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God made people because 
God loved to listen to stories.  
  Elie Wiesel 
  Jewish Storyteller 
 
I am an ordinary man who has been 

blessed with an extraordinary opportunity to serve our par-
ish as the Cornerstone editor these past dozen years. I 
gratefully give my wife Nancy credit for suggesting that I 
would both enjoy and grow in this role. I have tried to 
share some stories of my family’s journey through life, es-
pecially as they related to the Christian message. An old  
Irish adage says that “Half the meaning of a story lies in 
how it is told.” It was always my intent to help others rec-
ognize the sacred in their lives by pointing out those grace-
filled moments when God touches us in the midst of our 
daily living. So many of the stories gathered here by our 
various and gifted authors and editors have brought this 
grace-filled message forth in such a positive way to our 
parish, and I am humbled by their contributions. Future 
editions will be organized and edited by Rhonda Miska,  
St. Tim’s new Director of Communications. 
 
This will be published in early December of 2020, our Ad-
vent time of waiting for Christ’s coming.  December 1st 
was my Dad’s birthday, and we still celebrate it though he 
has been dead for over three decades. Like the Irish 
shaughnesseys who gathered young and old around the 
smoldering, peat-filled hearth, Dad encouraged us all to 
take up this ancient art and pass along  the joys, sorrows, 
laughter and tears that make us such a vibrant human fami-
ly through our storytelling. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
At age 51, Dad had a severe heart attack. He had worked a 
day as an electrician 200 feet off the ground on the copper 
mines’ gallus frames, putting up Christmas lights.  Several 
men on his crew had just taken the CPR course offered for 
the first time in the mid-1970s, and kept him alive. He had 
a dozen or so electro-shocks to restart his heart at the hos-
pital. I visited him in the ICU the next morning, and he re-
lated a life-after-life experience in which he had visited 
with both his and Mom’s parents who had passed away 
years before. They told him it was not his time, and he had 
a lot left to accomplish.  

It took some time for him to recover, as he had open heart 
surgery that left significant pain and the recollection of 

his near-death experience. In the year after the attack 
though, he was able to resume cross-country skiing, 
riding horses and continued his inspiring way of life 
for another decade.  
 
After a morning of riding horses with a good friend who 
was a physician, Dad had a massive heart attack at age 61 
and died in the log cabin on the Continental Divide of the 
Rocky Mountains he just loved. We celebrated a bitter-
sweet goodbye to his life with a well-attended Mass, and 
as the oldest the eulogy fell to me. It was as if our whole 
family was gathered around as I told stories of his life. 
Afterward, the yellow rose bushes he planted were in a 
rare full bloom in the back yard. A number of months 
later, I dreamed we were back in Butte visiting Mom, 
who had cooked all our favorite foods. Suddenly Dad 
appeared in our midst and sat at the kitchen table next to 
Mom. After talking to Dad, Mom rose up and went into 
the bedroom where she put on her favorite dress that Dad 
picked out for her. Her face just glowed as she told us 
what Dad had said to her. “Our prayers have been an-
swered, and the Resurrection is all TRUE!” She gave us 
all a big hug and kiss, then ran out the back door to where 
Dad was waiting. We watched them walk hand in hand, 
out of sight. In my dream, Dad promised to come back 
for each of us and take us to heaven. 
 
I leave you with our family’s most sacred blessing: 

“God bless our homes and keep us happy.” 
 
Tim Downey Jr. 
November 2020 
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VIRTUAL CARNIVAL 
 
By Patty Korkowski 
In retrospect…our limited Carnival turned out amazing! 
It began with, the newbie co-chairs of the Carnival (Tom 

Vesely, Nancy Borg and myself) along with the new Si-

lent Auction co-chair, Marianne Paul, going to a multi-

parish meeting at St. Helena’s to share ideas and experi-

ences with others about our parish sponsored Festival 

events.   We then created and sent out a parish survey, 

you may remember, on the Carnival  here at St. Tim’s. 

(We got the results but have not yet had the opportunity to 

share and discuss them with the larger group of Carnival 

co-chairs due to the restrictions on meetings. ) 

We thought our major issue was going to be how to find 
another carnival rides vendor if we wanted to go that 
route.  Little did we know what was ahead of  us. 
And then…the Pandemic hit.  In May we were asked to 
consider alternative ideas for the Carnival.  What could 
we do?  Was there a way to have a drive in carnival…
drive up Bottle Blast?  Drive up Chicken dinner?  Drive 
in movie for kids?  Drive up fishing pond?   Online Silent 
Auction?  Raffle Tickets?  Parade of decorated  cars like 
we had seen on TV of people socially distancing support 
of special birthdays.   Many ideas from all of the co-
chairs were submitted to the Parish Council for considera-
tion. 
 
It was decided for safety of both participants and volun-
teers to limit the carnival to Raffle tickets and Online Si-
lent Auction.   
 
After talking to Guardian Angels parish in Woodbury,  

who had changed to an online Silent Auction a few years 

ago, we got an idea as what was entailed and how to go 

about finding an online vendor to use.  Do you know how 

many online Silent Auction vendors there are?   Over-

whelming is all I can say!  Marianne and Cathy Sullivan 

were able to select a vendor that was economical, yet user 

friendly.  That was the first hurdle. 

Thank God (literally) that Marianne had connections with 
two friends, Tim and Nancy Downey, who had been in-
volved in online auctions elsewhere.  The knowledge and 
talent to describe, photograph and attractively present the 
bidding items that the three of them had was key to the 
success of our initial Online Silent Auction.  
 
 It always amazes me 

each year how the dona-

tions come in.  My heart 

is always filled with 

gratitude with the many 

different sources…the 

parishioners who regu-

larly submit themed baskets, parishioners who submit 

items for their first time, the consistent regular businesses 

that help us, and then the unexpected new ones that show 

up.  This year it was golf courses that stepped up in their 

booming year during the Pandemic.  Many restaurants 

were suffering this year and could not donate but the Be-

frienders stepped up when asked  and purchased restau-

rant gift cards to help the restaurants with their business 

and us with our fundraising.  The quilting group and the 

Council of Catholic Women responded to the rather last-

minute call to make packages of face masks .  Larry Mis-

kowiec introduced us to Total Sports that helps non-profit 

fundraising with autographed pictures and items from 

major sports figures.  He also had connections with some 

of the higher end golf courses and was able to secure a 

donation.  They were all very popular items.   

I must admit I was very nervous about 

the advertising of our Online Silent 

Auction.  We now had the items but 

would we have the buyers?  We did 

not have a Ferris wheel and lights and 

music drawing in people from the 

community.  How would people know 

(other than our parishioners who were 

mailed information) that we were up 

and running?  I know that Libby 

Huebner put it on St. Tim’s Facebook 

page and sent it to her contacts at other parishes.  I know 

that Total Sports put it on their social media page .  I 

know there was a small article in the local paper.  Larry 

had endless energy passing out the beautiful flyers that 

Libby had created.  I don’t know the answer to the ques-

tion as to what worked, but it did and I am grateful.  
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At the end of the carnival, 
the final uplifting part that 
put a smile on my face was 
when people were picking 
up their purchases and 
making comments as to 
how much fun the online 
auction was.  The fun of 
making bids while in your 
pajamas, of getting instant 
feedback on your bid and 
the pinging of getting new 
information about the sta-
tus of your bid when some-
one bid over you.  I even 
heard how couples were 

making bets between each other to see how far we had 
progressed to our goal. 
 
The final profit total for this year’s Carnival was $68,713.  
Compared to the $73,845 from the prior year where it 
rained all week-end, I would say we did really well.   

We couldn’t do it without you! 

Thanks to all who sold those raffle tickets and  
purchased items from the auction.   
 
Raffle                                                        $ 51,640           
 Compared to average of $35,000 
 
Online Silent Auction                              $ 15,634            
 Compared to $16,901 last year 
 
Recycling                                                  $      350 
Cash Contribution                                   $   1,090 
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Editor: Tim Downey                            

An Act of Kindness Revisited 
 
My father would have been 110 years old this last July, 
and it has been 45 years since his untimely death from a 
farm accident. (He died on September 15, 1975.) My sister 
left a message on Facebook reminding me of this, and it 
triggered memories of my father, some sad, but most of 
them joyful in the knowledge that I was blessed and proud 
to have been his son. 
 
One particular recollection came to mind that has re-
mained an example for me from that day to the present. It 
happened during the Christmas season on a mild winter’s 
day,  I called my brother, Ric and told him that I would be 
traveling to Wisconsin to see him and suggested we visit 
some of our elderly relatives who we haven’t seen for a 
while. I specifically brought a bottle of Champagne to 
share with my Uncle Jim.  He was a WWII vet and never 
failed to regale us with countless stories of his war time 
experiences in Europe.  On this particular day he remi-
nisced about a homeless man that he knew back in the 30 
and 40’s. His name was Bill Reed.  He arrived one day in 
town during the Depression and took up residence in a 
wooded gully near the railroad tracks that he called the 
“Green Leaf Motel.” It was next to the railroad tracks 
close to the east entrance of the local creamery where my 
father had worked at the time.   Jim said that my father 
asked our grandmother to pack an extra sandwich every 
day to share with Bill when he took his lunch break. Ac-
cording to Uncle Jim, “Bill Reed was a very likable fellow 
who had a drinking problem and was down on his luck. 
Local farmers would hire him when they needed some 
extra help, making sure to pay him when he completed the 
work, because he was prone to going on a Bender when he 
had money his pocket.” In the cold winter months, my 
Dad and his fellow creamery buddies had made a bed up 
for him near the boiler room in the creamery and would 
give him a can of sweetened condensed milk followed by 
a butter milk chaser every morning for breakfast. 
 
During his many conversations with his Creamery bene-
factors, Bill would talk about the days when he had been a 
professional baseball player.  This was taken with “a grain 
of salt,” but one year some of the men from the Creamery 
asked Bill to accompany them to a baseball game in the 
Twin Cities.  They were amazed when Bill escorted them 
on to the field and introduced them to some of the old 
coaches he had known or played with Bill back in the ear-
ly twentieth century. My brother and I were curious and 
asked Uncle Jim what ever happened to Bill.  He said that 
when he could no longer take care of himself he was 
placed in the “Poor House” near Volga, Wisconsin.  He 
thought he may have been buried there.   

 
Captivated by this story, my brother and I drove to Volga 
to see if the “Poor House” was still there.  To our amaze-
ment an old brick building was still standing, marked with 
sign stating that it was used from 1870 to 1950. Our quest 
was not complete however, Ric had a feeling that we 
could find his grave somewhere near the property.  He 
reminded me that Uncle Jim had mentioned a graveyard 
west of the County Home.  Less than quarter mile down 
the road we found it. On a small snow-covered hill sur-
rounded by some gnarled old box elder trees we found an 
abandoned grave site with about a dozen rusty crosses 
leaning randomly as if bent by a swirling wind. Excited, 
we ran through the snow only to find that no names were 
legible. Just when we were about to give up, Ric noticed 
that one cross on the far north east corner of the site 
looked slightly in better condition.  To our delight and 
surprise, in barely discernible lettering, we saw the name, 

Wm Reed. 
 
We stood for a moment in silence looking at the weath-
ered, old, rusty cross. Simultaneously, we said that maybe 
this was no accident that we were drawn to Bill’s grave. 
Just maybe the Holy Spirit and the memory our father’s 
kindness and generosity had guided us there.  Bill may 
have had no friends or family members to pay their last 
respects or say a prayer….so we did. 
 
(Epilogue:  The following week my brother and I visited 
the Polk County courthouse to see if we could learn more 
about his life and baseball career. We managed to locate 
his death certificate.  He was born in 1875 and died in 
1952.  His occupation was listed as “Professional Baseball 
Player.”  
 
Coincidentally, the day we were there was January 4, the 
day of William Reed’s birth.) 
 
Gary Buhr 
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Thank a Teacher 
 
I recently came across the 
obituary of Fr. Ronald Smith 

in the newspaper that serves 

the area of southern Wiscon-
sin where I grew up.  Fr. 

Ron was my freshman Eng-

lish teacher at St. Lawrence 

Seminary.  I remembered 
him as among the youngest 

of the priests at St. Lawrence 

at that time, and his obituary confirmed that he was under 

30 years old at that time.  I don’t remember a great deal 
about his class curriculum or teaching style, but I do re-

member that writing and composition assignments were 

stressed over those for reading.  I specifically recall hav-

ing to write a short play, and how I struggled with that 
particular task.  The fact that extensive writing require-

ments became an integral part of my career is an irony 

that was not lost on me as I reminisced about Fr. Ron and 

other teachers I’ve had. 
 

As often happens when I recall the educators who have 

helped to shape me, these days all too often as a result of 

their passing, I was struck by the profound impact these 
truly great people have had on me, and as a result, on 

those whose lives I have touched.  Though I’m sure there 

are exceptions, I can recall nearly all of the teachers, pro-

fessors, instructors, coaches, counselors, principals, deans, 
and other administrators who have been part of my formal 

education.  Virtually every one of them left an indelible 

mark on me, and while the impact of some was certainly 

greater than others, I am amazed at how often I have 
drawn upon touchpoints of my formal education that may 

have seemed either insignificant or even nonexistent when 

they occurred.  I am truly grateful for each and every one 

of them. 
 

The impact of the current 

pandemic on teachers 

and administrators is self
-evident.  The challenges 

they are addressing are 

complex, and for some, I 

suspect, overwhelming.  
I believe, however, that 

years and decades from 

now, today’s students will recall the educators who 

touched their lives and helped to mold the person they 

have become.   

 

They may even find that they are most appreciative 
of the help, guidance, and commitment provided by 
teachers through the challenging days of this pan-
demic, recognizing just how difficult it must have 
been for them. 
 

Prior to reading his obituary, I hadn’t given much 

thought to Fr. Ron over the past half century, other than 
one Sunday morning just over a decade ago, when he 

said Mass at my Mom’s parish while Mugs and I were 

visiting.  Even after nearly four decades, I had recog-

nized him immediately, and stopped to talk to him 

briefly after Mass.  As with most other teachers with 
whom I have renewed an acquaintance, I thanked him 

for his positive impact on my life.   

 

A dozen years ago or so, I was asked to commit to be-
ing a regular contributor to Cornerstone.  I declined, but 

said I would contribute articles on an intermittent, ad 

hoc basis.  At least one submission has subsequently 

been made for every Cornerstone since, due not to a 
commitment I was asked to make, but to the love and 

respect I have for the person who made the request.  

Tim Downey, who perhaps not coincidentally was and 

remains a teacher, has gathered articles for and edited 
the Cornerstone since then, encouraging and helping 

members of St. Tim’s to share elements of their faith 

lives with one another. Hopefully, at least some readers 

have found something worthwhile, entertaining, chal-
lenging, or thought provoking in one or more of my 

missives.  Regardless, I most certainly have benefited 

from having considered some of the people, places, and 

events that have exemplified the grace-filled moments 
in my life, and in having shared them in this forum.  

That process has continually reminded me just how 

blessed I have been, even in times of personal pain, 

loss, or failure.   
 

Thank you to Fr. Ron for helping me to develop a 
modest writing ability.  Thank you to Tim Downey 
for what you have done for St. Tim’s via your com-
mitment to the Cornerstone, as well as numerous 
other services to this faith community.  And thank 
you to all the educators who have had such a pro-
found impact on my 
life.   
 
As the old bumper 
sticker truism goes,  
“If you can read this, 
thank a teacher!” 
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Finding Francis 
 
I had a perfect spot in my garden for a large statue 
of St. Francis, but the larger ones are quite expen-
sive. My friend, Diane, gets to a good number of 
garage sales. In early spring 2018, I asked her to 
keep an eye out for one such statue. I checked in 
with her a couple times over the summer - no Fran-
cis. In September of that year, I went on a trip to 
Hankinson ND - with my husband Joe, Diane, and 
her husband Tom - to attend a Cursillo Regional 
Conference. The Retreat was being held in the St. 
Francis Academy building, which had since been 
converted to a retreat center, run by the Dillingen 
Franciscan sisters.  
 
We arrived in the early evening and were looking 
for the parking lot - but the driveway we took did 
not lead us there. But.... it was important that we 
were in the wrong place. All of a sudden, I heard 
Diane say, “There’s your Francis, Therese.” Sure 
enough, there was a four-foot-high, old cement 
statue of St. Francis standing next to the dumpster 
with a missing hand. I became convinced that this 
was ‘my’ Francis although there were several ob-
stacles. 
 
First on the list, was to find out if Francis was be-
ing thrown out, due to his location next to the 
dumpster. Within a couple of minutes of entering 
the building I saw two quite aged sisters coming 
down the hall; each wearing an apron with visible 
cans of soda in their pockets ....and smiles of mis-
chief on their faces. “Excuse me. Do you know if 
that St. Francis statue is being thrown out, and if 
so, could I have it?”  I asked. 

 
The shortest of the 
two sisters moved 
briskly across the hall 
and opened a closet 
door - where a dial 
telephone resided. 
Picking up the receiv-
er, she did an over-
head page to Sr. Don-
na, who then called 
her back.... it was sur-
real, as though I was 
in a 1950’s movie.  

 
 
“There’s a lady here who wants the St. Francis stat-
ue. Can she have it?” I was so flabbergasted at the 
way she stated the request that I said, “Maybe I 
should explain to her.” After reiterating my request 
to have the statue, if they were discarding it, she 
provided a little history. The statue was donated in 
the early 1900s by a local family, the Birnbaums, 
and was placed above the entrance to the Academy. 

 

 
Francis was vandalized in 
2015, resulting in the left 
hand breaking off. He was 
moved aside and had been 
waiting for someone to re-
pair him, of which this per-
son had not yet been discov-
ered. “Yes, you may have 
the statue.” 
 
 

Second on the list, Francis did not want to bend at 
the waist, which would have allowed him to ride in 
the back seat of the car ....and he was too large for 
the trunk. 
 
Third, he weighed 180+ pounds and Joe (my hub-
by) and Tom (Diane’s hubby) could not move him. 
One of my group stated, “Well, I guess it wasn’t 
meant to be.”  
 
Undaunted and convinced that Francis was still for 
me, I asked around to see if anyone had a van and 
would be able to bring Francis to Fridley ....yes in-
deed! Three (very strong, young men) volunteered 
to bring Francis home. And to top it off, they lived 
in Columbia Heights. 
 
They told me they needed to leave the retreat early 
and would be heading out Sunday morning - 
prompting me to call our son, Mark, to warn him 
that three strange men would be arriving in a 
strange van and would be dropping off a strange 
statue. Mark took it in stride - he is used to my 
strange ways. 
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Once home, Joe wheeled Francis into our kitchen with a 
construction dolly, so that we could ponder how to put 
him back together. Again, undaunted (or maybe just plain 
stubborn), I bought some air-drying clay at a craft store, 
and attempted to make a hand. I am not artistic at all.... 
but the pathetic hand I molded prompted Joe and Mark to 
take a crack at it. The 4th hand worked. Now what to put 
in his hand? Ah-ha! ....what else but a metal ‘book of 
spells’ found in the Halloween display at that same craft 
store. But it would not be appropriate to have Francis 
holding a book of spells, so I made a parchment, with a 
verse from Philippians, and ‘Mod Podged’ it on. (Yes, 
those of us from the 70’s, they still make Mod Podge.) He 
then got moved outside. Two years later, that Mod Podge 
is still holding the parchment in place. 
 
Now, some of you may have put together the fact that 
there were no books in Francis’ time. Well, with a little 
research, I discovered that there were some velum books 
available to the very wealthy, and since Francis came 
from a very wealthy family, he had access to velum 
books; phew, that takes care of that. 
 
To top the story off, Joe was chatting with a St. Timothy 
parishioner, who brought up the fact that he grew up in 
Hankinson, ND. He remembered that exact statue above 
the doorway of his school.  
 
It is a small world, indeed. 
 
Therese Frederick 

The Crossmaker 
 
The day’s heat sapped 
what little strength he had 
and there was yet one more 
to be made before the 
guard would take all of 
them, this ragged lot, back 
to the compound and the 
meager pallets of straw 
that were their beds. He 
picked up another piece of 
wood and began to shape it 
with his axe. It did not 
have to be fashioned as 
though it was to be a part 

of some great palace as this was not its fate.  
 
As he shaped, there was a strange feeling overcame 
him. Slowly, as if hands other than his were guiding 
him, he shaped the wood to the very best of his abil-
ity. Even the axe seemed to be sharper and the wood 
more pliant to cut. Time seemed to fly by and a cool 
breeze dried the sweat on his brow and his hand as 
he shaped and formed. 
 
Finished, he straightened up, stretching the muscles 
of his scarred back, and thought he saw drops of red. 
Bending, he brushed them away only to have them 
reappear. There were no stains on his hands, and as 
he had made so many of these, he knew it was not 
the wood that made the red marks. Then, as if pulled 
form the very depths of his being, he murmured, 
“Cross, I know not your destiny–but I have done my 
best, my very best.” 
 
The pallet seemed softer, the night cooler, as the 
Crossmaker murmured, “my best, my very best.” 

 
Winn Bilodeau 

2009  
 

Winn was a long time writer for the Cornerstone and 
a St. Tim’s volunteer - especially at funeral lunches. 
He passed away a number of years ago. 
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11

th
 Hour Holy Spirit Call 

 
My sister suddenly awakened 
thirty minutes after she had 
drifted off to sleep.  It was only 
11 PM. 
 
Her mind was racing.  Thoughts 
of her friend, Kathy had re-
placed her slumber. 

 
She kept thinking that she should call her and tell her 
that there was a sale on  asparagus at Cub. This is 
was what Kathy would do.   
 
Then it dawned on her.  It was one year ago on this 
day that Kathy died, and it had been awhile since she 
had checked in with her husband, Jim. 
 
“Maybe she is trying to tell me something?” She 
thought. “Maybe she wants me to call him and tell 
him that he should take advantage of the asparagus 
sale.  Maybe he isn't taking care of himself and eat-
ing right.” 
 
So, on Sunday night at 11PM, she decided to call  
him.  To her surprise, she got an immediate answer. 
 
“Yes, I am awake and I was also thinking of Kathy. 

No, I am not starving to death.   
Yes, I look like I have been living under a bridge. 

No, I haven't shaved in 3 months. 
Yes, I need to start ironing my clothes. 

No, I haven't bought any new clothes. 
Yes, I am lonely. 

No, I haven't got out much.   
Yes, the kids have kept in touch.   

No, I am not suffering from depression.   
Yes, I have joined a grief group at church. 

No, I haven't thought about dating again. 
Yes, I haven't forgotten my prayers.”   
 
 

 
 
Unexpectedly, Jim showed up the next day.  We 
were pleased to see him.  He greeted us with a smile 
and said that he would like to play catch. 
 
Surprised and more than a little puzzled at his re-
quest, I smiled and told him that it has been awhile, 
and “I don't have a glove anymore.”   
 
He said, “Don't worry.  I have brought a couple of 
extra gloves and a ball.” 
 
My husband, myself and Jim gathered in the back-
yard and played three-corner catch.   
  
With no warm up, Jim started counting as we threw 
the ball to each other, ...exactly 11 times. 
 
Then he stopped.  I asked him why just 11 times?  
He said, “Eleven is just right, and twelve is too 
much.” 
 
Yes, eleven was just right. 
 

“Blessed are those who mourn,  
for they shall be comforted.” 

 
Gary Buhr 
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