
 

Good afternoon, parents, family, friends, faculty, administration, and especially my intelligent, 

wonderful, and endlessly amazing 120 Sacred Heart sisters.  

 

I admit: I don’t know exactly how I’m standing on this stage. I was just on my laptop in my 

pajamas, eating snacks and watching funny dog videos. But look at us now: we’re donning our 

white caps and gowns, ready to leave high school and run straight into college. The last time I 

checked, I was graduating from kindergarten, reciting lines from a play about our solar system. I 

have to say that wearing this cap and gown makes a far better fashion statement than being stuck 

inside of a paper maché sphere. 

 

First of all, everyone look absolutely beautiful. But I’m not surprised: what other class would 

rock red and white like it’s nobody’s business? And to those in heels, don’t worry about your 

ability to walk gracefully down that center aisle; it’s comforting to know that you have 120 other 

sisters who will catch you in case you fall. 

 

Number two, I am not here to give advice. Who am I to give advice and make recommendations 

on how to live your life? I haven’t even lived the fullness of my own life yet! I haven’t 

performed open heart surgery, become the CEO of Chipotle, started my own charity fund to save 

the Antarctic penguins, nor have I visited all the restaurants shown in Guy Fieri’s Diners, Drive-

Ins, and Dives. So I can’t say that I’ve had enough life experience to give you life-changing 

advice.  

 

But I am here to talk about time, well, specifically, moments.  

 

A moment: a second, an instant, a bit. But can’t a moment be an hour? A day? A year? Can a 

moment be a decade? Or a century? I mean, the existence of humanity is minute compared to the 

rest of history itself, so can we call our whole existence a moment? This all reminds me of a 

popular movie, Interstellar, where Earth has become so uninhabitable that a team of space 

enthusiasts search for a new planet to live on. They come across Miller’s planet, but due to time 

dilation, just one hour is equivalent to 7 years on Earth.  

 

We know that many things can happen in 7 years, but many things can happen in 1 hour as well. 

In 7 years, we can graduate the awkward middle school days and finish 4 years of high school. 

But within one single hour, we can also do many, many things. SHA girls know that we can 

easily produce a quality 5-page essay in an hour (or less). We can go from looking like sweaty 

messes, fresh out of practice, to well-dressed young women. I’ve seen these transformations 



seconds before we’ve walked down that golden chapel aisle: during that night of freshman 

commissioning, that night of junior ring, and finally during last night’s Baccalaureate liturgy. 

And within the last hour or so, we’ve walked across this stage to receive our diplomas, and soon, 

we will be able to call ourselves official 2016 graduates of Sacred Heart Academy.  

 

But we have to forget about the next 7 years, and even the next hour, and focus about right now 

which ticks by the second. In times like this monumental event, it’s easy to create our own “time 

dilation,” and slow down time. It’s easy since these are the sounds and smells and sensations that 

we want to soak in, like a sponge. 

 

But what about the moments that seem so “small”?  

 

What about the moments on your last day of school when you and your best friends went to the 

beach? Do you remember the sun warming your face or the soft sea breeze brushing your hair 

back in such a way that can never be replicated? What about all of those moments that you didn’t 

happen to notice? What about the times your parents stepped back and cried silently, full of pride 

and excitement, as you opened your college acceptance letter? What about all the times that your 

best friend of 14 years (and counting) offered you hand sanitizer every time you sat down to 

have lunch? 

 

Where did those moments go?  

 

Scientists don’t know how many memories we can store in our brains. We don’t know how to 

gauge a memory quantitatively. While there must be some limit to the brain’s capacity, we must 

also realize that human brains have approximately one billion neurons; each of those neurons 

form about 1000 connections with other neurons. We can potentially make one trillion 

connections. But it’d be a definite problem if each neuron could only store one memory apiece or 

else I would’ve forgotten where I left my car keys a longgg time ago. But these neurons combine 

so that each one helps with multiple memories. Of course, it’s impossible to remember every 

single moment that has happened in our lifetimes yet we can always choose how to savor these 

moments, like how we let M&Ms sit on our tongues for as long as possible until everything 

melts away, from the crunchy, colored shell to the sweet chocolate on the inside. We can taste 

and see the traces of those colorful moments, even if only for a short period of time.    

 

We know that it’s important to savor these moments that are filled with light and love, but there 

are the moments that challenge us, which we must appreciate as well. When living life, there is 

something worse than the moments when you’re sad, angry, or scared: and those are the 

moments when you are neutral.  

 



Indifference, apathy, dispassion: all of these things are poisonous. They numb the emotions that 

fuel our spirit and make us human. For example, if you ask any student here at Sacred Heart:  

 

“What is the number one thing that makes Sacred Heart Academy so special? So unique? What 

makes the SHA student body, the SHA student body?”  

 

That’s right: she’d say that anyone can start crying, anytime, anywhere, and she’d be welcome 

with open arms. I’ve been in these crying parties, and it’s not so much about the tears shed. This 

truly shows our willingness to be open in the moment with the expression of our emotions. In 

what other school would you find this?  

 

My point is: to truly treat each moment like it’s the last (because it is truly the last of its kind), 

we cannot live in indifference. Yeah, it was really cool to act “grunge” and careless in the 90s, 

but where did the enthusiasm for life go? When was it “cool” to stand in the corner at parties and 

judge those who are absolutely killing it on the dance floor? When was it considered healthy to 

hide behind neutral faces? How will we savor any of these moments if we never let ourselves 

experience everything about them?  

 

The most integral parts of fully embracing a moment are acknowledging it, being thankful for it, 

and changing through it. We can take this one step further and know we should fully embrace the 

moments that others experience as well. So not only should we fully live our own moments of 

life, we must also understand others’ moments since those are the moments that can influence us 

in ways we didn't’ think were possible. 

 

Everyone here knows a person who exemplifies living out moments with passion, but I 

especially would like to recognize two people who truly know how to live with the flames of 

human spirit. Those people are my brave and beautiful parents. The number of things they’ve 

done for me cannot be compared to the amount of stars in the sky. 

 

My parents are both first-generation immigrants, and I cannot even begin to grasp the trillions of 

moments, big and small, that they have sacrificed on my behalf. The amount of strength and 

courage it must have taken them to leave everything that they’ve known is unfathomable. I am 

always, always incredibly proud of them. 

 

It is a one in a million chance that your father comes to the United States with nothing but five 

dollars and a dream in his pocket, and ends up owning his own successful business.  

It is one in a million chance that your mother becomes an expert in her craft, and is loved by her 

many clients.  

 



Actually, when you consider it, it is a one in a million chance that we would all perfectly 

converge today as 121 families who have sacrificed so much to bring us to this moment.   

 

So thank you, not only to my amazing parents, but for all the parents who are here today, for 

living moments like they had nothing to lose. Thank you. Thank you for everything.  

 

--- 

 

Remember how I told everyone that I probably couldn’t give any meaningful advice? Instead, I 

wanted to give several commands.  

 

I want you to fill your lungs, hearts, noses, eyes, and ears with what is. Don’t think of what will 

be or what was when trying to live “in the moment” because things are only special when they’re 

special.  

 

And as we bring to a close our consideration of time and of how we should spend the rest of our 

moments in life, I want to officially close with a couple of choice commands: 

 

Release your inhibitions. Feel the rain on your skin, because no one else can feel it for you. And 

ultimately, live your life with arms wide open.  

 

My SHA sisters, it is an honor and a privilege to have this one in a million chance to share this 

irreplaceable moment in life with you. There is no other class I would be rather sharing this 

moment with. Thank you so much for everything you’ve given me.  

 

But remember: the rest is still unwritten. 

 

Thank you.  


