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Cydney Maxwell

Bridge Program

GRADUATION SPEECH
On behalf of The Bridge Program students, we welcome you to the 2008 Antioch University Commencement Ceremony. Hello (Hi) my name is Cydney Maxwell, but you can call me Cyd.  
I am a student of the Bridge Program.  This program helped my classmates and I improve our reading and writing skills, which led to the ability to think independently, creatively and critically.  I would like to thank Kathryn, David, Rosa, and Andrea for helping me claim my education.  

Now, I’ll tell you a little about myself and why this opportunity was and is so important to me.  I am an alcoholic and an addict; although I worked for a living, I was very sick, lonely, and unmanageable most of my life. This is why in 1999 my sister flew me in from Denver coach, to Los Angeles.  She welcomed me in to her home, fed me,  put clothes on my back, and held me in her arms and told me she loved me no matter what.  I wanted to go back to school, and she helped me prepare.  I did well for a while at West Los Angeles College.  I got my Certificate in Office Administration, but soon with no job, no friends, I was back to my old tricks.  I had relapsed.  My choice of entertainment was drinking wine, beer, and vodka.  It wasn’t long before I was once again smoking crack, and going to jail.  About fifteen months ago to this day, things took a turn for the worst. Now I was in full flight from reality. I had come upon some money and every day I would go to the bank, take out two or three hundred dollars, pay the manager, get some alcohol, and then buy some crack cocaine.  This went on for weeks.           
My sister knew about where I was and what I was doing, but what could she do?  When she found out about the money and that I had spent hers as well, she confronted me.  I was dirty, drunk, and disorientated. That was the coldest day of my life, other than finding my mother dead.  The pain in my chest is still there today.  I asked God to just let me die, but he wouldn’t no matter how much I smoked or drank.  I was defeated.  I couldn’t even die right.  Then while sitting alone, crying, I heard a voice. Someone or something said, “Are you ready to stop?” but there was no one there that I could see.  I responded anyway. I said, “Oh  Hell, Yeah!!”  Then I got up.  I went to the hospital and told them I was going to kill myself if they wouldn’t help me, and they did.   Then, I called my sister.

I got in to a program, got sober, and that started my journey.  I moved on to a shelter in order to get help with housing.  During this stay, I was introduced to the Bridge Program. I didn’t believe it at first – free? There’s a catch, but there wasn’t. It was true. This was the beginning of what turned out to be the miracle you are looking at now.  I would have never thought I’d be learning about Socrates, Plato, the myth of Inana or even about the laws and principles that determine the beauty of art (aesthetics).     

I would also like to thank our TA’s, Steve, Amanda, Sara, Rana, Leah, Farah, Megan and David, for the selfless acts of kindness, and mentoring with myself and my classmates.  My classmates were the bomb. We came to learn and  teach each other.  We laughed and cried together as a community of adults looking to improve our reading and writing skills. The experience has been one of great magnitude. I have now regained my confidence. I am currently in the process of making arrangements to get my A.A.  I will bring the skills I got from The Bridge Program, and I am convinced I will achieve my goal.  

I would also like to thank Ms. Shari Foos and David Tripp (Big David) who brainstormed this program because of their desire to help others.  
Lastly, I would also like to give accolades to Horace Mann, who two weeks before his death challenged his students to “Be ashamed to die until you have won some victory for humanity.”  With the skills that I obtained through the Bridge Program, I intend to do just that.  Thank You. 
  
