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 This novel, based on true events and conversations, is dedicated to the St. Ignatius class 

of 2018. 

 

 Copyright notice: No part of the Class of 2018 can or may be duplicated in any form or 

by any means. 

 

Chapter One  

 The sound of the fire alarm pierced the building. We added to the noise as we stood for 

the drill, our chairs knocking against desks, our shoulders knocking against shoulders, our 

conversations knocking against teachers shouting for silence. 

 A familiar face found me on the stairs. Around us, people had covered their ears.  

 "It sounds louder every time, doesn't it?" 

 "Maybe it is. If you think about it, the world gets louder every day." 

 

 And indeed it does. Birth rates surpass death rates. Fresh cities rise over skylines. 

Politicians argue and televisions blare. The unheard clamor for due recognition. In fact, the 

world has grown so loud that often we want to cover our ears and shout so that we only need to 

hear our own voices. Often it is harder to listen than to speak. 

 As young adults and Ignatians, we are told to create change for the magis, the greater. 

However, we cannot find what most requires change until we ourselves fall silent, peel past the 

layers of extraneous noises, and listen to the hidden truths and untold stories. 

 At SI, we have begun to teach ourselves to listen and to hear - to really hear. Throughout 

the year in room 119, Inside SI has explored the theme of "unheard voices," featuring immigrant 

stories and discussions about gender issues in our school community. In the Weigand Theater, 

student council has hosted town halls, providing opportunities for students to ponder opposing 

perspectives. In the gymnasium, we heard Condoleeza Rice and John Lewis. On Kairos, we 

heard each other. And in the least expected moments - on the drive home after a day of 

volunteering, or backstage, counting our breaths and waiting for the theater lights to dim - in 

those moments we heard the world and its pulsating heartbeat. In those moments, we began to 

search for the sounds that leave our ears ringing and our minds reeling. 
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Chapter Two 

 Outside the window, the wind ripped and convoluted the clouds so they looked almost 

confused.  

 It had happened again. This time in Santa Fe. Or was it Parkland, or Las Vegas, or 

Sutherland Springs, or Orlando, or Newtown, or... 

 The news had already flooded in, statistics and condolences, civil debates and full-blown 

arguments. 

 I exited the newsfeed and texted my friend. 

 "Why is everything so complicated?" 

 She knew immediately what I was talking about. "It's entropy," she said. "You know, 

how atoms tend toward increasing disorder?" 

 "And?" 

 "What if entropy applies to people, too? Society tends toward disorder. Everything only 

becomes more complicated." 

 

 With our reminiscence of the past four years comes the losses we have experienced as 

individuals, as a class, as a generation, as a country, as a world. What initially began as a 

subtraction of matter morphs into endless complications, questions birthing questions. It is 

neither easy nor simple, nor will it ever be.  

 Our time at SI has given us knowledge to start making sense of it all. But more 

importantly, our time at SI has given us the beginnings of wisdom. We have looked past the bare 

facts and scrutinized our consciences, our prejudices, and the systems in which we exist. We 

have grown to realize how little we know, and we have embraced the complication of seemingly 

straightforward matters. Our classes have strayed from their planned curriculums to discuss 

current events. Some of us walked out, hoping to partake in a national dialogue. Many of us, 

sleepless and shattered by reality and grief and truth, have stayed up late, attempting to piece 

together the world with our equally broken peers, asking each other those big questions which 

we will hence work to answer.  

 

Chapter 3 
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 Sophomore year, one of my friends was going though her One Direction phase. During a 

rare sunny resource period, we sat on the field as she force-fed me the lyrics of "Drag me 

Down." 

 I rolled my eyes. "Why do people like listening to love songs anyway?" I asked. 

 She thought for a second. "It's because we all need love in our lives." 

 "That's cheesy." 

 She elbowed me. "You know I'm right." 

 

 By now, I've realized that love transcends the Utopian notion found in most pop songs. 

Still, my friend's words couldn't be more true.  

 When someone buys us lunch even when we're too nervous to eat - that is love. 

 When we call our friends just to make sure they're okay - that is love. 

 When we summon the courage to apologize for our insensitivities - that is love. 

 When we speak up for strangers - that is love. 

 When we volunteer our time to create after school programs and summer camps for 

younger students - that is love. 

 When the lights of the Beta Lab stay on until nine thirty p.m. as SITV works to finish an 

episode - that is love. 

 When teammates slow down during cross country races to run with other teammates - 

that is love: concrete, tangible, not always required but forever necessary.  

 We choose love not because it is easy, but because it fuels our patience as we listen, our 

curiosity as we question, and our determination as we persevere through whichever path we 

choose. 

  

Chapter 4 

 As a freshman, I would often go to my classes before the warning bell and sit in a corner 

by myself. Kind of sad, yes, but I remember watching the shoes of passersby as the halls filled 

with people. There were the red Vans that glowed with confidence, the boots that only ever 

marched, the tattered sneakers, at the verge of collapse, that always managed to prevail until the 

next day, and the next, and the next. The shoes mesmerized me with their sense of purpose as 

they headed for their destinations.  
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 We as a class certainly have headed to many destinations together: the terrors of calculus 

exams, tough conversations that tested trust and friendship, protests and marches and parades 

that ignited our hearts. Now, we head toward different colleges and careers and possibly even 

countries. But that is only half the destination. Our Jesuit education does not change the fact that 

we head toward a future of as many uncertainties as certainties, a tomorrow larger than 

ourselves, a realization that we and our beliefs are vincible. However, it compels us, together, to 

embrace that future with attentive ears, inquisitive minds, and impassioned spirits. It tells us to 

work towards causes about which we care, to pursue the better for humanity, whatever "better" 

may mean. It tells us to step forth before we feel quite prepared. 

            Therefore, let us not linger and muse over the epilogue of a book we have already 

written. Let us together, in our distant yet near endeavors, begin Volume II. And let us realize 

that upon leaving one another after four years of listening and wondering and loving and taking 

action, we are closer to each other than ever. 
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