2008 Regis Graduation Address
Chairman of the Board Mr. Domino, Fr. Judge, Dr. Tocchet, Mr. Day, faculty, family, friends, loved ones, and members of the Class of 2008:

I’d first like to thank you, my classmates, for allowing me the honor of speaking today.  Of course, attempting to truly summarize what the past four years have been for all of us, or what the years ahead might look like, is an absolutely impossible task; so thank you for allowing me to be the one to fail on behalf of the class.

I’m sure I’m not the only one in this church thinking that it feels no time has passed at all since we sat here, as nervous freshmen, during our very first Regis Mass of the Holy Spirit.  Most of us were looking around trying to get a sense of which friends we might make soon, some of us were considering the fact that we were probably going to get lost on the way home, and almost all of us were mentally preparing ourselves for what everyone was telling us would be the best years of our lives.  And some days over the past four years have been exhausting, challenging beyond belief, frustrating to the point that you’re convinced no other school tortures its students in quite the same way.  Whenever I think of nearly insane academic challenge at Regis, in fact, I always think of the week before February break of Junior Year.  On the Friday before that break, my lab partners, Joseph Cappabianca, Anthony Natoli, Bobby Abdo, and I were huddled in the library; after completing five essays and six tests that week, a physics lab still stood in the way of our academic freedom.  Utterly exhausted, we pulled out a quarter and said, “Alright, we’ll flip a coin.  If it’s heads, we don’t do it.  If it’s tails… we think about doing it.”  So we all know how tiring and challenging the past four years have been, how many hours of sleep have been sacrificed for Ms. Johanson, or Mr. Vode, or Mr. Acosta, but I always remember the advice that Mr. Phillips would give in Regis Rep rehearsals: if you’re not exhausted by the end of a number, then you didn’t do it right.  And I’d like to take a pause here in my speech to thank the Regis Faculty for everything that you’ve done, for all the days you’ve pushed us beyond our limits, read draft after draft of paper after paper, and taught us both in and out of the classroom.  For all of this, thank you.

And of course our experience at Regis would be far from complete without the love and support of our parents.  The people who dragged us away from our calculus textbooks at two in the morning because they knew that we needed the sleep, whom we pretend not to listen to but whom we secretly wouldn’t trade for anything in the world, the people in this church who could swear that they just witnessed their five-year-old receive his high school diploma.  To all of our parents and guardians, thank you, thank you for protecting and loving us every step of the way.

As I began writing this speech, I started going through my old yearbooks for inspiration, and memory after memory flowed back to me and put me in that nostalgic mood which will probably linger with us for the next few weeks.  I tried to find some clever way to incorporate all of the memories that have stuck with me over the past four years into this speech, but I realized that I’m just not that clever.  So instead, if you’ll humor me, I’d like to simply list for you some of the sounds, sights, and smells of Regis that I don’t think will ever fade from my memory.  Here are just a handful. 

The sounds. The bell at eight forty.  The polished resonance of Father Judge’s speaking voice.  The awe-inspiring silence that preceded the eruption of clamorous Regis pride when the Varsity Basketball Team beat Xavier in February.  The Hearn’s loud, off-key renditions of the Alma Mater that concluded every bus ride home.  Listening to Stefan Botarelli play “The Theme to the Godfather” on the clarinet.  Being anywhere on the fourth floor and hearing Dr. Mac shout “You know, the Romans invented courage!”  The bell at two fifty.  Hearing the singing voice of Gaven Trinidad echo throughout the auditorium.  Listening to the buzz of your computer that can only really be heard when silently finishing an English paper at three in the morning.


The sights.  Watching the seniors fight the good fight against the faculty in the annual Bear Mountain softball showdown, and then watching the teachers cheat their way to another victory.  Walking through the cafeteria after school and seeing John Ruszczynski dominate the chessboard.  Seeing a fluffy layer of snow fall on a light-adorned courtyard at Christmas time.  Watching your classmates debate Nicomachean Ethics in junior year theology, then stepping back and realizing that your classmates are debating Nicomachean Ethics in junior year theology.  Observing Mr. Watson while he taught us how to not cut our fingers off during the annual sweet potato bake.  Witnessing the almighty acrobatic dance moves of Spencer Ryan and Sean O’Connor in the dance-off at Prom, and simultaneously fearing for Sean’s life.  Staring at a single, flickering candle during Quest at Mt. Manresa.

The smells.  Walking through the tunnel every morning.  Walking through the cafeteria at lunch.  Walking through the locker room just as a Friday night dance comes to a close.

I’m actually probably not going to miss the smells that much.  But those are some of the things that I have so far.

I guess what I really wanted to cover in this speech was this: we’re leaving Regis filled with these memories; we’re emerging from high school with a sense of academic pride and hard work that we probably didn’t understand as well when we entered the building as freshmen.  So many of my classmates, especially recently, have commented on how they feel they’ve been truly blessed with the absolute best experience and best education possible at Regis.  It begs the question: where do we possibly go from here?  What in our lives could possibly follow “the best experience possible”?  And, maybe most importantly, when we come back for our twenty fifth year reunion, will we be coming back to what we still think is simply the best place on earth?
Well, coincidentally, a few Saturdays ago, I spent the afternoon giving tours of Regis with a few other seniors to the Class of 1983 for their twenty-fifth year anniversary; we did our best to highlight all the changes that have occurred within the past twenty-five years.  We led them through the art room, and they all smiled as they remembered Art History with Ms. O’Connell, whom they all affectionately referred to as “Hilda.”  We walked past the display case filled with a collection of bizarre owls of very mysterious origin outside the English Resource Center, and they asked why the heck we have that.  And we’d say, “You know, I… I dunno.”  And they would ask, “Say, is Mr. Connelly still here?  Is Mr. DiMichele still here?  Is Mr. Walsh still here?”  And we would say, “Yes.”  And they would ask, “How about Fr. Duffy?  Or Fr. Kelly?  Is he still here?  What about Dr. Mincieli?”  And we’d respond in turn, and they would say, “Oh, wow.  That’s a shame.  He was a great teacher.”

What will have happened to us when we come back for our twenty fifth year reunion?  What will we be coming back to?  A building?  A building with different classrooms and different teachers, filled with different students who listen to different music and use different slang, and who will politely laugh at our stories of that time Mr. Reisig did this or Mr. Hannon said that.  And we’ll ask, “Say, is Mr. Connelly still here?  What about Mr. DiMichele?  Is Mr. Walsh still here?”  
And they will say, “Yes.”
Will we recognize each other in twenty five years?  What forty-two year old versions of our classmates will we see as we glance around the quad?  Will Ben Moore be back from his meeting in Beijing?  A few of us might ask Jake Zappala and Will Hoffacker about the themes in their recent novels.  We’ll learn that Ryan Mahoney couldn’t make it because he has a board meeting in a year and a half that he needs to prepare for.  Brian LaPerche and Eddie Re might show up for fifteen minutes or so, but they’ll have to rush downtown to make it on stage for their eight o’clock performances.  We’ll gaze at Paul Masi and realize how great he looks in clerical garb.  And yet, still, by the end of the night, he’ll only have the white tank-top on.
And we’ll sit down for dinner. The cafeteria will still be a blaring yellow. We might discuss some current events, maybe argue over what the Gocksch – Gonzalez Administration has been doing in the White House, and whether or not the speculated Abdo – DiBenedetto Ticket could take them on in the 2036 election.  This is all, of course, assuming that Colin Ross has yet to become Dictator of the World.  So sure, we’ll talk about some new things.  But I suspect that most of us will want to talk about our time at Regis.  And all I can really say about that is this: I love Regis.  I think that almost all of us do.  But I hope and pray that when we come back here in twenty five years, we don’t talk about how the best years of our lives actually happened twenty five years ago. 
So many of us are sad to graduate, to leave this place that we’ve called a second home for so long.  Of course we’re going to feel that way.  In fact I would really hope that most of us will feel bittersweet when we stand in the courtyard today for first time as alumni and realize that the next time we just want to hang out in the quad, we’ll have to first get a visitor’s pass.  But no matter how sad we may be to leave Regis, each of us knows somewhere inside us that it would be an even more tragic thing to discover that our lives indeed peaked when we were eighteen years old.  In fact, I would say that the Regis education at its most successful would give one the ability to embrace the fact that there’s just so much more out there to experience, to savor, to improve, to learn, to serve, and to love.  Regis has given us the intellect to challenge the world, the courage to explore it, and the desire to change it.  But we can do nothing that this school has taught us to do unless we actually leave and work ourselves to the point of utter exhaustion somewhere else.  And that’s why maybe we shouldn’t be all that sad or scared to leave; my time at Regis was phenomenal, but if Regis has taught us anything, it has taught us that we’re supposed to move on and make use of what we’ve learned over the past four years someplace other than East 84th Street.  We cannot obsess over the past and simultaneously relish the present.  My classmates, I look forward to reminiscing with you twenty five years from now about our good old days at Regis High School.  But I look forward more to hearing about all that is to come in the twenty five years that lie in between.
To my peers in the Class of 2008, parents, teachers, friends and family, to all those who are sitting in this church and to all those who couldn’t make it: from the bottom of my heart, thank you for everything.  Thank you for an incredible four years.
