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We entered F&M just as one era in American life was ending and a new one beginning.  
1968-1972 was neither the best of times nor the worst of times, but it was a chaotically 
transformational time   Most of all it was our time.  We came to F&M having grown up 
watching Leave it to Beaver and thinking that married couples like Donna and Alex Stone 
(The Donna Reed Show) commonly slept in twin beds.  Who knew that sex ended with 
marriage?  We came to F&M as the last of the short-haired relics of the Eisenhower and e 
Kennedy years and many of us, we dare say, undoubtedly emerged more politicized and 
unquestionably less well-groomed.  Our four years at F&M provided us with an imperfect 
sanctuary from the tumultuous goings on of the outside world.  Consider all that  happened 
during our college years:  
 

-- In the Summer of 1968 the Soviet Union invaded Czechoslovakia putting an end to 
the Czechoslovakian Spring.  
 
-- The rioting in and the burning of our nation’s inner cities continued and served as 
a constant and distressing reminder of the anger and frustration born of poverty, 
racism and inequality. 
 
-- On July 20, 1969 Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin set foot on the moon and we 
watched Walter Cronkite cry on TV probably for the first time since the 
assassination of John F. Kennedy. 
 
--August 1969, Woodstock 
 
-- In November of 1969 we witnessed, and some of us even participated, in the 
watershed anti-Vietnam War march on Washington. 
 
-- On April 30, 1969 President Nixon told the nation that he had expanded the 
almost decade-long war in Vietnam to Cambodia through an “incursion” into that 
sovereign nation.  
 
-- On May 4, 1970 four unarmed students were killed and nine were wounded by 



Each day brought its own little bit of madness and each evening, the war came home as 
Cronkite or Huntley & Brinkley or Reynolds gave us the day’s casualty count..  Vietnam 
affected us in the moment and for years after-- it was our not so boon companion for our 
four years at F&M.  For some, it influenced career paths and for others it shaped political 
consciousness.   
 
Who could forget the evening in our sophomore year when the first national draft lottery 
was held.  The library was emptied and the quad deserted with most of the student body 
listening to their radios in dorm rooms or apartments to the one lottery they desperately 
did not want to win.  For some it was an occasion to understandably curse the day they 
were born.. We certainly recall our how our sophomore year ended with classes being 
cancelled, impromptu teach-ins popping up around the campus and the on



Wilson College exchange kerfuffle and the thankful start of co-education.; and now that we 
have mentioned them, this reflection is complete—almost 
 


