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Kate the Great

Her lesson should be about over now, and I am to meet her in the Fine Arts Building, but I don’t know where to go because there are several practice rooms that line the hall.  I take out my phone and begin to search for her name.  I get to the Ks, but then I put away my phone when I hear the beautiful sounds of a violinist.  I smile to myself because I have a feeling I have found her.  

I follow the sounds to the middle of the hall and begin to tap on the door.  I change my mind, and instead, quietly walk in.  To my luck, it is exactly who I have been looking for.  With her back to me, she is set up and ready to play some of her favorite pieces of music.  The last thing I want to do is interrupt her, so I stand behind her and say nothing.  Connecting with my own musical background, I close my eyes and get lost in the song.  When she is finished, I open my eyes and she’s looking at her watch.  She hasn’t noticed me.

“That was beautiful.”

“Ha.  Yeah, thanks,” says the 21 year-old senior as she laughs my comment off.  

Modesty.  It’s something characteristic of Kate Bizzell.  What she has just finished is a piece by Bach titled Meditation.  “It’s my favorite.”  

Kate has been playing violin for the past sixteen years and considers herself a mediocre player despite her numerous achievements and obvious signs of the talent she possesses.  Playing is her number one passion and has been a constant factor in her life.  She started playing when she was in kindergarten.  Her mother enrolled her in several activities as a child—sports, dance, music, and everything else under the sun.  Violin, however, was the only art worthy enough to gain a spot on her life’s to do list.  

Instead of going to a normal high school and just playing violin as a hobby, Kate applied and was accepted to the High School for the Performing and Visual Arts in Houston, Texas, a place customarily known as “HSPVA.”  It was here where she made some of her significant friendships that still accompany her in her life’s journey.  During her last year at HSPVA, she applied to Southwestern University and was given a musical scholarship to play in the University’s orchestra.  She has been taking private lessons since her arrival at SU, is part of a talented quartet, and has achieved the status of Concert Master, which as you might not know, is the head of the entire orchestra.  Still, she begs me not to mention this amazing accomplishment because of her outrageous modesty.  She insists these achievements and modesty do not shape her, yet they are vital in showcasing who she is as a person and in keeping her in check.

As she begins to play a few select Partidas by Bach, her boyfriend, Danny Jacob, of two years on Sunday, September 24, 2006, calls to see what she’s doing.  They make quick plans for dinner, which she will be cooking, and say their “I love yous” so she can get back to her practicing.

During the second semester of her freshman year, Kate’s boyfriend of a year and a half broke up with her just three weeks after her brother died.  Since then she had been living the single life and loved not having to be tied down.  Sophomore year of college, Kate lived with Carly, her roommate from her previous year, on the third floor of Mabee.  A few weeks into the semester, Danny, who lived on her hall, got up enough courage to ask Kate out on a date.  A few days later, they were on their way to P.F. Chang’s for Chinese, her favorite type of food.  Shortly after that very awkward first date, they were the “hall couple.”  Leaving behind the single life was hard, and a few times she sought to break up with Danny.  Literally.  “I called him at least twice to tell him I didn’t want a relationship.  It’s not that I couldn’t do it.  It’s that he wouldn’t let me!  I mean, who says ‘No you can’t break up with me.’?  I had to admire that.”  He refused to let her go and she’s so very glad he held on despite her uncertainties.  

Any school acquaintance would see Kate as the girl in class who listens, but rarely speaks.  She seems like the type who has a lot to say, but doesn’t volunteer her opinions easily or often.  There’s more to this redhead than meets the eye, though.  While she’s quiet in class and isn’t one to speak up, encounter her outside of class and you’ll find a very different person.  A recent Astros game proves that Kate does, in fact, have a voice.  And when she’s angry, that voice can be very loud.  She is a sports fanatic and her main focus is any team playing for Houston.  Gone is the girl who never speaks in class unless forced.  Only present is a fiery girl who yells at the TV because the batter just “let that one fly right by!”  

As I stepped into Kate’s off-campus apartment in Georgetown Place, her inner sports fan shows.  The walls are covered in Houston Astros, Rockets, and Texans paraphernalia as a result of her shared passion with Carly and Katherine, her two other roommates since sophomore year.  These three function as more of a family rather than three friends living together.  They wake up, drink their morning coffee (“Sometimes I make theirs for them”), and read the paper.  They sit down to the dinner Kate has cooked, chat about their day, and are always there for each other in a time of need.   They have never had a fight and are tied to each other in ways that go beyond a normal friendship.  Carly has even gone as far as to switch into one of Kate’s classes this semester so they are able to have that “one last class” together.  Kate is very much the mother in this set of three.  Perhaps she is this way because of her close relationship with her own mother.  She is the only daughter of her mother but has other siblings who are considerably older from her father’s previous marriage.  “Not to insult her, but she IS her mother.  I don’t mean that in a bad way either,” commented Carly.  Kate grew up an only child and is strangely comfortable with the fact that she is slowly turning into her mother, whose personality shows through Kate’s feminist views and stubborn ways.  Such a connection shows a close, loving, and admirable relationship.  

Pretty soon, much sooner than the rest of her fellow seniors, Kate will be graduating.  In December of 2006, she will be recognized as completing her requirements for her Bachelor of Arts in Communication as well as a minor in Political Science.  She will be tossed out into the real world to find a job and a life of her own.  Her reaction?  Terror.  As expected, she has no idea what she wants to do with her life.  Sure, she has long term goals, like grad school, but for now, she would like to take a year off before putting herself through any more academic abuse.  Possible career choices stem off her recently completed internship with the Breast Cancer Awareness Group.  While she would love to work with non-profit organizations, she would appreciate anything as most recent college graduates would.  

She chooses to end our interview with the impressive “Spring” of the Four Seasons by Vivaldi, a piece even I know is challenging.  “I had to learn it as an assignment, and now I just love playing it.”  The modesty.  There it is again.  She plays “Spring” not because it showcases her skill, but because she enjoys it.  As I get lost in the piece, I realize that no matter what may come her way; she will always remain the fun-loving young woman who loves to laugh, is never too stressed out, and is always in a good mood.  Never will she cease to watch the Daily Show nor ever develop a tolerance to the two Bud Lights it takes her to get tipsy.  Orchestra will always be part of her life, as will the modesty she pairs with it.  

Author’s Afterwords


I felt like this article was the best work I’ve done all semester.  It was a little weird because while it was the hardest one to write, it was also the easiest.  I’ve known Kate since my first year at Southwestern University and I think that made it harder to write a profile about her.  There were so many instances in which I wanted to put in my own two cents about what I thought, or bring up something in our past to enhance who she was, but through my interpretation.  I knew I couldn’t just type words.  I had to engage readers to want to read a story about somebody they either knew or didn’t know. 


This paper was also the easiest because Kate was immediately accessible whenever I needed her.  Since she was also writing a paper, she knew how important last minute phone calls were.  With the other subjects of my articles, I had to plan out times.  I couldn’t have last minute phone calls because they had lives aside from being involved in my paper.  I had to learn to get all the details I needed whenever I conducted my interviews because my subject might not always be available at the ring of a phone.  


Before taking Journalism, I had no idea I could write.  I was always conscious about what I wrote and what other people thought.  In this class I was forced to let others read my papers and critique everything I had to say.  As the semester went on, I began to embrace this requirement and used it to my advantage.


To be a successful journalist, you have to show a story, not just tell it.  I learned how to take interviews and create scenes.  I also learned how to create profiles and narratives with answers that aren’t always expected.  Journalists have to learn how to go with the flow and use what they’re given.  You could ask all the questions in the world and get answers not even close to what you want, but you have to make it work.

