To Whom It May Concern, and those of you who don’t care:


Graduation. What a wonderful day to celebrate 13 years of success and revel in the new found freedom of adulthood…oh wait…what was I thinking. This isn’t our day as graduates. We’re just the ones sitting on stage, wearing our square topped beanies, and shaking that guy’s hand when he hands us the diploma, so what’s to cheer about? It seems for some...nothing. The school asked us not to cheer, applaud, or whistle for those that crossed the stage at least until everyone had their diploma. Excuse me? Since when did we start living our lives as a class? It wasn’t to save time; there were only 78 of us. It wasn’t to prevent somebody from being ignored and un-clapped for; there wasn’t one among us without friends and family there. So why? It’s because we like to be classy. Think about it…can you admit that when you complete 13 years of physically, emotionally, and mentally challenging effort, it feels so important to care more about what others think than letting loose and crying for joy, “I made it!” We walk across that stage once in our lives. And we aren’t there because it’s the principal’s day, or the teacher’s day, or the school board’s day, it’s our day. We lived our lives as individuals, and we walk across to receive our diplomas as individuals. Not only did I walk across that stage, but I did it with air horns ringing in that stifled air of tradition and conventionalism. They never knew what hit them. What could they do? I had performed to their standards; I had exceeded them, so why walk by with my chin on my chest? The sound of success isn’t a sigh and a “ho hum” it’s pure elation that flies from the lips of those who love you.

