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“Dorotha”

| first met Dorotha Norton during my daylong interview at the University of
Tennessee at Martin on April 27, 2001. During that time, | had to deliver a lecture to
a broadcasting class, where Dorotha was also in attendance (and if | knew then,

~ what | learned later, | might have skipped the drive to Martin, Tennessee altogether).
Afterward, she asked me “Why would you want to become a college teacher, at your

age? (Dorotha was not always subtle). Apparently, | responded well enough—I got
the job.

During my first official day in the Communications Department, | made the mistake

of calling her “Professor Norton” — which was accurate. She responded, very
adamantly — “lt's NOT Professor Norton—I’'m DOROTHA!”

Since that time, | grew to respect and yes, love Dorotha Norton. However, I’'m not
saying that Dorotha and | always agreed on every issue—we didn’t. But there was
great personal and professional love and respect between us—even if we agreed to
disagree, we were never disagreeable.

We shared a lot of similar circumstances—my father died in 2002; Dorotha’s
beloved Aunt Dale died not too long after that; Dorotha’s Mother died just a few short
months before my own Mother died. Following my Mother’s death (she lived in
Martin with us at the time of her death), we went back to my hometown, some five
and a half hours away from Martin, for the funeral services and burial. The night of
the family visitation at the funeral home, | looked up, and much to my surprise, |
saw—you guessed it—Dorotha and Robert Norton. She cared that much to be with
my family during our time of grief. Imagine my shock, when Dorotha told me that
she had been through cataract surgery that very morning. When | asked her if she
and Robert were going to stay the night, she replied, “Oh, no—we’re going back

home. Robert will drive me.” And, of course, ever the loyal and loving companion,
Robert did.

During an annual conference of the Tennessee Communications Association at
Gallatin one year, | presented a research paper during the Mass Communication
session. Dorotha apologized over and over for not being in attendance, as both she
and husband were staffing the registration desk. Dorotha herself delivered a
presentation that afternoon, which | did attend. Afterward, | complimented her on
the good job, and told her that | really enjoyed it. She looked at me with a very stern
look (that only Dorotha could give) and said, “You would tell me if | made any
mistakes, wouldn’t you?” and | replied, “Of course.” “OH, NO YOU WOULDN’T!,
SHE EXCLAIMED. “You are far too nice a man and you wouldn’t do that, even if it
were true! | couldn’t resist the opportunity to tell the truth, so | said, “Well Dorotha, |
did notice a couple of vocal fillers during your presentation,” to which she responded:




[image: image2.png]OH, NO! DID I DO THAT! 1 JUST HATE THAT! THAT'S SO UNPROFESSIONAL!
| TELL MY STUDENTS NOT TO EVER USE VOCAL FILLERS! AND ON AND ON.
| have to admit—I did it on purpose, and judging from the way that Robert Norton’s

shoulders were shaking, he enjoyed the moment as much as | did.

During her final year before her tragic accident, Dorotha was nominated for a
prestigious teaching award, which she won. Dorotha asked me if | would observe
one of her classes, and write up a critique, as this was one of the requirements, in
order to be considered for the honor. | observed her infamous “Voice and Diction”
class, or as our students refer to it, “VD.” | can tell you that from the moment
Dorotha Norton entered the classroom she was passionate and enthusiastic. |
believe that she was every bit as excited to be there as her first day of class at
Kenton High School. In a forty-eight year teaching career, including forty years at
UT Martin, she was still as sharp and effective as ever.

If | had to choose one word to describe Dorotha Norton, it would be “passionate.”
She was passionate about her students, about the University of Tennessee at
Martin, about teaching, the Tennessee Communications Association, her church, her
family and her God. When | gave her a copy of my written comments about her
class, she read it that night, and the next day told me that she had cried while
reading it. | said, “Dorotha, was it that poorly written?” To which she replied, “no it
was so nice”. | told her that | had come to not only know, but also indeed love both
her and her husband Robert. “And we love you too,” Dorotha said. | am so glad that
| told her that | loved her then, because we don’t always tell people we love them
when we should. But | truly did love and respect Dorotha Norton, and | expect to
see her again one day. |




