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 What does a person say about four years that have meant so much 
to so many?  When I was thinking about what to say in this address I was 
baffled at the number of different approaches I could take.  Would I make it 
funny?  Should I tell stories?  Or, should I take on a more serious tone and 
relate to the effect high school has had on each of us?  I have decided on 
all of the above.  Because without sharing everything, you would not know 
how we have gotten where we are today.  All of these things define us. 

  

 Four years ago we assembled in the commons, huddled in circles 
with the only people that we knew.  We had fresh school supplies just 
waiting to be used, and every girl was wearing the outfit that they had 
meticulously picked out two weeks earlier.  We were in a brand new 
building, living out history for the small Catholic high school of Union Gap, 
Washington.  Being only the fifth class to enter the school, and the first 
class to live out our four years at the new campus, we would be setting the 
bar for the decades to come.  But, this was the furthest thing from our 
minds at the time.  All we cared about on that first day of school during that 
August of 2000 was what class we were going to have with whom, and 
what upperclassmen would talk to us first.  Little did we know then how 
quickly the time would pass. 

  

 As time went by friendships began to form and lives began to take 
shape.  We grew to know the teachers and faculty as more than just their 
titles.  Ms. Burch, now Mrs. Green, taught English where every students 
loathing for Shakespeare took root.  Brother Ted, or shall I say Mr. K, and 
Sister Ann Marie have taught us religion throughout the years.  I bet they 
are probably wondering now if any of it ever sunk in.  Brother Jack made 
sure that the stereotype about "brothers: was not upheld.  His boisterous 
nature and spunky personality keeps the Lasallian spirit alive throughout 
the campus.  Mr. Lake was the first Spanish teacher we had, but not nearly 
the last.  After about six before her, Ms. Cessa has proven to be a 
wonderful addition to La Salle High School.  Mr. Clark taught the majority of 



our English classes here, but through them we probably learned more 
about ourselves than we ever wanted to know, including how each person 
is a mere grain of sand.  Continuing with the English classes, if you see a 
woman with a suitcase, and the suitcase is twice her size, but she calls it a 
briefcase, that would be Mrs. Crago.  Having her come to La Salle for our 
senior year has been a joy.  With Mrs. Crago has come Mr. Lanaghan, 
Coach Kent, and Mr. Colgan, ensuring that not all of the teachers here 
have retired at least once before.  Mrs. Crider has done it all.  From 
counselor to technology directory, the school has kept running smoothly.  
Mr. B and Mr. Lund have kept the science and math departments alive, 
even though those students in them may appear dead.  So, thank you for 
that.  And who could forget Brother Dan.  The man in the black robe that 
started it all shared his love for the school through the students and we will 
be forever grateful for that.  When he was replaced, fear and anxiety 
spread like wildfire thought the student body.  But, Mrs. Klarich has become 
a principal that we have grown to equally love and admire. 

  

 Over the past four years we have gone from boys and girls to young 
adults ready for the next stage of our lives.  We have made friendships to 
last a lifetime and have created memories to go along with them.  The 
Marquette/St. Paul's rivalry was forgotten long ago as far as friendships go, 
but there is still the loyalty due to one's own school of course.  During our 
sophomore year, the follies were introduced to La Salle High School.  The 
sophomore footloose will always remain the best.  We have decided that 
we set the bar too high for anyone to over come.  Keeping with the theme, 
we have decided that we are "the best class" La Salle has ever seen.  This 
is a mere opinion on our part, but who could deny it?  Our retreats may 
have been the ticket to a unified body, a class of friends.  Our junior and 
senior year we retreated to Camp Ghormley where more crying was done 
than talking, but in the process more friendships were renewed and made.  
This is the place where our class really became the class of 2004.  We 
became one being. 

  

 The motto of Lasallian schools has always been, "Enter to Learn, 
Leave to Serve."  A person may get the impression that after four years a 
students leaves to serve, but even without being told to, we have left to 



serve every single day.  From the moment we leave campus in the 
afternoon to the moment we step upon it again in the morning, we have 
been at hand to serve.  Immersion trips, volunteer days, and campus 
ministry have humbled many of us and have shown us what life is like for 
other people.  Through these experiences that we have lived at La Salle, 
we have that perspective on life which makes us appreciate what we have 
been given.  La Salle is much more than a place to learn arithmetic.  It is a 
place where bodies are molded into wonderful persons of character.  We 
will leave here with a sense of identity and belonging.  We will leave here 
with the will to serve others because we already know how we have been 
served.  La Salle has given us the tools that we need to become a future 
generation of success.  Each and every one of us has been given the 
opportunities, open doors, and experiences to succeed after high school.  
Hopefully each of us will use these things and be able to come back and 
boast about what La Salle high school helped us to achieve. 

  

 Friends come and go throughout life.  But I have made friendships in 
this class that will last me a lifetime, as I am sure that everyone has.  It is 
amazing how the years go by so quickly.  One minute you are in your circle 
of friends from middle school, and the next minute you have a whole new 
group of people whom you call your friends.  The only problem is that 
instead of minutes, years is what separates then from now.  I thank God 
that over the past four years, He has blessed us with thirty-four classmates 
that we will forever call our friends. 

  

 It came so soon.  I don't think that anyone thought it would go by 
quite so quickly.  But here we are in our blue gowns, smiles brighter than 
ever before, and everyone here to thank for it.  Thank you teachers and 
faculty for the things you have taught us.  Thank you parents for your 
guidance and your love.  But most of all, thank you class for four years that 
would make any person think that is was all just a wonderful dream that 
could never really come true.  Thanks you! 

 


