It wasn’t hard to keep track of Albin and Delphine Ropella’s eight
children when they attended St. Joseph School in 1966 – there was
one per grade: (front row, from left) Robert, 6, grade one; Barbara, 7,
grade two; Susan, 8, grade three; Patrick, 9, grade four; (back row)
Debra, 10, grade five; Michael, 11, grade six; Marsha, 12, grade seven;
and Mark, 13, grade eight.

Eight is Enough
By Delphine Ropella

My husband Al and I had eight children and all were born
approximately one year apart:

Mark Ropella, 11-06-52; Marsha (Ropella) Stroik, 12-15-53;
Michael Ropella, 01-17-55 (deceased 8-16-75); Debra (Ropella)
Christian, 03-27-56; Patrick Ropella, 04-19-57; Susan (Ropella)
Buza, 04-17-58; Barbara (Ropella) Stahl, 07-18-59; Robert
Ropella, 07-29-60.

As a result, at one time we had one child per grade at St.
Joseph’s School (1 thru 8). The accompanying picture was
taken on the front steps of the school by Florian Klasinski, the
photographer at the Stevens Point Journal on Sept. 7, 1966.
One of the studios made a colored copy of the picture for us
which is my prized possession.
They all went to Pacelli High School so we had eight consecutive graduations there too.

Teaching at St. Joe’s
By Michele (Wenzl) Tippel

One of the best moments of my life was the first time I
stepped into St. Joseph School in the fall of 1995. I had been
hired for my very first teaching job to teach a class of kindergarteners that were on a waiting list. I was fresh out of college
and excited about teaching those little ones.
What was just as exciting was that my first job was not only
in the school system I grew up in but that it was in my home
parish’s school. St. Joe’s was such a warm and inviting place.
The people that I worked with and the families that shared
their children with me made teaching and being at St. Joe’s
very special.

I taught at St. Joe’s for five wonderful years before SPACS
consolidated and I moved to St. Stan’s School. Those five years
hold many wonderful memories for me ... the first class of kids
that I sobbed over when they left for the summer, the staff
gatherings that bonded us together, the day my husband proposed to me in the classroom in front of all my students, and
the day that we packed everything up and moved to St. Stan’s.

Those years also hold the memories I have of being a part
of the religious education program at St. Joe’s ... helping
Wendy Mitch with the Confirmation program, teaching the
T.Y.M.E. Program and being a confirmation mentor.

My years at St. Joe’s were very memorable and wonderful
years and I am so very grateful that God blesses me with the
opportunity to grow, learn and teach at St. Joe’s. I wouldn’t
trade those years or experiences for anything!

Schools Consolidation
By Fr. Lyle Schulte

When I arrived here in 1979, the first thing I was told by the
Catholic School Board was to blend our grade school with St.
Stephen’s. Fr. Mullen and I did so – with some objections. St.
Joseph Parish housed Grades K-3, and St. Stephen Parish had
Grades 4-8. It turned out to be a great success and a money saver!
St. Joseph-St. Stephen School was the largest grade school (K-8)
in the Diocese with over 420 children! And three nuns!

This would later lead to the consolidation of all our
Catholic schools under one board, one finance committee and
one superintendent with St. Peter’s as the middle school.
Eventually we helped St. Bronislava open their first Catholic
school and Pacelli to expand. This all began in 1979!

Growing Up at St. Joe’s
By Lucy Ksionsk

I am very proud of my religious faith and have practiced
my religious faith at St. Joseph Parish for most of my 61 years.
I attended grade school here and will share with you a few of
my memories.

I remember having to go to Mass every day, first thing in
the morning. When I look back now, it was a refreshing way to
start the day. There were mainly nuns teaching at school, and
they wore their black and white habits, which hardly made
them attractive. A few of them could really keep you in your
place! Times change and we see them wearing the same clothing as any woman. I always wondered if the nuns had any hair
under those habits.

Mass celebration was also different from today. The Mass
was said in Latin and we sang in Latin. Communion was also
different. There was a long communion railing at the front of
church. Starting at the back of church, the parishioners would
file up the middle aisle and take a place at the railing, kneeling. The priest would give out communion by putting the host
on your tongue – no wine was served. The choir loft looks
somewhat the same – squeaky floors and narrow steps leading
up to the choir. We now have new handrails to hang on to.
All pupils had catechism books that we used for religion
class. Father would teach this class. We had to memorize all
our prayers and many parts of the book. We learned very well
by having to memorize.

I remember well the huge tree that was right where the
Parish Family Center is now. At lunchtime, a few friends and I
would sit under that huge tree and eat our cold lunch. There
wasn’t a hot lunch program.

I made my First Holy Communion and my Confirmation at
St. Joe’s. My two sisters and I made our First Communion
together and our mom made her Confirmation with us also.
How proud we were!

I’ll never forget my 8th grade graduation – there was a lot
of excitement in Ehr Hall. I was picked to be a fortune teller
and had to think of what the students would be doing in the
future. You sure knew which students were and which students weren’t on the good side of me.
My son was baptized at St. Joe’s in 1968. My grandson was
also baptized at St. Joe’s. Fr. Lyle Schulte was the presiding
priest. That was May of 1995.
I remember all the priests who were pastors here since

Msgr. Ehr. I didn’t know Msgr. Ehr. I do remember Fr. Keegan,
Msgr. Finucan, Fr. Falconer, Fr. Nikolai and Fr. Schulte. Each
were exceptional in their own special way.
This takes me to the present – and I’m still lovin’ it at St.
Joe’s. We’ve had changes and change is good. We only have
pre-school at the school; we have a beautiful, remodeled
church; we say Mass in English, and receive communion in our
hand. We have three very talented choirs providing us with the
most awesome music at the Masses.

We have a talented, intelligent and all-around inspiring
priest, who presents the best and most interesting homilies I’ve
ever heard. I find it very rewarding to be on the Parish
Council, to be a Eucharistic Minister, a member of the
Resurrection Choir, a greeter before Mass, and most of all
being a member of St. Joseph Parish family.
Change is good – life is good.

Grade
School

By Agnes
Kobishop

In 1966, our daughter Nancy was to
be registered for 1st grade. The church
bulletin said they were only taking 35
students for the 1st grade class, so this
mother was standing by the door 15
minutes before the door opened to
make sure that I got her registered at
St. Joe’s.

Grade School Memories
By Gerri Woyak

Wow!!! You all have taken me back to great memories of
long ago. I know I have pictures somewhere….I searched high
and low and I’ll be darned but I don’t know where they are.
There is something I would like to share as I go back…..

When I was in 3rd grade, I believe that’s correct, my mom
and dad bought the tall two-story house on the corner of East
Ave. and Jefferson St. So, we were across the street from St.
Joe’s. At that time we had a nice playground. I remember the
nun’s house close to the school. My best friend, Mary Ellen
Bower, and her family lived right off the playground, and
Podach’s house was on the same side also. It was great growing up there.

All the buildings are now gone but they leave behind such
dear memories.

Missionary Spirit
By Janet Jacoby

For many years – when Fr. Lyle Schulte went on vacation
and Leo worked at the parish, we had the opportunity to entertain visiting missionary priests. Priests from India, China,
Central America, and Africa shared meals with us. These missionaries were always impressed with the generosity of the
parishioners of St. Joseph Parish and the strong sense of community they experienced at our faith-filled liturgies.
I had not realized the impact these priests left on my children until many years later when our daughter Joyana decided to do missionary work. She said it all started around our
dinner table with the stories these missionary priest shared
about the poor of the world. These missionaries formed and
educated my children in their world view.

In 2004 we experienced the generosity of St. Joseph Parish
when Joyana addressed the community talking about her
plans to do missionary work in Mexico with the Good
Shepherd Volunteers. I was not comfortable with her asking
for funds from the people of St. Joe’s. But Joyana assured me
that people want to give if they know where the money will
go, to serve the poor. She also reminded the community that
she was baptized and nurtured by them all of her life.
The Justice and Peace Committee organized activities
where we could share information about Joyana’s missionary
activities. Through the committee they raised funds to buy
sewing machines and bible for the Mexican communities.
One of the most touching activities was when cards were
sent out before Christmas for parishioners to sign and they
sent them to Joyana. She was very homesick and savored each
card over the holidays feeling that people really did care about
her!

In all their years, the Good Shepherd volunteers never had
a parish so supportive of a volunteer. We sent the organization
all the bulletin announcements, petitions, prayers, commissioning service of Mass, etc. They had never had a volunteer
have so much support from her home parish community and
were in awe of St. Joseph Parish.

Personally, I’m still moved to tears as I recall the parishioners extending their hands over Joyana to send her forth to
proclaim God’s word as a missionary.

The missionary spirit is alive and well at St. Joe’s Parish.
The openness of the community continues to help us grow in
our awareness of the needs of the world’s poor.

Missionary Work
By Joyanna Jacoby

The St. Joseph community truly has a missionary heart.

As with all I have learned from St. Joe’s they have shown
me through their actions their missionary spirit both in the
way they receive and welcome missionaries and in the way
they send them forth from their community.
St. Joe’s takes seriously the call to walk in the footsteps of
Christ. I had the privilege and honor to be one of these missionaries who was sent forth to Mexico as a Good Shepherd
Volunteer.

Never had the volunteer program experienced the relationship with a parish that was so supportive both spiritually and
materially. I was sent forth in a special way with a banquet of
blessings and special symbols.
I was sent forth with the knowledge that a whole community would be praying for me and those I would be accompanying in Mexico.

Being away from home in a foreign land for two years was
not easy, especially during Christmas time. I will never forget
how overwhelmed I felt when I received a box at Christmas
time filled with cards of encouragement and love from my
faith family.
It was a reminder of who I am and who I was representing.
My faith was re-instilled and my spirit was inspired by the
generosity and thoughtfulness of St. Joe’s community.

I knew that I did not go alone to Mexico but went with the
entire St. Joe’s community who had shaped and formed me
since before I was born.
All those I shared life with in Mexico knew of the love and
support my home parish offered and felt connected in some
way to their brother and sisters.

My heart and those I was with in Mexico are filled with
gratitude, awe and joy for the St. Joseph community to share in
the stories from Mexico and their willingness to believe in the
Holy Spirit guiding the mission I was privileged to live.

People of St. Joe’s
By Fr. Lyle Schulte

The memories of my years at St. Joseph Parish must surely
include the good fortune of hiring the creative, energetic and
pastoral Leo Jacoby. He was so good for us.
And how about Sr. Alexine! She was surely the most loving
and beloved Home Visitor for the elderly and homebound.

Then there was Josephine Frank, who never saw a computer but was far more mannered and efficient and bright-eyed
than any computer ever could be in any office.

To think that she walked away from her job as personal secretary to Mr. Jacobs (President of Sentry) to become our parish
secretary for years—cost free!
Remember, too, our adult education efforts, Circles of Faith,
some of which still prosper; adults serving as mentors for our
Confirmation candidates, surely the first such program in the
Midwest.
And how about the three choirs, Florence Sankey, Joann
Kronebusch, Lynn Meyer and dozens more who served me, the
parish and the children through our years together at St.
Joseph Parish.

It was people who made the parish the great place it was in
my memorable years!

Growing Up at St. Joe’s
By Betsy Tubbs

I’ll always be grateful for the part that growing up in St.
Joe’s Parish has played in the calling that I have now in my life.
I can remember sitting in church while I was in 7th grade.
Perched from my position in the choir loft, I had my first
remembered experience with a missionary. He spoke of the
poverty that prevailed in his area of work at that time.
My mind was set from that time on that I would do missionary work.

Since then I have grown in my understanding of the death
and resurrection of Christ and why I would want to live for
Him. He, Himself, died so that we could be forgiven for our
sins, and took the punishment that was intended for us….that
is some incredible news to share, huh? To Him….who “was in
Christ, reconciling the world to Himself, no longer counting
people’s sins against them…” (2 Cor. 5:19)

Project Moses, an 850-pound monument with the Ten Commandments
(top photo) on one side and The Beatitudes (bottom) on the other, is
located on the lawn south of St. Joseph Church. Everett Eppers presented the idea and donated the monument to the parish.

A photo board in the Gathering Space shows the numerous trips and
activities the St. Joe’s senior citizens group was part of in 2008.

Senior Citizens Trips
By Joe and Adrian Mitch

We learned early on that the front of the bus was the prized
section to sit in and if you arrived late you were relegated to
the back of the bus. Well, we are now giving away a secret. The
back of the bus is where the fun is at. We have been having a
ball back there.
Sometimes the laughter gets so loud on the trip home that
we wake up the sleepers in the front of the bus (HA!HA!HA!).
We have been known to smuggle in a thermos of Bloody Marys
for the trip home. We even got celery sticks to finish off the
drinks from the people at Fanny Hill Dinner Theater.
We have heard from a few people…. “You sounded like you
were really having fun. I was sorry I was sitting in the front.”
Hopefully, this doesn’t get out to too many. The back belongs
to us!

Gift for
Fr. Lyle

By Joann
Kronebusch

In 1990 a group of parishioners
decided to surprise Fr. Lyle with a new
station wagon. Being a giver and not a
receiver caused some personal difficulty for Fr. Lyle to accept the gift.

He was embarrassed to have so
much money spent on him vs. the
needs of the parish and the community.
He eventually gave all the money back
to the community.

Senior Citizens Trips
By Margaret Ann Cera

What’s in a name? Joseph, for instance, has a good hearty
ring to it. It means “He shall add.” I’m not quite sure what that
means, but the name, St. Joseph is used extensively. There is a
city in Missouri called St. Joseph. There are numerous hospitals and schools that bear the name of St. Joseph. There is even
a pain reliever called St. Joseph Aspirin. This is all well and
good, but my allegiance belongs to the church that occupies
the corner of Wyatt and Jefferson. My heart beats St. Joseph.
St. Joseph Church is a faith-filled community where everyone’s needs are met. For instance, consider our Senior program. Under the leadership of Ron and Aggie Kobishop, our
“one-day escapes” as we call them, have been very successful.
The trips are affordable and the seniors respond nicely.
Perhaps that is why there are “smiles in the aisles.” With that
type of atmosphere, assisting the Kobishops turns out to be a
pleasant experience for me.

As our precious cargo departs from the parking lot, we say
a prayer to our God for the journey. As we go a wandering
under God’s clear blue sky, friendships are made and everyone
puts on a happy face.

We have traveled to just about every nook and cranny in
Wisconsin. Fine dining always accompanies our tours. Our itinerary included the following: We saw the Brewers defeat
Colorado at the new Miller Park; On our pilgrimage to La Crosse
we toured a little bit of Europe at St. Rose’s Convent; The Vatican
Treasures at the Milwaukee Museum were awesome.

We collected a litany of play bills ... Just a few of the musicals were “Fiddler on the Roof,” “Sound of Music,” “South
Pacific,” “Evita,” “Man of LaMancha,” and “Phantom of the
Opera.”
Other senior moments included Al Capone’s hideaway,
spectacular gardens, a World War II submarine in Manitowoc
and the list goes on and on.

For a long time we considered an overnight trip. We were
amazed at the quick response to the production of the “Passion
Play” in Bloomington, IL. There was not a dry eye in the theater.

Switching gears a bit ... During the holiday season Aggie
dons a different hat and adjusts her apron. She is in familiar
territory. Here is what she does best. She prepares a culinary
feast for about 150-200 seniors ... move over Martha Stewart.
You don’t have to be a senior to join us in these programs.
All are invited.

Senior Citizens Group
By Agnes Kobishop

St. Joe’s had a very active senior citizens group in the 70s
with John & Margaret Simonis and the Jerry Breitenbachs leading the way. Estelle Roseth and Florence Sankey were the
organizers for quite a few years also.

When those ladies wanted to retire, Ron and I decided to
try our hand with the seniors’ activities. Mike and Betty
Wondzell helped us for a few years until they became involved
in other activities, and Marge Cera came on to help us as well.

We try to plan interesting trips for our seniors and friends
at low cost.
We also have a Thanksgiving Dinner and a Christmas
Dinner each year. We encourage more of our seniors to take
part in these day tours.

Pardi-Gras
By Joe &
Adrian Mitch

Our Winterfest began back in the
days of Msgr. Finucan and Fr. Peter as
the “Letsallfest” in Ehr Hall. The day
was spent decorating the hall and popping popcorn. It was a dress-up affair.
The men came in suits and the women
in their Sunday best.

This evolved into “Pardi Gras” held
at Pacelli before the beginning of Lent.
The gym was decorated like Mardi
Gras with pinatas, fountains, posters
and even a King of the Event, King
Stash. People were encouraged to
attend in costume, with prizes to be
awarded.

Memories of Kindness
By Kathleen (Zimmerman) Kraft

Back in 5th grade, I had rheumatic fever and was bedridden
for three months. I kept up with the class because Sr. Leonis
was very helpful. She planned out all my school work and I
was able to work at my own pace.
Two years later, I had a recurrence that lasted six months
and I was able to attend school in the fall if rest periods were
available. Msgr. Ehr needed to make the decision and he was
very kind. A cot was set up near the girls’ lavatory and my
recesses and lunch time were spent there.

