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Good evening.  Thank you, Mr. Domino, for your generous introduction. And I thank Father Judge and the Board of Trustees for honoring me with this award.  
I welcome the difficult task of expressing my gratitude for being honored with this reward to an audience wondering how long the speaker would drone on before the bars reopen.  I know this of course from my own experience, having come to this event for years now.  Invariably, Dennis Moulton ('64) and I would watch the drinks we were holding diminish as the speaker continued, seemingly without end.  The moral to this tale is that all Regians appreciate a Deo et Patriae speaker who uses fewer words so as to maximize our time at the bar.  How am I doing so far, Dennis?
I am honored to receive the Deo et Patriae Award. The list of its members is a veritable who’s-who of alumni who have made tremendous contributions of time, effort and talent to the school we love.  And I am privileged to have worked with many of them as well.  We cannot let this night pass without acknowledging our debt to Father Jim Carney, who is the living symbol of our organization and remains a close friend.  At my induction as a judge, Fr. Jim was there to give a benediction.  When he had advanced to the podium, he announced that the benediction would have to wait for awhile because he wanted to describe to my colleagues and the audience the young man whom he had known since he was 14 years old.  Those in the audience gasped; I began to worry about the seal of confession.  He eventually got around to the benediction but I have not forgotten his words.   My colleagues still remind me of him and ask about him.

I also have been honored to have my term as an officer of the Association coincide with the reign of Father James Fischer.  Father Jim presided at our wedding twenty years ago this month, and doesn’t miss a beat in sending us anniversary cards once a year and solicitation cards four times a year from McQuaid High School in Rochester. 
The mention of our recent anniversary reminds me of the one person that I absolutely have to thank, if I go no further.  That, of course, is my wife Karen.  When we met, I was president of the Alumni Association.  We went to a closed cocktail party at the New York Public Library and a ticket only Mass at St. Patrick’s Cathedral as Regis celebrated an anniversary of its own.  She must have thought it was a nice gig, going to all these events, and seeing how schools on the Upper East Side handled these types of matters.  Reality came crashing down though with a series of dinners on paper plates and with disposable cutlery on the second floor of the school.  She has nonetheless remained supportive and understanding of my time at Regis.
Finally – well almost finally, I have been honored to be associated with our alumni across the years, hearing and sharing stories about why Regis means so much to them, and us, and coming to realize that Regis as a living institution may change with time but remains fundamentally the same with regard to purpose and accomplishment, so that each year can still claim their experience as its own.  Next to her diploma, this Award is in my opinion the highest honor Regis can bestow upon an alumnus.  I shall cherish this award and this night. 
Thank you very much.

 



