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Resume	or	Eulogy	Virtues	By Tim Downey  Nancy and I decided to go to the Seattle area for vacation this summer, and on the drive back to Minnesota stop to visit Mom in my home town and attend my ifty-year high school class reunion. Nancy had never been west of Spokane; I had relatives we could visit and had been to the area a number of times. We made VRBO, hotel, and some dinner reservations and were on our way. It was a wonderfully relaxing time together that we’ve missed in recent years.   Puget Sound is known for its ferries across the water to other parts of Washington and Canada, and I loved sharing those trips with her. We also were introduced to a variety of Washington wines by “happiness engineers” whose tasting rooms we visited. Nancy had seen a large, bright-yellow glass creation hanging in the Minneapolis Museum of Art by an artist named Dale Chihuly, and learned that there was a huge exhibit at the Seattle Center she wanted to see. We spent several hours in the stunning Chihuly Glass Museum as well as an exciting trip to the top of the Space Needle. Dining with my sister and her husband and attending a Mariner’s game, as well as an Independence Day gathering with a bunch of cousins made for fun connections.  On our way back, my cohort from the Catholic Boy’s and Girl’s Central class of 1969 gathered for several nights in our hometown. We started with Mass led by two of our classmates who had been ordained as priests (a third missed out as he was having unexpected surgery that day.) I volunteered to cantor and it was a special Mass at St Patrick’s – a block away from our high school. The reunion was different than our 30th. In 1999, we were still comparing the “resume virtues” of our careers. Three of 

my teammates were inducted into Butte’s Athletic Hall of Fame, as we had won the irst state championship cross-country running competition for our school.   This summer, many of us had retired or were nearing retirement, and our conversations turned more to “eulogy virtues” in which we were concentrating more on service, worship, and connection to families, life, and worthwhile organizations.  I look around at our supportive community at St. Tim’s and notice that a lot of us are aging and retiring. One of our adult choir members celebrated her ninety- irst birthday, and we oftentimes hold several funeral or memorial services for parishioners each week. It is heartening to listen to the stories told by families during the eulogies—talking about how the deceased had touched relatives, friends or their volunteer organizations. It is not just that the older folks have discovered a richer relationship with God; maybe they are inally making and taking the time to develop their spiritual selves, whereas earlier years had more concentrated time with children and careers.   May we all be recognized for worthwhile descriptions of lives well lived.  Tim Downey Fall 2019 
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Un inished	Business		
By Gary Buhr 
 My grandfathers both died in their 76th year. My father was tragically killed in an accident at 65, my mother at 83. As I approach my 78th birthday I feel like I have passed a hurdle and raised the bar just little for my branch of the family. But as I ponder this and look back at my life there are still some things that I haven't experienced, and the hourglass has just a inite amount of sand left. I don't have a bucket list per se, but there is still some un inished business that I need to tend to, “the Good Lord willing and the creek don't rise.”  I have been to 49 states and Puerto Rico, Alaska being the only one I haven't visited. I have traveled to Europe and visited the hometowns of my Scottish and German ancestors. I have seen most of my grandchildren grow to adult hood, and I have retired to relative comfort in a suburban home in the “great north.” My wife is still around to put up with me and I have friends and relatives that bless me with their presence on a daily basis. “So, what un inished business do I have?” you ask....   It was in in the late 60's when I learned of my Uncle Anker's passing. He was one of my Norwegian bachelor-farmer uncles. Anker was around six feet tall with a full head of wavy white hair, and by some accounts would have been considered handsome. To my knowledge he never had a relationship with a woman, and it was surmised that this was because he had an unusual impediment. For you see, despite his natural good looks and manly build, whenever Anker opened his mouth, which was seldom, out came the smallest soprano voice you could imagine. It wasn't just high pitched; it was also unusually weak and squeaky. Anker lived and worked as a farm hand until he was 80 years old, and stayed with his older sister, my grandmother, until my mother judged that she was unable to take care of him. This was prompted by his proclivity to slip into town on Friday nights and come home with “snoot full” singing in his high squeaky voice and falling on his face. After one of these incidents he was shipped off to the Golden Age Manor in Amery, where he spent his remaining years before he died.   Like a lot of young marrieds with kids in those days, it was commonplace to visit our parents on weekends. Because 

our in-laws lived in the same community, we would spend some time at each home, and at the end of the weekend we would haul our tired, cranky brood back to St. Paul and get ready for the work week.  When Uncle Anker lived next door to my folks, we would see him on a regular basis, and there were many occasions when my father, brother, and other bachelor uncles would cut wood with him. On one such occasion, my brother, Ric, and I cut down a dead pine tree that fell on Anker and drove him three feet into the ground....or so it seemed, as when his knees buckled as he sunk into deep snow...but this is another story.   The funeral service was a simple affair held in the mortuary and presided over by a friend of my sister-in-law, Mary. I gathered with my wife and children, mother, father, grandmother, uncles, brothers and sisters, nieces, and nephews, to pay our respects and share our remembrances of Anker's simple life. At the end of the ceremony we were left with one small shoe box illed with all the belongings that he had accumulated over 85 years.   For some reason I was given the chore of going through this meager sampling, which consisted of a cheap pocket watch, comb, and dusty old wallet. There may have been some other things, but the contents of his wallet will stick with me until the day I die. I went through his wallet and saw that he had kept newspaper clippings of the day I was born, my irst communion, my graduations, my marriage, the notices of the birth of my children, etc. It hit me like a thunderclap. I was part of the only family he had! And for the last couple of years of his life I had never visited him in the nursing home. Up to this time I had not shed a tear, but they came rushing to my eyes and down my cheeks in shame and sadness for what I had not done.   Uncles Nick and Jim both lived into their early 90's and Ruth, Alice, and Eleanor lived into their late 90's, and Aunt Geneva is still going strong at 92. I have a way to go before I reach those marks, and during the time I have left I hope to be able to continue with the un inished business of being there for friends and relatives in their time of need and loneliness. 
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Editor: Tim Downey       

Parish Council 
 
Your parish council would like the members of St. 
Timothy's community to know that they are always open 
and available to talk. If you need to share an idea or 
concern, please know they will always be available for 
you. Below is a list of the current members along with 
their phone numbers.  
 
Gerald Arel (Chair) ......................... 763.780.7360 
Elyssa Bliss (Vice Chair) ................ 763.412.2558 
Gary Ackerman ............................... 763.807.4510 
Mary Rose Iten ................................ 763.780.2606 
Anne Kocon .................................... 763.913.1614 
Ryan Kolbeck .................................. 612.414.4630 
Laurie Martinson ............................. 612.730.7760 
John Wilcox .................................... 763.360.3300 
Terry Pierce (Trustee) ..................... 763.786.3111 

God	Encounters	on	the	Train	
By	Therese	Fredrickson	

	At my place of work, we are not allowed to accept gifts over $10 in value, although it can be more if the item is shared with colleagues (i.e. fruit baskets, etc.).  I took care of a particular patient, I will call him Sean, for six months, seeing him every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. One day Sean said, “I have ordered you something that you are really going to like.” I responded, “‘you know I can’t receive gifts from patients.” A week later when I entered the room, Sean stated, “Your gift is here,” and then proceeded to give me a beautiful leather-bound Bible. I irmly told Sean that I cannot accept gifts from patients. He began crying and told me, “You saved my life. I would be without a limb if it wasn’t for you. I need you to accept this gift.” So yes, I took the gift saying under my breath, “Oh boy, now what do I do?”  I decided to bring the Bible home with me and discuss my options with Joe. Two things occurred that set up what happened next: irst, I did not have my backpack with me so I had to just carry the Bible, and second, I got on the train and sat in a different place than usual, in fact even a different cab. Two gentlemen were sitting across the aisle from me, one in front of the other. They didn’t know each other but were chatting and laughing. With that sound in the background I began to thoroughly exam the wrapping that surround the Bible to see if it disclosed the price, or better yet a ‘buy one get one free’ label. No such luck.  Suddenly a repeated, “excuse me ma’am” penetrated my mind and I looked up. One of the men asked, “Is that a Bible?” I answered yes, and he asked if he could see it, and, where I got it from. I explained that a friend gave it to me and then asked him, “Would you like it?” He misunderstood and said, “Yes I like bibles.” I repeated myself, “Would you like to have it? It's yours if you would like.”   “Really, you mean that, for me?” I answered, “Yes, it is.”  Wow, there was God smack in the middle. Once he took the Bible he again asked where I got it from. “Well a friend gave it to me today so that I would have it to give to you.” His eyes lit up and he hugged the Bible saying, “You are my angel ... I'm a good person, don't do drugs, work every day (except Sundays). I watch a lot of TV and need to start putting the 

word of God back in me. I haven't found a solid church community, have gone to this one and that one, some with real powerful music. It's a new year and I need to have a better relationship between God and me, and now you give me this Bible.”  My station came up, so I got up saying, “This is my stop.” He reached for my hand and asked me my name, saying, “My name is James.” I replied, “It’s Therese and would you please pray for me each time you read this?” "I won't forget you, Miss Therese. This means the world to me,” and he hugged the Bible rocking back and forth.  
Can	you	believe	that?	-	God	cannot	be	outdone!		
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Photos by Tim Downey 
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Signs	of	Grace	
By	John Paul 
	Though I’m sure I learned a great many things while receiving my Confraternity of Christian Doctrine (CCD) religious education on Saturday mornings during the late 1950’s and early 1960’s, there are only a few things I remember in detail. I remember that class began at 9:00 a.m., and in order to be there on time, I had to miss the last ten minutes or so of Mighty Mouse on TV. I remember that one morning, for no apparent reason, Steve Burbach challenged me to a ight behind the church after class. I remember also that I declined and quickly headed for home, as Steve, along with all but one other boy (and most of the girls), was substantially bigger than me.   I remember that the Baltimore Catechism formed the bedrock of our religious education. This question and answer approach to learning the Catholic faith by rote was rather tedious and uninteresting, but for someone with a good memory (ah, those were the days!), it was also very easy. I was rarely concerned when Fr. Schmidt would show up and ask us questions directly from our lessons. I would raise my hand after virtually every question (ooh, ooh, me!), and more often than not, Fr. Schmidt would call upon me and allow me to show off. Okay, now I think I can recall at least part of Steve’s motivation.   Recently, I was reminded of one of the lessons I learned in CCD, one that I was easily able to recall after more than half a century. Q.	What	is	a	sacrament?	A.	A	sacrament	is	

an	outward	sign	instituted	by	Christ	to	give	grace.   A cancer diagnosis late last year resulted in my being scheduled for a relatively common, though still major surgery in late January. In the weeks and days prior to the surgery, my wife Mugs and I made what we felt were practical preparations. We readied ourselves and our home for my expected recovery period, but we also discussed and prepared for various what-if scenarios.   I also made spiritual preparations. I attended 5:00 p.m. Mass on the Saturday before my surgery so I could go to confession afterward. As I waited for Mass to start, a friend who I knew had undergone similar surgery, and his wife, sat next to me. I shared with them my medical status, and we compared notes about his experience and 

I mentioned that I was staying for confession after Mass. My friend, bless him, asked if I had received anointing of the sick (extreme unction back in the Baltimore Catechism days). He explained that he had received it prior to his surgery, and shared what a beautiful experience it had been for him. I indicated that I would ask Fr. Joe if I could receive it after confessions.  I received Holy Eucharist during Mass, and afterward made my confession. After absolution and dismissal, I asked Father if it would be possible to also receive anointing of the sick after the inal penitent, noting my upcoming surgery. I felt foolish and a bit ashamed for not having thought to seek access to this sacrament earlier, but Father told me to wait for him in the sanctuary. Upon completion of confessions, he went to the back of church to retrieve the holy oil for anointing, and then joined me where I was sitting near the altar. He sat down next to me, asked me what was going on, and listened attentively as I described my diagnosis and scheduled surgery. He talked about friends who had dealt with the same condition, and like many of my friends, offered both assurances and support. He then described what would occur during administration of the sacrament and asked what prayer intentions I would like to include. I was pleasantly surprised by this invitation to extend the blessings of the sacrament I was about to receive. I requested prayers for a successful outcome for my surgery and restoration of my own health, for Mugs, who was facing not only my health issues, but those of her brother, and for all those at St. Tim’s who were dealing with health concerns. Fr. Joe stated that he would also pray for my surgical team and caregivers. He then anointed my head and hands with oil, while invoking God’s love and mercy, and the grace of the Holy Spirit. Tears that had previously welled up in my eyes as I spoke with Father lowed freely. I experienced the manifest gift of God’s grace, the absolute certainty of His love, and the palpable presence of the Holy Spirit.  
 Father concluded by saying that he expected me to phone him late the following week and provide a report on the outcome of my surgery (which I did.) Thank you Fr. Joe!  It occurred to me as I drove home that, within a period of less than an hour, I had received three of the six sacraments typically available to most Catholics. (Yes, I 

(Continued on page 7) 
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++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Blessings	of	Sponsorship	
By	Bob	Hayden	
Bob	was	a	trustee	and	longtime	member	of	St.	Timothy’s.		

This	article	appeared	in	the	Cornerstone	in	2009.	 God had a special blessing in store for me. But it took time to get my attention. I read announcements seeking sponsors for RCIA (Rite of Christian Initiation of Adults). I brie ly thought about volunteering, but then dismissed the idea, thinking that the process would be dif icult,	possibly frustrating, and certainly time consuming. Besides, I was engaged in several other activities at St. Tim's. I told myself I couldn't do it all; let somebody else pitch in and carry part of the load.  Then one Sunday at Mass the lector announced, "We need just one more volunteer." For some reason that appeal inally got my attention. With some misgivings, I called Diane Vonderharr to offer my services. Imagine my surprise when Diane said, "Okay, you can be Robin Brumbaugh's sponsor." I protested that couldn't be because Robin was already Catholic. True, she was Catholic, but had not yet been con irmed. I knew Robin slightly. I had the honor of being her coach when she became a lector (one of my best students), I frequently sat in the pew behind Robin and her family at Mass, and, interestingly, Robin was the lector who read the announcement that inally got my attention.  The process involved attending almost weekly sessions from October to March in which we reviewed major points of Catholic belief and practice, standing with Robin before the parish community at a weekend Mass as she formally asked to be con irmed, and later, my public statement that I felt she was making genuine progress in her preparation for  

 the sacrament. Finally, I was able to proudly place my hand on her shoulder	as she	was con irmed at the Easter Vigil. 
 
As sponsor, I was urged to spend some one-on-one time with my candidate to establish a closer relationship. Robin and I quickly decided we wanted	to do more than	meet the basic requirement. We generally enjoyed a supper together before each of our weekly sessions at church. During these meals we had in-depth discussions of what our faith meant to	each of us, and how important the Church was in our lives. As sponsor, I was supposed to help Robin with these issues. As it turned out, I am convinced that Robin was far more helpful to me than I was to her. As a by-product, I got to know Robin's family better, and was invited to attend a celebratory meal with her extended family the afternoon of her con irmation.   My summary	of the experience: yes, it was time-consuming and	on a couple of blustery nights the thought occurred that it would be more pleasant	to stay in my nice, warm home rather than braving the elements to trek over to St. Tim's, but the rewards were far better than the cost. I gained a renewed understanding of my faith from the structured presentations, Robin helped me develop an enhanced appreciation for my faith and my parish, I found it a real thrill to stand behind my	candidate	as	she	was	con irmed,	and, inally, Robin and I have progressed from being acquaintances to becoming very good friends, a relationship that I am sure will continue into the future. God did indeed have a blessing in store for me. For readers	who may toy with the idea of	being a sponsor, my advice is: "Try it. You'll like it!"   

	
If	you	are	interested	in	joining	the	Catholic	Church		

or	receiving	the	sacraments	of	initiation,		
please	contact	the	parish	of ice	at	763.784.1329 

know there are seven sacraments, but with relatively rare exceptions, matrimony and holy orders are an either/or proposition.) I realized that I had just experienced the triumvirate of sacramental blessings presently available to me, having received the sacraments of baptism, con irmation, and matrimony many decades earlier. I knew how lucky I was to have had access to these beautiful gifts. I said a prayer of thanksgiving as tears once again welled up, not necessarily a good thing while driving 65 mph (okay, maybe 70) on Highway 10, but there you have it. Unlike highways, God’s grace has no limits. 

(Continued from page 6) 
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D-Day	75th		
Anniversary	
By	Gary	Buhr	

   Paris has been on our bucket list for a long time, and when our friends, Mike and Kathy, invited us to join them on a Viking Cruise on the Seine, we jumped at the chance. Little did we know that the highlight of our trip was going to be our visit to the D-Day beaches of Normandy.  Yes, we enjoyed Paris. What's not to love? The Arc de' Triomphe., the Eiffel Tower, the Louvre. They are wonders of the Western world, but the 75th anniversary of the allied invasion of Normandy will be something we will never forget. Before the trip, I thought this optional tour would be memorable, but I would have never believed that we would be party to a set of experiences that would border on the miraculous.  Let me set the stage for you. Our second day on board found us having breakfast with a couple from Maine. While introducing ourselves, they mentioned that this was their irst trip to France and were very, very anxious to visit Normandy. We said that this was going to be a treat for us as well, but we were really looking forward to Paris. Their enthusiasm for the trip to Normandy prompted the natural question, “Did you lose any relatives on Utah or Omaha beach on D-Day?” The man's wife said, “No. My father survived the carnage on the beach but did not talk about his experiences until shortly before his death.”  Her dad had this wonderful watercolor painting hanging on the wall of his home—it was of him in his uniform— and above the painting an old wooden cruci ix was prominently displayed. When asked about the painting and cruci ix, he told the following story. He said that after they had fought their way off the beaches and made their way over the hedge rows into the countryside, they came across a young couple laying in a ditch. He originally thought they were dead, but saw no wounds or blood, and their clothing seemed to be intact. He prodded them with his ri le and there was a muf led cry from the woman. Startled, he inquired in French if they were okay. (He spoke the language having been born in Montreal, Canada.) They went on to tell him that were thrown out of their home by the Germans who used their house as a command post. When the bombing began and the Germans started retreating, they feigned their deaths by laying in the ditch hoping that they would not be harmed. Dad helped the young couple to their feet and cautiously accompanied them back to their home, searching each room to make sure that it was unoccupied by any German soldiers. 

The couple was so grateful for his act of kindness that they gave him the old wooden cruci ix to protect him throughout the rest of the war.  When we asked him about the painting, he said that it was given to him by a German prisoner of war that he was guarding. The prisoner was a troublemaker and was stirring up the rest of his comrades, so Dad threw him in “the hole.” After a couple of days, a doctor said that the soldier needed medical attention, or he would not survive. So, Dad showed the German POW mercy and let him out, taking him to the in irmary where he helped nurse the POW back to health. The German was so grateful that he asked my father if he could paint him. My father dug around in the ruins of a store in a local village and found a child's water-color set and some tracing paper. This remarkable painting and cruci ix hung in my father's home until his death.  
“My intent,” she continued, “is to try to ind the home in Normandy that was described by my father as being in the town of Caen behind the local church. I hope to visit the old couple or their descendants and present them with their family cruci ix that protected my father throughout the war.”  Needless to say, the paparazzi in me vowed to shadow this couple during our Normandy tour—jumping out with my camera at the exact moment that they presented the cruci ix to that old couple. I would like to tell you that this occurred, and the old French couple cried out in gratitude and joy with the return of their family cruci ix. But alas, they couldn't ind the house in the time the tour allowed. But if this miracle did not materialize, another did. For during a ceremony at the American Cemetery in Normandy, at the exact moment when we inished singing the national anthem, and after TAPS were played, a jet lew over our head in a salute to our fallen heroes. In that moment an auditory gasp could be heard from everyone present as the tears lowed down our cheeks.  God bless  America.  Gary Buhr 
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