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Wilmington took an 18-year-old that would have 
been homeless if a friend’s family hadn’t given me 
a place to stay when I wasn’t living at the College.

I turned down the likes of Harvard and Notre 
Dame to go there but ended up with a much better 
undergraduate education. I worked at Saga full 
time after my freshman year along with working a 
work job running those 16mm films for classes. I 
even carried the full load of 17 credits at the time 
we were on quarters. I had no choice but to work 
all those hours since I had no family that could or 
would help.

President Thorburn even hired me to babysit his 
son at times. An alumnus gave me a job cleaning 
her house a few times a year to help me out. Since 
I couldn’t borrow money like they do now, the 
College’s program to give small loans that was 
created by an alumnus’ money left to the College 
helped me fill in the final piece of the puzzle my 
junior and senior years.

When I graduated, I was hugged by every 
professor, even the ones I didn’t have a class. They 
were proud of me. (Math professor) Proctor Dean 
cared enough to send me a card telling me how 
proud he was.

I moved from the College to grad school at Indiana 
University, where I thought it was a vacation since 
I was only allowed to work at most 20 hours a 
term and the course work wasn’t that hard. It was 

a top five library science program in the nation and 
half of the students that started with me didn’t 
finish. When I finished that program in December 
1985, I had done grad and undergrad in five years 
and three months. Not bad for a kid who grew up 
on welfare in Hillsboro.



I have been a children’s librarian since graduation. My late 
partner, Minh, was very impressed with my education and 
told me so many times. He was a double Ph.D. that was 
tenured at Yale and Brown Universities. He even talked 
with one of his students that was taking the last class he 
taught about how well I was prepared for grad school by 
Wilmington. Students from all over the world in that class 
were taking it to see if they could handle Ivy League work.

Coming back to visit over the years is like going home. 
It was my home that cared and supported me. I wasn’t a 
number there, I was a name. As the staff changed, their 
replacements still remembered my name visit after visit. 
Where else do you call the president by their first name? 
Since I don’t really have any family since I’m widowed 
and don’t have children, Wilmington College is my heir so 
when I am gone, what I leave behind will help students like 
money from previous donors helped me and many others. 
That is the Wilmington way: someone helped you, so you 
help others.
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