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 I am a hopeless romantic. Now, I realize that’s not necessarily the image some of you may have 
had about me. But I’m not talking about taking you on the perfect date; no, I am a hopeless romantic in 
the most literal sense of the phrase.  
 

I hope beyond hope; I see the world as a romantic place, even when the world does its best to 
convince me that it is anything but. Really, I am a hopeful romantic.  
 
 To adopt a literary analogy: I identify with Don Quixote. For those unfamiliar with the character, 
he’s an old man who has nothing to do but read books about knighthood and chivalry and deludes himself 
to the point where he believes he can go out and change the world by being a noble knight-errant.  
 

I, too, have filled my head with delusions of romance and ambition — through the TV and movies 
I watch, the music I listen to, and the plays I perform. I’m not too big a fan of the gritty pits of drama that 
show us every ugly truth about humanity.  

 
I’m drawn not to stories that show us who we are, but those that show us who we could be. And I 

believe, against hope, that we can enter the world and change it simply by being.  
 

 Now, my hopeful idealism isn’t entirely blinding. I realize that the typical outlook of the high 
schooler, especially the high schooler in 2021, is not so much that of Don Quixote, but something more 
like his cynical sidekick, Sancho.  

Sancho sees the world for what it is, he’s aware of his master’s delusions and watches bemusedly 
as Quixote chases after a windmill, imagining it to be a giant.  

 
Sancho is a realist. And why wouldn’t we resort to realism? In addition to the obstacles of 

adolescence, we’re facing an explosively polarized culture, a decaying climate, and yes, the end of a 
global pandemic that has stolen what were supposed to be months of connection and memory-making.  

 
We’re told by adults to “give a damn,” and face condescension when we do stand for what we 

believe in. We’re surrounded by institutions and ideals, even here at old J-High, that refuse to change and 
adapt to our generation’s hunger for justice.  

 
And all the while, especially here at old J-High, we’re told we can change the world. We’re 

challenged to be blissfully quixotic. Our Peace and Justice classes show us how immensely powerful we 
are, our service projects give us the perspective to be for and with others, our retreats force us to 
encounter the ever-moving presence of love in our lives.  

 
Starting to sound a little dreamlike, right? If you are a daydreamer like me, I hope I don’t have to 

tell you that the world is a bit less picture-perfect than the halls of Jesuit. I fear we’ll find, to great dismay, 
that there won’t be many days in our college years where our classmates skip through the halls glowing 
with crowns and crosses and Day 4 love.  

 
We won’t have a brigade of Jesuit lunch moms to keep us fed, nor will there be Mrs. DeKlotzses 

to stuff us with cookies. We might begin to miss the sound of Taylor Swift playing on a 12-string guitar.  
 
 

 
 



 
 
You might be inclined to hear me say all this and think I’m somehow claiming that the privilege 

and power we find at Jesuit is setting us up for failure. But I would argue that Jesuit has equipped us with 
the one thing that we’ll need to be lights of blind, hopeful idealism out in the “real world”: our 
imaginations. 

 
Allow me to return for a moment to English class: I’ve had the greatest academic pleasure of a 

lifetime to spend the last 2 months delving into poetry with Ms. Megan Mathes. Now, I know the “P-
word” can prompt an automatic “Oh geez, time to read my program,” but, please, bear with me. One of 
the most simple, beautiful descriptions of a poet’s role comes from Marianne Moore, who challenges 
poets to be “literalists of the imagination.”  

 
Big words, I know, but really a simple concept. Poets lose themselves in their imaginations and 

channel it into literal truth on the page. And guess what: that’s not far off from being a deluded Knight-
errant. Writing a poem, painting a picture, dancing around on stage in yellow tights and rubber elf shoes – 
these are all ways to live out the depths of our imaginations. But it goes beyond mere artistic expression.  

 
See, what our time at Jesuit has prepared us for, this past year more than ever, is to be able to 

imagine, to invent. We put on a musical where actors and audience members alike shared in the joy of 
theatre from their living rooms. We went on Encounters where we felt the immensity of love without a 
single hug.  

 
We took to Congressional offices through our Zoom screens and fought for justice from our desks 

at home. We weren’t obstructed by the obstacles our world presented us with; instead, we used them as 
opportunities to reinvent. 

 
And if you want more proof of your capability for blind idealism, look no further than the three 

words plastered around halls and letters and emails: “I Hope You.”  
 
We, as a class and as a school, already believe so deeply in the power of hopeful romanticism. Our 

charge as we leave these idyllic halls is to continue to hope, to imagine.  
 
All you need to do is delude yourselves. Convince yourself that the world of your imagination is at 

the tip of your fingers if you just. Live it. Yes, there will be people who try to hold up mirrors, to show 
you that the horse you’re riding is really a weak, old donkey.  

 
But turn those mirrors into windows— windows of imagination that let you turn obstacles into 

opportunities. Realize that whatever it is that you’ve dedicated yourselves to these four years — hours 
spent in grueling practice, or tinkering with robots, or in rehearsal, or buried in a textbook — are just 
ways that you've already used your God-given gifts to make real the dreams of your imagination.  

 
Believe me when I say that you are truly stellar, brilliant, luminary knights-errant, one and all.  
 
Lose yourself in stories that show us who we could be. Go out across this stage and be what your 

imagination tells you to be. Tell stories, paint pictures.  
 
Tie yourself to dreamers until you start to dream as well.  
 
To put it another way, be poets.  


