
There 1 was standing in 
the Brooklyn Academy 
of Music on May 28, 
1992. I cou ldn 't be­
lieve it, it was actually 
happening. I was grad­
uating from  the St. 
Francis community. I 
re a lize d  th a t w h a t 
many people say is 
really true. Four years 
seem like a long time 
when yo u 're  facing 
them, but the years do 
go by so q u ic k ly .  
Midterms, finals, and 
papers are no more, 
but my friendships and 
what I have learned 
still remain. My grad­
uation was finally upon 
me, and it was great. It 
was a ll I hoped  it 
would be and more. It 
was a chance to be 
among my peers, fam­
ily, and friends to share 
in my a c c o m p lis h ­
ments, and in my hap­
piness. It was a day to 
relish, in that I d id 
what I knew I could 
do.

What can I say, after all 
it was my graduation 
day . . .



A few faces from the class of 92: 
They have broken through to 
the other side. They have 
reached the first day of the rest 
of their lives.
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