
EDITOR’S CORNER 
 
Sixty years ago, the winter of 1959 
was a very challenging time for the 
families of my hometown. We were in 
the midst of a nine-month-long strike 
of the unions against the Anaconda 
Mining Company, which was the 

major industry in Butte, MT. Dad went across Montana 
with a bunch of electricians to help build the hydro-
electric facility at the Ft. Peck Reservoir in the northeast 
corner of the state. It was a ten-hour drive on icy two-
lane roads, so we saw him about one weekend a month. 
Dollars were scarce and Mom’s sisters told her to go to 
the union hall because they had rice to give away. We 
were a meat/potato and pasta family, so they also told 
her to get tomato juice and combine it with the rice to 
make an inexpensive, hearty soup. We kids named it 
“Bone Soup” because the cooked rice looked like leg 
bones, and I remember coming home from school for 
lunch and eating it day after day after day.  
  
To add insult to injury, the single television transmitter 
high on the top of the mountain ridge burned to the 
ground during that winter. It took a major effort to 
rebuild the transmitter once the snow melted, and there 
was no other TV channel in our city for years. We kids 
were pretty comfortable playing outdoors – even in the 
years before we started skiing. However, it did get a bit 
boring during the cold evenings.  
 
Dad’s mother, Granny, was living with us then and she 
and Mom led us in praying the rosary for the safety and 
return of the men who were on 
strike. We would kneel down in 
front of various furniture pieces and 
follow the prayers through the 
mysteries with each Our Father, 
Hail Mary and Glory Be. 
Unfortunately, we were not angelic, 
which challenged the grownups 
even more. Mom got really 
frustrated one evening and said 
something like, “You kids are 
going to make me climb the walls.” 
Well, John Mike, the third oldest, 
took her up on that suggestion and 
in his sweaty, bare feet proceeded 
to climb the wall while holding 
onto the wooden trim of our French 
doors up about eight feet to the top. 

He proudly looked down at the rest of us and said, 
”Look at me picking apples,” let go, and slid back down. 
Quick as a whistle, we all spit on our hands to wet the 
soles of our bare feet and took turns climbing. When he 
got home, I’m sure Dad thought we were all crazy at 
first, especially Mom for allowing us, but he saw the joy 
and relief it brought her in the midst of a tough time. He 
would even ask us to demonstrate to co-workers and 
friends who came to the house for years to come. 
 
Recently, Mom has asked if she and the ten kids could 
pray the rosary together as a family again, even though 
we are spread across three time zones. My brother Jerry 
Joe has access to an audio-conferencing service, and we 
all call in to the toll-free number the first Saturday of 
each month. Each person takes the opportunity to 
mention a prayer request, then someone says the first 
part of the prayer and is followed by another who 
finishes the prayer. Mom leads the first section and 
explains each mystery from the meditations of Padre Pio. 
John Mike recites the concluding prayer and Jerry Joe 
keeps us on track if something happens. I don’t kneel 
down in front of a sofa, but I do use one of the two 
rosaries that Granny gave me.  
 
It is a unifying prayer 
connection that works  
well for us! 
 
Tim Downey Jr 
Editor 
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A Slot Car Christmas| 
By John Paul 

In December of 1965, I was twelve years old, and I 
knew everything. Most importantly, I knew the 
source of any gifts I was to receive that Christmas. 
Having a six year old brother, I was also fully aware 
that there was an important protocol to be followed. 
So, one evening at the supper table, I told Mom, 
Dad, and my brother Tom what I was asking for 
from Santa. Two birds, one stone, as they say. 

It was the height of the slot car racing fad. For those 
too young to know about slot cars, they are model 
cars of various sizes raced on slotted tracks of 
diverse layouts, the slots guiding the cars and 
provide low voltage to the cars’ motors. The voltage 
was varied by hand-held controls to adjust the cars’ 
speed…sort of a 3D version of today’s video auto 
racing games. I made it clear that I wanted, no, 
needed a slot car racing set, and a lack thereof would 
totally destroy any standing I might have with my 
friends, many of whom already had sets. I made it 
clear that I wanted 1/32 scale, the “standard” size for 
home racing and the choice of all my friends, as 
both larger and smaller sizes were also available. 
I’m sure I also asked for other things, but that year, 
all that mattered was that slot car set. 

As I was sure my Christmas wish would be fulfilled, 
the weeks prior to Christmas were spent practicing 
on friends’ race tracks, and discussing how we 
would add my new layout into our racing rotation. A 
day or two before Christmas Eve, when gifts were 
opened at the Paul household, Mom asked me with a 
knowing smile whether I was still expecting that slot 
car set from Santa. I told her of course I was, noting 
that it would undoubtedly be a Strombecker set, as 
that brand was the undisputed king of slot car racing 
at that time. Mom’s smile seemed to falter…wait, 
had I mentioned Strombecker’s superiority over 
Aurora, Eldon, and several other brands? Well, no 
matter. Everyone knew that Strombecker was the 
only choice. 

On Christmas Eve, along with a plethora of other 
gifts, there was a large box for me from Santa that 
had to be my coveted racing set. When it came time 
to open it, all eyes were on me as I tore open the 
wrapping. A colorful graphic of a track with 
speeding cars was visible…YES! As I finished 
removing the paper, everything went wrong. In big, 

bold letters I saw it:  
E-L-D-O-N. I don’t 
remember what I said, 
if anything, but my 
dejection must have 
been obvious.  

What I remember 
most about that 
Christmas was Mom’s 
crestfallen look and 
tear-filled eyes as she looked at me and quietly 
mouthed “We didn’t know.” I knew immediately 
that I had screwed up, but not because I alone was 
the ultimate cause of my failure to receive exactly 
what I was expecting, though there was that. Rather, 
it was the pain in my mother’s eyes and voice that 
really hit me. My disappointment with that gift was 
dwarfed by the knowledge of how deeply I had hurt 
Mom. 

I was reminded of that Christmas once again this 
past December as I helped to receive and tag gifts 
here at St. Tim’s. I was humbled by the requests 
from members of our local community, and by the 
gifts given by fellow parishioners. So many of the 
requests clearly reflected needs, rather than wants. I 
was reminded of the privileged upbringing I had, 
and of the bounty Mugs and I, our children, and 
grandchildren have known. I was also reminded that 
almost all gifts are given in a spirit of love. Whether 
they are given in response to a specific request, or 
carefully selected based on intimate knowledge of 
the intended recipient; whether given to meet a 
specific need, or to fulfill an understood desire; 
whether given out of bounty or penury, they are a 
reflection, albeit a dim one, of God’s love. 

I’d like to say that I’ve never had a repeat of that 
Christmas of 1965, but that wouldn’t be the truth. 
I’ve been guilty other times of exhibiting 
disappointment rather than expressing gratitude for 
gifts received. The sentiment of “How could you not 
know…?” has at times crossed my mind, if not 
necessarily my lips. Sadly, I sometimes need to be 
reminded of the many gifts - material, emotional, 
and spiritual - that I have received and continue to 
receive. Perhaps the occasional, gentle, 
uncomfortable reminder of times I have been less 
than grateful is in fact a gift that merits gratitude.  
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Finding God on the Train 
By Therese Frederick 

It was an October morning with a 38-degree 
temperature outside. I, being the hearty public 
transportation passenger, was dressed quite 
comfortably and had my head buried in a book 
titled ‘The Rosary’ by Immaculée Ilibagiza. In 
front of me was a gentleman wearing a black 
hoodie and quilted jacket, around 50 years old, 
whom I will call James. Across the aisle is a seat 
that is turned sideways and can seat 3 people. A 
young man was in that seat, around 35 (I will call 
him Matt). Matt was making shivering sounds and 
commented on how cold he was (most likely due to 
the fact that he was only wearing a thin sweatshirt - 
although he did have a Vikings stocking cap over his 
bald head). I put my head back in my book clearly 
saying, “leave me alone.” Evidently it wasn’t as clear as 
I thought because he kept talking (with every third word 
being a swear word, which had me shuddering each time 
it was said).  

Matt then asked me if there was a place to eat breakfast. 
I told him that the VA had a nice cafeteria and promptly 
put my head back in the book. As his chatter continued, I 
decided to quit reading about being a Christian and start 
acting like one. I asked him if he grew up in Minnesota 
and he said, “yes, my whole life.” “So, if you grew up 
here why are you not dressed for the cold weather?” I 
know, I know, a little sarcastic but it was said in a joking 
sort of way. This comment became the catalyst for James 
to turn around and jump into the conversation. I silently 
prayed that the Holy Spirit would put duct tape on my 
mouth if I was going to tell Matt to quit swearing. (He 
truly did keep me from saying anything. In fact, He 
erased those words from my mind so I could really ‘see’ 
Matt). 

Here are some highlights from this early morning 
conversation: 

• I asked if either of them ever stuck their tongue to a 
metal pole in the winter (you should try this as a 
conversation starter.) 

• James was from Illinois but has lived in MN for 21 
years and no, he never stuck his tongue to a pole 
although has thought of trying it. Both Matt and I 
told him it wasn’t worth it. 

• Matt put his tongue on a pole because “an upper-
classman told me to, and boy was that a mistake.” 

• What exactly is the correct clothing on a 38-degree 
day? 

• James reached across the aisle and shook Matt’s 

hand and said, “Thankyou for your sacrifice.” 

• Matt has never been to the VA; I encouraged him to 
check out the many, many services available to him. 

• Matt had an alcoholic stepfather, as did James and 
both   agreed it made life hard. 

• Multiple conspiracy theories (it’s truly amazing how 
much can be said in 15 minutes.)  

The final comment from Matt was that he had once told 
an 80-year old woman that, “behind every man is a good 
woman,” but she said “no young man, beside every man 
is a woman, not behind, because woman came from the 
rib of a man.” Matt will never forget her. 

Matt decided to try out the VA cafeteria, so we walked 
in together and shook hands, wishing each other a nice 
day. What a delightful way to start my workday. The 
takeaway from this encounter: take the time, put your 
book (or smartphone) aside, and open a conversation 
with, “have you ever put your tongue on a frozen pole?” 
Who knows what it will lead to? 

Oh wait, one last thing: I found myself asking other 
people, that day, if they had ever put their tongue on a 
frozen pole...100% had.  

Ahhhh, Minnesotans - 
ya just gotta love us! 
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Purpose 
By Gary Buhr 

We all have a purpose in life, but sometimes we have a 
hard time understanding what it is, particularly as we 
get older, and have lost loved ones or children. A very 
dear friend of mine, Jerry lost his wife after 67 years of 
marriage. They embodied everything that a good 
marriage had to offer, including unconditional love that 
was expressed every day of their life together. Jerry 
told me that he never went to bed in his entire married 
life without kissing his bride and telling her that he 
loved her. And that was the last thing he did before she 
died in his arms.  

Jerry soldiered on after his wife died, living alone in his 
home that was frequently visited by his 
many caring and loving children and 
grandchildren. His life was not empty, 
but it seemed that it had no purpose any 
longer. And he questioned why the Good 
Lord was still keeping him around when 
his beloved wife, Lu was patiently 
waiting for him to join her in heaven. He 
would pass the winters in Arizona as he 
had done with his wife for the thirty years 
they had together after retirement, but it was never the 
same without her, even though his children would with 
join him when they retired.  

Then it happened. The doctor diagnosed him with 
congestive heart failure. He spent a short time in the 
hospital and then was sent home with a bunch of 
prescriptions and dietary and physical restrictions. This 
wasn't unexpected for a man in his 90's, but still 
surprised Jerry, who had the looks and physical well-
being of a man much younger. Then it happened again. 
One morning he found himself unable to get up from a 
chair and found that he had lost all feeling and mobility 
in his left side. This time the doctors diagnosed him 
with a stroke, and he was to spend a month in the 
hospital and a rehabilitation center. The month became 
two months, then three. He ended up in an apartment 
building that catered to seniors where he continued 
convalescence until he was judged fit enough to move 
into an assisted living arrangement.  

He still retained his home in hopes of returning. And he 
longed to be able to drive his new Cadillac which he 
had purchased four months before the stroke. Regaining 
his ability to drive was a major goal, but a lot depended 
on his mobility and balance. You see, Jerry drove with 
his right foot on the accelerator and his left on the 
brake, and his left foot wasn't as responsive as it had 
been. 

He looked forward to getting out of the building, 

especially for lunch with relatives or friends. He said, 
that the place depressed him. “Too many old people,” 
he said. I laughed when I heard this and reminded him 
of his 94 years of age. He replied, “It's not years. It's the 
attitude. They sit around all day with their heads down 
and don't talk to anybody.”  

Jerry on the other hand, talked to everyone he met. This 
included the staff, the management and all the 
residents. The staff loved him, as did the managers. He 
even became friends with the members of the 
corporation who made periodic visits to check on 
things. For the residents, he was an acquired taste. He 
flirted with all the ladies and hugged the staff. He 
goaded and kidded the few men who were there, and 
good naturedly chastised those who needed 

convalescence if they didn't join him in 
thrice weekly physical therapy sessions. 
The place changed miraculously. When I 
started visiting him, the building was like 
a morgue. In two months, it became Club 
Med. If there would have been a vote, he 
would have been elected mayor. As it 
was, he was at minimum the cruise 
director in charge of morale.  

On one particular spring day, I stopped in 
to see him and asked if he would like to look at a used 
lawn tractor that I was interested in buying and catch 
lunch. He was anxious to “bust out,” and we drove to a 
suburban location where the tractor was listed. By 
coincidence it was near one of his favorite restaurants. 
After we struck out on purchasing the lawn tractor, we 
went to the restaurant only to find that it had a twenty-
minute waiting list. I suggested that we could try a 
western burger joint south of us on off Highway 65. He 
said that he would like that because he and Lu used to 
stop at this kind of place when they traveled. When we 
got there, Jerry immediately struck up a conversation 
with three of the waitresses and told them to give him 
the check, because I was too cheap and wouldn't give 
them the generous tip that they deserved.  

We then spotted an older gentleman who was sitting 
alone in the next booth. I told Jerry that he looked like a 
man who had downsized and had an old lawn tractor 
for sale. I walked over to him and told him of our 
conversation. He laughed and said that he did have a 
lawn tractor for sale, but he lived Oklahoma. “I am 
waiting to meet an old friend for lunch, but he is fifteen 
minutes late. I am thinking of giving him a call. He has 
been suffering from memory loss and he may have 
forgotten our date.” We saw him use his cell phone, and 
as we were finishing our lunch, a woman appeared 
leading her husband to the booth. We overheard her 

(Continued on page 7) 
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telling him that her husband was recovering from a stroke 
and shouldn't drink.  

She gave him their address to drive him home and left. 
As Jerry was paying for our meal, I wandered over to 
their booth and introduced myself. I asked if his friend 
might have a lawn tractor for sale. In halted, labored 
speech he said that he had a lawn tractor, but it was a 
diesel and probably too big for my lawn because he 
mowed six acres. Jerry then wandered over and 
recognized the gentleman's predicament and asked him if 
he had had a stroke. The man nodded in affirmation and 
Jerry told him to keep his chin up. “I am 94 years old and 
recovering from a stroke I had in late December. A young 
man like you should be back to normal in no time.” We 
noticed a hopeful smile on his face as we walked to the 
door.  

As we got in my car to go back to the Jerry's apartment, I 
turned to him and said. “Jerry, that is why the Good Lord 
has not called you home yet. You still have a purpose. All 
those people in your apartment building need you, and so 
did that man we met in the restaurant today.” He looked 
at me knowingly, and said, “Yes, Gary I think you are 
right. How else could you explain the circumstances of us 
not being able to get a seat in my favorite restaurant and 
ending up sitting next to those two gentlemen. It must be 
part of God's plan for us.”  

Advancing age had taken its toll;  
he lost his wife, but not his soul.  

 

Confirmation Field Trip 
By Karen Hartung, Kristen Neuman and  
Confirmation Group 1, Level 2 class. 

Remember when you were in school and the teacher 
announced there would be an up-coming field trip? Your 
class became excited to see something else outside of 
school—even if that field trip was not necessarily the 
most fun. In fifth grade my class toured the sewage 
treatment plant. It was not, to say the least, the most 
entertaining. Yet learning about life outside of our own 
classroom, outside our own comfort zone, intrigues us to 
this day and makes us appreciate different perspectives, 
cultures, and hands on experiences. 

That is what our confirmation class experienced in 
traveling to the House of Charity earlier this fall. 
According to Kristen Neuman, our middle and high 
school faith formation director, the “House of Charity is a 
multifaceted nonprofit organization in Minneapolis 
whose mission is to feed those in need, house those 
experiencing homelessness and empower individuals to 
achieve independence. St. Tim’s confirmation students 

come alongside this organization to help prepare and 
serve a meal once a month. This service allows students 
to meet people experiencing homelessness face-to-face 
and recognize that simple kindness goes a long way. 
There is so much more that we can do to help people in 
difficult situations, but House of Charity offers a first-
glance. St. Tim’s confirmation program has volunteered 
with this organization for many years and has a great 
relationship with them.” 

With this in mind, early one Sunday morning our students 
made the trip in two vans to House of Charity in 
Minneapolis. Upon arrival they parked in an alley, signed 
in, washed hands, and put on gloves in order to be ready 
to serve the various courses of the meal for the morning. 
In addition to the entrée, which was served by the House 
of Charity staff, each of our students was given charge of 
serving a portion of the meal: bread, dessert, fruit, or 
salad.  

Each of the confirmands served strangers, mainly 
homeless people, who were hungry and came as they 
were. Our confirmands were stretched to interact with all 
who came: those who had comments about what our 
students could do for their skin care and those who said 
nothing at all. The homeless included those who were 
able to work and sought to move out of their living 
conditions and those who could not. 

While our students were stretched a bit out of their 
comfort zone, they all agreed wholeheartedly that the trip 
was worthwhile. They said that it gave them an 
opportunity to feed the hungry, to give and not to take, 
and to respect all life no matter how different it may be.  

“God has called us to serve others, and Jesus showed us 
the perfect example of how to serve. Confirmation 
students participate in that service of others in many ways 
here at St. Timothy’s and beyond. By volunteering to 
help those in need, young people experience the self-
giving love of Christ and what it means to live out our 
Christian values. It’s so much more than giving up our 
time and energy; it’s about giving the love of Christ and 
receiving valuable lessons in return,” Kristen Neuman 
says. 

While this field trip was to Minneapolis, many of our 
confirmands spent time on the service mission trip last 
summer and several will make the mission trip again this 
summer. Perhaps this field trip was the spark that we 
wanted to ignite in our 
students to go forth in 
service to others.  

So much learning can 
be had from a field 
trip!  

(Purpose, continued from page 6) 
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Ordinary Miracles 
By Gary Buhr 

He was reading the Sunday paper. She was clipping 
coupons and working on her grocery list. He heard an 
audible gasp. She leaned her head back and died. It was a 
shock, but not entirely unexpected, for Judy had just 
returned home after lengthy stays in the hospital and a 
nursing home where she had been convalescing from 
injuries suffered in a fall. She had not been healthy for 
years. Congestive heart failure, diabetes, and a host of 
other ailments were her crosses to bear. 

They had been high school sweet-hearts and would have 
celebrated their 60th anniversary this spring. They were 
like “two peas in a pod,” as my mother would say. They 
finished each other’s sentences, and even looked like 
each other, as old Scandinavian couples tend to do as 
they age. 

Months before, when she had been taken to the hospital, 
John was lost and confused. “Why is this happening?” he 
questioned. “She is my soul-mate. My best friend. The 
mother of my children.” Though her body was weak, her 
spirit was strong, and she respond wonderfully to 
therapy, working hard to go home. John wanted her to 
come home as well. He was lost without her. She was a 
great cook and the kitchen was her domain. He was a 
grazer. His expansive belly showed it. But it was 
shrinking fast, not getting the nourishment it needed from 
his neighbor’s left over chili. The kids thought it was too 
soon and argued to keep her in the nursing home, 
wondering out loud if this wouldn't be the best place for 
her at this stage in life. She would have nothing of it, and 
to John's delight demanded to go home. “If the good 
Lord calls me home, I want to be in my own house!” she 
said. And so, it happened, on a Sunday morning after 
church, in her favorite place in all the world, her kitchen. 

The funeral took place the following Saturday. Friends 
and family gathered on a gray day in early December. 
John worried that his second son, Peter, would not come. 
They had had a falling out when Peter was in late teens 
and he hadn't spoken or heard from him in years. John 
texted him and told him of his mother's passing, but 
heard nothing in return. John nervously surveyed the 
crowd of people who entered the church's gathering 
space, anxiously greeting well-wishers hoping that Peter 
would be among them. As the funeral director called the 
family together to enter the church, Peter rushed forward 
out of the crowd and gave his father a hug and wept on 
his shoulder. Those of us who knew of the situation 
stood in joyful silence as if we were witnessing the return 
of the “Prodigal Son.” 

The funeral was a glorious celebration of Judy's life, with 
her daughter and grand-daughter extolling her homespun 
virtues through tearful smiles of joyful remembrance. 

Those of us close to the family made our way to the 
funeral lunch, overjoyed by what had transpired. Our 
prayers had been answered. In a time of mourning, we 
had witnessed a moment of reconciliation. 

As we huddled at our table talking over the preceding 
events, one of the church volunteers asked us if we 
would like some coffee. Looking up, we recognized an 
old friend, Jane, whose husband had died the previous 
year. Surprised and delighted to see her, we inquired 
about how she was doing. She said that she was keeping 
busy with her church work, especially the funeral 
ministry. She then asked us about one of her husband’s 
best buddies, Joe who she had not heard from in a while. 
I was sad to tell her that Joe had died the previous spring. 

For some reason, maybe it was because of her volunteer 
work at funerals, maybe it was the Holy Spirit, but I felt 
compelled to tell her that I had attended Joe’s funeral and 
found it to be one of the most moving and spiritually 
fulfilling services I had ever attended. I went on to say 
tell her that his funeral was held in the church where his 
wife was a member. Joe himself was not a practicing 
Catholic, but was heavily involved with the church, and 
contributed many hours in support of the congregation, 
even though he was an avowed agnostic, to put it mildly. 
When he died, one of the first questions his wife had was 
where the funeral would be held. He didn't officially 
belong to any congregation and was not a practicing 
Catholic, and an agnostic to boot. She broached the 
question with her local parish priest who told her that he 
would be honored to preside at her husband’s funeral, 
“for he truly lived the word.” During the homily the 
priest openly talked about Joe's “Doubting Thomas 
syndrome,” and about his wife's concern about whether 
doubters, like Joe would be welcomed into heaven.  

In his homily, he told the story of a very devout Christian 
woman whose husband was just like Joe. He had many 
friends and was regarded by people in his village as good 
man who would help anyone in need. He cherished his 
wife and family and exemplified it in his daily living. 
However, for some reason he did not believe in religious 
practice of any kind and remained an agnostic throughout 
his life. This troubled his wife greatly after he died, and 
she prayed that her husband would be with God in 
heaven.  

When I finished talking, I saw that Jane had a tear in her 
eye. Then she said, “Thank you for telling me this story. 
For this was exactly what my husband was like. He was 
loved by all who knew him, but he would never go to 
church with me.” And in this moment, I had the 
wonderful feeling that maybe, just maybe, I was guided 
by the Holy Spirit to share “the Good News” on this 
particular day, to a person who really needed to hear it. 
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