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In 1955, I went to Wilmington find a husband. It helped that they gave 
me a small scholarship to make it through the first semester — till I’d 
be 18 and old enough to earn my tuition in the factory. But I also was 
propelled by learning, while exploring possible colleges in my high school 
library, that Wilmington had the highest ration of men to women.

I liked Wilmington, but as far as I could see, no one in that 
preponderance of men was looking for me as a wife. When, in my 
sophomore year, a guy I had dated in high school, now a pre-med 
student at another college, visited me at Wilmington and asked me to 
marry him. I accepted; and we set the wedding date.

But June was still a semester away. One social 
studies course I chose was called Marriage and 
Family. I think the professor had come from New 
York City. Good course; but then one day in class 
I found myself doodling words beginning with my 
fiancé’s initials — not enthusiastic words. I had to face 
my doubts about signing on to life with the guy.

But I had already promised, and the wedding was 
now only a month away! After class one day, I asked 
the professor if I could talk to him. In his office, 
he listened to my story. Then he explained that the 
very function of an engagement is to provide time to 
reconsider, including the option to change your mind 
and call it off. What a relief!



RETURN TO SITE

The business of saying, “No, thanks,” was difficult. It even included 
my housemother, Miss Shackelford, taking the boy’s side and trying to 
persuade me I was wrong. Yet I was wonderfully clear. I think of that 
time as my first experience of sensing the real rightness of a personal 
action.

But I still didn’t even have a boyfriend at Wilmington, let alone prospects 
for a husband! While I was saving dorm fees by living with the Marble 
family and helping with childcare, I won the annual writing contest. I 
assumed the financial bounty would go toward tuition, but Sam Marble 
suggested I was working too hard. He recommended I spend my windfall 
on adventure and told me about an American Friends Service Committee 
work camp with migrant bean pickers in Clinton, NY. I took his advice and 
it was there, on the first day after my long bus ride, that I met the right 
guy. Chris and I have now been married 61 years.

So, after all, it’s thanks to Wilmington and President Sam Marble that I 
found a husband.


