
Hollins University 50th Reunion Response 

Sally White, Class of 1968, June 2, 2018 

Attaching, linking, connecting 

 

Twenty-five years ago, when I gave our class’ 25th reunion response, I talked of 

bringing my son, Colin, to Hollins when he was 12. I wanted him to see what this 

integral part of my life was. As we got off the plane, he looked around at the 

landscape and asked if this was like coming home. Coming back to the ever-

incredible Hollins campus, facilities, faculty, staff, and classmates, indeed, felt like 

coming home. I spoke about what home is and how Hollins feels like a soul home for 

most of us. 

 

As we have been preparing to return for our 50th reunion, the question that has 

intrigued me at this point is more about the connections we have with each other. 

In our class we have been reading our “Reflecting on 50 years” memory books, in 

which many of us wrote what has gone on with us the last 50 years. We have been 

sending emails back and forth, making phone calls with each other, as well as with 

the Hollins Alumnae and Giving offices. We are reconnecting after at least a five-

year, sometimes, a 50-year hiatus from communicating with each other; yet there is 

this instant connection. We have missed many of each other’s major life events, yet 

it feels like we have hardly missed a beat. 

 

So, what is this that happens? Let me start with a brief herstorical review of our 

remarkable class. 

 

The Class of 1968 is the first class of baby boomers. So many of us were born in 

1946 that new schools, facilities, and now assisted living and nursing homes had to 

be built. We are products of women being sent home from jobs covered by women 

until the men came home from WWII. Change has been constant as 

accommodations for us have been and continue to be made.  

 

In 1956, for example, Sputnik was launched, resulting in the US government 

pouring money into science, math, and Russian language programs to catch up. We 

were subject to the Cold War. We ducked under our desks or stood by the walls with 

our arms raised and folded in front of our faces to cover our eyes. Fallout shelters 

were built in cities, and some built in family homes; it was called Civil Defense. 

Finally, in my situation, the last nuclear bomb drill started at the sound of the 

thunderous alarms. We were quickly sent home on foot, so we could be with our 

families. Along my five mile walk home, I thought about the twenty-minute “launch 

to strike” capability. A nuclear bomb would have vaporized us all in the first mile. I 

was 12. 

 

We were the girls, who like women before us, were only allowed to play half-court 

basketball because the men thought it was too strenuous for females to cross 



midcourt and come back. We were the girls who were not allowed to play on boys’ 

teams or co-ed teams because we were “G-I-R-L-S,” which was said in the most 

disdainful of voices. The feminists of the 70s pointed out the myth we were repeatedly 

told by men that females could not get along, nor trust each other. 

 

We also grew up when there was no word for sexual harassment. When we entered 

Hollins, however, sexual harassment was named as a recognized entity in the 1964 

Civil Rights Legislation.  

 

We grew up when birth control was not always easy to secure. The Hollins campus 

physician, for example, told me, "I am not prescribing birth control for you" 

following an honest, yet simple inquiry. Planned Parenthood was one of the few 

places we could go.  

 

In 1994, Title IX was passed, which gave us the right to equal funding in sports. 

Presidents have expanded and clarified the breadth of the law. Most recently, before 

2017, it was expanded to include sexual violence and sexual assault as well as 

sexual orientation, gender identity, and physical/mental handicap.  

 

In 1995 with the help of the National Organization of Women representative I filed 

a complaint with the Syracuse City School District about my adult wood working 

class instructor’s response when I asked him how to use the table saw to make a 

groove on the inside of a wooden frame, so a panel could be inserted in the frame for 

the top door on the Shaker Style Kitchen Desk Cupboard I was making. He told me 

to use my hand to hold the piece of wood as it went over the blade. Incredulous, I 

laughed and said everyone knew that wasn’t safe. “Why Don’t You Go Home and 

Bake Cookies!” was his response.  At the hearing, the head of Industrial Arts 

Program for the City allowed as how he had tried that response on his wife a couple 

of times, and it didn’t go over very well. The offending instructor was forbidden to 

ever teach another night class with the district. After our meeting he screeched out 

of the parking lot in his sports car. Turns out, I found he had given similar 

responses to all but the pretty young female students in the class with whom he 

flirted. 

 

We all know of the scientific research done by pharmaceuticals almost solely on 

white males. Only relatively recently have pharmaceuticals researched their drugs 

on white women, and too often still leave out women (and men) of color. 

 

We, of the Class of 1968, are also a part of the Me-too Movement which started over 

a year ago, but “it” was another of those unnamed, unspoken facts of life in the work 

place, and every other place growing up. 

 

According to the 2018 statistics kept by Catalyst (for whom Sarah Holland, 

Hollins Class of 1964 worked) the percentage of women of color in the 115 th 



Congress is 7.1%. The total number of  women in our 115th Congress put the 

United States in 100th place for women in government world-wide. 

 

Surely, we cannot forget the photo in the news this past year on March 24, 

2017 of the House Freedom Caucus meeting with the Vice President, 

preparing for a vote to cut women’s health benefits, including maternity 

services, from the Health bill with only white men present, though later a 

photo of the same group with Kellyanne Conway was released.  

 

 

The truth is there are now vacancies on the Civil Rights Commission, rendering the 

Commission unable to determine charges of discrimination or file suits. Likewise, 

the expansion of Title IX has been rescinded to 1964 protections. 

 

 

Yet in spite of our rights and protections being non-extant, expanding, and now 

contracting, our Hollins Class of 1968 has not only survived, we have thrived. 

We are lawyers, doctors, researchers, writers, educators, historians, 

gardeners, artists, union officers, underwriters, politicians, musicians, 

recruiters, CPAs, occupational therapists, foreign service workers,  volunteers, 

social workers, pastoral care workers, illustrators, and bankers. We work on 

historical preservation and we work in publishing. We work as government 

employees, fund raisers, and interior designers. We are statisticians, real 

estate brokers, investment brokers, docents, horse whisperers, parents, step 

parents, adoptive parents, and grandparents. We are body workers, poets, and 

wholistic health practitioners. We work in finance and as museum advisors. 

We work in environmental law, corporate law, human resources, with some of 

us living abroad in Europe, South America, and South East Asia. We have all 

been leaders in our own fields, corners, and worlds. I report all this proudly 

because we have worked, and still do that work in a world that has not 

granted us much value. Nevertheless, we have achieved. We have created 

value and meaning with those with whom we work and live. For all these roles 

I believe Hollins gave us the preparation, taught us to operate steadfastly, 

gracefully, with inquisitive minds, spirit, spunk, and love.  

 

 

We acknowledge and accept each other for where we are. We are interested 

and we care. The connection we feel with our classmates, and other Hollins 

women I believe is best described by Jean Houston, whom some of you may 

know as the founder of the Chicago Mystery School. Through Hollins’ 

encouragement we have with each other what Jean Houston calls a “human 

meeting.”  

 



In human meeting, real exchange and refreshment takes place. Something happens. 

A door opens. A vitality is given and received again and again. Meaning blooms in 

the most unlikely places. And this meaning, sudden and unexpected, seems to be part 

of an autonomous life force in itself, a luminous third aliveness.  

 

As the Most Rev. Michael Bruce Curry said at the royal wedding on May 19, 2018:  

 

There’s a certain sense in which when you are loved and you know it, when someone 

cares for you and you know it, when you love and you show it, it actually feels right. 

There’s something right about it. 

 

Our connections were and are reinforced at and through Hollins. There is 

something right and transcendent. A vitality is indeed given and received again and 

again. This is what was and is nurtured at Hollins. As Jean Houston says in the 

Possible Human:  

 

the greatest of human potentials is the potential of each one of us to empower and 

acknowledge each other. To be acknowledged by another... is to be given time and 

place in the sunshine and is, in the metaphor of psychological reality, the solar 

stimulus for transformation.  

 

Welcome back to the splendiferous experience that the place we know as Hollins 

engenders. Our Class has lived through significant changes over the past 70 plus 

years, and even though change is, as you know, relative, through Hollins we gained 

and upheld our self-confidence at critical moments. We created meaning wherever 

we were. There IS "something right" about coming back home to Hollins. May we all 

enjoy, savor, and continue to spark and carry this love, this acknowledgement, these 

transforming connections here at Hollins and wherever we go. - Thank you. 

 

 

 

 

 


