
 

Class of 2018 Jack Clevenger’s Commencement Speech:    The Past: Chaos To Acceptance 
  

I was dreaming when I wrote this;  forgive me if it goes astray. But when I woke up this morning, I could 

have sworn it was graduation day. So parents: Let’s talk about 1999. You did something rather important; 

without it you wouldn’t be sitting right here. And then again, neither would we. 

  

For those of you who don’t remember, in 1999 there was a worldwide fear that at the turn of the 

millennium all of our computers would malfunction and we would go back to living in the dark ages of 

writing things down, back when you were perfectly comfortable not knowing very much about Tom Cruise. 

Some of you may have had more hair.  

  

This event was called Y2K. It was thought that the apocalypse would take place during the year 2000 …. 

around when most of us showed up. However, it wasn’t actually until a year later when things became 

catastrophic. 

  

In September of 2001, hijacked planes crashed into the Twin Towers and the Pentagon. And the world did 

what it usually does: it changed. But only for you guys, the adults, not really for us. We were born under 

the umbrella of chaos, and we really know no different. After 9/11, the world has only gotten crazier. The 

NSA made 1984 a reality, hundreds of thousands of lives were taken by bombs, guns, and gas . . . In 

theaters, during marathons, in schools, and sandy landscapes. We had the elections of Gore, er . . . I mean, 

Bush, Obama, Trump. We saw the rise and slow decline of ISIS, the death of Stephen Hawking, slews of 

hurricanes, and right now Hawaii is playing a live version of ‘the floor is lava.’ We began our freshman 

year with an Ebola outbreak, and hey, look at that: it’s back. We’ve come full circle. So behold the chaos! 

It’s a crucial part of who we are. 

  

But what’s interesting to me is that despite reading the news and feeling like we’re living in the Twilight 

Zone most of the time, we don’t really experience much of it at Jesuit. Everything crazy seems to happen 

over there. I mean, sure we talk about it, but our environment has put us in kind of a suburban bubble. 

  

Now that we’re graduating we will be far more exposed to the real world. And you can’t turn away from it, 

it’s everywhere you could look! It’s even in physics, the concept of entropy. Entropy says that all systems 

tend towards disorder, they’re breaking down, but in doing so they can possibly become orderly.   

  

For example, think of a burrito. All of the components of a burrito, the rice, the meat, beans, cheese, and 

salsa, are cultivated from all different places, and after being chaotically jumbled and mixed around …. 

after lots of trading and transporting …. they eventually end up in that nice, neat, orderly little bundle we 

call a burrito. 

  

I think half the Science Department just had a hernia. 

  

But what do you do when you can’t organize the mess of events happening around you? What happens 

when you get hit by Junior Year Part 2: APUSH Strikes Back? My suggestion: Laugh with it. Laugh at the 

fact that in a month you’ll be dealing with something else completely different, with just as much anxiety 

as you feel now. And yes I am talking to those of you who keep emailing Mr. Skokan about your grade. 

Stop it, you’re bugging him. Skip the anger, the excuses, the fear, and the denial and jump right to the 

acceptance. And I know what you’re thinking, “Oi, he’s not going to start talking about acceptance is he?” 

Yes, he is, now sit down. 

  

There are many kinds of acceptance. There’s the personal kind of acceptance that we all had on our Junior 

Encounter, and the acceptance of awards for sporting events. But I want to talk specifically about 

acceptance of our chaos, the unexpected things we cannot control, or don’t want to face. 



 

 

  

Because we’ve had to accept the death and diseases of friends, classmates, parents, and grandparents. 

  

This last month, we’ve had to accept that the people we’re sitting next to, our good friends . . . we won’t 

see them for a bit. Definitely not every day, and maybe not for another decade until the reunion rolls around 

and we can all compare clothing and how well we fit into it. 

 

Faculty, thank you for accepting the daunting task of sharing your expertise year after year, knowing that 

just as you get to know a class, you have to let them go. 

  

And parents, you’re having to accept that we’re moving on in just a few months, and until the holidays roll 

around all you’ll have left to remember us by is an oil stain in the driveway. 

 

Friends who elected me as graduation speaker, I hope you have accepted by now that the speech you 

thought I might give has been replaced by this one. At least this time I’m not in skis and a bike helmet. 

  

But there’s hope in acceptance, a new order out of the confusion. Parents, you were worried that the world 

might end, and yet you still had enough hope to bring us into this world. 

  

It’s also the chaotic moments that we’ll remember best. Those little moments at Jesuit when we broke from 

our normal routine, maybe even for just a second. So let’s raise a glass in remembrance. 

 

For any time Mr. Biegler swore when his sparkling water exploded in the middle of class. (“Hey!”) 

 

Listening to Mr. Biegler’s famous Walgreens story. (“Hey!”) 

 

Quigong with Mr. Uthoif.  (“Hey!”) 

 

Edging towards the wall whenever Mr. Maxie passed us in the hallway. (“Hey!”) 

 

I’ll never forget bringing two pounds of turkey on the Senior Pilgrimage, and my friends, I walked with a 

stomach that did not close in on itself, but beat to the rhythm of a small bird being consumed. 

 

We wrote entire junior papers without ever having read The Great Gatsby. We watched Mr. Montanaro on 

Jeopardy. (“Hey!”) 

 

Two blizzards saved our class! (“Hey!”)  The first one caused many of us—myself included—to miss our 

one-on-one interviews during eighth grade. Some of us may have slipped through the cracks. And the 

second one came three years later and relieved us of our first semester Junior finals. (“Hey!”) 

 

We’ll remember Trash Ball with Mrs. Cave. (“Hey!”) 

 

Stats. (“Hey!”) 

 

We got thousands of JUGS. I got one for whistling. (Whistle theme here). I sure hope that one stays off my 

record. 

  

We love those unexpected little flashes of the struggle between chaos and order because they keep us 

amused and on our toes . . . without falling to either extreme. Because an excess of chaos brings 

destruction, but an excess of order produces tedium. 



  

So as we move on to college, let’s accept that the chaos around us is the wild card of reality, and that what 

can be the boredom of order is a part of life only we can control. Only you can center yourself when you’re 

overwhelmed. Same with boredom, it’s on you to be your own entertainer.  

 

Find the balance between madness . . . and drabness. And go create something really special. “Life moves 

pretty fast. If you don’t stop and look around once in a while, you could miss it.” 

  

Tonight, I’m gonna party like it’s 1999. 

Lemme tell you something. 

Everybody’s got a bomb 

We could all die any day. 

But before I’ll let that happen, 

I will dance my life away. 

 

Thank you. 

 

 


