., son of the late Herbert L. Baird, Sr., and Jennie Cleghorn Baird,
died peacefully of heart failure in his sleep Monday, December 23, 2013 at the age of 90.
Herb was born August 19, 1923 in Taft, CA and was raised in Costa Mesa, CA with his
two sisters Julia and Christine.
A US Army Purple Heart Veteran of World War II, Herb served from the first of the war and
was wounded while serving as a medic supporting Allied troops during the “Battle of the
Bulge” in Belgium. After his recovery he was sent back to the front lines in Germany
where he participated in the final grueling march to the end at the Elbe. At the end of the
war, Herb returned to California and enrolled at Pomona College under the GI bill to study
Romance Languages; he was a gifted linguist and ultimately earned his PhD in Medieval
Spanish Literature from University of Chicago.
A Professor of Foreign Languages and Literature, Herb started his teaching career at the
University of California, Riverside, finally coming up to Western Washington University
where he taught languages and literature until his retirement as Associate Professor
Emeritus in 1985.Herb loved teaching, particularly the inner action with students…
academic politics, not so much. Though his time in the classroom ended in 1985, he
continued to teach, by example, to the end of his life. Most importantly he taught that
getting old isn’t the end of life, that laughter really is the best medicine, that the most
important thing is to live in the joy of each moment with deep gratitude for every
kindness….and that a generous and loving heart never fails.
Through his life, Herb traveled the world, picking up languages like most tourist pick up
trinkets. He even traveled the entire width of Russia on the Trans-Siberian Railway. After
retirement he continued to travel making friends through the world. He loved to entertain
and did so often with well attended and happy parties. Nobody who met him forgot his
bright wit, his infectious laughter, smiling eyes and kindness. He was a devout Christian,
though very quiet about it, and taught the gospel through the example of his life well lived.
He will be remembered and missed by many.
Known lovingly as “Bud” to his family, Herb is survived by his sister Julia “Judy” Baldwin,
nephews Craig Baldwin, Myre Baldwin, Jeffery Baldwin, Ron Stage, Randy Stage, niece
Deborah Stage, and dear friends Jean, Ian and Gail. A Memorial Service will be held at St.

Paul’s Episcopal Church on Friday, January 3rd at 2 PM. The Rev. Jonathan Weldon will
be officiating.

Comments

“

Dr. Baird was my professor during his brief but memorable stay at the University of
California, Riverside in the early years of its existence. I had several classes with him
from 1955-57, and I owe him a great deal for shaping up my Spanish and giving me
a push toward medieval literature, which became my area of specialization. He was a
dynamic and inspirational teacher who worked us hard but worked just as hard
himself, carrying a full teaching load and taking on such extracurricular activities as
the Spanish club.
I followed Herb into academia and we stayed in touch regularly though not frequently.
I last saw him several years ago at a UCR homecoming at which pioneer faculty
were honored. I think he enjoyed seeing several of us former students.
My sincere condolences to his family, and my thanks to Ms. Lisa Saar for letting me
know of his passing.
Philip Gericke
Professor of Spanish, Emeritus
University of California, Riverside

Philip Gericke - February 06, 2014 at 07:05 PM

“

Dr. Baird was one of my Spanish professor's both during my undergraduate and
graduate years at Western. He had an infectious smile, sense of humor and knew his
subject very well. He loved "el castellano" as was evident in his instruction. He made
a very positive impact on his many students and challenged us to be the very best in
our field. Thank you "Herb" for your many contributions . You will be missed both by
your colleagues and many students.
Herbert G. Porter
Spanish Teacher
Ferndale High School

Herbert G. Porter - January 06, 2014 at 08:10 PM

“

Si muero
Dejad el balcón abierto
El niño come naranjas
(Desde mi balcón lo veo)
El segador siega el trigo
(Desde mi balcón lo siento)

Si muero
Dejad el balcón abierto
Federico García Lorca

Para un gran profesor y caballero
Angela Cuevas - January 04, 2014 at 05:44 PM

“

As they say in the song "I will miss your bright eyes and sweet smile". I'm so glad
that I was fortunate enough to be your friend these last 8 years. I will miss our almost
daily phone calls. And your many stories of your youth. Good-bye for now Herb.
Sleep well.
Ian Fitness

Ian Fitness - January 03, 2014 at 01:56 PM

“

Sleep well Herb. You were a true friend to me this past 50 some years. I will miss
your infectious laugh and your quick wit. The precious memories and stories will
remain in my heart forever. Until we meet again dear friend... Vaya con
Dios..........save a spot for me.
Jean Denton

Jean Denton - January 03, 2014 at 01:21 PM

“

Oh yeah, a bunch of other fun times we would have with Uncle Bud is when he would
come visit our family and bring of his slides. He'd travel all over the world and come
back with TONS of pictures. So he'd set up the projector and show the newest ones.
I always remember 2 slides in particular: an airplane wing showing up in a picture
taken of a city somewhere shortly after takeoff from one of Uncle Bud's many travel
destinations. It was thrilling to know that he had actually been in a PLANE and was
able to travel like that. I was enthralled. I always think of that slide when I begin to
take MY trips around the world to far distant and exotic places. The other slide I
remember is one of him on a mountain near a monastery in Ecuador, I believe. Or
maybe it was in Chile. He was always visiting monasteries. A wealth of experiences.
I remember this slide because he said that right after he left that country there was a
devastating earthquake that destroyed part of the monastery. I was so thankful that
he was not there when the earthquake struck. Since then I've always remembered
that there is that element of danger in traveling the world. And of course there is that
danger when traveling to the local grocery store, too. But that is not as adventurous
and swashbuckling as almost getting caught in an earthquake in South America!
If anyone knows where his slides are then we ought to make an effort to recover
them and make one or more videos out of them.

Jeff Baldwin - January 02, 2014 at 04:51 PM

“

My first memory of Uncle Bug was when I was 3 or 4 yrs old. I was taking a nap in
Yuba City, Calif on my parent's bed. I had awakened and was just laying around
enjoying the rest. Uncle Bud was visiting. Mom said something about "When is he
going to get up?" And Uncle Bud said he'd come get me up. So he came in and
started trying to wake me up. "Jeeeff" he sung. "Jeeeeeeeff". But I woudn't answer.
So he reached over and tickled me lightly. I giggled and rolled to the other side of the
bed, still pretending to be asleep. He said "Jeeeeeeff" and tickled me again. I giggled
and rolled to other side of the bed, trying to convince myself that I was successful in
portraying myself as totally asleep and oblivious to Uncle Bud. This went on for
several minutes before I screamed with joy and ran out of the room.
So Uncle Bud successfully awoke me from my nap.
I always think of (at least) that fun we had when I think of Uncle Bud.

Jeff baldwin - January 02, 2014 at 04:25 PM

“

We will miss you Uncle Bud, You will always live in our hearts and thoughts.
Thank You and God bless all of the wonderful people at Summit Care. I know he was
very well cared for in his last few years.
The Stage Family. Marysville, Calif

Randy Stage - January 02, 2014 at 12:56 PM

“

I was heartbroken when Herb passed that night. Oh how I miss him and his smile
everynight Id go see him before bed with his medication hed say yuck but smile. We
decorated his door for Christmas on night shift and won #1 place he was so happy
and just loved it. Hes in a better place now. I will forever be touched by his presence.
Night Herby. Amy Summit place night shift

Amy Bond - January 01, 2014 at 07:05 PM

