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Some of you know my Dad passed away around this time last year. Six months earlier I had unexpectedly lost 
my uncle and then soon after my grandfather, so, losing my dad after a long up-and-down battle with COVID 
was, and continues to be, a pretty solid test for me, and both indirectly and directly for those closest to me.   
 
I’ve appreciated the healing effect of time and am grateful for the often undeserved persistent, patient love of 
Mrs. Robinson. One of the hardest parts of grieving during the pandemic is that our traditions of wakes, 
funerals, services, second lines - or whatever your rituals might be - are simply irresponsible. My dad contracted 
COVID during a post-funeral reception from a distant cousin who knew he had COVID, but attended anyway.  
 
So, although we held a Zoom service for my dad, it would mean a lot to me if I could take this time -  in this 
Chapel that has meant so much to me and my family, with this community I love -  to share a little bit about his 
life and what he taught me about living life. 
 
What my dad taught me more than anything is that giving is what makes us alive.  
 
That giving is what makes us alive.  
 
My dad gave his time, his care, his attention, his love, his humor, his earnings, his things -  essentially 
everything -  all the time for as long as anyone can remember.  
 
The story of my dad is the story of persistence and hard work. He was a first-generation college student who 
started out at a community college on a full merit scholarship for two years before transferring to a four-year 
school named Belknap College in New Hampshire. How many of you have heard of Belknap College? My dad 
was an absolute grinder. He worked his entire life. He was an after-school delivery boy for a pharmacy during 
middle school and a golf caddie through high school. He was an honors student, a Boy Scout, a lights-out 
shooter in basketball and overall star athlete - he played basketball and baseball in college. He was a serious 
musician, peppering drum sets at school dances, including one at Villanova where he met my mom. He worked 
hard. He played hard. You all would have loved him.   
 
He was a dynamic, magnetic guy with endless energy. What really made him special, however, was that he was 
a giver. Think of the givers in your life; the people who would split the last piece of bread on the lifeboat. My 
dad would have insisted on giving you the whole piece. That’s who he was.    
 
When Mrs. Robinson and I were robbed of everything we had in Costa Rica -  passports, money, credit cards, 
IDs, everything - I used the phone at the U.S. consulate to call my dad. In that moment, there was no other 
person on earth who I knew could help me, Mrs. Robinson, and our unborn son. Forty-five minutes after calling 
him I was standing outside of a Western Union in pounding rain grateful he was able to come through for us. I 
hated taking from him because he was constantly giving to everyone, even when he couldn’t.   
 



 

  

By the time my dad was 24, he had an entry-level job as a civil engineer, was teaching night classes, served in 
the Army National Guard, was married, and had two young children. The dude was such a grinder. By the time 
he was 30 I was born, and at 33 my younger sister Julia, SAS Class of 2001, came along. We lived in Pittsburgh 
then, and he had worked his way to becoming the youngest Vice President at one of the largest construction 
companies in the country. He co-authored a paper in a leading civil engineering journal with two professors 
from Carnegie Mellon. When he was 38 he was tapped to lead a new subsidiary company here in Delaware. 
Four years later, when he was the age I am now, he made a deal with two brothers, guys who coincidentally 
graduated from St. Andrew’s, to buy their construction company. He was a dynamic leader with a ton of debt 
and a ton of guts. But he was a grinder. He grew the company by investing in people. It was voted one of 
Delaware’s “Best Places to Work” by its employees six years in a row at one point, and Best Company for 
Community Involvement. My dad would dress up as Santa Claus for the company holiday party and bring 
thousands of dollars of gifts for employee children. I remember helping him buy them, filling up two Suburbans 
and then later wrapping them well into the night. After 12 years of building and growing the company he sold it 
back to the employees, making sure the deal was structured so laborers in the field could work their way into 
buying shares.   
 
That was my dad. Delivery boy. Community College. Vice President. Owner. And now at 55, millionaire.  
 
He was a grinder, but even more so he was a giver. You see, when my dad was building his career, taking 
professional risks, and generally sprinting up the socio-economic ladder, he was also driving me to practices, 
serving as manager of my travel soccer team, coaching little league, helping relatives move, scraping money 
together for private school tuition for me and my three siblings, lending his car to a neighbor, serving on non-
profit boards, donating, and generally saying “yes” to every request, ask, or friend, or friend of a friend in need. 
And if he saw something that needed to be done - cleaning trash overflowing from a dumpster, a table that 
needed to be cleared, a floor swept, a chair tucked in - he just did it. And you would be wasting your time if you 
tried to thank him or offer an appreciation. He was terrible at receiving thanks and impossible to pay back. 
That’s not what motivated him.  
 
In retirement he became busier than ever. He earned an MBA and later, ultimately posthumously, a PhD, and 
for a period of time he was the Chair of four different non-profit Boards at once, including serving as the 
founding Chair of the Delaware Military Academy. If D.M.A had a mural of its founders like we have in the 
Dining Hall, my dad would be on it. He was an adamant believer in education as a pathway to a purposeful life, 
and he specifically sought to help the hardest working young people with the least social capital. As arguably 
their most successful alumnus, he became the Chair of the community college in Pennsylvania he attended as an 
ambitious young man on a full scholarship nearly 50 years earlier. When the school needed a new president, he 
was approached by other board members and accepted. So, at 68 years old he took the reins of a school that was 
charging toward failure and brought his energy, enthusiasm, and especially love for people to work every day. 
The school almost exclusively serves students from low-income families - it costs about $7,200 per year for a 
full-time student and 89% of students receive some sort of financial aid. His commitment to making sure the 
college provided a step up for ambitious young people helped him establish new scholarship funds and new 
pathway programs into four-year colleges and strong middle-class jobs. The school is thriving now because of 
the vision and leadership he brought. What very few people knew at the time was that he was personally 
funding as many scholarships as he could, rapidly drawing down his assets to support students in need. If a 



 

  

student was short on tuition and the college couldn’t offer more aid he would quietly step up, often gifting the 
money directly to the student with extra for books or commuting expenses.  
 
Here was the last email I received from my dad. He wrote it from his hospital bed to his administrative team and 
cc’d me and Mrs. Robinson.  
 

“You know it had to happen.  my loving daughter in law has encountered a young woman, possible 
ESL, who is working in a chicken processing plant in Delaware. Lindsay is a midwife - - fluent in 
Spanish. Her patient (and brother) have had nursing training in Puerto Rico. She is currently in a chicken 
plant - her brother is a barber. i have loved the story of Pat Vassell as she migrated to Atlanta and 
pursued her education.  Pat is currently the chief nurse here at Riddle Hospital. i obviously have some 
limits in my present situation.  Help me & Lindsay explore opportunities for this young woman. Could 
be our COVID student of 2020.” 

 
He created and donated to the COVID student scholarship.  
 
The next day he suffered a brain hemorrhage that resulted in a coma he would never wake up from. 
 
I am so inspired by my dad. I could never live up to his example, but I’m motivated to try. I think about what a 
community like St. Andrew’s, a community with 50 times the endowment of my dad’s community college, 
could do filled with givers like him. What would it be like if everyone, everyone cleaned up after themselves in 
the dining hall? What would it be like if everyone thanked staff members every time they passed them in the 
halls? Or acknowledged Libia, Ms. Bernal, as she tried to set-up and clean the salad bar, often navigating 
impatience or, in some cases, pure disregard? What would it be like if everyone saw her, really saw her, and just 
gave her space to do her job? It’s so easy and understandable for us to get caught up in ourselves. We’re tired. 
We’re stressed. We have homework and grading and practice and duty and study hall. We’re grinding, but we 
need to take the opportunities we have to give. That’s what makes us alive. What would happen if everyone 
here woke up every day and tried to give more than they could possibly receive. What would that do to our 
community?   
 
Yesterday at lunch I sat down to hear Mrs. Tower, a person who is working so hard every day for us, asking 
Mrs. Harris what she could do for her as she approaches the birth of her second child. You might be able to 
perfectly imagine Mrs. Tower saying this. “Just let me know what I can do for you. Seriously. Anything.” Yes! 
I thought to myself. That is St. Andrew’s.  
 
A world of givers is a world we desperately need to work on and have room to work on here. All of us could be 
at another school, but we choose to be here. Why? Well for me and generations of community members, it’s 
because the value of the St. Andrew’s community has always been rooted in the idea that St. Andreans work to 
be selfless purpose-driven givers. That is what has always made this place unique and actually special, actually 
transformational, since the founding. St. Andreans have always served, here as students, and throughout their 
lives.   
 



 

  

The last and only time I was able to see my dad after he went into the hospital was the day before he died. After 
his brain hemorrhage we studied his situation for almost a month, holding onto hope. A St. Andrew’s classmate 
put me in touch with a leading neurologist at Cornell Medical Center who took the time to study my dad’s 
records before sharing the bad, but real and honest news that his chances for a recovery of any kind were 
infinitesimal.  
 
My siblings and I made the impossible decision to remove him from life support. This was still a time when 
visiting hospitals was difficult, but his nurse was kind enough to allow us to put on protective gear and quietly 
slip into his room to say goodbye. It’s hard to know what to say in a moment like that. Our personalities were 
on full display. My older brother, staid and sallow, stood at a distance. My younger sister, fresh off a plane from 
California burned incense and washed him with wafts while whispering a prayer. My older sister told funny 
stories. All I wanted to do was hug him. So I did. I climbed into the bed, wrapped my arms around him as best 
as I could and whispered in his ear the only thing I knew he needed to hear. I told him I loved him, I thanked 
him for all the sacrifices he made for me, everything he’d given me, and assured him I would take care of 
Lindsay and the kids.   
 
My wish for you today is not to feel sad or sorry for me. Everyone is mourning right now to some degree. My 
wish is for you to go to bed every night knowing that you gave more than you received that day; that you 
contributed to something larger than yourself. We have opportunities to serve every day. Clean up after 
yourself. Put the weights back were you found them. Stop overstuffing trash cans and walking away. My wish 
is that you see and understand the value of giving and that you lead your life to that end. That was my dad’s 
way. That is the St. Andrew’s way.   
 
My dad died penniless. Literally. Not a penny to his name. He often joked that is exactly what he wanted when 
he died, and he did it. He had given everything he earned in life away. $10,000 to help a friend who ran a small 
business weather the pandemic. $25,000 to a drug recovery center to cover the cost of a friend’s child. Checks 
upon checks to his college. Even a donation to the hospital he first went to when he became sick.    
 
I am so proud of my dad and so proud to be his son knowing that he’s still very much alive through hundreds of 
people he helped in his life, through thousands of acts of kindness, through scholarship funds, through the many 
communities he supported and made better, and hopefully through me.  
 
He was a giver and I wish you all such a life. Thank you.  


