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There’s a lot of expectations surrounding beginnings, and there’s a lot 

of pomp and ceremony surrounding endings, but I’d like to take a moment 

today to talk about the unsung hero—the middle. Middles define who we 

are. Middles matter because how you get somewhere is often more important 

than actually getting there; often, looking at the final, shining product keeps 

you from appreciating the labor that went into it. And, in any case, I don’t 

think there ever is such a thing as a “final” product. 

Take me, for example. I’m standing here, in my cap and gown, on this 

beautiful campus, and in a few minutes I’ll be holding my poli-sci degree for 

all of instagram to see, but that’s not really me. So, Clark, who am I? 

I am a first generation American. I am a first generation college student. 

My parents came to this country, like many of yours did, for a shot at a 

better life. But cutting right from that moment to this one would be unfair 

and disingenuous. It would be unfair to gloss over the sacrifices they’ve had 

to make to get me here and to keep me here. It would be unfair to leave 

unacknowledged the times that I’ve felt like I didn’t belong here because of 

where and who I came from; those feelings, as complicated as they may be, 

are and will always be a part of me and a part of my Clark experience. And 



those feelings are themselves part of a wider, older more complicated Clark 

story that involves every single one of us.  

I came across Clark by accident. My favorite teacher in high school 

suggested I look into it, so I did, and I applied, not really thinking I’d end up 

here. After weighing my options, I saw my financial aid package and 

decided that maybe Clark was for me after all. When I got here, a few things 

happened. In the beginning, I spent pretty much my entire first year in an 

existential panic about where I wanted my life to go. Switching my major 

four—yes, four—times before I settled back to where I started as a political 

science major. Then, in my sophomore year, I was old enough to vote for the 

first time, so I did, in a presidential election that did not quite go as I 

planned. Suddenly, everything seemed up in the air, the news cycle was 

hysteric, we were getting doomsday predictions from every pundit you can 

think of, the internet was on fire, but, at least, I finally knew what I wanted 

to major in.  

I think, though, that it was the reaction from the Clark community that 

really solidified for me my purpose here and kept me at this school despite 

all those feelings I mentioned before. Clark decided to take a definitive 

stance against bigotry; we decided to stand firmly by our convictions that no 



human being should be treated like a second class citizens because of who 

they pray to, where they come from, or how they got here. It became clear 

that as a community, we had to answer one, fundamental, deceptively simple 

question.  

Clark, who are we? 

I know people who changed their majors, who even switched career paths in 

response to what they saw happening around them. And that’s why middles 

matter. It’s the difference between making sure that on your path to success 

you lift people up with you rather than drag them down. It’s the difference 

between just looking out for yourself and between understanding that every 

single one of your actions has a reaction, and that you are responsible for 

making sure those reactions add something to the society around you.  

Whether that something changes the entire course of humanity or 

whether a simple act of humanity to a neighbor or a stranger is all you have 

to give, give it. Everything we do is shaping and reshaping our lives and the 

lives of those around us. If all you have to give is empathy, give it. If all you 

have to give is a joke and a reassuring pat on the back, give it. We have no 

idea how the smallest connections we make change us for the better. That’s 

who we are, Clark. We are the change makers. And there’s no “end” to that.  



Today is a really happy, exciting, surreal day for all of us. But, let’s face 

it, it’s also a little bit terrifying. It feels like, after today, there’s going to be a 

massive, seismic shift in our universe. Like, suddenly, you’re not you 

anymore. I mean, you’ll still be a version of yourself, of course, but days 

like today make it feel like you have to put away the earlier versions of 

yourself; those immature parts, the insecure parts, the unemployable parts, 

and store them in a drawer somewhere.  

But that’s not true. Today isn’t a bookend to any part of your life. I was 

able to find a group of people I truly love and can express myself with here 

and the things I’ve learned from those people, the experiences I’ve been able 

to understand through their eyes, the lessons I’ve learned from my 

Professors, in the classroom and out, will stay with me forever. Clark will 

stay with you forever. And it is the responsibility of this graduating class, 

and especially of this institution, to ensure that everyone can cash in on that 

opportunity, regardless of who they are, or where they come from. This is 

just one chapter of a very, very long middle; I’m glad I could spend it with 

all of you.  

Congratulations to the class of 2019: I can’t wait to see all the beautiful 

things you all accomplish.  


