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Wildcats, loved ones, faculty and staff, honored guests, and even stray stragglers, welcome, 
and thank you for joining me and my fellow classmates as we take this next step of our lives as 
graduates of the Northwestern University Class of 2018. 
 
Walking up here, I couldn’t help but think about the first steps of my Northwestern journey. 
When I first arrived from rural Wisconsin, I remember Marching through the Arch and 
introducing myself to my seminar— and then not saying another word for the entire rest of the 
class because I was so intimated by my seemingly more well-prepared peers. 
 
I cried on the phone to my mom that night and asked her to bring me home — and I’ve never 
been so grateful to have my wishes ignored. My mother reminded me, as so many of our 
respective support systems have done at 2am and 2pm and every hour in between during the 
last four years, that getting into Northwestern isn’t what makes me or anyone else special: It’s 
the grace with which we learn to get by, and also thrive here. 
 
Today, whether you’re receiving your Doctorate, Master’s, or Bachelor’s degree, or some 
combination thereof — Congratulations. Along with the tiny speck of knowledge about our 
respective fields that we’ve acquired during our time here and the infinite curiosity we’ve curated 
about the rest, today, we can say that we did in fact, learn to get by, and also thrive here. 
 
And that’s not all we learned. We learned our very first year to never take Dillo Day for granted. 
We learned the beauty of three straight bowl appearances. We learned the utter euphoria of our 
highest-ever ranked WNBA draft pick, and our first ever taste of March Madness. We quickly 
learned the value of a coffee-order name, and later, the name you use to hide yourself from 
employers on Facebook. Most importantly, whether you met your true love on day 1 of Wildcat 
Welcome in your PA group, or you’re more like me and your most intimate college relationship 
was with the Norris Subway, here, because of Northwestern, we learned the importance of 
loving and relying on each other through not just the good and bad times, but the just so-so 
times too, all while doing everything whole-heartedly, and nothing halfway.  
 
To every guardian and sibling, teacher, librarian, and custodian, 4 a.m. delivery driver, office like 
Multicultural Student Affairs and Student Enrichment Services, and everyone in between that I 
and so many others have leaned on through this journey — thank you. Thank you for being 
there for us even when our pride and leftover dregs of our teen angst wouldn’t let us admit we 
needed you to keep us going. Thank you for being there even when we didn’t know or see it. 
Thank you for reminding us that even though it’s important to remember where we came from, 
our futures are ultimately ours to build and seize with the tools that Northwestern gifted us and 
the passions that you, our loved ones, encouraged within us. 
 
Because of all of you, and because of Northwestern, we know that anything is possible. And 
today, we’re ready. Thank you, and Go ‘Cats. 


