
   I met Delesia Watson on the first day of second grade. We were both victims of redistricting 

and were frantically trying to make our way through the halls of a foreign, yet thrilling, hallway. 

We ended up in the same classroom and the first thing she ever said to me was, “I like your 

hair.” That was her way. She was full of compliments and always to the point. Having been the 

result of an interracial marriage, my hair was something I always saw as nuisance because my 

untamed curls always seemed to be in the way of my vision. I thought it was nice of her to say 

she liked them because something told me she probably didn’t and it was then that I knew we 

would be friends for a lifetime. When I got the call last week that she had passed, I had to take 

the rest of the day off from work. 

   What I loved most about Delesia was her giving nature. If she had it and you needed it, she’d 

give it to you—no questions asked. She believed her life was about helping other people and she 

tried to do at least one good deed each day. In all the time I knew her, she surpassed that goal 

every time. That’s why she was Miss America. She didn’t win Miss Virginia until her third try, 

but when she won, I knew then she was going to become Miss America. She had always been 

Miss America to me and to everyone she knew, so we all knew it was only just a matter of time. 

   Since the second grade, we’ve had our ins and outs, ups and downs, but I can honestly say that 

there was never a time I felt I couldn’t pick up the phone and give her a call, whether she was 

mad at me or not. In college I had my first real heartbreak and Delesia never once complained 

about that three hour phone call in the middle of the night when she struggled to fit a word in 

amidst my sobs. And when I lost my job in…2025?, it was she who flew out to the west coast to 

help me revamp my personal brand, complete with resume, cover letter and wardrobe. How Phil 

managed their seven kids without her and with the help of only one nanny for a week is beyond 



me. Why he even allowed her seven kids is beyond me, too. But since she was a kid herself, she 

always said she wanted to have seven kids. I guess she had a way with persuasion.  

   She once talked Beyonce’s manager into letting us backstage at one of her concerts back when 

we were in college. She just smiled her smiled, spoke a few words and the next thing I knew, we 

were standing next to Beyonce herself. She loved Beyonce, but she loved Whitney more, and if 

given the chance, she would give up meeting Beyonce just to have met Whitney Houston. 

    If you didn’t know her, I feel sorry for you. You would have loved her. Her personality was 

infectious, her morals sound and her smile contagious. But she couldn’t cook a lick! So when she 

met Phil, we knew he was a keeper. Not just because he could cook, but because they were what 

people like to call soul mates. They made a great team and I hope they’re both smiling down on 

us today. 

   And although she always spoke of this day in hopes that the undertaker would be sorry, it pains 

me to see that the undertaker is, indeed, sorry and full of grief. That’s not what I think she really 

wanted. She would want you to celebrate life, grab a smoothie, read a good book. She loved the 

little things in life. And she made us love the little things, too. So don’t cry! Be merry! Having 

known her means having known happiness, for she was the happiest person I ever knew. So let 

her happiness continue to live in our lives and may she never be forgotten. 

   To her children, your mama was a good woman and I see her in each and every one of you and 

your kids. Know that she will always be with us, right here in our hearts and that she loves each 

of you very much. You all meant the world to her and her life was worth living because she got 

to be your mama.  

Delesia, we will always love you. 


