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2025 Commencement Exercise 

Yasmine El Berjawi  

Beirut, Saturday, May 31, 2025 

Esteemed trustees, distinguished faculty, family, friends, and all those who've become 
family along this journey—and above all, Class of 2025—good afternoon! 
I want us all to look around—each person here represents a unique journey, all 
intersecting in this very moment. 
 
Now let me take you back for just a moment to another evening, almost five years 
ago—August 4, 2020. Imagine 17-year-old me, sitting in a café downtown, buried in my 
heavy SAT prep book. It was the first time that summer I'd ventured back to Beirut after 
months of isolation, COVID lockdowns, and endless electricity cuts. Nevertheless, I 
had big dreams of studying at AUB, of being part of the first AUB generation in our 
family, and that heavy SAT prep book symbolized those dreams. 
 
6 PM sharp, my father picked me up that day so we could head home, but then he got 
a call to go check on his office down at the Beirut Port. As we drove onto Charles El 
Helou highway right by the port, our world exploded into chaos.  
 
Amid the shattered glass and confusion, my father grabbed my hand so we could start 
running back towards downtown. I vividly recall grabbing one thing as we fled our car: 
that heavy SAT prep book. At the time, I didn't know exactly why. Maybe I hoped it 
would shield me, or maybe it symbolized the dreams and future I refused to let go of.  
That day, my father lost every dream he had built over the last two decades at the port. 
Those dreams for our future, my future, which he had given his all to make certain, 
were now uncertain. 
 
Yet, little did we know when the acceptance letter from AUB arrived a couple of months 
later, along with financial aid and a merit scholarship, it brought relief. Not just to me—
but to my parents, who could now start rebuilding their lives without sacrificing my 
future. Mom, Dad—thank you for your endless strength, sacrifices, and unwavering 
belief. Your resilience made My dreams possible. 
 
And so, when I first stepped through the gates of AUB, I thought I’d feel intimidated, but 
instead, I felt safe. Beirut outside these gates was fragile, uncertain. But this place had 
a distinct yet comforting uniqueness. Where else could you discuss serious, world-
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changing ideas while sunbathing on Green Oval? Or sit through a stressful exam only 
to have a cat stroll in and calmly claim your lap? Who among us hasn't felt victorious 
after mastering their way to Nicely classrooms, or after finally making it to the top of 
Chem stairs?  
 
At AUB, I saw firsthand what it means to be part of a legacy built by 155 cohorts of 
alumni before us. I found a community—a group of believers who acted when others 
hesitated. Believers who answered the call when my sister and I launched an 
emergency relief to help displaced families during the war. Now I know, that legacy 
meant one thing: it only took for me to say that I was an AUB student for classmates, 
alumni, and professors to step up instantly, offering support without hesitation. So to 
our professors, faculty, and my advisor—thank you for igniting our potential. 
 
AUB taught us to act—to transform ideas into realities. This past year has been 
uniquely challenging for each of us, yet it’s up to us to reshape the narrative we’ve 
inherited from war and hardship. Throughout our journey, we’ve proven what it truly 
means to be pioneers of change, showing up every day to support our communities. 
For me, and I know for many of you, it meant refreshing the AUB UNICEF Club 
volunteer form until our laptops froze, transforming Student Representative Council 
meetings into open-mic stages for every campus demand, and breathing new energy 
into beloved traditions like AUB Outdoors. 
 
Class of 2025, though our experiences differ, we share more than a diploma, we share 
something common and powerful that AUB has instilled within us —the courage to 
dream boldly and act decisively. We also share the famous saying of our parents 
“nehna lamma kenna bi 3omerkon, ata3na bi ktiiir,”, “we went through so much” to 
which we will now respond: “sad2une nehna 3am ne2ta3 bi aktar” “trust me, we’re 
going through so much more”. 
 
Reflecting on that August day in 2020, the SAT book I held tightly was more than just 
pages of practice—it echoed AUB's timeless call: to hold onto life, and to live it 
abundantly. 
 
So today, as we step beyond these gates, let's carry forward the courage it took to 
begin this journey—the courage symbolized by holding tightly onto our dreams.  
 
Class of 2025, the world awaits—and it’s ours to shape. What dreams will You hold 
onto?  
 
Thank you! 
 


