My fellow graduates in this room are from five different departments-Health and Behavior Studies, Human Development, International and Transcultural Studies, Mathematics, Science & Technology and Organization & Leadership.

They are, or will become, nutrition specialists, human resource executives, psychologists, statisticians, teachers, anthropologists, computer technologists, school leaders…and I can keep going.  And, some, like me, will become behavior analysts.  
When I finally sat down to write this speech, I realized that it was going to be very difficult.  I stand before many of you as a stranger, as the sum of my short biography, and what I mean to leave you with is a piece of my soul and heart.  For without revealing them to you, there is no meaning to this speech.  
As I reflected over the events of the past year, I suddenly remembered back to a day this past September.  The day had been hectic and while I drove into the city and faced the ever persistent traffic of the George Washington Bridge, I thought to myself that if isn’t the rat the race, I don’t know what is. And as I parked the car, I realized that I needed some respite before classes started. I thought I would find a quiet spot in the TC library, but walking down the street, I was drawn into the very space we are in tonight.  It was beautiful; the quiet was immense and the dim light shadowed my small figure while I sank into the pew and released the three bags I was lugging around and heard them clunk to my feet.  
Baggage…I had been carrying baggage for a long time-other people’s bags, their expectations and hopes, their aspirations and judgments, their determinations and evaluations of my life.  
I was at a point in my life where I decided to devote myself to my studies here at TC.  I had given up tenure and seniority in a well respected school district under the leadership of a kind and fair principal and I had to start over with new colleagues and fresh surroundings.  
Regardless of people’s opinions about my decision, I knew I had to put down the heavy bags of their expectations and find my own truth.  Author, Anna Quindlen, stated it best when she said, “Begin with that most terrifying of all things, a clean slate. Then look, every day, at the choices you are making, and when you ask yourself why you are making them, find this answer: for me, for me. Because they are who and what I am, and mean to be.”  
That afternoon, I started a journey.  I made promises to myself during that quiet 15 minutes, and while I am not certain that I kept true to all of them, I know that I have carried only my bags.  I realized my success had to be on my own terms, because if my success looked good to the world, but did not feel good in my heart, it was not success at all.  
Mostly, I made a commitment to see this journey through by following simple truths- greet the day with a smile and wear it throughout.  Keep others in my thoughts and see life from their perspective and not only my own.  Work hard and do my best each day.  
While traveling on your individual journeys you have followed or discovered your personal truths to find your success, and while the paths that we took to get here have all been unique, we have all been afforded an opportunity that other’s may only dream of.  Tomorrow we will be Teachers College Columbia University graduates. Tonight, I commend all of you for honoring your commitment.   
TC has and will continue to be my commitment.  Dr. Doug Greer, my mentor, has given me countless opportunities.  His passion for his students and TC, is an inspiration, and I want to thank him for helping me to keep on the path.
No matter how many lattes you drank to stay awake late at night or papers you wrote or classes you attended while here at TC, know that you are an inspiration for others and the future of your community.  Whether your impact is to be small or large, your being here has been monumental. 
We are here at the place I started in the beginning of the year on that peaceful September afternoon when I laid down my bags.  We are dressed in our robes of blue and navy, and we are wrapped in the glow of the admiration and pride of our families, friends, peers and professors’.  Tonight is special, not only because it is graduation, but because it is also the beginning of carrying your own bags.  Don’t hold onto the expectations of your family, friends, community or society…carry only yourself and your truth.  Listen to the voice from inside you that tells you to walk your own way.  George Eliot wrote, "It is never too late to be what you might have been." While it is never too late, it is never too early.  Make that the difference.  
