
On my first day as a freshman, I was overwhelmed with nerves while sitting in the Saint 
X auditorium listening to the welcoming words of Mr. Espinosa and Dr. Sangalli; however, those 
nerves were overpowered by a large dose of excitement and anticipation. Dwarfed by the men 
who made up the senior class, I walked the halls with my head held high and a determination to 
make the most of my Xperience; I just didn't know how pivotal and humbling this time would 
be. 	

The maze of halls and buildings slowly began to turn into a second home, the students 
into my brothers, and the faculty into role models and members of my family always looking out 
for me. The excitement of freshman year fortified my decision to become a member of the St. X 
community. Sophomore year introduced me to the men I knew would be friends and family for 
the rest of my life. Junior year started like any other, but half way through, I found myself 
walking out of the doors of St. X on my way to a brief life in Washington, DC. 	

This was not part of the plan, but I could never turn down the opportunity to live in our 
nation's capital and work in the United States Senate. I missed my third season of lacrosse, junior 
prom, and countless other milestones, but no matter how far I got from home, St. X still held a 
place in my heart through the ideals and values formed there. My coworkers, also high school 
juniors from across the country, eventually got tired of hearing me talk about the unequaled 
tradition found at St. Xavier High School in Louisville, Kentucky. 	

	
Senior year finally came, and during the 18-mile drive to school on the first morning, any 

lingering sense of separation drifted away. Friends and teachers welcomed me back without any 
judgement or second thoughts. It was as if I had never left. 	
 	

After being gone once, it is hard to have to leave again, this time indefinitely. The first 
time I left, I had the security of knowing another year at Tiger Tech was just around the corner; 
now it’s only days from graduation, and I don’t even know what state I will be living in next 
year.	

	
I know, however, I'll always have a home away from home. My teachers and counselors 

and coaches will always welcome me back to sit down and talk. Campus ministry will always 
have some snacks left over from the last retreat. And, most important of all, the many brothers I 
have come to know over the years will always be family. 	
	


