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I came to New York for the first time in my life on an August afternoon. My belongings—
mostly memories, archetypes and sentimentalities—were were all crumbled in a duffle bag
as I crossed the Brooklyn Bridge in the belly of a yellow cab. I was dumbfounded as
everything in the horizon pointed at the sky. I was frenzied and wanted to reach as high as I
could. I had the desire, the impatience, the will, but not the means. I was hungry, frustrated,
searching; I was in despair. This despair though, Kierkegaard has taught us, is not
something to be avoided or ignored, but rather it is the very beginning of a real human
existence. It is the beginning of the first free, serious act of the individual. The problem is, of
course, that this is also a very vulnerable state. But it is precisely at this point that a liberal
arts education becomes so relevant. I came to this place like all my peers: restless. And
here, I found a group of people who were not afraid to push the boundaries of knowledge
and to challenge the standards of society, a group of incredibly diverse individuals who were
not willing to settle for a life of falsity, a group of people who strived for independence of
thought.
Being an independent thinker is one of the most difficult feats in life. It is a delicate balance
between apathy and blind allegiance, yet it has nothing to do with lack of allegiance. It is
rather an unconditional commitment to the quest for truth that falls for no fanaticisms. “The
real community of man,” Allan Bloom has said, “in the midst of all the self-contradictory
simulacra of community, is the community of those who seek the truth.” In this community
called The New School, women and men fervently share this purpose.
Whether we are looking to find the best way to plan a city, or for the most just public policy
reforms, or whether we want to write the most perfect sonnet or challenge the meaning of
poetry itself, whether our quest is for the secrets of the mind or for the sublime chain of
movements that we call dance, whether it is the quest for an ineffable jazz riff or for a subtle
combination of shapes and colors that just feels right, whether it is philosophy, or economy,
or literature, or education, or politics, or whatever it may be, we are tightly bound as a
community of obstinate seekers, of people who think about the importance of social
responsibility and that are irreversibly committed to follow this path. This, ladies and
gentlemen, is an education.

And it is precisely this kind of education that our world can no longer postpone. Our withered
educational system has begun to take its toll in a multiplicity of ways. What has resulted is a
generation of over-achievers that are not concerned with the true meaning of life, that are
indifferent to the world, and that would gamble away the whole of the future for just another
moment of self-satisfaction. They are people that will remain enthralled in falsity and will go
through entire lifetimes without ever honestly exclaiming “I am!” In the public sphere people
can barely have a dialogue, because they were never taught how to really speak; people can
barely disagree, because they were never taught how to really think; people are lost,
because they were never taught how to find. Yet these are precisely the skills that we learn
at The New School.
Here we understand that education is not about mechanics but about desire. Here we
understand, with Antoine de Saint-Exupery that “If you want to teach people how to build a
ship, don't drum them up to collect wood and don't assign them tasks and work, but rather
teach them to long for the endless immensity of the sea.” Here we believe that an education
is not a rigid set of determinate steps, but rather an indeterminate flourishing of passion
and talent that sprouts on its own; it is the evolution of the self, what distinguishes us as
individuals. But unless we are conscious of the fragile nature of this process, we will trample
on it to yield nothing but unhappy, cowardly human beings.
Yet this is not what made us come to The New School. This is not what made us choose
such a peculiar place. We came here filled with passion and dreams. We came here
pleading, like W.B. Yeats, “I, being poor, have only my dreams; / I have spread my dreams
under your feet, / Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.” And not only did The New
School listen to our humble plea, but it created the perfect landscape for our dreams to run
free. Here I found myself looking out at the Village through a window on the seventh floor
while our professor sat behind the piano playing Chopin’s Raindrop Prelude. It was eight in
the morning and all I could do was learn. Through this, through a real education, this
institution is providing the world with a vital service, with the possibility of having a better
future. The first step is to realize our present ignorance, to see that the path of education is
long, painful and tough, to see that education only stops with death.
And although most of us still feel quite a bit ignorant, this day is not without consequence,

for today we have arrived at the first summit. And although we turn our heads grinning in
victory only to find that we are standing at the foot of an even bigger mountain, we feel a
certain comfort in our conquest. My dear peers, I hope that today we look at ourselves and
find that we have done the most important movement in life: that we have begun, that we
have made an unconditional commitment to continue in the path of truth. Today I hope that
we feel joyful and proud in this oasis where, even if briefly, the unbearable weight of the
world can do us no harm, in this solace where we are able to take this world and respond to
it with justice, beauty and courage. Dear members of the board, administration, advisers,
families and friends, dear faculty and my dear peers, I want to thank you from the bottom of
my heart for helping create these magnificent conditions for growth, for being part of this
beautiful community of people who know the importance of meaning, for being dreamers
and for being doers, for being independent thinkers, for being relentless in the only fight
worth fighting for, for not surrendering, for not giving up on truth, for standing up for a real
education.

