Thank you, Marlow. Good afternoon, and my most sincere welcome to President Nassif, members of the Board of Trustees and Regents, faculty, staff, our honored guests, family, friends, and of course, the Holy Names University graduating class of 2010.

Well, we made it. Today, this wonderful journey, this incredible gift that was bestowed upon us years ago, is culminated. As Marlow said, how we arrived at this moment is unique to each individual. Many of us began this journey four years ago by taking the ceremonial walk up these very stairs. I congratulate each of us for accepting this challenge and seeing it through to today. 

I also want to extend my deepest thanks to you for giving me the opportunity to represent and formally address you, the graduating class of 2010. It is an honor, albeit a bit of a surprise. For one, I am not the smartest among us. My friend and fellow graduate Jon Allen used to joke with me, saying his GPA was higher than my total number of units. He makes a good point: this speech itself was very difficult for me, and for a while I was just going to use Bill Pullman’s speech from the movie “Independence Day”. And I am also not the most athletically gifted—my strength and conditioning Coach Omar Sanchez will certainly be the first to tell you that. So for whatever reason you found for me to represent you today, I am very grateful to all of you. 

For as long as we have been here, day in and day out, we have walked down those stairs. Sometimes, it was before the sun had even risen, so that we could just make it to practice on time. For some, it was after seemingly a lifetime of sitting in the daily commuter traffic, racing up the hill, just to find that there weren’t any parking spots. Other times, it was to take an ISAC exam we hadn’t finished cramming for until 5 a.m. Over the years our blissful sleep has been interrupted more times than any of us would care to remember by the varying sounds of the alarm clock settings on our phones. And no matter how little sleep we had had the night before, no matter how welcoming those extra long twin style beds looked, we turned away, and headed down the stairs, to accept whatever challenge that particular day had waiting for us.

After that, it was time to head back up the stairs. For those who don’t know, trust us—you never get used to them. Ever. And between strained breaths we talked about weekend plans, hopes for a good meal at the cafeteria, and how nothing on that ISAC exam was covered in class. Today, my friends, we have earned the right to walk down these stairs one last time. 

It is imperative to remember, however, that none of us accomplished this without challenges, and none of us accomplished this alone. We have all come to the perennial “fork in the road”, where we could have turned away, given up, and gone the less treacherous route. During these times, we turned to the people sitting all around us today: late night calls to our families and friends, when we didn’t think we could do it; e-mails to our professors, telling them that everything was too much, too difficult. And in these times, these people saw something in us that we did not see ourselves. I urge each of us to take time today to thank those who never let us give up. As for me, I owe my gratitude to you, my wonderful and brilliant classmates, who took really good notes. I owe it to the amazing and caring administration, as well as two amazing coaches who gave an opportunity to a gangly, awkward kid when no one else would. I owe thanks to my professors, especially Dr. Prentiss—you have been such a gift to me. And of course I could not have done this without my family and those closest to me, including great friends, aunts and uncles, The Fellowship, my loving and considerably more attractive girlfriend, the best siblings I could ever fight with or ask for, and my parents. Mom, you are my everything. I have come to you over and over again with my problems and you have never wavered in knowing exactly what to do. I love you so much. Unrelated, when I was 7 and that piece of rock wall broke and fell into the pool and I blamed my friend, it was actually me. When it happened, I decided then and there I’d pick a day to tell you where you were least likely to get mad at me. And at 7 years old that was either today or the day I became Batman. And lastly, dad, my hero, my giant: although I could go on for ages, I’ll simply say I am so glad there are no clouds today so you can see this. Your Cheshire Cat grew up okay after all. Please, graduates, let us never hesitate to tell these people how much they mean to us.

I would like to now quote a great professor. And even though I have never personally taken classes from him, over the last years he has taught me more than I can express. Ladies and gentlemen, I speak of none other than Professor Albus Dumbledore of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Professor Dumbledore once said to our young hero Harry, “It does not do to dwell on dreams and forget to live.” I feel this is extremely relevant today, even to us Muggles. Because I have been to my share of graduations, I have heard countless class speakers talk of “the next step” and “applying the things we’ve learned”. While important ideas, I still have never quite understood this. We just finished college. Near as I can tell we’ve got the rest of our lives to think about those things. No, in these closing days I’ve thought about what this school has already given me, how much of it I’ll miss, and how grateful I am for these last four years. This school has given us all the opportunity to interact with people of different backgrounds, different races, different orientations, and different tastes in music at 2:30 in the morning. I’m not thinking about life beyond these 60 acres of land today. I’m thinking about crazy nights in the dorms. I’m remembering adventures in Berkeley, Emeryville, and San Francisco. I’m thinking about going down the hill to Taco Bell and spending money we didn’t have. I’m thinking about how, after four years eating in the café, it’ll be a long time before any of us can look at another grain of rice. I’m thinking of the lessons we have learned that aren’t covered in Sister Chris’s classes: love, loss, life, and how good judgment comes from experience, which sometimes comes from bad judgment. And above everything else, I’m thinking of all of you. I’m thinking of us. Because nothing—not Taco Bell, the great times in the city, the all-night study sessions, the epic yet random conversations—none of it would be worth it without you. I will forever cherish the nights that turned into mornings, and the friends that turned into family. I am more grateful to you all than a carefully monitored speech could ever express. I love you guys. I wish each and every one of you the best of luck in whatever path you choose from here. From the bottom of my heart, thank you for your friendship.

And now, here among loved ones and mentors, comes the end of our journey together. I won’t tell you not to be sad, because today, at the prospect of leaving a school that has become a home, my heart hurts as well. But rather than resent it, let us find comfort in this sadness, because it is this, above all else, that shows that the countless walks, up and down those hallowed stairs, were really worth it after all. Congratulations Holy Names University graduating class of 2010! This is our day, this is our moment… today, we celebrate our Independence Day!  Thank you!

