
  

Reflections on a 40th Reunion – Class of 1975 

If you are like me, you play a variation on this game with yourself. 

As a test of where I am at a certain moment in my life, I ask myself who was as old as I am now, when I first 

arrived at a particular place in my life.  

Let's try this with F&M.  

I am now 62 years old; who was as old as I am now when I got here?    

For you Government majors, like me, you might think of Sid Wise.   Here was an accomplished guy, a master 

of the universe.   He knew everything.  Has to have been older than me.   Nope.   I looked it up.   When we all 

met him, in 1971, he was 47 years old, 15 years younger than us.    Stanley Michalak, who we are seeing tonight 

at our class dinner?  He was in his mid 30s! 

To those of my classmates who were not government majors, I apologize for my focus on that department, but I 

assure you this works for every department, or the first place you worked.   Try it, you'll see. 

So while it is true that 62 is -- we all hope -- the new 42, we are old.   This is not bad, by the way. But it is true. 

There's one reflection. 

So how else do we do this? 

How does one write class "reflections" forty years after the end our collective existence as a class gathered 

together for four years in this lovely, even idyllic, space in Lancaster, Pennsylvania? 

In 250 words, no less. 

We could talk about the tumult in our national life when we were in college, how after growing up in the 

normalcy of the late fifties and early sixties, we witnessed during our four years in Lancaster, among other 
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things, the resignations of both a President and a Vice-


