For the Seniors 0 2020

by Vincent Howard

Seniors, I'm honored to stand before you today
First off, there’s something I need to get out of the
way

That’s the irony of me

The senior voted most unlikely to succeed
Giving you an address

About success

Seriously, as a teen I was far from blessed --
Too many arrests

I was nearly expelled

High school for me felt like hell

Even though

in that inferno

I found heaven --

On April second, 1997
I took a knee:

Finally I was free

But staying free was not easy:
High school -- barely graduated
SAT -- I never made it

College -- I mostly procrastinated
My GPA was on the down low
The top universities said “no”

My life almost ended in a car crash
But Christ stuck with me to the last

Seniors, I have only one thing to say
The only reason I can stand here today,
You see,

Is because Christ had his way with me

So here we are -- we made it
And what a year -- hard to love it, easy to hate it

The year of rumor after rumor
The year of OK, boomer

The year of living alone

On the far side of a phone

Some for better, some for worse

COVID fever, cabin fever -- curse after curse

The pandemic pulled us apart
Though some turned being alone at home into an
art

The year of losses

And storms that tossed us

The year of too much reality

The year of looking into screens until we couldn’t
see

Class of 2020, is your vision still 2020?

Seniors, this your world got flipped
Pick up your pens, rewrite the script

The world exploded
Our lives imploded

Use your 2020 vision
Reverse the fission

Undo divisions

2020 vision. 2020 vision.

Class of 2020, you are coming of age with your eyes
open. You've seen the truth of this world in ways
that many classes haven’t had to. You've been given
a vision of how fleeting life is. You've seen firsthand
that much of what we hope for never comes to pass
-- life can be filled with loss.

Today, in the short time that I have, I'd like to talk
with you about loss: A lost year, a lost life, and the
loss that defies all answers.

First, a lost year. Seniors, I'm talking about this
year: You lost much of your senior year. Maybe you
got an acceptance letter, but your friends were not
there to celebrate with you. Maybe you put thought
into planning an end-of-year celebration that, like
most events this year, was cancelled. So much has
been lost this year.

Some of you may be thinking that you didn’t lose
anything big this year. Yet I know that some of your
losses -- as a class and as individuals -- are big, and
they go back farther than the pandemic. I could
give you examples.

What good could come out of your losses? This year,
we’ve heard politicians and pundits, writers and
teachers trying to answer that question. But the
bigger our losses, the less those answers help, at
least that’s what I've learned this year -- a year that,
in many ways, has seemed like a lost year.

I didn’t lose my senior year to a pandemic, but I
want you to know that this year has been one of the
hardest years of my life. In order for you to
understand why, I need to tell you about a lost life.



Just before the beginning of this school year, a time
when teachers’ minds are filled with hope, I
received some news that shattered one of my
deepest hopes. I learned that my brother had died. I
went back to America, where my brother and I grew
up together, hoping to somehow find my brother
there. But he was gone.

My brother and I haven’t been close since I was the
same age as you are now, when I graduated high
school and went off to college. For most of my adult
life, my brother and I have drifted farther and
farther apart.

Beginning with those first adult years -- my college
years, the years you are entering now -- I saw God
slowly but surely pull me out of a life of addiction
and foolish living. My brother was stuck in that life,
too. I had hoped with all of my heart that God
would grab a hold of him and pull him out, just as
he had done with me. But my brother stayed stuck.

In my heart, I had hoped that my relationship with
my brother would be strong again. I had a vision of
a future where the two of us were clean and sober --
where we could sit and laugh together again, listen
to our favorite songs together again, ride our bikes
to the river, or take day trips to the beach, like we
did when we were kids. I had begun to doubt that
this vision would ever become a reality, but still I
never lost all hope -- not until this year.

Seniors, you lost your senior year to the COVID
pandemic. I lost my brother to the opioid epidemic.
I believe that this year you and I are being forced to
ask this same question: What good could come out
of our losses?

I am not here today to give you an answer. I'm here
to tell you that, when it comes to big losses, I don’t
have an answer. I can only tell you about one more
loss -- a loss that defies all answers.

Seniors, as you know, we teachers are often pushing
you to ask questions and to search for answers.
That’s what school is about, right? I want you to
keep asking questions -- keep using your 2020
vision -- in the next stage of your lives. But what I've
discovered this year, through my loss, is that
answers can’t always help.

Sometimes answers can’t heal our regrets or help us
recover from rejection. Answers can’t replace time
lost to an injury, a suspension, an expulsion, a
pandemic.

You see, though I received good theological answers
this year -- answers that explained what might
happen to those we love who die apart from Jesus
Christ -- none of these answers comforted me. Only
one thing did: Seeing that when God looked at our
world, a world full of people sick with sin -- the real
global crisis, the real pandemic -- he didn’t give us
an answer. God gave us a person: His only son.

Even during the lockdown, when the rest of the
world was trapped on the other side of a screen,
Jesus sat beside me. When I closed my eyes, I felt
him there. Instead of answers, he placed his hand on
my shoulder as I cried. His answer was himself: The
son of God, a man who lost everything to gain my
love -- and yours.

Seniors, you have been given a vision this year. You
have seen how life is loss. Yet I want to give you a
vision of a person who knows your losses better
than anyone. A person who alone can really dry
your tears and my tears -- now, and in the years to
come. Class of 2020, even if you don’t think you
need this vision now, my hope is that you’ll take it
with you. A time may come when you have
questions that defy answers, and losses that shatter
your hope.

Seniors, this year your world got flipped
Pick up your pens, rewrite the script

The world exploded
Our lives imploded

Use your 2020 vision
Reverse the fission

Undo divisions.

2020 vision. 2020 vision.

Seniors, your world got flipped
All these plans, through our hands -- they slipped

Your time to shine -- life turned out the light
AP tests in the middle of the night
Sometimes you just wanna score a five
Sometimes you’re just trying to stay alive

Those final weeks together are supposed to be
golden

But that precious time was stolen

Instead of rolling with your team

You were separated by screens

Prisoners in our own homes, far from free
Meanwhile, the senior lounge sits empty



Seniors, your world got flipped
Pick up your pens, rewrite the script

The world exploded
Our lives imploded

Use your 2020 vision
Reverse the fission

Undo divisions

2020 vision. 2020 vision.

Seniors, we’re here to mourn what we lost
Who can tell us what it cost?

Your senior trip to Thailand
Washed away like sand
Senior Comps didn’t go as it was planned

You lost your senior year to the pandemic
This year, I lost my brother to the opioid epidemic

This year felt like a bad dream, and we wanted to
wake up
My brother put a needle to his vain and never woke

up

How could any good come out of this?
Easy answers can’t satisfy us

We don’t need someone telling us how to handle
our losses

We need someone standing with us when the storm
tosses

Seniors, your world got flipped
Pick up your pens, rewrite the script

The world exploded
Our lives imploded

Use your 2020 vision
Reverse the fission

Undo divisions

2020 vision. 2020 vision.

Seniors, this year the storm rolled in
This year, our patience wore thin

This year our world got flipped
Use that 2020 vision and steer your ship

When the waves climb high
We got a choice

We can go our own way

Or obey his voice

In the coldest wind he can keep you warm
He can raise his arms and calm the storm

We try to walk on water but sink in life’s seas
We don’t see everything that he sees

Our vision is blurry

But Christ’s vision is 2020

On the cross, he hung alone
The crowd shouted insults loud as megaphones

Our sin is the real pandemic
Rich, poor, young, old -- everyone is sick

On the cross, Christ took the worst
He took our place and reversed the curse

To bring us together, He was pulled apart
Now we can look at him and say how great thou art

When we struggle to see,

When we struggle to breathe,

When the blood is flowing,

When the infection is growing,

We can hold to him -- he knows where he’s going.

He reads every scene with precision.
He alone has 2020 vision.

Seniors, your world got flipped
Pick up your pens, rewrite the script

The world exploded
Our lives imploded

Use Christ’s 2020 vision
Reverse the fission

Undo divisions

2020 vision. 2020 vision.
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2020 Senior Address

by Dominic Climicosa

I dreamt a dream. The year was 2030. I remembered
about a time where I was in good contact with the
40 people I am so fond of. I used to spend many
hours of the week with those people, even some of
them the whole day. With all the new technology
communication became easy. For good reasons,
these people I knew, we kept in good
communication, and we finally got together. And
oh boy, I heard so many wonderful stories. I heard
some who just started their careers, some in
corporate lives, and some becoming professionals in
their field of choice. Some engineers, some
businessmen, some teachers. Some who pursued a
field in the arts: drawing and painting, music. Even
some who began to travel across the whole world to
spread the Word of God. And unsurprisingly, some
who just recently got married and already have kids.
We just talked all night long, remembering and
recalling how we’ve come a long way. It is a pleasant
sight. And I felt so refreshed when I woke up.

And even before that, I had another dream. The
year was 2025. It was the same batch of people. And
I'm hearing all these wonderful stories. People who
just graduated from difficult university courses with
their new diploma.. People who began their
professional careers early and are enjoying their
new workplace. I heard some who had just set up
their business and began filing the legal
paperworks. And I heard some who just finished
their seminary classes and were planning to join a
team. Everyone was excited. And the smiles were
such a pleasant sight. And again, I felt so refreshed
when I woke up.

Now I bring you back together to reality ;). Today.
This is not a dream anymore. The day is June 5,
2020, and we were supposed to be sitting in front of
our computers, smartphones, screens staying at
home having online graduation. Now we’re sitting 6
meters apart from each other without the presence
of any of the underclassmen, alumni, anyone else.
Man, aren’t we such a great batch? A very lucky
batch indeed! We have the easiest numbers to
remember! The Class of 2020! The class with
perfect vision! The class who stopped going to
school for the last four months! The class who
weren’t able to go to Thailand. The Class which
won’t get to see the 2020 Tokyo Olympics this fall.
We are... “different™

I would think that the events that occurred to us in
the last four years makes our 2020 batch the most
memorable. We’ve received our set of mixed
emotions, and I am happy to see so many changes
amongst us in many different ways. And I am also
sad that some of our dear friends won’t be joining
us for this gorgeous day. But I'm pretty sure they’re
doing fine.

We are one class who went through a lot of changes.
We started off early in our Freshman/Sophomore
years where the school made a big transition. We
wanted the MacBooks like the upperclassmen, but
ended up with Chromebooks. In our last 4 years, we
went through 3 different HS Principals. Back in our
Junior year, the school for the first time
implemented the Block Scheduling change. From a
tightly-pack 7-period to a loose 4-Block with
weekly non-obligatory clubs. Thrift Shop became
part of history as it had stopped becoming a
tradition. For Seniors, we had our difficulties in
trying to get our Senior Privileges, and there was a
lot of miscommunication about what we have and
what we don’t have. Because of the coronavirus, so
many things happened. We weren’t able to enjoy
our last four months of high-school sitting around
in the Senior Lounge. We missed out on the time to
be able to be face to face.

For our musical friends, we weren’t able to have our
KPASSP concerts, Honor Choir, Honor Band,
Honor Orchestra, Choral Festival, our Final
concerts, Parade of Bands. We didn’t get to perform
our final performance. We didn’t get our final
spring athletics season: no soccer or track. We had
to transition to distance learning, and involve
ourselves with a completely new style of education.
Our AP College Board experience this year was...
interesting. Testing as early as 1, 3, 5 A.M. in the
morning. And we missed out completely on our
Senior Thailand trip.

Ilooked forward to that ever since I've heard of it
from my sister back in middle school.

What we expected didn’t happen.

And we struggled.

And we struggled a lot.

We got angry. We got troubled. We complained so
much about why it didn’t happen.

Why can’t we have this?

Why can’t we have our Senior Year?

But is any of this a bad thing? No. Not at all. Not at
all.

We're just “different”

Even with all these challenges, we lived our daily
student lives. We moved forward one step at a time,



by the day and week. We faced those challenges
together, and look class what we have created:

Senior Talent show: our rehearsals were...
interesting! We all knew that everything needed
improvements by Wednesday night! We worked so
hard having two rehearsals on the day of the Senior
Talent Show! In the morning and afternoon, and
look at the end result! A full house of smiles and
laughter, and I'm pretty sure all the parents and
students enjoyed it.

Athletics: We’ve made a lot of efforts to achieve
great outcomes in all seasons of sports! Senior
ladies led Varsity Volleyball to finish strong in the
Far East Tournaments. Senior men and women gave
a bold effort in challenging the throne for the
League Championship for Basketball. And the Field
Hockey team brought a undefeated league season to
thriller matches in the finals tournament!
University: We’ve got many classmates who are able
to attend their dream colleges! The long years of
effort all paid off to go there!

And on all of that. Look at where we are sitting
y’all! We’re in the gymnasium ready to receive our
diplomas. Even with these four months of distance
learning, we’re still getting our diplomas!

And ]I can say “YES WE'RE FINALLY
GRADUATING Y’ALL”

So looking back to all those years behind us now, I
hope that the time will come that we, the Batch of
2020, will be able to see our past student life here
happy for the most part of it; and those that we
categorize as “better forgotten memories”, we can
also see them as something that we learned from,
and no longer regret.

So on behalf of our class, I would like to give
thanks.

Thank you God who allowed us to be together as
one class.

Thank You parents and family: thank you for always
supporting us, rain or shine, 24/7 all days of the
week from when we are born to today.

Thank you teachers and other school folks, for all
the knowledge and the guidance.

Thank you friends and schoolmates, who are
involved in our lives directly or indirectly.

Now I head back to the “dream”

Dear batchmates, we are like any other batch, with
talent in athletics, in academics, in music-et cetera.
But we have the “difference”. This “difference” is our
label.

My dream for us, and I hope all of us share it, is that
we will keep the “difference” in a positive way.

Wherever we go, in a different school or country, we
will find a way to be “different”. Yes, we will work
hard to pick a life of our choosing, a pathway to
reach our own desires and explore the many ideas
out there in the world. But keep to the “difference”
because that’s what makes us unique in our own
special way.

That is our pride. The different batch. The Batch of
2020. The Batch that will always make a small
“difference”. 5 years from now, 10 years from now,
2035 and beyond. That will be our pleasant dream,
and we will fulfill it. Will I find you once again? I
don’t know. That’s for life to decide.

And I part with this my brothers and sisters:

Thank you for being my classmates.

Thank you for the love and joy you have shared with
me.

Thank you for the memories you have created with
me.

I will hold dearly and true these treasures.

I wish you the best of luck from here on.

Whether we cross ways or not, may you be guided
on all your future endeavors.
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