
Hello classmates! 
 
I think you all remember this game  
from the last time I spoke to the class:  
Please everyone, raise your pinkie to the air.  
Now, if you believe that you will shed a tear  
before I leave this stage,  
then put your pinkie down.  
To those raised pinkies,  
I say challenge accepted! 
 
We have the full moon rising and the sun setting.  
Today is also the Spring Equinox,  
marking for some calendars  
the death of Winter and the birth of Spring.  
The day and the night are equals,  
just before the tipping point.  
To me, there is great power  
in a gathering of lovely humans  
on such a well-timed evening.  
 
Tonight is both a farewell and not a farewell.  
We have a few days left together here, in the Lehigh Valley. 
We will also see each other in May. 
 
However, time will pass and things will change. 
We are fusing now for Epilogue. 
We will fission this weekend and scatter once again. 
We will fuse for graduation,  
but as a part of CORE, 
Not as SELECT 2019. 

I suspect that after this evening,  
never will SELECT 2019 be so together,  
or so well dressed. 
 
We have changed so much over the years.  
How much can we add to our lifelines?  
How much have we grown  
and developed 
and hurt  
over the past four solar cycles?  
 
Some of us have changed dramatically:  
ending old relationships,  
beginning new ones,  
starting families,  
growing families,  
or losing parts of our family.  
 
Residency will challenge us in ways we cannot imagine.  
But how has medical school forced change upon us  
in ways we could have never known,  
when sitting together for our white coat ceremony?  
 
There is the clinical growth,  
from nervous MS1s group-interviewing our first SP during 
professions of health  
to now,  
on the verge of our MDs  
and our first night shift alone.  
 
 



There is the personal growth,  
some of us fresh from undergrad  
and others having already lived other lives in other places,  
but soon everyone can call us Doctor.  
Life has marched forward these past four years,  
friends and families have changed without us  
and with us.  
Four precious years,  
of the prime of our lives,  
spent in this great endeavor of medicine.  
We are not the same people.  
We cannot be. 
 
For me, there is the spiritual growth.  
I have learned so much over the past four years  
that I can barely refer to myself as the same Eugene  
that matriculated with you all.  
I have a path forward into an unknown future.  
I hope that you share this feeling of deep possibility. 
 
Finally, to reflect that growth,  
I want to hold space for us all.  
I would like us to collectively reflect  
upon our journeys / to this room.  
 
There are many people that have shaped us  
and molded us  
and carried us on their shoulders.  
The people without whom we would not be here. 
Some of them are here.  
Some of them are not. 

I will hold the time.  
I will keep my head bowed in quiet reflection.  
Maybe you will do the same.  
I ask you to think of that one person, 
or two people, 
or the entire village that has shaped you,  
but they are not in this room.  
They may have other obligations,  
be too ill to travel,  
or beyond this world.  
 
However, we can bring them into this room,  
together,  
through our careful consideration of their impact on us. 
 
So please,  
for half of one solemn minute,  
five steady breaths, 
think of that person  
or those people.  
 
At the end of these thirty seconds,  
I will give thanks 
and ask that we applaud those people  
that are in the room,  
but are not in the room. 
 
Let us begin. 
 
Thank you. 
Now, let us applaud them. 


