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I am sure many of you here tonight are parents. I, myself, am not yet a parent. I have not had to look a son or daughter in the eyes and explain the many questions that arise throughout life; questions about God, right and wrong, good and evil. Many of you tonight, I’m sure, love your child more than you love yourself. Can you picture that wonderful day you brought such a precious life into this world? Can you remember the joy in your child’s eyes as they accomplished their first steps, the first big hit in their little league game, or how about how proud you were when they won first place in their grade school science fair? I’m sure your heart was overflowing with delight. Now, can you recall the way your child’s face looked when they cried? How much did it tear your heart apart when they fell or how about when they made mistakes that you know they would not have made had they just listened to you? Have you ever had to look your child in their eyes and break their little hearts because you, no matter how hard you worked, were not able to give them all they wished for? I have no doubt that most parents would do anything in their power to ensure the happiness and health of their child. How many countless hours have you spent in the office for your family? 

I know my parents worked hard, very hard, to put food on the table, God in our hearts, and they especially worked hard to put their five children through the Catholic school system. They knew the value of education, and as a family we all made sacrifices for that education. Growing up in a family of seven wasn’t always easy. We had our share of hard and harder times. We rarely had new clothes and I can’t remember ever going on a family vacation. The funny thing is I never knew we were poor because my childhood was rich with family time. Our Friday nights were my favorite. We filled those nights with something special, Cathedral football. Little did I know that those nights spent packed in the stands, with a shamrock on my face, were stepping stones for the pride that was developing inside me for Cathedral High School. I loved the Friday night atmosphere. The cheerleaders leading the fans, the band striking up the fight song, and the loud and proud student body all captured my attention.  Those nights bled blue and gold. 

There are some people who have a hard time grasping the intensity of this institution. Members of the Fighting Irish Family, though, have been lucky to have had the chance to feel the pride and excellence that Cathedral High School emits. I can remember my dad, uncles, and grandpa telling their high school war stories. I was brought up chanting the Irish fight song. There was never a question that Cathedral High School was where I belonged. I wanted to be a part of a winning team, and better yet, a championship school. 

When my acceptance letter arrived my eighth grade year, I was so proud. Picture a moment in your child’s life when they are so overcome with bliss that you can literally see it pouring from their heart through their eyes. That day my parents saw that happiness on my face, but looking into their faces, all I could see was worry and pain. I knew immediately. My parents had to be going through so much inner turmoil, knowing that they might have to deny me of something I wanted so badly. Many nights were spent talking about finances. My mom would head to church and spend hours praying for our family. I am sure she prayed for a sign, a blessing, a miracle, anything. God was looking out for our family that summer because we received our miracle.

Luckily, my parents never had to look me in the eyes and take away the education I dreamed of. That moment was replaced with me staring at my mom crying as she explained to me that a four year Cathedral High School education had been gifted to one student who resided on the eastside of Indianapolis. From that instant on I knew that I had been given a tremendous opportunity, an opportunity that I was not going to take for granted. That day Irish eyes were smiling. 

When first asked to be tonight’s speaker on behalf of the Shamrock Scholarship Foundation, the fear crossed my mind that I could not possibly stand up here and truly convey how Cathedral High School has touched, shaped and changed my life forever. How do I express the pride that I still feel walking down these halls? How is it that seven years after I have departed from this campus I still find myself calling this place my stomping ground, my family, my home. 

Home, home is where your history begins. My four years at Cathedral were full of plenty of history. I, like most of my peers, was an honor student and athlete. I helped lead the Cathedral Lady Irish softball team to its first ever state finals. I also spent my Friday nights as a Cathedral cheerleader, leading those same packed stands that I sat in as a child. I was even on the chess team. I used to joke that I wasn’t the best cheerleader and I wasn’t the best chess player, but I was without a doubt the best chess player on the cheerleading squad. After school, I was a member of various student groups, such as mission possible, and GUTS (Girls United Together in Sisterhood). One of the greatest honors I received at Cathedral was being chosen to join the Cathedral Peer Counseling Group. This group consisted of a small group of seniors who were chosen by religion teachers and counselors to help mentor the freshmen class. I like to think that maybe I helped lead someone’s son or daughter in the right direction. No matter how many classes I excelled in or championships I was a part of, my history is only a mere fraction of Cathedral High School’s. 

This campus is euphoric. Whether it’s your first or last time up the hill I find it hard not to be in awe of the beauty of this institution. The beauty I speak of tonight is more than the sturdy woods that surround the nostalgic buildings. The splendor of Cathedral begins inside. Cathedral’s halls are filled with a diverse student body. Young adults from different cities and different backgrounds are united for a common purpose, excellence. Year after year, class after class, the student body continues to achieve academic and personal goals. Cathedral High School has a wondrous way of guiding her students to their aspirations and dreams. This brilliant staff truly challenges her students. Teachers are not afraid to look a student in his or her eyes and force them to excel past their goals. This staff cares. They know their students’ likes and dislikes strengths and weaknesses. During passing periods they are in the halls interacting and learning more about what these young adults need to succeed. My teachers knew what I was capable of in the classroom and they never let me fall short. These teachers are true role models; they capture the importance of being a Christian. The Christian way of life is lived in the classroom. This talented staff helped shape me into a strong-willed and confident young woman who was able to give back many gifts and talents to this school. 

I wanted to make Cathedral High School proud. I wanted to make my family proud. I like to think that I did. I can say confidently that I held nothing back in my four years walking these halls. I gave everything inside of me, and in return I gained friendship and memories that will last me a lifetime. Cathedral High School made such a difference in my life. It has shaped me into a woman who is proud of her faith, a woman who knows the value of education, and a woman who is a true leader. 

Without this Shamrock Scholarship, where would I be? I could stand up here and try and paint a mental image of the rocky and possibly scary road I might have had to travel, but the truth is I don’t have to, that was not my fate. Because of someone like you, my life was forever changed for the better. Someone like you made the selfless decision to put their trust and faith in a stranger. Someone like you believed in this school and in this scholarship program. Someone like you can help someone like me. 

So I ask you, what if you had to look into your child’s eyes and tell them that your hard work wasn’t enough. Would you want someone to believe in your child? Someone believed in me. I believe in this program. I believe in Cathedral High School.              
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