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When I arrived at Saint
Vincent Basilica in
Latrobe, PA for Arnold
Palmer’s Memorial, I was
awestruck by the beauty
of the campus. The fog
had lifted and it was
sunny and perfect. I’m
Catholic and got my
minor is Art History so
the stained glass and
architecture of this
Basilica were right up my
alley. I was early and it
was quiet and serene as I
walked around and
experienced the crypt and pews with the old wood and mosaic floors. Some of the
resident Benedictine monks were walking around going about their business as I
explored this wonderful setting by myself.
One of the students led me up and up the metal spiral
staircase to the choir balcony. The view was even more
beautiful from up there. Quiet voices resonated below in
hushed tones. I had my rosary entwined in my hand as I said
my silent prayers while looking upon the hanging crucifix
that seemed to be floating above the altar. I was thinking
about the prior week that included Arnie’s death, the
sorrow of the world and how the Ryder Cup played out as if
scripted to honor the King. During that coverage, we heard
about the year 1975 over and over as the camera would
zero in to show Arnold’s 1975 Ryder Cup bag on the first
tee. Why the '75 Ryder Cup? Those Matches were held at
Laurel Valley Golf Club, just 12 miles down the road, where Palmer captained the United
States to a resounding Ryder Cup win, 21 to 11.
This United States team swept the opening foursomes matches, marking the first
morning sweep by the U.S. . . . since 1975. As Davis Love III stated, it was a fitting way to
start this Ryder Cup and pay tribute to Arnie.

I could see that same bag down below me propped in front of a large picture of Arnold
smiling his enigmatic smile that made you feel special whenever you saw it. All of this
was swirling through my head as I looked down and smiled back at that picture and that
bag. I was here to celebrate the great life of a great man. How lucky am I? I was no
longer sad, I felt lucky and grateful to have witnessed his spirit first hand.
The choir started singing and I wanted
to get down and get a look at the main
area of the church before too many of
the elite Arnold’s Army filed in to pay
their respects. As I made my way back
down the old spiral staircase, full of
spider webs and tight corners, I made
sure to watch my step. I didn’t want to
fall. As I took step after step, going
down something caught my eye on one
of the steps. I bent down to pick up a
simple heads up penny. It was almost
the same color as the steps and there were large slits in the metal of those steps. How
did this penny settle right there? And when? As I paused on those old steps and looked
closer at it, I realized the year stamped on the front was 1975. A tear rolled down my
cheek as I smiled and I realized that I had just received a final thumbs up from the King.
And even if it was just a silly little event amidst an amazing day full of friends, bagpipes,
flyovers and emotional speeches, it meant the world to me. How lucky am I?

