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Hello, I am Andrew Rubin, class secretary, co-chair of our 50th reunion,

and a member of the Alumni Board of Governors (or, “The Bog” as we

refer to it with some affection). I have been given the responsibility of

giving one perspective on our class as we join the Fifty-year club. I shall

be looking at our class through a mostly political and sociological prism.

This is not to say that there are not other valid perspectives: music,

science, sports, hi-jinx, frivolity, religious awakening– but that’s

someone else’s perspective.

We were so much younger then. But, that is the way of time, always

moving forward (except for Merlin in The Once and Future King)

relentlessly dragging us with it no matter whether we are willing

travelers or resisting prisoners. We were younger and more innocent.

More innocent? We descended on Oxy September 21, 1967, from many

backgrounds and many points on the globe: Asia, Europe, south of the

U.S. border, even forty or so from east of the Mississippi, but mostly

from the west coast and within that part of the country, southern
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California. At that point, how many of us had marched against the war,

written a letter to a politician, promoted a serious racial cause, thought

about civil rights? But times they were a changin’; and, we with them.

The college, in its innocence, assigned us to single sex dorms (with sign

in sheets for the women) and to a full third of our Freshman course load,

History of Civilization. It was in loco parentis run amok, but the norm

back then. What were we going to do, protest? Sit in? Our big decision

was “old or new union for meals” and people defended their choice with

a vigor rarely seen outside of a fight for Stones’ concert tickets.. 

Innocence fades with exposure. During our time at Oxy, on campus we

saw concerts like “Quicksilver Messenger Service” and “Poco,” and

“The Persuasions”; performers like Alvin Ailey, speakers like L.A. Phil.

conductor Zubin Mehta, future governor Tom Bradley, U.S. Supreme

Court Chief JusticeEarl Warren, science fiction writer Ray Bradbury,

pediatrician and presidential candidate Benjamin Spock whose partner

was my pediatrician, and futurist Buckminister Fuller who had us all

trying to build geodesic domes to save the planet. Thought provokers all.

And, in a lighter but still thought provoking vein, who could foget

awakening one morning to find the quad festooned in thousands of

cello-wrapped lollipops. Off campus, the Forum opened and some of us

2



went there to see the Stones and for those caught up in the idea that

musicals can be subversive, there was Hair. A few of us went to it in

Hollywood one evening and, somehow, our tickets ended up falling

down a sewer grate. Jeff Silverman was elected to fetch them which he

did magnificently, coming up looking as though he had been in a sewer

and he belonged in the play.

But the laughter and diversions and creation of the bean bag chair came

with a background of a far away but ever present war. My background,

was chosen to underscore that background. Though it is a photograph of

the Mekong River in Cambodia, not Vietnam, the conflict spilled over

the whole area and the U.S. bombing in Cambodia was a trigger point

for activity on campus . In addition to the war, our soundtrack came with

a fight for racial justice, came with a recognition that the women

students should be treated as adults, and came with a rising distrust of

our government. And, who can forget the night spent waiting for the

draft lottery numbers to be pulled and the subsequent flood of medical

school applications? Innocence was at risk.

Many classes might want to claim that they were in school at the

lynchpin of change, we certainly can. From the founding of The Black

Student Caucus, a chapter of United Mexican American Students, and
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the Occidental College Conservative Union all in our freshman year, to

letter writing campaigns against the bombings in southeast Asia, to sit

ins at ROTC, to hunger strikes, to a shut down of classes and an option

to take a pass/fail rather than a grade, to rallies for equality on campus,

to supporting pro or anti-war candidates in the 1968 election despite the

fact that almost all of us were too young to vote, we had hope and more

opportunities to express a social conscience than we had a right to

expect. Our passions were fueled by the assassinations of Martin Luthor

King, Jr. and Bobby Kennedy, the Stonewall Riots in New York, the

creation of People’s Park in Berkeley, Woodstock, Thor Heyerdahl’s

fantastic journey, the creation of OSHA and the E.P.A., the trial of the

Chicago seven, and Neil Armstrong’s short round of golf on the moon.

There was anguish and there was hope, but however we processed the

world, many of us found not only new knowledge, a new way to think,

and new friends, but also a new voice, a new cause, a real purpose. We

were not the same as when we arrived. Innocence had been fleeting.

With nine of the eleven dorms on campus now co-ed, the Sylmar

earthquake on February 9th of our senior year was, perhaps, an apt

metaphor for what had happened during our time on campus and for

what had happened within us. 
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In June, 1971, our class burst back into the world ready to have at it, to

mold it to a better bit of clay. We got married, went to grad school,

entered the work force. We became film makers and educators, artists

and athletes, moms and dads, writers and readers, politicians and clergy

members, doctors and lawyers, surfers and seekers, buttoned down and

buttoned up creators and travelers...all influenced by our years in Eagle

Rock. 

The Occidental experience of being in a small liberal arts college in a

large and diverse city meant different things to different people, and it

engendered a fierce loyalty in many in the class of 1971. We have two

current members of the Alumni BOG and three current members of the

Board of Trustees, including its chair Steven Rountree. And, we have

become the first class, so I am told, to endow a scholarship at our alma

mater. To date, we have raised over $300,000, and the effort continues.

We hope this becomes a tradition.

To come back to where I started, for those of you who might think that

this profile is a bit heavy on the political side, it was a time of political

awakening for many here on campus and in the country as well. Like the

fable of the six blind men and the elephant, this is one person’s

recollection of a class, a campus and a student body introduced and
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exposed to the possibilities that lay ahead. I hope that my classmates

have accomplished what they wanted and enjoyed the trip along the way.

Thank you for listening.
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