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Thank you, Fr. Judge, Mr. Buggy, Mr. Prael, assembled faculty and the Regis Class of 2010.  Last year, Jim Sciutto of the Class of 1988, ABC News’ lead foreign correspondent, spoke at this event.  I’m not sure who spoke my year, back in 1999, but I’m sure it was someone who has done something more impressive than beating Grand Theft Auto IV after forty hours of tortured effort.  But I am here, and so I figure we should give this a try.

It is my honor this morning to welcome each of you to the Regis High School Alumni Association.  This is, as you can imagine, quite the distinguished group.  Thousands of Regians, scattered to the four corners of the world.  They all, of course, have one thing in common:  They are all lawyers, every last one.  That’s actually not true.  Only about 90% of them are.  But each of them sat here as you did once.  From Special Prosecutor Patrick Fitzgerald, to Major League Baseball Players’ Association head Gene Orza, to Oscar-winning director and screenwriter Bill Condon (presumably some sort of screenwriting lawyer), to Knicks PA announce Mike Walczewski (who is probably a lawyer in his spare time), they all sat at an event much like this one once wondering what life after Regis would be like.

I’ll say a bit about that later.  But before I do that, as part of my welcoming you to the Regis Alumni Association, I’d like to make each of you aware of another important, and related, association.  This network of individuals is also scattered to the four corners of the earth.  Wherever there are Regians, proud of their alma mater and mindful of what it has taught them, this network grows and thrives.  I speak, of course, of the Association of People Sick and Tired of Hearing Regis Alums Talk About Their High School.
You see, fellow Regians, you are about to be unleashed upon a surprisingly terrifying and unreceptive world, a world in which most people find the experience of meeting someone who liked high school as much as you did, well, odd.  You will attempt to explain the brilliance of Once Upon a Time in America to them, and they will be confused.  You will take college courses on HBO’s The Wire and tell your friends that you already took one in high school, and they will shrug.  You will try to explain to them that speedball, a sport I’m pretty sure Mr. Donodeo invented, is, in fact, the greatest sport ever concocted, and they will grit their teeth.  You will tell them about that time when one of you asked Mr. Barona if he’d like to hear you use the word “acetate” in a sentence – to profane and hilarious results – and they will roll their eyes.  You will attempt to explain Mr. Jackson to them, and they will throw their hands up in exasperation.  
From Princeton to St. John’s, from Notre Dame to Holy Cross, the Association of Annoyed Listeners will grow.  Sure, in some abstract way, they will admire your collective enthusiasm for your high school years.  But it will wear on them.  Just recently, I told a friend of mine, a Stuyvesant alum, about this speech.  She told me that when she graduated from high school, an alumnus of that institution told them to look to their left, and then to their right, and followed that up with, “You’ll never see these people again.”  “Really?” I said.  “My first day of high school, they told us to look to your right and to your left, and that the people you saw around you would be your groomsmen and best friends.  And guess what?  It was true!  Regis, suckas!”  At that point, my wife shook her head, rolled over to her side of the bed, and went to sleep.

I say all of this because there is a decided tendency on our part toward a sort of Regis exceptionalism, particularly in the months and years after graduation.  A serious example:  I had the honor of speaking at my graduation from Harvard Law School a few years ago.  Given that opportunity, and feeling somewhat philosophical about having graduated from Harvard without having made full use of the experience, I spent a lot of time talking about classmates I had had there whom I had admired.  These were people who started afterschool programs for needy kids with their own money, people who spent the wrenching weeks after Hurricane Katrina volunteering for civil rights organizations in and around New Orleans.  I spoke about the need for each of us to maximize their potential now that we had no more excuses, to choose the path of heroism and to devote our talents to the greatest possible good, whatever each of us understood it to mean, to make certain it could not be said that we failed to try.  

The speech went over okay, and as happens now, it eventually made its way onto Youtube.  One of my Regis classmates, Pat, reached out to me a few weeks later and congratulated me on the speech, adding, “I like how you basically told all those Harvard graduates to go forth and be Regians.”
Funny sentiment.  And in a way, Pat had a point.  You leave Regis with a certain set of values, a sense of the model Regian who is, above all, a Man for Others.  The Jesuit ideal.  Darn it, it’s in the song:  “May ours be the noble heart strong to endure… / May ours be the hero’s part, ready to do.”  And it is tempting to see these qualities as things that originate from Regis, that spring from divine source somewhere above the Quad and rain down upon those who have been fortunate enough to have taken sophomore year Theology with Mr. Hannon.  And having been bombarded with these values for four years, having internalized them, the ideal of the man for others becomes as much a distinctly Regis brand as the Owl mascot and the gray and red reversible gym shirts.
But to see the world this way would be to ignore a large part of what we really learned at Regis.  The two defining components of one’s time at Regis – the lasting bonds we form with our friends and the sculpting of compassionate and alert minds with which to view the rest of the world – share, as I see it, a defining feature.  That is, Regis was a time when we learned to see God’s grace and presence in other people.  That creates an obligation toward the rest of the world, to be sure, and it should fuel our belief in service to our neighbors.  But it also should instill in each of us a deep and penetrating humility.  Seeing God in other people means that we recognize that there is no boundary to what we can learn from those around us, and that no one has a monopoly on the values or virtues that Regis and its sons hold close to their hearts.  At every stage of my life since graduating – in college and law school, while clerking in the federal courts and working at a law firm in midtown – I have been consistently awed and humbled by the humanity displayed by those around me.  I have viewed every encounter as a chance to learn something, about the world, about myself, about the best of which man is capable.  That’s what I was trying to get at that day.  Pat was wrong about my speech – I wasn’t telling people to go out and be Regians.  But because of Regis, I was finely attuned to the Regian in so many other people out there who have never had occasion to run the reservoir, never saw Mr. DiMichele’s admissions slide show, never played speedball.  
So on the day I welcome you to the Regis Alumni Association, I ask each of you to prepare to take Regis’ greatest gift, that ability to see God and to appreciate goodness in others – and prepare to turn it fully outward from East 85th Street and to the rest of the world.  There is so much to see, so much to absorb, and so much to channel into your own path toward making the world a better place.  It will begin in college dorms and lecture halls, and then who knows where it could take you?  You will have memories, to be sure, and you will cling to them forever.  And some of them are worth sharing, although I’d recommend not bringing up the finer points of biblical exegesis with chicks you meet in bars.  But the way Regis will find expression through you is through your ability to see greatness expressed in others, to emulate it, to be inspired and to contribute to the betterment of all.  Noble hearts in sync with many others, heroes’ parts joining heroes’ ensembles.
Congratulations to you all, and thanks.
