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This book is dedicated to my husband, Jay, whose commitment, support, love, and hard work helped to create and build The Pampered Chef. And, to our daughters, Julie and Kelley, who were our inspiration to build a business that celebrates families.
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FOREWORD
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In September of 2002, Doris Christopher, the founder of The Pampered Chef, came to see me in Omaha about selling the company. Right on the spot, I knew I wanted The Pampered Chef in the Berkshire Hathaway family. So we immediately made a deal. 
The typical “entrance” strategy for acquisitions at Berkshire is to buy a company with great economic characteristics: no debt, a robust balance sheet, and positive cash flow. The Pampered Chef has all of that in spades. But it was Doris herself that cinched the deal for me. I liked her management style—hands-on, straightforward, nurturing, and accessible. 
I also liked her reason for selling the company. There was no financial crisis, Doris had no health problems. She and her husband, Jay, simply wanted to plan for the future of their company to make sure it—and The Pampered Chef’s Co-workers and Consultants—would continue to thrive long after Doris retired. That’s the right way for an owner to behave, and therefore our “entrance” strategy made perfect sense to me. And that’s important, because here at Berkshire, we have no “exit” strategy. We buy great businesses to keep. My job is to stay out of the way. And let Doris and her team run the business. 
As you will read in this remarkable book, The Pampered Chef was founded in 1980 when Doris Christopher was a thirty-five-year-old suburban former home economics teacher with a husband and two little girls. Her initial goal was limited: she simply wanted to supplement her family’s modest income. She had absolutely no business background. She turned to thinking about what she knew best—food preparation. Why not, she wondered, make a business out of marketing quality kitchenware, focusing on the items she herself had found most useful? 
To launch her company, Doris borrowed $3,000 against a family life insurance policy—all the money ever injected into the company—and went to the Merchandise Mart in Chicago to buy the products she would offer for sale. She set up operations in her basement. Her plan was to conduct in-home presentations to small groups of women, gathered at the homes of their friends. While driving to her first presentation, Doris almost talked herself into returning home, convinced she was doomed to fail. But the women to whom she demonstrated her wares that evening loved her, and The Pampered Chef was under way. Working with her husband, Jay, Doris did $50,000 of business in the first year. 
Today—the twenty-fifth anniversary of the company—The Pampered Chef has thousands of Kitchen Consultants, serving 12 million customers at one million Kitchen Shows a year. 
I saw this business for myself when I attended my first Kitchen Show. I put on my Pampered Chef apron and chopped, tasted, and tested right along with the other guests. I wasn’t a star, however, coming in last in the apple-peeling contest. It was easy to see why the business is a success. The company’s products, in large part proprietary, are well designed, finely crafted, and, above all, useful, and the Pampered Chef Consultants are knowledgeable and enthusiastic. 
The Pampered Chef is truly loved by its customers because it has found a need and filled it exceptionally well, helping everyday home cooks to become masters of their own home kitchens and making mealtime preparation quick, easy, and fun. It also offers its Consultants an incomparable business opportunity, allowing men and women to build a home-based business of their own, based on Doris Christopher’s personal blueprint for success. When you read the profiles of The Pampered Chef’s Kitchen Consultants in Chapter 8, you may wonder what you’re doing in your nine-to-five cubicle while these folks are happily cooking their way to fame and fortune. 
At Berkshire Hathaway, we like companies that are easy to understand. Doris Christopher’s “keep it simple” approach has a lot to teach anyone who is reaching for the American Dream. Frankly, if I can’t understand a company’s business, I figure their customers must have a pretty hard time figuring it out, too. 
I would challenge anyone on Wall Street to take $3,000 and do what Doris Christopher has done: build a business from scratch into a world-class organization. But follow the simple steps in this book, and it just might happen. Come see me in Omaha when you’ve put together your own recipe for success; we pay cash and Berkshire’s check will clear. In the meantime, read this book. Then, read it again. 
—Warren Buffett 

INTRODUCTION
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I’ve read about people who claim they had a complete vision of the success of their business at the very start. I confess that in 1980 when I started The Pampered Chef, I could not even imagine the company we are today. I had no vision of grandeur. I just wanted to make enough money to contribute to our household income and the future college education of our two young daughters. 
After eight years as a stay-at-home mom with my two preschool daughters, I was anxious to reenter the workforce. A former home economist and teacher, I wanted to draw upon my past experience, but coming up with what to do was difficult. Because Julie and Kelley were eight and five, I was looking for something with flexible hours that would allow me to be at home for them after school. I always placed family before career then, as I do now. I soon found that this priority eliminated a lot of jobs. 
The only thing left was to start my own company! From my days as a home economist, I knew a great deal about quality kitchen tools, which, at that time, were hard to find in retail stores. And since the high point of our day as a family often took place as we gathered around the supper table, I soon knew what my goal was to be. Our company’s purpose, products, and marketing efforts would focus on a mission uniquely ours: bringing families together at the table for shared mealtimes, and quality kitchen tools would help them do just that! 
When I first went into business, it was a one-woman operation. My four-hundred-square-foot combination office–storage area was the unfinished basement of our modest frame home in the Chicago suburb of River Forest. I financed it with $3,000 I borrowed from an insurance policy on my husband Jay’s life. From this humble beginning, I embarked on a career of selling kitchen tools to small groups of women in their homes. In the evenings after Jay and I had dinner with our children, I conducted “Kitchen Shows.” During the day, while Julie and Kelley were in school, I selected, purchased, stored, and managed my inventory. There was also bookkeeping, processing, packaging, delivering—whatever had to be done, I did it. In my one-woman show, I did everything from answering the phone to emptying wastepaper baskets. 
This was not particularly unusual. The responsibilities I had as a start-up entrepreneur are par for the course for the millions of Americans who launch small businesses. It consumes as much time as a fledgling entrepreneur is willing to give it. However, being there for my family always came first, so I had to perform a real juggling act to manage our household and in between take care of business. I was blessed with a supportive husband who shared my enthusiasm for my work—Jay was also my mentor, adviser, and cheerleader. He willingly pitched in with everything ranging from child care to bookkeeping. Without his support, I don’t see how my tiny business would have ever got off the ground. We all need other people to succeed at anything we do, and boy, did I ever need Jay! 
Throughout this book, I’ll give you a step-by-step description of how The Pampered Chef survived the initial stages of a neophyte company and went on to thrive as an organization that today occupies a 780,000-square-foot facility. We now have a thousand Co-workers who do what I did as a sole proprietor, but of course on a much larger scale—and with the systems we now have in place, in a much more sophisticated way. Note too that there are 70,000 independent “Kitchen Consultants” who annually conduct one million Kitchen Shows for twelve million Pampered Chef customers. These women and men share my dedication to providing expert advice and inspiration to millions of people who yearn to make mealtime truly family time. 
Looking back to when I was the one and only Kitchen Consultant, I am in awe at all that has happened since. Quite obviously, what the company has accomplished is a result of the labor of many. I am blessed to work with a talented team of dedicated people. Were it not for the combined efforts of many, starting with our Kitchen Consultants, I’d still be working out of the basement of our home in River Forest. 
In preparation for writing this book, I have given considerable thought to the amazing journey Jay and I have traveled. This exercise required serious soul searching, and it forced me to recall many personal events in my life that contributed to the creation of The Pampered Chef. Some of these incidents were temporary setbacks that turned out to be blessings in disguise. Others were so remote they seemed insignificant at the time but later proved to be crucial. In retrospect, it is as if each incident was a small piece of a large puzzle. And remember: it only takes one missing piece to render a puzzle incomplete. 
As you read my story, I will reveal each of these magic moments in detail and explain their implication. I view life as an ongoing adventure in which many things happen along the way that seem unimportant but later prove essential in reaching one’s destination. Such things have repeatedly happened to me, some of which at the time made no sense whatsoever. It would be easy to write them off as fate; however, I choose to give credit where it is due. I believe it has been God’s hand at work. He has been instrumental in guiding me and the result has been an enterprise that serves tens of thousands of Pampered Chef people, whose work, in turn, enriches millions of families by bringing them together at mealtime. Along the way, we have been blessed to be able to give back by embracing such causes as hunger relief, early breast cancer detection, and family resiliency. The joy of giving is the gift from God that I cherish most. 
In recent years we began to realize the importance of having a succession plan in place so that The Pampered Chef could prosper long after I would no longer be with the company. In 2004, The Pampered Chef became part of Warren Buffett’s Berkshire Hathaway Company. We chose to take this route at a time when the company was strong and healthy, well in advance of my retirement as CEO and chairman. I didn’t want to be one of those company founders who thought he or she was indispensable and had no one in line to take the reins in the event of disability or untimely demise. This company and my associates mean too much to me to allow my ego to get in the way. 
Meanwhile, it was quite a compliment to join Berkshire Hathaway, listed by Fortune in 2004 as the nation’s second most admired company. I am honored that Warren Buffett, one of the world’s most respected and astute businessmen, thinks that highly of our company. 
So this book is about a company with roots tracing back to a modest beginning in the basement of our home, and how it went on to become a member of one of the world’s most prestigious businesses. Let me tell you, it’s been quite a ride. And the journey continues, because it doesn’t have a final destination. It is indeed ongoing and never-ending. 
My story begins with my life as a young girl growing up in the rural community of Oak Lawn, near Chicago. I have been described as the typical girl next door, and although I was a conscientious, above-average student, I never stood out in a crowd—not then or now. This is why I believe what happened to me can happen to you. I invite you to come with me as I tell my story—our story. May it furnish you with inspiration to take a wonderful journey of your own.
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As a little girl, on our family trips to Michigan, I’d tell everyone I was from Chicago. But the truth is, I grew up in Oak Lawn, Illinois, twelve miles southwest of the Loop. We were definitely not big-city folk. Oak Lawn was a small, rural community, away from the hustle and bustle of life in the metropolis. 
Growing up in the 1950s and ’60s, my two older sisters and I were raised with old-fashioned, small-town values. Our family knew our neighbors on both sides of the street. Few families bothered to lock their doors. We didn’t watch much television and there weren’t any VCRs, CDs, or video games. Instead, my friends and I cut out paper dolls and played hide-and-seek in the backyard. On Saturday night I’d sometimes gather around the dining room table with my family or friends to play tripoly. 
Oak Lawn was an unincorporated rural area, so there wasn’t a lot there. The subdivision where we lived was a lower-middle-class neighborhood with no sidewalks. Our small Cape Cod house, 8605 South Seventy-eighth Court, was a mile or so from Harlem Avenue, a main thoroughfare in Chicago that runs north and south for some fifty miles. While houses on our street were inexpensive, they were well maintained. The residents took pride in their front lawns: grass was regularly mowed, hedges were tidily trimmed, and flowerbeds were neatly manicured into decorative rows. 
Some families spent a lot of time on their small front porches on hot evenings. Although we didn’t use our porch as a gathering place, it had an awning and a couple of chairs. As a small child, I played games on that porch, but it saw its best use as a site for picture-taking sessions on important occasions. Our family albums are filled with photographs of my two sisters and me on the porch, starting with our baby pictures. Later we appear there dressed in our Easter outfits, confirmation dresses, prom dresses, and of course our graduation robes. 
Back then, there were no nearby supermarkets. My folks did their grocery shopping several miles away at the Jewel Tea store. When I was in high school, a Pic & Save Super Market was built on what had been an empty lot. Its grand opening was a major event in our community. We had finally arrived! “It’s one of those Pic & Saves just like they have in Chicago,” my mother said, her voice ringing with pride. 
There weren’t any self-service gasoline stations, either. Ted Kelley, my father, owned and operated a one-man service station, a relic of the past. Cities Service Station, located in Logan Square, a community on the North Side of Chicago, was open from seven to seven, six days a week. Daddy left home around six in the morning and returned around eight at night, so during the week we didn’t get to spend a lot of time with him. A hardworking man, he pumped gas and checked everything under the hood—the oil, the water, the batteries. He always cleaned the windshield, even when it wasn’t dirty. A top-rate mechanic, my father also repaired cars. 
Daddy was bushed when he walked in the door each night. His hands were so filthy from oil and grease, he’d scrub his fingernails for ten minutes before sitting down at the dinner table. My sisters and I were too hungry to wait for Daddy’s arrival, so my mother prepared an early dinner for the four of us and a later meal for my father. An extremely organized woman, Mother devised a unique dinner system. One night she cooked for us and reheated leftovers for my father. The next night she served us leftovers and prepared a fresh dinner for Dad. Mother rotated who got the fresh dinner: Daddy, then us, his turn, our turn. And oh yes, my father’s older brother, Bernard—Uncle Bun to us—was a regular guest for a good home-cooked meal, at least three times during the week and most Sundays. 
Once I was out of kindergarten, my mother went back to her old job as a typist in the claims department of an insurance company. Prior to that, she worked part time, around my schedule. A hard worker like my father, my mother worked full time during her career for several insurance companies, all located in downtown Chicago. Jane Kelley was ahead of her time. In those days, most households had only one wage earner. Women customarily stopped working outside the home once they had children. My mother, however, was an excellent typist, and seeing how hard my father worked, she wanted to bring in some supplemental income so he’d someday be able to slow down. Although I never felt the slightest bit in need, looking back today I know that my parents had to struggle to make ends meet. Just the same, I was always proud of the fact that my father was a self-employed businessman. 
Being his own boss was important to my father. It meant nobody could give him orders and no one could ever fire him. In truth, the big oil companies drew up one-sided contracts with their independent operators that actually took away their independence. But my sisters and I didn’t know that. In our eyes, Ted Kelley stood tall. He was his own man. And most importantly, he was a good man. In my eyes, he was the best. 
SUNDAY—MY FAVORITE DAY OF THE WEEK
In the Kelley house, the highlight of the week was our family Sunday dinner after the church service. This made Sunday my favorite day of the week. We were together as a family. Daddy took on an entirely different appearance on Sunday. He enjoyed dressing up for church: he’d put on a freshly pressed suit, always with a starched white shirt and a stylish tie. He seemed to feel so much better about himself than when he wore his gas station uniform. I loved seeing him in his Sunday clothes. He looked so handsome I thought he could have passed for a bank president. St. Paul’s Lutheran Church was at the end of the block on Seventy-eighth Court, and I’d be all smiles as I walked there with my father. The one-room wood-frame church had a capacity of fifty, too small for a full-time pastor, so a visiting pastor conducted the service. The building was so tiny that when Sunday school classes were conducted prior to the service, volunteer teachers assembled the children into small classes, each grade occupying a separate pew. 
Sunday was my mother’s favorite day, too. A superb cook, Mama stayed behind in her favorite place, the kitchen. After spending a good portion of the morning making our Sunday supper, she always arrived just in time for the service. Everyone in the tiny church knew when Mother walked in because she often smelled of fried chicken. 
We’d be sitting in our pew, and without turning, my oldest sister Barbara would nudge my sister Donna and whisper, “Take a whiff. Mama’s here.” 
“Why does she always have to make fried chicken?” Donna lamented. “Why can’t she cook something nobody could smell?” 
I thought she smelled delicious, but my sisters were old enough to be embarrassed by it. In my mind, Mama was the best cook in our neighborhood, and that was something to be proud of, certainly not an embarrassment. 
On school nights my sisters and I would rush through dinner, help clean up, then hit the books. My mother would then reset the table for my father. On Sundays, however, we ate leisurely. We generally wore our church clothes at the table, the one meal of the week where we’d be together as a family unit. Dinner conversations ran the gamut from church activities to current events. My father’s divorced older brother, Bernard, was a regular Sunday guest. Uncle Bun and Daddy were sports enthusiasts, and after dinner they’d talk baseball, football, hockey—whatever was in season. With four females in the house, when Uncle Bun wasn’t there, dinner conversations were more girl talk. My father, a very quiet, soft-spoken man, could hardly get a word in edgewise. 
When I think back to my youth, some of my most pleasant memories are those dinners on Sunday and holidays when the whole family gathered around the table. At Thanksgiving, one of my mother’s brothers and his family came to stay with us. One of Mama’s sisters and her family visited during Christmas holidays. These enjoyable family times around the dinner table were an inspiration to my career, because the coming together at the dinner table became the central theme of The Pampered Chef. 

BACK AND FORTH TO SCHOOL
Wanting me to have a good Christian education, my parents enrolled me in Zion Lutheran Grade School. They felt that I would get more individual attention at a school with small classes. My two older sisters went to the local public grade school. They couldn’t have gone to Zion Lutheran because we had limited transportation at our house. My mother didn’t drive, so she had to leave the house with my father at six every morning and he’d drop her off at the train station on his way to work. Zion Lutheran was in Summit, a town ten miles away, and in the same direction as my sister Donna’s high school. Early each morning, Donna and I walked to the bus stop. We rode the bus together until Donna got off at the Argo High School stop, seven blocks from Zion, where I got off. Had it not been for my sister, I would have attended the local public grade school because I was too young to take the bus alone. 
Coming home from school was another story. Uncle Bun worked in a factory in the area, and my mother would take a bus from downtown Chicago to Argo, where Uncle Bun picked up the two of us at 5:00 p.m. This meant I had more than an hour to kill after school. It was only a ten-minute walk from school to Argo, so I had to dilly-dally around until my rendezvous with Mama and Uncle Bun. 
Sometimes I’d go to a girlfriend’s house, Gail’s or Eileen’s, but mostly I’d hang out with one or both of them at the drugstore or candy shop. With all the time I had to kill, their parents probably thought I was a bad influence on their daughters. Remember, back then, it was unusual for a mother to work full time like mine, although Gail’s and Eileen’s mothers did have part-time jobs. No matter how much free time I had after school, I always had to meet my mother and Uncle Bun at the bus stop at 5:00. It seemed that my entire day revolved around my transportation to and from school. 
When I finished eighth grade, it was decided that I should continue my education at Walther Lutheran High School, a private school in Melrose Park. My mother placed a high value on education, as did her mother. 

MEETING JAY
More often than not, the school bus arrived at Walther late, after the first-period bell. I was embarrassed whenever I had to walk into the middle of a class in session. But one time it worked to my advantage in a big way. During my freshman year, my locker was across the hall from Jay Christopher’s first-period class. The classroom had a door with a glass window and Jay could see me at my locker from his desk, hurriedly throwing my coat and books into the locker, gathering up whatever I needed. 
Jay used to watch me come and go, and because the lockers were assigned alphabetically to students, mine was right next to his basketball teammate Tom Klammer’s. “Who’s the cute girl with her locker next to yours?” Jay asked Tom one day. “You know, the one who’s always late getting to school.” 
Shortly after I started my sophomore year, Jay surprised me by asking me to be his date for the school’s homecoming dance. Poor Jay didn’t know it, but nobody at Walther lived farther away than I did. So that Saturday morning, he drove all the way out to my house to pick me up for a parade and a football game. As we continued to date, I’m sure his parents wondered why Jay couldn’t have found a girl who lived closer. 

TYPING CLASS—MY WATERLOO
An honor student, I wasn’t worried when I began typing class in my junior year at Walther. My mother typed for a living, so I figured I had the genes for it. It would be a breeze. One of the easier courses, it would be useful in college for typing essays and reports. Jay had taken typing the previous year, and he was already using his skills to fill out college applications. 
Mrs. Stryker, an elderly woman whom I’d had for World History, taught typing. She was a gruff lady with a no-nonsense attitude. The first day in typing class, she said, “I am going to assign a character to each of you. One of you will be a snail, another a rabbit, a dolphin, a breed of dog, a cat, and so on. Every day, your designated character will appear on the bulletin board. As you progress from one typing lesson to the next, your animal will move forward. Your advancement will be tracked. Naturally, some of you will advance at a faster rate than others, but at the end of the semester, hopefully everyone’s character will end up at the finish line. And when this happens, you will be an able typist.” 
Characters were handed out, and mine was a turtle. Better a turtle than a snail, I thought to myself. 
“Now remember, class,” Mrs. Stryker said, “although your progress will be tracked, you’re not competing against each other. This is just a way to make the class a little more interesting.” 
Right from the beginning, everyone else in the class appeared to catch on, but I couldn’t make heads or tails out of Mrs. Stryker’s instructions. As each day passed I became more confused. Maybe my hand-eye coordination was not particularly good. Whatever it was, I was totally lost. 
Mrs. Stryker played music so that we could type to it, to give us a rhythm. Everyone caught on quickly except me. I found the music distracting. It only added to my frustration and confusion. 
My turtle was in last place. At first it was only slightly behind the other characters, then it fell more behind the pack. Soon the gap between the rest of the animals and my turtle seemed vast. 
I had always been successful in school. But now I was far and away the worst student in typing class. Not only was I slow, I made so many errors that even when my turtle advanced past the starting line, my errors would move it back again. I languished at zero. With my typing errors, I was actually less than zero, but Mrs. Stryker kindly never moved my turtle behind the starting line. 
This went on for several weeks. When I walked into typing class, I was tense and nervous, and the feeling of humiliation lasted all day long. One day Mrs. Stryker took me aside. “Doris, you did so well in my world history class. I expect much more from you in this class.” 
At home, I told my parents about my predicament. “I’m absolutely the worst in my class. Maybe even the worst in the history of the school.” 
“You’ve got to learn how to type,” my mother said. “Even if you don’t go into secretarial work, typing will be useful all of your life. Just hang in there, honey! I’m sure something will click and you’ll catch up with the other kids. I know you can do it.” 
Mama even gave me typing tips at the dinner table, but it didn’t matter. Each day, the class kept getting worse. It’s not going to work, I kept thinking. 
“My fingers keep hitting the wrong keys,” I pleaded to her. 
When my mother saw how miserable it was making me, she made a suggestion. “If it’s not too late, try replacing typing with something else. You can retake typing during your senior year. Meanwhile, I’ll work with you on it.” 
My two older sisters were not pleased. “Why are you letting her drop a course?” Barbara asked. “You never let us!” 
I checked out my options and found a home economics class I could take to replace typing. 
I had never considered the home ec course before because I was taking college preparatory classes. I didn’t think I had time for home ec. But now, this was my way out. I’ll just take it during my junior year, I told myself. 
So, with my mother’s support, I made the switch. As it turned out, the home economics course was a piece of cake for me. I took to it like a duck to water, and enrolled in both my junior and senior years. 
As I look back, had I been a better typist, I would never have taken the home economics course. And had I not taken it, I am certain I would never have started The Pampered Chef. It’s a case of trusting that when one door closes, God opens a window for us somewhere else. 

FEAR OF SPEAKING
Today I address several thousand people at our Pampered Chef conferences. People assume that speaking in front of an audience comes naturally to me. In fact, for years I had a strong fear of speaking that probably stems from my teenage years when I watched my father stand up to speak in front of our small congregation in church. Ted Kelley was a faithful servant and a hard church worker, but when it came time for him to speak out on an issue he felt passionate about, he would just choke up. It was hard for me to watch my father, unable to get the words out of his mouth. He was a quiet, shy man. But, to me, his youngest daughter, he was the pillar of strength. If he was so afraid to speak, how could I think about addressing an audience? For years after, I did my best to avoid speaking in front of a group. 
There was a required speaking course for all Walther students who planned to attend college. Throughout my high school career, I shuddered at the thought that someday I would have to take that course. Curiously, while I despised public speaking, I had no problem acting in school plays. Acting was different—in a controlled setting, I had lines to perform in someone else’s character. In fact, I won the lead role in my junior class play, a musical called Smiling Through, as well as the lead role in our senior class play, Ask Any Girl. But I was terrified of speaking in public. My senior year, I finagled my way out of taking that dreaded speech course because it conflicted with a home economics class I was taking. And by this time, my mind was made up: I wanted to be a home economics major in college. 
“The home economics course is so important to me,” I pleaded with a school official. “Besides, I’ll never have to make a speech in my entire life. Can’t I get credit for speech class through my participation in school plays?” 
My pleading worked. Later, at the University of Illinois, the school had a speech requirement for anyone graduating with a teaching degree; I purposely took a course in voice and diction because it didn’t involve speaking in front of an audience. Years later, when it became apparent that my work would involve speaking in front of audiences, I regretted missing out on those public speaking courses. 

MOTHER’S SUPPORT
My sisters and I could always count on my mother to be in our corner—always. She was not a pushover. Far from it. With that typing class, in the beginning, she and my big sisters were dead set against me dropping the course. But in the end, my mother realized how much it was upsetting me and she fully supported my decision to substitute home economics for typing. “I know you don’t agree with me,” she told Barbara and Donna. “But Doris is dropping typing. She has my consent so there will be no more discussion on the subject.” 
It was my mother who ran the house. I don’t mean to imply that my father was oblivious to us, but his work was so demanding, he just wasn’t home enough to get involved in our activities. Mama wasn’t the domineering type and actually had a soft personality. She was, however, strong-willed when it came to doing what she believed was right for her family. 
For example, my sister Donna was an excellent student but she tested poorly on standardized tests. As a result of her low science and math scores, she was accepted to nursing school conditionally. My mother wasn’t about to take this sitting down. She contacted the nursing schools where Donna applied and explained that sometimes an outstanding student tests poorly, but the results are not indicative of how the student will fare in his or her studies. She persuaded the school to let Donna take a series of interviews. Ultimately Donna was fully accepted and excelled in nursing school. 
During my senior year at Walther, I applied to the University of Illinois, known for its excellent home economics department. A lot of people told me to go to a smaller school. “The Champaign campus has twenty thousand students,” I was warned. “You’ll be just a number there.” Others said, “You’re used to this little high school of five hundred students where you get a lot of attention. Don’t go there, Doris!” 
My uncle Dave, a social worker in Michigan, was the person Mama relied on the most for academic advice. Uncle Dave insisted that I should not go to the University of Illinois. “Doris will be lost there,” he said firmly. 
“Thank you for your advice, Dave, but this is what Doris wants to do, and do you know what? I think she can do it. So that’s where she’s going to college.” 
That was my mother. Whatever we truly wanted to do, she was for—and she would never stand in our way. My parents scraped and saved to send me to college. But if I wanted to go to Illinois, she was behind me 100 percent, despite the financial burden. Later, when I told her that I was having some problems in a college math course, she calmly said, “Okay, Doris, you have to get a tutor.” 
With my mother, it was always “This is what we’re going to do.” There was never an obstacle that couldn’t be overcome. To her, every barrier was only a temporary roadblock. There was always a solution. Even if she opposed something, she would work with us to find a solution. “Okay, Doris, if you want this, I’m going to help you figure out a way to get it.” 
Years after I graduated from college, I invited my mother to come with me to a Kitchen Show, as I eventually came to call them. She had always been supportive of everything I did, but I could tell by her lack of interest that she wasn’t excited about my business. Although she was too gracious to say anything negative, some of her remarks suggested that she wondered why I wanted to be in direct sales when I had majored in home economics and had had some teaching experience. By this time, my father had passed away and she had relocated to Kalamazoo to be near her two remaining sisters. 
I wanted my mother to see what I actually did at a Kitchen Show. I probably could have picked a better one for her to attend—because we had to climb three flights of stairs in an apartment building to conduct this one. To top it off, the family had a big Doberman pinscher that scared us half to death. And where did he sit? You guessed it—right next to my mother. He looked as big as she did. But she just sat there and calmly petted it. She was in complete control and as cool as a cucumber. The sales from that evening’s show were excellent and my mother seemed to enjoy it. 
When we left, she said to me, “Doris, I’m so glad you invited me to that meeting. It was such a pleasure to see you speak to those people. You did such a good job in making those products come alive. And I was impressed with how much they bought. I’m so proud of you.” 

COLLEGE AND BEYOND
When I arrived on the Illinois campus, I understood why Uncle Dave said I’d be lost in such a big place. For the first time in my life I was away from home on my own and I was homesick. But that was part of the college experience, and a good one at that. 
Jay was in his sophomore year at Valparaiso, a small, private liberal arts college in Valparaiso, Indiana. During my senior year of high school, Jay and I had been separated and we had both agreed we should date other people. So being far away from him was not a new adjustment. We had also agreed to date other people while we were in college. By dating others, neither of us would be stuck in a dormitory every weekend without a social life. Seeing other people would also make us more independent. If our love was true love, we reasoned, dating would make us appreciate each other all the more. We still saw each other, especially in the summertime when we were both home. Jay had a car and visited me throughout my four years in college, and I went to Valparaiso to see him, staying either with his aunt and uncle, who lived there, or with one of my high school girlfriends who went to school there. 
As big as the university was, my home economics courses were confined to a small part of the campus. It was as if I were attending a small school within a big school. Once I realized this, I was no longer overwhelmed by its sheer size. 
When I read the home economics curriculum, I felt like a little kid in a candy store, not knowing what to eat first. The core curriculum offered about thirty courses to home economics majors, and when I looked at it, I didn’t know what to study first. In addition to courses in my major, I took the usual ones in everything from English to history. I had to work especially hard in microbiology, physiology, and organic chemistry because my science and math skills weren’t strong. But in home economics I earned good grades in every course. 
One of my favorite college courses was home management, where eight home economics seniors lived in the same residence for eight weeks, managing the house. Each girl had a specific responsibility for one week, and we took turns preparing meals, cleaning house, arranging hospitality, and managing the budget. We worked as a team within the house. I particularly loved the hospitality part: place settings, table decorations, floral arrangements, and entertaining. Some weeks the house had an austere budget and we had to be more budget-conscious in what we ate and to cut back on our entertainment expenses. The experience summed up what we had learned during our four years as home economic majors, and offered a great lesson in teamwork. 
Like the seven other girls, I took the home management course during the last semester in my senior year, and I also did
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