rs. Kathleen Nicholas, or Mrs. Nick as the students have dubbed her, has been

Louisville’s Campus Minister for the last fourteen years. She believes Campus

Ministry to be the soul of the school and has invested herself into making it
so. She says she is a testament to the sage who said, “If you love what you do, you will
never work a day in your life.” Mrs. Nicholas shared her love for Louisville’s graduates on

June 7, 2008, as is evident in the following selections from her commencement address.

Today is not about the hope that you have, it is about the hope that you
are. All of us here who appear to be looking at you are really looking to
you. You are our hope. When you walk down these steps holding a blue
leather diploma case, please know that what that case enfolds is so much
more than a piece of parchment indicating your accomplishments of the last
four years. The mission of this school is there. And those words that you
heard every day: “In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the
Holy Spirit... that all may be one... love one another... remember those
who suffer in our world,” they are there too. Our hope is that you won't
walk down those steps and away. Our hope is that you will walk on.

As you continue your studies, choose work that will inspire joy. Create a
family for love. Our vision is that always you will be reaching into your
pockets and pulling out hope for the world’s pocket. The Sisters of

St. Louis, and all of us who have had the privilege to teach you, pass

on to you a mission that is quite marvelous and wonderfully unique.

Granted, many girls and boys who will graduate on these spring weekends
will be empowered with the words, ‘Go forth and transform the world!’
But, unlike all of them, you have been taught something different. You have
been given a wisdom that they have yet to figure out. You know that
transformation doesn’t come unless other things happen first. You know that
in order for the world to be transformed it must first be healed and unified.
While many of your contemporaries will be waiting for transformation to
come to them, you will be in the mix. You will be making it happen because
you will be healing. .. healing with your words, your silence, your joy, your
laughter. You will be saying, “Let there be light!” And in that light you will
be bringing people together—unifying—because you have a love for

beauty. In a transformed world, unity and beauty are synonymous. Emily
Dickinson wrote, “Hope is a thing with feathers that perches in the soul and
sings the tune without the words and never stops at all.” You, my darling

citizens, are that tune. You are the song, and today we
sing your names and hand you a diploma that is, in-deed,
more than proof that you graduated. It is, in-truth, a
proclamation of the hope that you are.

This past February I heard my mentor, Mary Oliver, read
her poems, including one called Mornings at Blackwater
Pond. I know you don’t have the daily rural experience of
visiting a pond on a morning’s walk through the woods. . .
but, and this is the point, you have seen shafts of dawning
light streaming through the mist that hovers over Louisville
on fall mornings. You have seen the dark trunks of the oak
trees after a rain and you have breathed their earthy, lovely,
musty smell. You may not have drunk from a pond, but you
have drunk deep of the love and the insight of your teachers.
You have sat under the shade of acceptance in room sixteen,
received patience and kindness in room nine. You heard,
“Oh well,” when you needed to in room fourteen and
learned to say, “Objection!” like a pro in room seven.

There was an endless supply of Tylenol in the attendance
office, encouragement in the front office. You basked in the
spring sun on the Senior Lawn, and warmed yourself under
quilts in Campus Ministry. You have known home-court
advantage as a Royal, squeezed clay through your fingers,
washed paint off your hands, and waited in great anticipation
in the darkroom. You decorated the Christmas tree with
peace doves at the Advent liturgy. You have spoken lines and
choreographed movements on St. Louis stage, sung from
your souls upstairs in the pavilion, created magic in media.
You learned about the world... how to speak its languages
and calculate it in the freshman wing. You learned its
mysteries and equations in the Science wing, how to read

and write about it in the English wing, how to pray for it in
religion class. Girls, you are not a stranger to sacred space,
a beloved place. So if you listen to one more Mary Oliver
poem with your heart, that is, carefully, you will know that
it was written just for you, just for this moment...

Are you listening...

For years every morning you drank
from Blackwater Pond
it was flavored with oak leaves and also no doubt,

the feet of ducks.

And always it comforted you from the dry bowl
of the very far past.
What I want to say is this:
the past is the past,

and the present is what your life is,
and you are capable of choosing what that will be
darling citizens.
So come to the pond,
or the river of your imagination
or the harbor of your longing,
and put your lips to the world.
And live

your life.

Congratulations, Class of 2008, and may I be the first to
say thank you. I imagine your stunning future, and I am
envious of all those who will be loved by you. I would wish
to be them, the recipients of your gracious and kindly love,
your beautiful minds; but then again, I am them, knowing
you as I do. I have you in my pocket. God bless you and
always remember: Keep your hearts up!



