First and foremost, I want to express my gratitude to everyone who came today to honor and pay their respects to my dad.
I have given each of you a penny for three reasons - which I will explain shortly.

The first reason, when Dad was younger, he built a small triangle shaped grotto at the home place about 6 feet tall.  As kids we use to climb up the grotto. Inside the grotto – over the years, there sometimes stood a statue of the Virgin Mary, hands gently outstretched in quiet blessing.

When Dad build the grotto, he carefully arranged stones which he had gathered by hand. Among the rocks you would find small pieces of glass, glinting in the sunlight—fragments of old bottles or windows that had long since shattered, their edges smoothed by time and weather. Occasionally, a penny would turn up, nestled between the rocks, its copper surface dulled by years of wind and rain 

The second reason, later, when Dad was a student at Loras College, he spent much of his free time with his best friend, Ralph (wom he kept in touch with over the years).  The two were inseparable, always finding ways to make the most of their college years, whether through late-night study sessions, weekend adventures, or playful competition.
One evening, while at a dance, they spotted two beautiful young women sitting at a table not far from them. Instantly intrigued, they exchanged glances, both clearly interested but unable to decide who should approach whom. Being young and lighthearted, they came up with a simple yet decisive solution—a coin flip.
With a grin, Dad pulled a coin from his pocket (most likely a penny), and Ralph nodded in agreement. The coin was tossed into the air, spinning between fate and chance before landing in Dad’s favor. The decision was made. With newfound confidence, he struck up a conversation with the woman the coin had chosen for him.  What began as a playful moment of chance soon turned into something much more meaningful. The woman he won in that coin flip would later become the love of his life, his partner in all things, and eventually, my mother.

The third reason isn’t so much that he worked in a bank for 30+ years, but rather that he was a man of incredible generosity. His kindness extended far beyond his profession, touching the lives of many. He was a devoted supporter of the church, always giving what he could.  His generosity also shaped our family in countless ways—he made sure we had the opportunity to pursue higher education by assisting with college expenses, helped us take our first steps into homeownership by contributing to down payments on houses, and made every Christmas special with thoughtful and generous gifts. His giving spirit wasn’t just about financial support; it was about showing love, care, and an unwavering commitment to the well-being of his family.

And now what I would like for you do with penny in your hand.
First, I want you to take this penny – and at some point, in the future - and let the flip of the coin in your hand decide something in your life.  Maybe taking a chance on a new girlfriend, maybe buying 160 acres of land and pursuing your dream of becoming a farmer.  After that,
I would like for you to take one penny (along with hopefully a few more) and give it to someone – who needs it more.  Sometimes, even the smallest acts of generosity can brighten someone’s day in ways we can’t even imagine.





 




