
June 14, 2020  
 
Attorney General TJ Donovan  
109 State Street  
Montpelier, VT 05609  
 
Dear A.G. Donovan, 
 
I am a 1993 graduate of Marlboro College, and I write today to apprise you of a matter that 
I believe reveals why the school’s present leadership should not be allowed to succeed in 
its goal of transferring its assets to Emerson College. 
 
Ironically, less than a year ago today, President Quigley stood in my backyard in 
Scarborough, Maine, holding forth to a group of some 30 alums on the wisdom of merging 
the college with University of Bridgeport. He was not originally expected to be in 
attendance at this alumni gathering; once this merger was announced (to the immense 
surprise of the entire community), he repurposed this event to convey the wholly 
unanticipated message that the college was in dire financial straits. 
 
Six years ago, I spearheaded an effort to raise an endowed fund to support an annual award 
that would honor a recently passed classmate, Jed Fels ’92. This group, known as “JALF,” is 
comprised of some 275 people; we formed a tight community that remains intact to this 
day. (JALF is an acronym of our deceased classmate’s name.) We raised over $15,000.00 in 
a matter of months.  
 
This was the same year that President Quigley began his job the college. At no point did he, 
as President, speak personally to the leaders of our group about widening our goals and 
assisting the college at a greater level. We had no idea the college was in jeopardy. If we 
had, would we have strived to create an endowed fund to fuel our prize so that it might be 
awarded throughout the future life of the college? No. 
 
Last November, after learning of the college’s intent to gift its endowment to Emerson, we 
politely requested that the College return these funds. Rennie Washburn, then the chief 
officer of development (but now, coincidentally perhaps, an employee of Emerson College) 
confirmed the receipt of our request, stating that the college would reply soon. Four 
months later, I checked back in. She stated, “No word yet - still working with our attorneys 

on this.” We never heard from her again. In fact, the administration has never responded in 
the negative or the positive to our request.  They have simply ignored us. Mind you, there 
were over 100 donors to this particular fund. For a college of Marlboro’s size, that is a 
significant number of invested alumni. 
 
Early on after the announcement of the “merger” (a misnomer if there ever was one), the 
alumni director Maia Segura queried JALF about applying our endowed fund to assist with 
the costs current Marlboro students might incur in relocating to Boston, MA. We politely 
declined. She then suggested we repurpose our scholarship for an Emerson journalism 



student. Both of these suggestions were, to put it mildly, insulting. We did not want reframe 
our award in haste. The “merger” itself was moving forward far more quickly than any of us 
could have anticipated. 
 
I am disappointed by the manner in which the college has handled our simple request. 
Moreover, I find the way the administration and board has coordinated the “merger” and 
its fall-out to be shockingly unprofessional. Alumni were blamed for not giving enough 
money (the insinuation being that the closure of the college is implicitly our fault); alumni 
were accused of harassment when they expressed dismay on social media forums that the 
college was closing. Alumni were scolded when they suggested strategies for keeping the 
college open. Alumni were ultimately blamed for the dysfunction of the current college 
community, something they knew little about prior to this situation. 
 
I don’t recognize Kevin Quigley’s Marlboro College. It is truly not the school I attended, and 
I believe that has much to do with the erosion of the laws of self-governance upon which 
the institution was founded. I hold Kevin responsible for the disappearance of fair 
representation of all voices, of Marlboro’s trademark transparency, and I don’t think he 
understands the central ethos of the college. Marlboro was never a fancy little college. It is 
meant to be a tough, almost rustic, idealistic place where, given its isolation from the larger 
world, you are allowed focus solely on your studies and contributing to the community of 
which you are a part.  
 
When I attended Marlboro, there were fewer buildings; we didn’t have a library café (we 
didn’t need one); we didn’t have the fancy Snyder building; and there did not exist a small 
fleet of little white cars with the Marlboro College insignia emblazoned on their sides. You 
don’t need a car on the Marlboro campus. You can walk across it in three minutes. The cars 
themselves demonstrate an utterly unnecessary expenditure. Frankly, all the amenities the 
college has gathered to its breast over the past decade strike me as ridiculous. You want to 
know where the college’s money went? Look no further. 
 
Finally, my Marlboro story is pretty simple. When I showed up on the campus in 1988, I 
was a singularly dismal student, and it would be fair to say I had yet to learn how to 
appreciate the life I was given. Marlboro taught me how to love, how to be a contributing 
member of a community, how to be genuinely happy, and how to study. I soon went on to 
be accepted into University of Edinburgh’s Full Honours Programme  in English Literature 
(in Scotland) for my Junior year. After graduating in 1993, I went on to receive two M.F.A.’s 
in creative writing, the first in poetry at at the University of Houston, and then in fiction at 
the Iowa Writer’s Workshop; I would then go on to receive a Ph.D. in English in 2003, at 
which point I began my teaching job at the City University of New York, where I now serve 
as a full professor in English and Creative Writing. I take my Marlboro experience with me 
everywhere, but most especially into the classroom, where I teach underserved 
populations. How do I bring Marlboro with me? I ask students to think for themselves. I 
direct them to find their passions and to pursue their higher callings, and I assist them in 
discovering opportunities they may not have known were available to them. I try to do for 



them what Marlboro did for me, which is ultimately embodied by a highly personal form of 
mentorship. 
 
On another note, I am attaching with this letter the packet that our lawyer, James Valente, 
recently sent to the Kevin Quigley and the Board of Trustees to respectfully demand they 
return the endowed JALF fund. We have yet to hear back.  
 
I appreciate your taking the time to read this. It has been my aim to demonstrate the value 
of Marlboro College, and to, more importantly, make the argument that its fate should not 
be in the hands of such inept leadership. I urge you to put a stop to the transfer of Marlboro 
College’s assets to Emerson College. 
 
Yours sincerely, 

 
Cate Marvin, Ph.D. 
 


