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 You know that kind of obligatory house-warming or thank you gift that you 

give to your friends' parents? And you sit there thinking, “What do I give to the 

people who already have everything?” I've had that feeling for these past two 

weeks. I had no idea what I could say to the class of 2015 that they don't already 

know: the most intelligent, talented, and hilarious people I know are all sitting right 

in front of me. Confounded by my own array of emotions surrounding this day and 

the implications of our impending departure, I didn't have an answer to this 

conundrum. Naturally, I did what any intelligent, twenty-first century high 

schooler would do; I looked it up on the internet. I typed “leaving high school” into 

the search bar, and I was greeted with “10 Things High School Students Should 

Know When Leaving High School,” according to Barbara Bean-Mellinger. The list 

rattled off ten uninspiring actions of everyday life, like How to Cook and 

Performing Basic-Self Care.  

 Unless boiling water and sticking a brick of raw noodles in it, or guilting an 

under-30 faculty member into driving us to Wawa counts as cooking, I cannot 



confidently say that I have learned how to be a self-sustaining adult based on these 

ten principles. However, after a short bout of panic and brief feelings of 

inadequacy, I realized that Barbara-Bean Mellinger has probably never heard of St. 

Andrew's, thus leading her to believe that establishing an exercise routine is one of 

the most pressing issues that high schoolers face.  

 When Alphonso has already composed a symphony and Luke, Emma, and 

Caitlin spearheaded the Environmental Stewards in implementing a solar array, 

being able to correctly file taxes feels so incredibly underwhelming. After 

committed SWAG members Matt, Carbery, Peter, Morgan and Luke, who wasn't 

even elected, found innovative ways to revitalize the weekends, and consequently 

the rest of the school, I'm sure that in the near future they will face few tasks more 

difficult than organizing a non-rave. Running on four hours of sleep while still 

maintaining grades, relationships, and a genuine smile is a skill that we will not 

forget as we make the transition into, to quote Buzz Lightyear, “infinity and 

beyond.” We've learned not only the art of learning and how to identify as global 

citizens working towards a communal desire for excellence, but how to do things; 

we've learned how to fully commit to changing the world around us and succeed. 

We have dedicated the entirety of our time here, whether it is two, three, or four 

years, to doing and making and changing. We have become profound, eager 

students and substantial people, and given back just as much as St. Andrew's has 



given us. It feels like we've given so much of ourselves that maybe we have 

nothing else to contribute to St. Andrew's as students. All we have left is words: 

words of parting and nostalgia, words of wisdom for underclassmen, words of love 

and gratitude – but all the same, these are just words. F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote: “I 

don’t want just words. If that’s all you have for me, you’d better go.” That list of 

ten things are the empty words by which, if we chose to do so, we could live our 

lives. We can go about our days cooking and cleaning and managing to exist, but 

we instead choose action and we seize the day. This isn't a skill one can learn by 

taking a class, but by living everyday moments in the present, staring unflinchingly 

toward the future, equipped with the knowledge that you have the power to change 

it. St. Andrew's has taught us, whether we've recognized it or not, has taught us 

how to leave. 

 How ironic it seems that the one thing I feel I haven't learned here is how to 

say goodbye. These past two weeks, everyone has been trying to reassure us that 

“We never really leave St. Andrew's” or “You will always have a place here.” 

Internally, I respond with, “But will I ever belong here the way I do right now?” 

The simple answer is no. But look at the crosses and ties around our necks, and 

find solace that in leaving, though we may no longer belong to St. Andrew's,        

St. Andrew's will always belong to us. I wish I could thank everyone that has made 

this possible because it would give me a reason to stay longer, but the most 



important thank you I can give to St. Andrew's is to the Class of 2015. Thank you 

for your unwavering faith in each other, for the love that you've fostered that binds 

all sixty-nine of us, and for making it so hard to say goodbye. Congratulations to 

the Class of 2015. 


