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To be honored alongside Simon and Ralph, I consider myself to be in great 
company.  Congratulations to the both of you…..well deserved.  I would like to 
take a few moments to give some thanks.  First, to the selection committee, for 
digging deeply, deeply, deeply into the archives to dredge me up.  Thank you very 
much.  I consider this to be a great privilege and a great honor.  To my coaches 
and teammates, many of whom I see here tonight and especially to those at these 
tables here.  Any success I ever enjoyed was on your backs. To my beautiful wife 
Becky.  You’ve put up with countless shenanigans and many deployments. A true 
Army wife, a true FBI wife, and best friend.  You’re what got me to this point…so 
I need you to keep on working!  And to Linda Costelloe.  Thank you.  As an 
aside, Linda emailed me congratulations and asked me for some biographical 
information for the Alumni Dinner Journal.  And because I was recently retired 
and needed a break from doing the laundry that my darling Bride has tasked me to 
be in charge of, I promptly responded with the following:  Army – 9 years, FBI – 
22 years.  And I can just see Linda in my mind’s eye shaking her head and 
responding something to the effect of, “Yeah that’s great but we need a bit more 
information than that.” 
      So, here I am as the keynote speaker.  My good friend, John Freeman, called 
me to let me know that I was getting honored at the dinner and I said, “Great.” 
And he goes, “Oh, and by the way, we’d like you to be the keynote speaker.” And 
I told him, “You know, John, I’m really not your keynote speaker type.” I’ve 
always tried to be a behind the scenes guy, low key, stay out of the spotlight. And 
of course he said, “Ahhh, don’t worry about it you’ll be fine.” And all I could 
think was that studies have shown that the only thing people fear more than death 
is public speaking. So here I go.
     I’ve sat through many dinners and heard a few keynote speeches. Some 
phenomenal, some good, and some not so good.  The ones that I found the best 
were the ones that connected with me.  As an example, Admiral William 
McRaven, who was commander of the U.S. Special Operations Command, gave a 
speech at the commencement of the University of Texas, and he said, “If you want 
to change the world, start off by making your bed.  If you make your bed every 



morning you will have accomplished the first task of the day. It will encourage you 
to do another task and another and another.” And he summed it up by saying, “If 
you want to change the world, start of by making your bed.” That’s stuff I could 
use and I do use it.   I could stand here and give you a bunch of war stories, tales 
of adventure, but that’s what war stories are, simply stories.          
     So  I want to spend a few moments not talking about what I did, what I 
accomplished as Prep player, but what the Prep gave to me.  Specifically what the 
Prep rugby experience gave to me. How it made me the person that I became. And 
hopefully you will recognize many of those things in yourself.    But l have to  give 
you a little backdrop for those who didn’t read the flyer.  I graduated the Prep in 
1980 after playing 3 years of rugby and I went on to Fordham University and 
played 4 years there.  I spent a bunch of years in the Army as an Infantry officer 
and then in Special Forces fighting in the first Gulf War and working throughout 
the Middle East.  Following that, I went into the FBI, worked some drug and 
organized crime investigations and was a SWAT operator for 15 years, the last 4 ½ 
years as the Team Leader. And when I look back at my first year playing rugby at 
the Prep, I was green, I didn’t know much about the grind or about the sacrifice.   I 
was probably 115 pounds and as inexperienced as they come.  And I looked 
around at the upperclassmen and some of the others, who had several years of 
rugby under their belt and I knew that this is where I wanted to be, this is what I 
wanted to play.  The three years of playing at the Prep taught me a lot.  It taught 
me what it means to be a teammate, to sacrifice, to put something above the self.  
And that’s one of the great things I learned….that every time I stepped out on the 
field, whether it was a game or a practice, it was a life lesson.  Nobody told me that 
when I was going through it.  When it was cold, when it was raining, when I was 
tired, when I was sore, when I was hurt.  But those were the things that got me 
through Airborne School, Ranger School, Special Forces course, a war, and two 
Afghanistan deployments.  For the current players, that’s the education you’re 
getting now.  And it’s priceless. For the alumni, I’m sure you recognize what I’m 
saying.     I’ve spent a career seeking out the worst places with the best people.   
Practice and games represented some  tough times. Sometimes miserable.  But I 
was surrounded with the best people. My teammates and coaches.  Everything I 
did on the field, game or practice, resonated throughout my entire life.  It impacted 
me in ways that was hard for me to realize at the time but I now look back and 
reflect that these were the moments that made me the person that I am.  I’ve been 
privileged to have played rugby in school, in the Army, with the All Service side, 



and in the FBI.  And I’ve fought alongside many great guys, in the Army or during 
many SWAT high risk entries.  But it goes back to those years in the late 70s, 
playing with guys like John, Eric, Sean, Dennis, and countless others, coached by 
Mr. Perdesatt and Mr. Cunnigham, that I learned how to be a true teammate.  For 
all of the educators in the room, forgive me, but those are the lessons that 
transcended algebra, physics, poetry, geometry.  That’s the raw stuff that that is 
used every day with friends, co-workers, significant others.  Wellington said that 
the Battle of Waterloo was won on the playing fields of Eton.  And I found later 
strength from playing on the fields of the Prep. 
My time playing at the Prep also taught me the importance of the present and to 
focus on the task at hand.  Each possession of the ball, whether ours or our 
opponent’s, was a moment in time.  A task that needed to be worked on, attacked.  
This was another life lesson, something I could use.  I learned that it was great to 
have plans, goals, direction. But often times we focus so much on the future that 
we lose sight of the now.   And I’ve tried  to instill this in my Son who  is an 

infantryman in the 82nd Airborne Division.  I did my best to talk him out of 
joining.  It’s a hard life, a life of discomfort, a life of deprivation.  But he made his 
choice.  And I  told him what I learned on the playing field…. that everything is 
fleeting and that moments just follow one another.  Nothing is permanent.  The 
pain of taking a jarring hit.  The joy of a long breakaway score.  The countless 
miles of walking under the weight of an impossibly heavy rucksack.  Monotonous 
months living in the desert.  The pain of losing friends.  These moments simply 
come and go.  This is what I learned from the rugby experience.   I conveyed that 
to him and impressed upon him that the most important thing is what he is doing at 
that moment in time.  Don’t look back and don’t look down range.  And I capped 
it off by telling him to remember three things, “Teammates, Country, Family.”  
And I told him that I put “Teammates” first because when things become most 
desperate at that moment in time, when everything is on the line, it’s that guy or 
gal to your left or right that matters the most. Nothing else.  It’s that person, along 
with you, at that moment that will ultimately determine the outcome. 
 And finally, the Prep Rugby experience gave me an understanding of the concept 
of winning and losing.  Everybody wants to win and no one wants to lose.  But in 
every contest, there will be a winner and a loser.  I’m confident that we won many 
more games than we lost but the sting of losing still hurt.   It was on my face and I 
could see it on the faces of my teammates.  And I knew as a soldier or as a SWAT 
operator the impact of losing.  It wasn’t a score on the board, it came with a 



human cost. And this may have been the most valuable lesson I learned: the 
importance of hard work and, more importantly, the concept of team over the 
individual.   That games or battles aren’t won based on the efforts of a single 
person.  That success is never determined by one person alone.  It’s parents, 
friends, family, educators, coaches, teammates that create the scaffolding, the 
matrix, that success relies on, coming together at a point in time. All working 
towards a single goal.  Teammates embracing the fight, teammates embracing the 
suck and recognizing that no good life is good without the challenge.
 So let’s cherish this moment, tonight, with our friends and family, and each and 
every moment thereafter. 
     And with that, I once again thank you for this wonderful recognition.  Good 
luck with the upcoming season.  Good luck with any future endeavors.  Thank you. 
God Bless and Teammates, Country, Family.


