




F riends, I am filled with both great joy and 

disappointment to speak before you today. 

I am excited and enthralled for the diverse and en-

chanting future ahead of us, but I am disappointed that 

we close this chapter of our lives called High School 

on our phones and computers. This, I know, is not 

what we expected our graduation to be like. 

But my fellow graduates of the Class of 2020, 

we are very special in that way. All of our lives have 

not been as we expected. 

Many of us were born in the aftermath of the 

9/11 Terrorist attack, no one expected that. When we 

entered High School, our district swept local newspa-

per headlines under the rug and misleadingly ex-

plained how administrators and guidance counselors 

had been charged with fraud, and when we walked 

into sophomore year there was a totally different 

scheduled than what we were told it would be.  

We are familiar with uncertainty. 

And now, at the closing of this turbulent chap-

ter, our world is on pause with COVID-19. No one 

expected this to happen. Senior year is the climax, the 

highlight of the chapter in our lives called High 

School, yet the pages have stopped. Many of us are 

confused, upset, frustrated and anxious. 

But friends, I am not worried. I believe in each 

of us to remain strong and fight with resilience. Cli-

ché, I know, but I say that genuinely because we know 

uncertainty. We lived through it and made it out!  

As I look forward to the chapter ahead of us, I 

am reminded of our freshmen year. Back then, many 

of us were confused, upset, frustrated and anxious, just 

as we are now. 

While uncertainty and blank pages are baffling 

and scary, they give us room to be leaders, to be the 

authors of our own story. 

As many of us head out to become future lead-

ers, I want to share a lesson I learned because a lesson 

learned is a lesson worth sharing. 

Over the last four years, the Student Council has 

seen immense growth. Not only did we break fund-

raising records and hold the first Winter Formal in the 

gym with out-of-district guests, but we made tremen-

dous strides to become the voice of the student body.  

We now have a well-established relationship 

with the administration, and we proposed to have two 

Student Representatives sit on the Englewood Board 

of Education, something the Board finally approved 

last month. 

Through this process of growth and on-campus 

activism, I realized true leadership and activism are 

only made possible by empathy and understanding. 

During 10th grade, I was angry and frustrated 

that adults in power in our district did not care about 

us, the students. I remember going to my first Board 

meeting to just yell and complain at their lack of 

communication and care. I thought I was a hero. 

Looking back, that achieved little to nothing, 

and frankly I was wrong. I was wrong to assume that 

the Board members didn’t care, I was wrong to think 

that my yelling would help them understand the stu-

dents’ frustration and pain. 

Later, I learned that the natural human instinct 

when under attack or stress, is to put up our guard, to 

argue back, and to deflect criticism. Our brain natu-

rally initiates a fight-or-flight response. This, in the 

world of leadership and activism, is counter-

productive and self-defeating. I saw this first-hand, 

the Board became defensive and unwilling to listen 

to me or the student voice. We could not make pro-

gress until our guards were down and we were will-

ing to listen to one another. 

For our community and nation to move for-

ward, we need to have productive conversations with 

empathy and an open-mind. 

F riends, after this day, we move on to fill 

out the blank pages of our lives. Despite 

the uncertainty, I have full confidence that our class, 

the Class of 2020, will remain strong and resilient as 

the authors of our own lives and leaders of tomorrow. 

As we march on in the world, I ask that each of us 

remember to listen more than we speak. 

Atticus Finch, my favorite fictional character 

from To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee, said, 

“You never really understand a person until you 

climb into his skin and walk around in it.” 

I ask that we strive for a world of understand-

ing and empathy. If we witness ignorance, let us not 

shun and ignore the people for their ignorance, but 

help them understand and see what they had failed to 

see before. Growth takes pain, it’s uncomfortable. 

Let’s “be comfortable being uncomfortable” and 

grow so that we don’t tear each other down, but build 

each other up. Let’s not antagonize and divide, but 

empathize and unify. 

Thank you all for your time, and congratula-

tions to Class of 2020!! 



Time is nothing if not receding.  

It pulls back, abruptly and remarkably, before we 

can even recognize its silent departure, leaving us to 

frantically grapple with what still remains long after 

it loses us. Time abandons us too easily, but time 

also startles us into acknowledging what doesn’t 

abandon us—what ultimately stays loyal. Rather 

than wandering aimlessly, for now, let’s stay where 

we are. Let’s recognize what it is that we have cho-

sen to swaddle close to our hearts until the future 

eventually finds us, as it always unfailingly does.   
       

Picture this as you would a flashback in a 

movie scene. The walls of the present crumble 

and we’re freshmen once again. We are immediately 

overwhelmed with a massive grade scandal, leaving 

the administration in utter shambles. We strikingly 

learn that in a school where the administration op-

posed us more often than not, we would have to be 

each other’s most valuable allies. We had entered a 

severely fractured community, and we immediately 

understood that we wanted to be the final class 

to endure it. As a collective, we actively participated 

in working to restructure an administration that had 

hardly ever known stability. In our first year, we 

were granted the first opportunity to derive strength 

from our solidarity.  
      

Take 2. Sophomore year.  

Ninth period is permanently removed, as well as a 

majority of our clubs. As a result of the master 

schedule being implemented, our individual sched-

ules were absolutely wrecked, littered with AP’s that 

the guidance counselors prevented us from dropping. 

The administration seemed entire distances away, 

and we were once again regarded as an afterthought 

in a place where we should have been the first. Re-

gardless, we aimed to foster unity amongst our-

selves. We were each other’s most valuable re-

source, and we held an earnest respect for one anoth-

er that always had us rooting for each other’s happy 

beginnings and endings, such as taking the time to 

assist each other with schoolwork when the teachers 

proved unavailable. Even if we may not have always 

had the power to persist for ourselves, we always 

had the power to persist for each other. 
       

The camera pans left. Junior year.  

From not having our finalized schedules until just 

before school started in early September to having to 

secure AP classes with difficulty, we were in a per-

sistent state of limbo. But, the absence of initiative 

and direction by the administration ensured that the 

school was finally belonging to us. Without hesita-

tion, we embraced our influence. Despite being 

swamped by standardized testing and the ever-

looming college admissions process, we chose to 

guide and advise the underclassmen. Clubs and Stu-

dent Council expanded. The school made the effort 

to undermine—unnecessary time allocated to hom-

eroom, shift to total points in Genesis, and teacher 

vs. student reforms—but we would understand, no 

longer extending ourselves to just each other, but to 

those younger than us. We were in a position where 

we could assist in leading more than just our own 

life—more than just one life.    
   

The screen goes black. The final take. 

It’s senior year and wherever we look, we’re re-

minded that we’re loving everything into its last. 

Our four years crumple at our feet as fossils, yet 

they offer us the reassurance that we’re continuous-

ly and safely progressing towards someplace, de-

veloping into our most dazzling selves. We were 

ready to let go after committing to a timeline where 

we were promised enough time, knowing we were 

being rewritten into the future tense with our mem-

ories—our irreplaceable souvenirs—to cherish and 

love for as long as we are able.   
      

Then, just before the lights could switch 

off and the credits could roll, COVID-

19 completely stripped us of a sense of 

closure—a proper farewell to our most beloved 

teachers, classmates, and moments: a world we 

barely claimed as ours these past four 

years. In belonging to the DMAE community, we 

have unfairly and unexpectedly lost more than 

we have loved.  I believe, however, that as DMAE 

students, we have long outgrown the need for an 

established ending. I believe it’s a matter of  

knowing when to forge our own ending in order 

to begin again.   

In being a part of DMAE’s Class of 2020, we 

have become especially skilled in this self-reliance 

from undoubtedly being challenged more than the 

average student. There was an uneasiness that per-

meated every beginning—this lingering awareness 

that a club, faculty member, or principal could 

swiftly be transformed into a footnote. Permanence 

was a very temporary word at DMAE, and we be-

came accustomed to this perpetual state of unset-

tledness. We had to repeatedly muster the spirit to 

begin again—establishing our own ending 

to relearn what we knew. As a result, though, we 

emerged employing a sort of kaleidoscopic think-

ing, continuously searching for vibrancy in the ever

-evolving and shifting DMAE community.   
 

Throughout my four years at A@E, I 

have been continuously inspired by this 

DMAE-specific strength. I am immensely 

grateful to have been surrounded by individuals 

who were never ready to settle. I have observed my 

peers as they strive to determine each hue of the 

everyday, developing into their most colorful coun-

terparts. Where others may have perceived our situ-

ations as indefinite and indistinct, we recognized its 

open-endedness—how much promise lay in its 

uncertainty! We have always viewed DMAE not as 

what it is, but as what it could be.   
      

As we graduate in the midst of such dis-

array I am endlessly optimistic that we 

will continue viewing the world as what it could 

be. This power and responsibility to begin again 

ultimately rests with us—to recognize when it’s 

necessary to approach what we know in an entirely 

new way than before. We are inheriting entire gen-

erations’ worth of trauma and wreckage that is 

spilling into the borders of our consciousness. In 

this world, endings are too expensive and costly. 

We can’t afford to wait for the endings that the 

world prepares for us—the unjustifiable endings of 

innocent lives and the overdue endings to systemic 

racism, prejudiced institutions, and skewed ideolo-

gies. We must seek beginnings to a more inclusive 

and equitable reality—just human rights policies, 

racial equality, political integrity, and the mitigation 

of climate change—even within the midst of turbu-

lence and uncertainty. We must unlearn and re-

learn. Have the world move past what it knows. Lift 

the veil in as many ways as we can. 
     

If there is any sort of advice that I would 

want the underclassmen to seize for 

themselves, it would be to never compromise 

yourself. Aim to exist as a space of “and”—a sum 

of all the parts that constitute you—rather than a 

space of “or.” Even when DMAE poses as your 

most trying opponent, I wholeheartedly encourage 

you to boldly and freely live in all your colors—

your passions, identities, and quirks—and more 

valuably, gather the courage to seek out more. You 

have already made so many strides with the new 

clubs that you are founding and leading as well as 

participating in weekly meetings with the admin-

istration. Continue engaging in the school with all 

that you are. 
     

And for everyone: we are all individually 

paradoxical—we have the power to simultaneously 

be the greatest source of strength for ourselves 

while also being our most testing adversaries. In a 

world that threatens and excludes, I challenge you 

to always be the most precious person to your-

self. To swaddle your own self close to your 

hearts. My favorite poet Ocean Vuong exquisitely 

writes, “The most beautiful part of your body is 

where it’s headed.” Yes, this world and our own 

selves are unrelenting and unyielding, but look 

how much lies beyond where our feet fall. Look 

how much promise and potential.   
       

Just as I chose DMAE every Septem-

ber for the past four years, I choose this 

life—my one and only life—every day for what it 

could be. 


