
Dear graduates –  
 
Welcome to Lawrence Park  
for the first time in your new role –  
alumni of this great school.   
 
I am sure that you’ll wear that title with pride. 
 
And on your behalf I’d like to extend  
heart-felt thank yous and congratulations: 
 
To the extraordinary Lawrence Park staff who  
inspired, coaxed, and sometimes prodded you 
to achieve your best, to aspire, and  
to work to make this school and this world a better place. 
 
To your friends who  
helped you study and play and  
with whom you learned the value of community and loyalty.  
 
And above all 
 
To your proud parents and family,  
who sweated anxiously over each small step you took  
towards independence and responsibility  
(and who probably aren’t done their sweating yet). 
 
For old times sake - here’s one last Lawrence Park pop-quiz:  
How many of you have heard of Sir Ernest Shackleton? Hands up. 
 
100 years ago in  
Toronto and New York and London and Sydney  
and the rest of the English-speaking world  
Shackleton was famous.   
I’m talking Brad Pitt or Sydney Crosby level famous. 
 
This was before moving pictures and  



recorded music and TMZ, and  
for some inexplicable reason the A-list was made up of  
a bunch of hardy polar explorers.   
Of these, by far the most glamorous was Shackleton. 
 
He was a star and  
he was confident of victory and glory  
when he sailed from England in August 1914  
to be the first person to cross Antarctica  
from one side to the other. 
 
But……..  
the Antarctic ice was bad that year, and  
his ship was first trapped, then crushed.    
 
Remember,  
no cell phones,  
no emergency radios,  
no rescue helicopters. 
  
Just 28 frightened guys stuck on floating ice,  
in the dark Antarctic night,  
knowing that they’d probably freeze or starve to death. 
 
Hopes – gone. 
Future – bleak. 
Obstacles – seemingly insurmountable. 
 
At some time in our life this happens to us all.   
It has happened to me,  
I bet that it’s happened to your parents, and  
I’m pretty sure that it will happen to you –  
for some of you it may already have.  
 
You’ll hit a wall,  
you’ll be lost,  
you’ll see no way out.  



 
And when that happens –  
when you don’t know what to do,  
when despair stares back at you from your mirror,  
when you just want to give up,…. 
 
I want you to remember Sir Ernest Shackleton and his crew. 
 
Because what they did next is the reason his name lives on. 
 
Shackleton’s crew kept their wits about them,  
They didn’t get distracted by despair or by terror. 
 
And every single one of them survived.   
Not one of them died. 
 
Throughout one winter,  
a summer, and  
then another horrid winter trapped  
on an ice floe drifting on a frigid ocean  
they kept their morale high.  
 
They kept themselves fit despite  
the cold and a diet of greasy undercooked seal meat. 
 
They supported each other, even when they were  
angry and hungry and sick with worry. 
 
Then near the end of the second summer  
their floating ice island started to disintegrate. 
 
The 28 of them crammed 
into three open life boats, and  
sailed five days through a howling gale to a  
tiny barren deserted island.   
 
Still no rescue in sight,  



but at least it wouldn’t sink or melt. 
 
Then Shackleton and 5 others got back in a boat,  
 - with no GPS - 
to try to reach a small populated island  
1000 kilometers away 
across the most treacherous seas on earth.   
 
Fifteen days it took them - 
miraculously they managed to find that  
speck of an island in that vast stormy ocean - 
but then  
a hurricane trapped them on the wrong side.   
 
So Shackleton and two companions,  
exhausted and bundled in ragged clothes,  
sucked it up and  
crossed the 30 kilometers of steep glacier-clad mountains  
that separated them from safety. 
 
They made it, and  
then they went back and rescued their friends.   
All of them. 
 
So here’s the moral: 
 
If anyone ever had good reason to  
curl into foetal position 
and give up 
 
it was Shackleton and his crew.  
 
Boat crushed by ice,  
no hope of rescue,  
cold and dark,  
not enough food,  
the ice floe breaking apart beneath their feet,  



no reason to expect that the lifeboats would survive the storms,  
little hope that they’d even find the islands,  
having to cross icy mountains exhausted. 
 
 
But they didn’t give up.   
Not once.  
Not ever.  
 
So when you hit the wall,  
when you feel defeated and without hope,  
I want you to call on your inner Shackleton.   
I want you to reject despair.   
I want you to reach out to those who can help you. 
I want you to do what you need to in order to stay true to your goal. 
 
Because I know that if you persevere and stay your course, 
if you remember that you aren’t alone, 
You, like Shackeleton, can do anything you set your mind to. 
 
Thank you and have a great celebration. 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 


