
Sage Taylor 17’s Commencement Speech: Grad-itude 

If you’re a parent in here and I’ve seen you at a grad party in the past few nights, then you’ve 

probably asked me the following question: You mean you’re actually graduating? After getting 

that initial question out of the way, you moved on to the following inquiries: What’s your speech 

on? Have you finished your speech yet? Did Mr. Hogan ghostwrite your speech for you? Would 

you please marry my daughter?  

 

In regards to those questions, I have the following to say: my speech is on Sunday at around 

11:30 am. I finished my speech just in time to get it approved by the censors in Vatican City. My 

speech was ghostwritten by the same online guy who wrote my Junior Paper. And in response to 

your last question, I have a question myself: Do you really think that’s a fair punishment for your 

daughter? 

 

I’d like to go back to the time of our parents and talk about the first Thanksgiving. The holiday 

was originally called “Charlie Brown’s Thanksgiving.” The holiday is a day of expressing 

gratitude. As I’m sure you’re aware from the lack of Mariah Carey’s “All I Want For 

Thanksgiving Is You” on the radio, today is not Thanksgiving. Graduation is, however, truly a 

day of giving gratitude. For example, some of you are probably very grateful that my speech is 

only going to have one horribly dated pop culture reference! 

 

You see, one of my favorite films is the 1967 medieval drama The Lion in Winter. Although that 

may sound like what you might call an aging Tom Arndorfer, I promise it features players even 

more powerful than him. The film actually stars Peter O’Toole as King Henry the 2nd. At the 

end of the movie, Henry stands at the edge of a river and yells this across it: “I hope we never 

die!!” What he hopes for is, of course, impossible. Our class knows this all too well. What he 

hopes for, however, is not generated by a fear of death. No, it is generated by a love for a life that 

he is beyond grateful for. King Henry wishes to have an endless amount of more opportunities to 

express gratitude for the life he has lived thus far. 

 

At this moment I feel like King Henry the 2nd. Not because he too started out as an all-powerful 

Sophomore Class President. No, I feel like King Henry the 2nd because my prayer for all of us is 

that our futures will be full of countless opportunities to give thanks for all the gifts these past 

four years have provided us with. 

 

Before I go any further, I should probably introduce myself. Parents, if you want to tell your 

daughters who they should have been dating these past four years, then know this, my name is 

Sage Taylor. My dating profile name on CuddlingCatholics.com is 

communiongiver_lovespreader. I enjoy long walks down Mary’s Way, I want enough kids to fill 

a Niedermeyer family reunion, and yes, my hair is expected to silver like Tom Arndorfer’s. 

 

Say “thank you.” This is something our parents have taught us since we got shirts for Christmas 

that didn’t fit us as a child, and something they’ll remind us of when we get shirts for graduation 

that don’t fit us.  

 



I cannot stress the importance of gratitude enough. However, gratitude is not always saying 

“thank you” and giving an awkward hug. Gratitude is action. Gratitude is doing something for 

the person or community or even whole world that has done something for you.  

 

Don’t just thank God for the people that surround you. Do something for those people! Don’t 

just thank God for the experiences that have taught you to love life. Help others find similar 

experiences! Don’t just thank God for the struggles that have helped you to grow. Help create 

struggles for other people! Well, maybe don’t do that last one. 

 

Class of 2017, think back on the past four years. Think back to the times you felt hurt, rejected, 

scared, hurt, dejected, or hopeless. Think about the times you felt that way and you weren’t even 

in Chemistry class! Now, think about today. When I look out at you, my fellow classmates, I see 

the happiest and most hope-filled group of young adults the world has ever seen! As we look 

back on the times we have had together, we realize that Jesuit has been not simply a college-

preparatory school. It has been a place that has fostered in us the values that the world needs. We 

have learned how to love and support one another through the darkest of times. These are not 

gifts we can push aside. They are gifts we must give thanks for.  

 

I give thanks that I have this opportunity to speak in front of the group that has made me into the 

person who I want to develop into my best self for the rest of my life. I also give thanks that I 

have this opportunity to clear up a misconception with the faculty at Jesuit. I think that you’re 

under the impression that for the past four years, I’ve been spacing out in class. In all classes 

besides Student Government, this is not true! I haven’t been spacing out. I’ve been observing.  

 

I was observing the small things and the large things. The small things being silly fashion 

mistakes, like the times Mr. Hogan wore a sports jacket to football games but forgot matching 

jeans and a fedora. Or when Mr. Klausenburger wore two short sleeve blue shirts in a row 

without wearing a long sleeve blue shirt in between.  

 

The big things I observed? How our class has become a family over the past four years. A family 

I want to thank. Our freshman year? Thank you for showing people, people like me, that Jesuit 

really was the place where we belonged and that we weren’t just there because our dad needed 

his Class of ‘84 cross-country legacy to be continued. Our sophomore year? Thank you for 

showing people, people like me, that being yourself isn’t something you should do only on the 

good days. It’s something you should rock every day, because sometimes your real self is your 

real rock. Our junior year? Thank you for keeping the Encounter Day 4 love alive and for doing 

so right up to this very day. And our senior year? Thank you for creating a home for people, 

people like me. A home that is so hard to graduate from because you are all family to me. 

 

Do you want to see a place of real communal thanks? Pull up Ruby Gray’s last post on 

Instagram. The thing justifies the whole existence of social media itself. As of just last Saturday 

morning, there were seven-hundred and thirty comments on her post. Comments from members 

of this class. Comments from freshmen. Comments from alumni. Comments from kids from 

other schools. The comments range from prayers to stories to many other forms of writing.  

 



All of them, though? All of them invoke Ruby’s spirit. I believe this is an accurate representation 

of Jesuit. It is a home where, no matter how far we travel from or how much we begin to 

disregard the dress code, we are always welcome. It is a place where the Holy Spirit is always 

present. It’s a place where, as Bob Dylan sings, we can “lay down our weary tunes and rest 

ourselves.” A place we can come to renew our faith and find love! A place where love is present 

and never in doubt. And while the aesthetics of Jesuit’s facilities may be nice, that’s definitely 

not what really matters. What matters is the people. 

 

We, the people, the Class of 2017, the best of the best, are heading off into the future, except it’s 

not the future, it’s now! And like, wow, man, that’s suuuuuper deep. If there’s one thing we’ve 

learned in Jesuit retreat small groups, though, it’s never go deeper. Stick to the surface! Here is a 

surface level but still very true simple fact. We are not saying goodbye today. We may be 

heading off into countless amazing directions. But we are not saying goodbye. I see the 

Counseling Department smiling over there, but no, guys, this isn’t a case of denial. It is my 

genuine belief that every single individual member of our class has made the Class of 2017 the 

family it is. Each individual owes a countless amount of other individuals gratitude. There is no 

point at which we should say goodbye, because we should never be done expressing our 

thankfulness. 

 

So, parents, to answer your questions one more time: My speech is on gratitude. Yes, I’ve almost 

finished my speech. No, Mr. Hogan didn’t ghostwrite this speech. You think he’s that funny?? 

And, what time should I pick up your daughter for the grad party?? 

 

Class of 2017, give thanks. Show your gratitude through action, hugs, and the occasional Jmail 

reply. Thank all those who have defined your high school experience. Thank the teachers of 

Jesuit for teaching us real life lessons for the real world. Express your gratitude in the countless 

years to come. Give thanks louder than you’re going to do this last cheer for me.   

 

Ok, seniors, stand up! Can I get a “Two-Clap and a J-High”?! (3x) 

 

Class of 2017, you are so loved. Never forget that. Thank you for these past four years. I love 

you all tremendously and this will never change. I will see you in the future, both near and far, 

and you can bet I’m thankful for that! 

 


