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Good morning and welcome to all visiting the Island today. My name is 

Rachel Walsh, and, as Dr. Culbert mentioned, I’m a four year senior from Annapolis, 

MD, but I like to think of Mason Hall as my home. 

As you can tell, Loomis has really brought out the heavy hitters for 

Commencement this year. We have Steve Tisch, who has won both a Super Bowl 

ring with the Giants and an Oscar, and me, who buys Oscar Meyer bacon at Giant 

Supermarket. Mr. Tisch, I’m so sorry you have to follow me–it’ll be very hard. 

Before I get into this, I would like to note how upset I am that I, as Dean 

Liscinsky pointed out to me, am the first speaker since the first ever graduating 

Loomis class who is unable to make a joke about Dean Hess and his age. Okay now 

that that’s out of the way, I want to thank everyone here today. Your presence at this 

event symbolizes the fact that you–as a parent, grandparent, sibling, friend, aunt, 

uncle, or cousin–have been an extremely positive influence on our lives and, 

moreover, our time at Loomis. I extend my own gratitude to all of you for your part 

in shaping and supporting an amazing class. We don’t get this talented, smart, 

beautiful, or confident on our own–we owe more to you than we can ever return. 

Class of 2017, or the soon-to-be newest group of A-Loom-ni, congratulations. 

It’s astonishing that we’re actually the ones graduating today, because back when I, 

as many of you did, arrived at orientation in the fall of 2013 as a naïve freshman day 

student, this day couldn’t seem farther away. And with each meal from the dining 

hall, each butt-numbing convocation, and each loss of hot water on campus it seemed 

to drift further out of reach.  



 

Nevertheless, our time has finally come to receive our diplomas and shake Dr. 

Culbert’s hand, while the underclassmen get to melt in the bleachers. Take a minute 

to savor this moment because you’ll only graduate from Loomis once.  

 When I first came to the Island, I was a 5’1” awkward, obnoxious, horribly-

dressed teenager, but now I’m 5’2”.  I came to campus thinking I was hot stuff, and I 

was certain that two years of middle school soccer had more than prepared me to 

play Varsity at Loomis. I could kick with my right foot and my left foot, which, 

coincidentally, every World Cup champion can do too. Imagine my shock when I 

was put on thirds because I needed to be “more aggressive and explosive.” I 

remember opening the email in my room from Coach K and Dean-but-not-yet-Dean 

Leyden, and instantly wondering how I would bear letting down my countless 

adoring fans the next day. That night I copied inspirational quotes in my diary like “I 

don’t make excuses, I make results” or “think training’s hard? Try LOSING” or “we 

ain’t come here to play school.” I was ready to be the angsty soccer star who was 

going to make JV miss what they had let go. 

 When I showed up to practice on the first day, my superior attitude was 

abolished immediately by my fear of Hutch, but moreover by the realization that 

maybe I was supposed to be on thirds. I’m not saying I was supposed be on thirds 

because I was bad at soccer, I’m saying that my Loomis path required me to start on 

thirds. In my first week of freshman year, I was thrown into some part of Loomis that 

I didn’t expect, but a part that helped me grow in ways I couldn’t foresee. And that’s 

been happening since, not just to me, but I’m sure to all of us. 

  



 

We all came to Loomis on our own paths. We had passed mile markers before 

the Island, we had left cities and towns that were home to us, and we had all arrived 

with a plan on how our path would go on for the next few years–play Varsity 

football, be StuCo president, be a Richmond prefect, get the lead in Young 

Frankenstein. In those moments before we arrived at Loomis, our routes were all 

mapped out–or at least, they were to us. But the paths ahead of us are always sand 

and never solid, and we’ve probably all realized that a lot of what we intended to do, 

didn’t end up being reality. Our paths proved that we are awful planners, as I’m sure 

many of our teachers can attest to.   

Now that I’ve made us feel like failures, allow me to show the silver lining of 

our changing paths. There are more reasons to celebrate what we did here than to 

lament what we didn’t. We are an amazing class. Everyday I marvel at how much we 

alone will lengthen Loomis’s “Notable Alumni” list on Wikipedia. In the midst of 

micromanaging our lives, we accomplished some fantastic things as a class; together 

we have won over 34 Founders League titles, participated in NEO productions 47 

times, completed over 4,000 hours of community service, and emerged victorious at 

more than a dozen debate tournaments. Beyond that, we have achieved impressive 

personal victories, such as completing Senior Projects, Norton Fellows programs, and 

Global Studies certificates. We have built strong teams of prefects, RAs, peer 

counselors, and peer health educators, and done so many more things that have 

shaped the beginning of our adult lives.  

 

 



 

While we were busy mapping out the imagined details of our Loomis careers, 

planning on things we simply could not plan on, our paths were being cemented still. 

Although these may not be the routes we originally intended on taking, they’re still 

just as, if not more, impressive. 

We were also trying to cement our paths without very much insight. Freshman 

year, in my freshman seminar class, a college counselor came in to introduce herself 

and asked us a very important question: “are you the same now as you were in the 

sixth grade?” Everyone in my class gave a resounding and defensive no, including 

myself, after horrific images of my middle-school-self flashed though my mind. “So, 

if you’ve changed since then, you definitely won’t be the same by the time you’re 

applying to colleges,” she added. She had made an excellent point. What made me 

think that the things I wanted to accomplish as a fourteen-year-old would be the same 

things I wanted to accomplish as an eighteen-year-old? I think my main goals as a 

high school freshman were to work hard enough to get into Oxford University and to 

steal Liam Hemsworth from Miley Cyrus. By the time I was junior, Oxford had 

grown out of reach and somebody else had stolen Liam! How would any of us know 

as fourteen, fifteen, sixteen years old what we wanted in life beyond our Chipotle 

order? Our paths at the moment were misguided and uninformed. Before starting at 

Loomis, we probably had no clue about the half the clubs, sports, leadership roles, 

and other opportunities that would be offered to us. We could not possibly know 

where our paths would lead us when we didn’t even know the directions we could 

take. 

 



 

Our paths all come from different areas of the world. Some of us strolled in 

from Windsor, Suffield, Avon, or Longmeadow, while others braved the elements 

and journeyed from New York, New Jersey, or even California.  

A large number of the Class of 2017 embarked on odysseys from homes in different 

countries–Thailand, Canada, or South Korea. But despite all those miles separating 

the origins of our paths, we are still sitting here, shoulder to shoulder. The statistical 

likelihood of our sitting here together now is infinitely small. However, when the 

odds are at zero and there seems no rational way for our paths to cross, we are all still 

here. This is the rotary, the roundabout, the fork, the traffic circle, whatever you want 

to call it. This is where we meet. It is amazing that no matter where our paths came 

from before the Island, they all converged here. While the paths ahead of us remain 

malleable and undetermined, the miles that have passed developed from sand to 

concrete, and now Loomis has too. There is no sandstorm, blizzard, or earthquake 

that can disturb this unlikely and amazing fork where we met. 

 Yes, the path ahead is still sand, just like when we first came to the Island, last 

September or three Septembers before that, and we are probably beginning to ponder 

the magnitude of what lies ahead of us. Just like Loomis, the next steps of our lives 

offer a world of possibilities, and we’ll definitely get ahead of ourselves. I know I’ve 

already planned how I will possibly manage being so popular and beautiful, and my 

current intention is to hire aspiring secret service agents to protect me from my 

hoards of fans. Nevertheless, I’m sure, come fall, these plans will, sadly, not actually 

be my reality. I know many of us have high expectations for the next chapters of our 

lives–study hard, play hard, and avoid all college parties.  



 

We have all daydreamed about the next few miles on our paths. What we imagine 

can be reality, or we can veer in a totally different direction. The sand ahead of us is 

ours to pave.  If we find that the destination we reach isn’t where we intended to be, 

we can learn to make the most of it and recognize that the path will go on with even 

more destinations. 

 If our time at Loomis has been any indication of how our paths will progress, I 

think it’s safe to say that we will not always end up in the location we plan. 

Nevertheless, no matter if our paths make jarring turns or if they remain as straight as 

our beloved senior path, they will have one thing in common: they will have all been 

here. While we must diverge on our own paths today, we can always come back to 

the place where we met, became friends, laughed, learned and lived. Class of 2017, I 

hope your path takes you to places you’ve never been before, I hope your path is 

good to you, I hope your path converges with the paths of people who make you 

happy, but above all, I hope your path leads you back here from time to time. While 

we may have to separate now, I hope we will all return to the Island, our fork and our 

meeting place, very soon. Thank you.  

 

 


