
Editor’s Corner 1 

Greeter Ministry 2 

I Gotta Guy 3 

Streaming Photos 4 and 5 

Living Through the Pandemic 6 

A Broken Bond Restored 7 

Cabin Fever 8 

Inside this issue: 

Editor’s Corner 

I Thirst 

I was really impressed with all 

the reflections of the phrases 

that are called the “Seven Last Words of Christ,” 

our staff offered on Good Friday. But the one that 

struck me the most was I Thirst. In these days of 

isolation, watching the streaming of liturgies and 

Father Joe’s messages, I recall the words of thanks 

that I typically think of during the Eucharistic 

prayer and raising of the bread and wine. Being 

able to consume the body and blood of Christ is an 

emotional experience on every occasion. Some 

days I get to sing at the early Mass in a small 

group and with the choir at the 10:30, and that 

brings a great bonus of receiving Christ twice! 

There are so many ways that we share ourselves 

with other members of the congregation, as well 

as outreach to others. 

One great piece I miss during this pandemic 

however, is the ability to touch—that physical 

connection to others. The book “Five Love 

Languages” by Dr. Gary Chapman describes the 

various ways we demonstrate our love to one 

another, and that we need to be loved by others 

with: words of affirmation, acts of service, 

receiving gifts, spending quality time, or physical 

touch. 

The various technological means of a phone or a 

videoconference (streaming, Zoom, Facebook, 

etc.) are certainly an improvement over not being 

able to communicate at all. We are fortunate to 

live close to three of our four children and six 

grandchildren. However, I thirst for that physical 

connection. Talking through the window or to 

someone on your porch just is not the same. 

Fortunately, Nancy and I are isolating safely 

together, but I am very concerned for those who are 

alone, and that would be very difficult for me. I truly 

miss the sharing at peacetime of our liturgy, whether 

it is via handshake, a pat on the back, a hug, or a 

kiss. I understand and support the need for isolation 

during this pandemic. It is just my human need to 

connect that I miss. 

So, when we are able to gather again, I will be very 

joyful. Until then, may Christ’s Peace be with you. 

Tim Downey, Cornerstone Editor 

Summer 2020 
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Greeter Ministry  
By Kathie Kelly 

Let me ask you a question: When was the last time 

you smiled…in church? Hopefully, your answer to 

this question was “last Sunday” (or Saturday night as 

the case may be). If so, I hope you smiled because a 

parishioner wearing a “greeter” badge smiled at you 

and welcomed you as you came in the door for Mass. 

If that was the case, I also hope that you passed on 

that smile to someone you sat next to, or to someone 

with whom you made eye contact as you left church. 

Better yet, I hope it may have encouraged you to step 

outside of your comfort zone a bit and actually speak 

a word or two to the person sitting next to you—you 

know who I mean—the woman or man you’ve been 

sitting next to for the many years you’ve been 

coming to church at St. Tim’s, but never actually 

exchanged names with. We have all been there, it’s 

tough to make that first move. 

If any of these experiences have been yours lately, it 

may be the result of a renewal of our greeter 

ministry. Greeters have been on our ministry 

dashboard for several years here, but it never quite 

got off the ground. It’s difficult for most of us to take 

that first step and say hello to, or smile at, a perfect 

stranger. But thanks to our pastor, Father Joe 

Whelan, we are starting to see a new culture 

emerging at Mass (at least I’m seeing it at 5:00 Mass 

on Saturday nights where I serve as one of these 

greeters). Father Joe felt that, as friendly and inviting 

as St. Tim’s might be for those of us who have been 

here for many years, it may feel equally distant and 

uninviting to others new to the parish, to the 

particular Mass they find themselves at, or to 

Minnesota in general.  

You know, similar to the same way we all felt on the 

first day at kindergarten, the first day of high school, 

the first day at a new job. We all want to fit in and 

feel welcome and wanted. As my youngest daughter 

asked me when she was 12 and I started a new job: 

“Did anyone eat lunch with you today, Mom?” 

What a good way to put it. After all, Mass is all 

about Eucharist, and Eucharist is all about sharing a 

meal with each other. So when we go to Mass, we 

should be engaging in 

communion with each 

other through 

Eucharist, singing, 

praying and exchanging 

pleasantries with each 

other.  

Father Joe asked two 

women in the parish, 

Anne Kocon and Mary 

Rose Iten, to form an 

investigative hospitality 

group—a group of 

people who would look 

at ways in which we 

can be more hospitable 

to each other and make our parish feel more 

welcoming. Under their fine guidance and 

leadership, there are a number of activities and 

experiences that have already taken place as a 

result, with more to come. But I hope the most 

obvious to the majority of parishioners are the 

greeters waiting at the doors to say hello to you as 

you enter. And I hope their warm smiles and 

sincere hellos will cause you to want to pass it on. 

And if you feel so moved, please leave the comfort 

of your pew and join us. You don’t have to stand at 

a door. I, personally find it easier to be a roving 

greeter. As a result, I wander through the 

congregation, stopping to say hello to someone I 

don’t know, or chat a bit with someone I do know. 

You are welcome to join us in any way that makes 

you comfortable. It is my hope that this ministry 

grows to encompass every single parishioner. 

I have one final question for you: “Did anyone eat 

lunch with you today?” I hope your answer is yes. 

(Note that this article was written before the 

pandemic caused the cancellation of all in-person 

Masses at St. Tim’s. The greeter ministry will be an 

important one when we finally get back to our full 

Mass schedule.) 
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I Got a Guy 

By Gary Buhr 

I met an old friend for lunch when I visited my 

daughter in Philadelphia in January. He picked me up 

in an all wheel drive $90K Mercedes Benz 4 D door 

sedan. I remarked at how I had never ridden in such 

an expensive car. He replied, “I got a guy.” I told him 

that back in the 80's a friend of mine was given an old 

Mercedes by his uncle, but decided that he could not 

afford to keep it because maintenance was so 

expensive. He smiled and again said “I got a guy.” 

We continued catching up and he said that he was 

working like a dog fixing up his mother's house to 

prepare it for sale after she had died. “It has not been 

updated since 1965,” he said, “the upstairs bathroom 

still has a pull chain on the toilet.” “Are you doing all 

the work yourself?” I asked. “Goodness no,” he said, 

I've got a guy.” 

“Who is this guy? I wondered. I need to get this guy.” 

Then I started thinking. Yes, I do have a guy! Not just 

one guy, but a dozen guys that I can call on when I 

need some advice or help. No, I don't have a guy who 

can get me a deal on a Mercedes Benz or a neighbor 

who is the service manager for a Benz dealership. But 

I have, Bill, who is a retired engineer who helps me 

with all my electrical or mechanical tasks. Then there 

is Mitch, who has a pickup truck and does cabinet 

making and carpentry as a hobby. My brother-in-law 

Darrel can fix anything and has a hoist in his pole 

shed. My son Jason is a network whiz and a couple of 

grandsons are computer professionals. My wife is my 

accountant and tax specialist. My oldest daughter is a 

geriatric nurse practitioner and can take care of all my 

health concerns. 

But after giving it more serious thought, well, we all 

have a Guy. Our main go-to Guy who will always be 

there for us no matter what the circumstance. He 

always listens; fills us with His grace and love, 

forgives us for all our short comings, and literally 

died for us. Thank you, Jesus! 

Finding God on the Train 
By Therese Frederick  

I find myself reflecting on the goodness of humanity 
these days: kindness, care, compassion, putting 
others first. I keep a journal of the encounters I’ve 
had while using public transportation (as well as 
other God moments) and, in reading through this 
journal, I found these little gems: 

• Members of a youth sport league getting out of 
their seats for an elderly person (yes, that would 
be me) and the smiles on their faces when I 
commended them on their manners. 

• A mother and two children getting on a bus, on 
Chicago Ave, and people getting up and 
rearranging their position so that the family could 
be together 

• A man offering another man bus fare 

• A pregnant woman getting out of her seat for an 
elderly woman with a walker, followed by another 
person moving for the soon-to-be mother. 

The above examples affirm who we are as a people 
of God, displaying the fruits of the Spirit and 
walking this journey together. 

Other entries in my journal are notes of conversation 
starters that I’ve used. In my last Cornerstone article 
I shared about my ‘Have you ever put your tongue 
on a frozen pole’ conversation starter. Here is 
another: 

My coworker changes out her hair on a weekly basis 
which brings much admiration from her colleagues. 
One day a woman entered the train with the most 
intricately braided grey hair I have seen. I said, 
“Your hair is fabulous.” At which she responded 
with a smile and a sparkle in her eye, “Thank you.” 
My next question, “Did you do that yourself?” “No, 
but my daughter did.” I asked if I could take a 
picture of it to show my coworker to challenge her to 
this complex matrix of braids. The woman happily 
participated in multiple poses. This encounter then 
opened up a ten minute conversation, after which she 
got off the train with a final farewell saying, “Thank 
you for noticing.” 

In this time of social distancing, I invite you to think 
up some conversation starters and then go for a walk 
and practice them with people you encounter—you 
may be pleasantly surprised at the results. 
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Streaming services and  

announcements through 

Facebook, Flocknote, 

YouTube, and our website, 

keep us together, and remind 

us of the great community  

here at St. Timothy’s. 
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The Choir meets on Wednesday evenings via ZOOM 
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Living through the Pandemic 

By Kristen Neuman 

Even in this strange time, I've seen so many silver linings. 

People helping one another. Teachers being praised and 

supported. Creativity at its finest. It seems we've all found 

God's love in the places where we've forgotten it's always 

been. Like in our friends and family, in nurses and 

doctors, in simple groceries, or even toilet paper!  

We've also been invited to rest. I'm not sure about you, 

but I've enjoyed not needing to go from place to place 

every day. Perhaps God knew we all needed a little rest. 

Scripture points us towards this rest, even commands it. 

The third commandment says "Keep holy the Sabbath 

day." What do you think of when you hear the word 

Sabbath? Most often, Christians honor the Sabbath day 

by going to church and celebrating together. Well, we 

can't really do that anymore huh?  

But there are so many other ways to honor God on the 

Sabbath. In the Jewish culture, of which Jesus was a part, 

all businesses close at sundown. Any unnecessary, or non

-essential, work ceases. Time is spent with family and in 

deep reflection and prayer to the Lord.  

Way back in Genesis, in the creation story, God was busy 

making all that's in the world. But our creator knew we 

needed a model of how to live our lives among creation. 

So God rested. We know our Almighty God doesn't need 

anything, much less rest. But we do. When's the last time 

we spent this much time in the same house with our 

family members? Or searching for church services 

online? Or reaching out to friends just to see how they're 

doing? That's what Sabbath is all about. Caring deeply for 

one another and for the Lord.  

I'd like to share a the following reflection with you that 

was shared with me recently.  

Pandemic, by Lynn Ungar.  

“What if you thought of it 

as the Jews consider the Sabbath— 

the most sacred of times? 

Cease from travel. 

Cease from buying and selling. 

Give up, just for now, 

on trying to make the world 

different than it is. 

Sing. Pray. Touch only those 

to whom you commit your life. 

Center down. 

And when your body has become still, 

reach out with your heart. 

Know that we are connected 

in ways that are terrifying and beautiful. 

(You could hardly deny it now.) 

Know that our lives 

are in one another’s hands. 

(Surely, that has come clear.) 

Do not reach out your hands, 

Reach out your heart. 

Reach out your words. 

Reach out all the tendrils 

of compassion that move, invisibly, 

where we cannot touch. 

Promise this world your love— 

for better or for worse, 

in sickness and in health, 

so long as we all shall live.” 

 

I just found that so beautiful. That we would promise 

ourselves to one another in this time of unexpected 

Sabbath. Maybe you're like me and you're wondering how 

long this unexpected season is going to last. How much 

longer do I need to work from home? When can I see my 

grandparents again? When can we finally go back to 

church? 

The truth is, we don't know. And that's the uncomfortable 

part. The scary part. The unknown. But God knows. 

God's had this whole story written before we were even 

born. Jeremiah 29:11 is a verse I've been holding onto in 

these days of uncertainty. "For I know the plans I have for 

you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to 

harm you, plans to give you hope and a future." 

The Lord holds our future. And our creator gives us hope. 

So in these strange and uncertain times, hold onto the 

hope that only Christ can give. Read your Bible, listen to 

Christian music, wear a cross, and wash your hands!  

Know that this will end someday soon. Make plans for the 

future. God plans to prosper us, so make use of those 

things God has blessed you with. Continue to reach out 

your heart. Give to the needy. Support your church. And 

pray without ceasing.  

I'm praying for you, for all of us. St. Tim’s staff misses 

you tremendously and we can’t wait to see you again! 

May God bless and keep you, may God's face shine on 

you, may God be kind to you and give you peace. Amen.  
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A Broken Bond Restored 

By John Paul 

Marianne (Mugs) and I moved to the Twin Cities in 

August of 1978, and in November moved into our newly 

purchased 3-bedroom rambler in Coon Rapids. We had 

owned a home during our final year in Minot, ND, but it 

hadn’t been long enough to consider ourselves 

experienced homeowners. While our gently used home 

was in good shape and required little more than routine 

upkeep, our large corner lot with overgrown Russian 

Olive trees and other shrubbery, plus a sparse and weedy 

lawn, presaged a great deal of yard work to come. 

Bob and Sharon, our new next door neighbors, quickly 

introduced themselves and their three daughters, and 

during our three-plus years in that location, proved 

themselves to be friendly and helpful to our small but 

growing family. Bob cleared snow for us when needed 

during that first winter, and in the spring provided helpful 

guidance and assistance with yard care. Their trees and 

shrubs were neatly trimmed, but while their lawn was 

quite thick and neatly mowed, it was a combination of 

grass, clover, and a variety of what most suburbanites 

would consider weeds. Mugs and I have often joked 

about what he revealed as his lawn care philosophy - If 

it’s green, leave it alone! 

Their two older daughters provided babysitting for our 

older daughter, who was just turning two when we moved 

in, and for our younger daughter who was born in 1980. 

Sharon was a nurse at Mercy Hospital, and was one of the 

first visitors there for Mugs and our new baby. She was 

always helpful if we had any questions or concerns about 

our girls’ health, and she and Bob were both outgoing and 

companionable when our families were out in the yard. 

While we never really became close friends, they were 

excellent neighbors, and we missed them greatly after we 

moved in 1982. 

We traded Christmas cards for a few years, and 

occasionally ran into one or the other when out and about, 

but sadly, we eventually lost contact. About nine or ten 

years ago, we ran into Bob and Sharon at a restaurant in 

Riverdale. We stopped to say hello, and Sharon quickly 

reminded Bob that we had been neighbors. Bob said 

hello, but with a blank expression and no trace of 

recognition. Signs of cognitive impairment were clearly 

evident, and after a brief chat, we said goodbye. A few 

years later, Mugs spoke with Sharon at the funeral of 

Sharon’s sister, who had been a business acquaintance. 

Sharon told Mugs that Bob had profound Alzheimer’s 

disease, but was still living at home.  

During subsequent years, we often wondered about Bob’s 

status, and both expected to read of his passing. In 

August of last year, we were surprised to see Sharon’s 

obituary, which noted a short bout with cancer, and listed 

Bob as her surviving spouse. We attended her funeral 

Mass, where we reconnected with their three daughters, 

none of whom we had seen in over 35 years. We offered 

our condolences, reminisced a bit, and learned that 

Sharon had cared for Bob at home for seven years, but 

that he had been in the VA hospital in Minneapolis for 

the past three years. The celebrant indicated that Sharon 

had driven to visit him virtually every day of those three 

years until her cancer had prevented it. Three weeks later, 

Bob’s obituary was in the paper, and we attended his 

service at a local funeral home. We again offered our 

condolences to their daughters, then both in conversation 

with them, and from comments made by the VA chaplain, 

we learned a bit about Bob’s final weeks. Despite his 

long illness and lack of outward recognition of anyone 

other than Sharon, Bob had still been in reasonably stable 

physical condition. 

The staff reported to the family that on the day Sharon 

died, when they went to inform Bob of her death, he 

already had tears in his eyes, and was visibly agitated. I 

believe that Bob already sensed that his corporeal bond 

with Sharon, already severely fractured for many years, 

had broken, and he surrendered to his faith that he would 

be reunited with her. Beginning that day, a rapid physical 

decline began, and soon Bob and Sharon were once again 

able to be together. 

I know that they had been members of Epiphany when we 

were neighbors, but I know little else about their faith 

life. I do know that they demonstrated their faith through 

their marriage, and by how they proclaimed their love of 

God through their love and care for one another, their 

family, and their neighbors. We were blessed to be 

among the latter group, both literally and figuratively.  

We have all recently had many of our physical bonds 

severely disrupted or broken. May we all be sacrament to 

our spouses, our families, our friends and our neighbors 

as we continue to love and care for one another, and may 

our faith and our actions help to restore the fractured and 

broken bonds of our St. Tim’s and world communities. 
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Cabin Fever  
By Gary Buhr 

 

It's been six days since the lock down began. I only leave 
the house to go to the mail box. It's starting to get a little 
tense. I am a social guy and usually get out of my wife's 
hair on a daily basis. She has started to take notice of 
everything I do, right or wrong. And for some reason I 
seem to be wrong most of the time.  

It starts in the bedroom. I used to get up earlier and head 
down to my man-cave, do a little exercise and take a 
shower. Then I eat a bowl of oatmeal and let the dog out. 
I am usually out of the house before she gets up. I have 
been sleeping later. There is nowhere to go. She hears me 
puttering around the bathroom and asks me what I am 
doing. I lie, and sarcastically tell her that I am installing a 
bidet. She gets angry and points out the sock that missed 
the hamper and the wet toilet seat. I try to change the 
subject, and ask her if she would like me to make her a 
breakfast of bacon, eggs, hash-browns and dill pickle 
pancakes. She says, “No, I don't eat that much, and quit 
trying to mess up my diet.  

You could lose a couple of pounds too, she says. Your 
pants are getting too long because your beer belly is 
hanging over your belt. Pretty soon you will need 
suspenders. You better start cutting back if we are going 
to outlast our toilet paper. By the way, she continues. We 
are out of orange juice, milk, and eggs. We could 
probably use some cooking oil and canned goods as well. 
Why don't you make a list and run to the grocery-store. 
They have special hours for seniors so they don't bump 
into the returning gen-Xers who have been exchanging 
saliva over spring break.” 

“The grand kids called and said they are prepared to make 
a food run for us,” I tell her, “They don't want me running 
amok and bring the virus home and kill their grandma.” 
“They have point. Once you get out of the house you start 
looking for life-long friends or relatives to bring home.” 
“I can't help it if I am a people person. It's a family trait,” 

I tell her. “So is flatulence,” she says, “and I don't want 
you bringing that home either.” 

My grand-daughter calls and tells me that she has grocery 
shopping duty. “I will be over after lunch to get your 
grocery list and pick up some food for you.” I tell her that 
I will leave a box out in front of the garage with the list 
and some cash. 

About an hour later she shows up and grabs the box. I 
settle in to watch the Hallmark channel. Now that all the 
sports have been canceled it is the only one that doesn't 
make me depressed. They always have a happy ending. 
You can rest assured that the pretty girl will dump her 
lousy boyfriend and get together with a mysterious 
stranger who will be her soulmate and the love of her life, 
in two hours of rom-com fun. 

Carolyn is starting to wonder if I am going to ask her to 
go dress shopping once the lock down is lifted. I assure 
her that I am the same old chauvinist pig she married, 
while in the same breath give her a hip check as I race her 
for the kitchen.  

For some reason I have found the kitchen to be 
fascinating. I get great satisfaction building soups and 
stews out things I find in the freezer. I never follow a 
recipe, preferring to wing it. And once in a while I create 
a masterpiece. This of course, is a matter of opinion, but I 
did elicit a compliment out of my girl after she had tasted 
my pinto bean, ham, and apple cider vinegar soup. 

TV is getting a little repetitious, we are thinking about 
having a Scrabble tourney, and Carolyn has brought out a 
picture puzzle for me to stare at. The grand kids have 
hooked us up to Zoom so that we can face-time each other 
on I-pads, cell phones, and computers.  

Carolyn is sewing up a storm, and I am going to attack the 
yard and pick the winter’s collection of dog leavings once 
the snow is gone. I have also stepped up my reading, just 
finishing a book “The Day Christ Died,” by Jim Bishop, 
and starting one about Napoleon’s exile on St. Helena 
island. In between time, I have been calling old friends to 
see how they are doing and asking them to pray for us, as 
we will pray for them during this horrific pandemic. 

This too will pass, and with the Good Lord’s help I will 
be back out there barging in on old friends and family 
before you can say, “Turn off lights and head for the 
basement, Gary is coming up the driveway!” 


