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Speaking today is the greatest honor of my life. So naturally I wrote this speech last night. 
 
I’m kidding. This speech has been 14 years in the making. I was the kind of small child that 
listened to commencement speeches and thought to myself, “I could probably do better.” 
 
Well, the time is now. 
 
For me and the boys on stage, this is the end of the road. The clock is hitting zero. As 
Schlarbaum said, the sands have come, and it is all over.  
 
In many ways we here are to say goodbye to a lifetime. For us young men, four years is a 
lifetime. After just learning what meaningful and fulfilling relationships are, we are to say farewell 
to all of the budding ones we have made. After just learning what meaningful experience 
means, we are to say goodbye to the place that gave it all to us. After today, that life is no 
longer ours. We are to move on to bigger and better things, but for now that goodbye will leave 
an absence in our hearts. As I learned in high school, there are some things you simply cannot 
replace.  
 
I have always considered the greatest privilege of my life to be my family: my brilliant and 
overly-charismatic father, my mother, whose love can sometimes be categorized as neurosis, 
and my brother, who got the best qualities from both of them. But the greatest gift of my life has 
always been Haverford, which my grandparents gave to me. Through Haverford, I, and all of my 
classmates, have been able to be a part of something greater than ourselves. We are more than 
young men. We are brothers in a brotherhood, we have been shaped by the vision of the 
school, and we were prepared for life. And now we are prepared. There has been no greater gift 
than to have been able to spend 14 years here, to have been shaped, to have been surrounded 
by my brilliant and caring classmates, to have loved my teachers and have my teachers 
sometimes love me.  
 
We have all achieved much here. But we rarely think about how much Haverford played a part 
in our success. Haverford was the first place to support our passions and was the first place to 
realize our passions and turn them into real, tangible success. 
 
But I would hate to paint Haverford as a fluffy and soft place: it is not. Part of what these 
graduates share is the struggle, the stress, the fight. All of have learned a small bit about failure 
here. We have learned that failure is a part of life and that everyone, at some point, must fail. I 
have tried hard to fail often here. I walked today, so I guess I didn’t fail too badly.  
 
All men must fail, but Haverford men do not give up. We are to become the men in the arena, 
we are to strive valiantly, and if we are to fail, we are to fail while daring greatly. 
 



And what is not mentioned in that brilliant Theodore Roosevelt speech is that there is more than 
the man in the arena and the critic. For every man in the arena, there was the person who 
taught that man how to fight. For every thing I learned about music, Hightower taught me more 
about how to live. For every paper Keefe squiggled on, he taught me more about how to love. 
Thank you, faculty, for without you we would have never learned how to fight. 
 
Boys, let us remember and hold these things close to us: the times we have laughed and loved 
here, the times we have struggled, the failed tests and missing Canvas assignments, the 
livestreams and first period lates, the blackjack chicken and noodle bowl. 
 
I will until the end of my days hold you close to my heart. Without any single one of you I would 
not have made it here. You have shaped me as much as the classroom. You have lifted me 
above my own nature.  
 
Know that I will forever hold and cherish the memories of our time together.  
 
Be good, boys. 
 


