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dŚĞ��ůĂƐƐ�ŽĨ�͚ϴϯ began and ended our F&M experience by parading into Mayser Center for our 
convocation in steamy August of 1979 and for our graduation in rainy May of 1983.  Both days were 
momentous not only for us but for the College as well!  Ours was the first ever convocation, and ours 
was WƌĞƐŝĚĞŶƚ�^ƉĂƵůĚŝŶŐ͛Ɛ�ůĂƐƚ�ŐƌĂĚƵĂƚŝŽŶ͘�� 
 
We remember with fondness (and maybe some embarrassment) our beginning days at F&M, getting to 
ŬŶŽǁ�ĞĂĐŚ�ŽƚŚĞƌ�ĚƵƌŝŶŐ�WůĂǇĨĂŝƌ͘��ZĞŵĞŵďĞƌ�͞/�ǁĂŶƚ�Ă�ƐƚĂŶĚŝŶŐ�ŽǀĂƚŝŽŶ͍͊͟��tĞ�ƌĞĐĂůů�ďĂƚƚůŝŶŐ�ǁŝƚŚ�
construction workers to find a place to study in the Fackenthal Library, often resorting to driving over to 
the huge, multi-ƐƚŽƌǇ�ůŝďƌĂƌǇ�Ăƚ�DŝůůĞƌƐǀŝůůĞ�hŶŝǀĞƌƐŝƚǇ�ƚŽ�ƐƚƵĚǇ͘��tĞ�ĐĂůůĞĚ�ŝƚ�͞ƐƚƵĚǇŝŶŐ͟�ĂŶĚ�ĨŝŶĚ�ŝƚ�Ă�ůŝƚƚůĞ�
ƐƚƌĂŶŐĞ�ƚŚĂƚ�ƐƚƵĚĞŶƚƐ�ƚŽĚĂǇ�ĐĂůů�ŝƚ�͞ǁŽƌŬ͘͟��tĞ�ƵƐĞĚ�ĞůĞĐtric typewriters and were really impressed with 
Ă�ĨĞǁ�ĐůĂƐƐŵĂƚĞƐ�ǁŚŽƐĞ�ĨĂŶĐŝĞƌ�ƚǇƉĞǁƌŝƚĞƌƐ�ŚĂĚ�ŽŶĞ�ůŝŶĞ�ŽĨ�ŵĞŵŽƌǇ͊��tĞ�ĐŽƵůĚŶ͛ƚ�ŚĂǀĞ�ŝŵĂŐŝŶĞĚ�ƚŚĂƚ�
five years later, every incoming student at F&M would be required to have a desktop Mac. 
 
We were saddened to ƐĞĞ�Ă�ďĞĚ�ƐŚĞĞƚ�ŚĂŶŐŝŶŐ�ŽƵƚƐŝĚĞ�ƐŽŵĞŽŶĞ͛Ɛ�ǁŝŶĚŽǁ�ŝŶ��ĞŶ�&ƌĂŶŬůŝŶ�ĚƵƌŝŶŐ�ŽƵƌ�
ĨƌĞƐŚŵĂŶ�ǇĞĂƌ�ĂŶŶŽƵŶĐŝŶŐ�͞>ĞŶŶŽŶ�ŝƐ��ĞĂĚ͘͟��dŚĞƐĞ�ǁĞƌĞ�ĚĞĨŝŶŝƚĞůǇ�ƚŚĞ�ĚĂǇƐ�ďĞĨŽƌĞ�ƐŽĐŝĂů�ŵĞĚŝĂ͊��tĞ�
learned about world events via bed sheets instead of Facebook.  Many of us proudly voted in our first 
presidential election between Reagan and Carter in 1980.  If we were lucky enough to have a television 
ŝŶ�ŽƵƌ�ĚŽƌŵ͛Ɛ�ůŽƵŶŐĞ͕�ǁĞ�ŐĂƚŚĞƌĞĚ�to watch the results.  And then we gathered around the TV again the 
following year, horrified to learn that John Hinkley had attempted to assassinate President Reagan.   
During our junior year, we feared Tylenol laced with cyanide and went back to aspirin.  The declaration 
of Dr. DĂƌƚŝŶ�>ƵƚŚĞƌ�<ŝŶŐ�:ƌ͛Ɛ�ďŝƌƚŚĚĂǇ�ĂƐ�Ă�ŶĂƚŝŽŶĂů�ŚŽůŝĚĂǇ�ŝŶ�ϭϵϴϯ�ƵƐŚĞƌĞĚ�ŝn a new era of embracing 
civil rights and committing to civic engagement that today are hallmarks of the F&M experience. 
We embraced our professors and our classes, some of us more than others.  During mid-term and exam 
weeks, the pre-meds would line up at the door of the Library to await its unlocking each morning (we 
ĐĂůůĞĚ�ŝƚ�ƚŚĞ�͞ƚŚƌŽĂƚ ůŝŶĞ͟�ʹ short for cut-throat) and hurry to dinner at 4:30 to make it quickly back to 
the library.  Some of the rest of us were more concerned with the burning question:  ͞&ĂŵŽƵƐ�Žƌ�,ŽƵƐĞ�
ŽĨ�WŝĞ͍͟ 
 
All the while, we embraced the arts.  On stages in Hensel Hall, The Green Room and The Other Room, 
we brought to life the characters in Godspell, Pippin and Three Sisters, and we participated in the 
screening of The Rocky Horror Picture Show.  We enjoyed the weekly film series, guest lectures and 
dance recitals. 
 
tĞ�ǁĞƌĞ�ƉƌŽƵĚ��ŝƉůŽŵĂƚƐ�ŝŶ�ĂƚŚůĞƚŝĐ�ĐŽŵƉĞƚŝƚŝŽŶ͘��/Ŷ�ŽƵƌ�ƐĞŶŝŽƌ�ǇĞĂƌ͕�ƚŚĞ�ǁŽŵĞŶ͛Ɛ�ůĂǆ�ƚĞĂŵ�ĨŝŶŝƐŚĞĚ�
ƐĞĐŽŶĚ�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�ŶĂƚŝŽŶ�ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĞ�ŵĞŶ͛Ɛ�ƚƌĂĐŬ�ƚĞĂŵ�ǁĂƐ�ƵŶĚĞĨĞĂƚĞĚ�ĚƵƌŝŶŐ�ŽƵƌ four years.  
 
We certainly knew how to have a good time whether listening to the West Philly Speed Boys, the 
,ŽŽƚĞƌƐ͕�ŚĂŶŐŝŶŐ�ŽƵƚ�Ăƚ�,ŝůĚǇ͛s and the Town Tavern, spending Wednesday nights at Chi Phi and 
Thursday nights enjoying Blue Whales at Kappa Sig. 
 
Noǁ͕�ϯϬ�ǇĞĂƌƐ�ĂŶĚ�Ă�ĐŽƵƉůĞ�ŽĨ�ǁĞĞŬƐ�ĂĨƚĞƌ�ŽƵƌ�ŐƌĂĚƵĂƚŝŽŶ�ĚĂǇ͕�ǁĞ͛ƌĞ�ďĂĐŬ�ŝŶ�>ĂŶĐĂƐƚĞƌ͕�ĞŶũŽǇŝŶŐ�ƚŚĞ�
Marriott at Penn Square, texting with our college-aged children, thinking about how soon we can retire, 


