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THE STORY OF THE BOY WHO WOULD 
BECOME ARCHBISHOP

SPRING 2026

By Cathy Howard

On March 25, 2026, the Feast of the 
Annunciation, thousands of faithful gathered 

in Denver to witness the installation of 
Archbishop James R. Golka as the sixth 

Archbishop of the Archdiocese of Denver. The 
Mass, held at the CoBank Arena, marked a 
joyful and historic moment for the Church, 

filled with prayer, celebration, and a renewed 
sense of mission. During the liturgy, the 

official apostolic letter from the Holy Father 
was proclaimed, formally entrusting 

Archbishop Golka with the pastoral care of 
Northern Colorado. In his remarks, he invited 

the faithful to live with purpose and to 
embrace their shared call to follow Christ.

A 1985 graduate of Central Catholic, 
Archbishop Golka embodies the mission and 
values the school has instilled for nearly 70 

years. Known for his academic excellence and 
strong faith during his student years, he 

discerned a vocation to the priesthood at an 
early age. Ordained in 1994, he has served 

faithfully as a priest and later as pastor of St. 
Mary’s Cathedral. In 2021, he was appointed 
Bishop of the Diocese of Colorado Springs by 
Pope Francis. His installation as Archbishop of 
Denver marks not only a significant moment 
for the Church, but also a proud milestone for 

the Central Catholic community.

Boys and girls, even when he was young, Jimmy 
Golka wanted to be a priest. This was not surprising 
at all. 

Jimmy belonged to a holy family. You wouldn’t 
think of them as holy if you saw all his brothers and 
sisters running through the yard with their many 
friends on Arthur Street. They shrieked and laughed 
and played ball and ran over the top of each other. 
Most days they fought over whose turn it was to sit 
by the window in the big station wagon or to empty 
the trash.

It was Jimmy’s small, red-haired mother - feisty and 
gentle and practical all at the same time - who 
showed her ten children how to be holy. Their tall, 
quiet father was holy as well even though he yelled 
very loudly at their school basketball games and 
sometimes embarrassed them. 

Every night Jimmy’s mother prayed with all her 
children. She sat with each of them on their beds 
and spoke directly to Jesus.

“Dear Lord, Jimmy’s worried about his math test,” 
she’d say as if Jesus stood close by Jimmy’s bed.

Jimmy marveled. 

“She really thinks Jesus is in this room,” he thought. “I guess He must be.”

No matter how busy his family was with their many school events, 
Jimmy’s mother and father made sure everybody went to Mass. They ate 
together, attended every school activity together, and prayed together. 

As Jimmy grew, he read his children’s Bible from cover to cover. He 
learned all about Jesus and considered deeply that Jesus seemed to see 
something no one else did. How could this be? Jimmy thought and 
thought. It was because, he concluded, Jesus was God. 

“I want to see the world the way Jesus sees it,” Jimmy thought with 
finality.

It wasn’t always easy. His first 
Confession made him anxious.

“What do I say to the priest?” He asked 
his mother.

“Johnny,” she called Jimmy’s older 
brother, “show Jimmy what he needs 
to do.”

With older brother patience, John 
related every one of his own sins to the 
imaginary priest beside him to show 
Jimmy how it was done. After that it 
was easy. Jimmy went to his First 

Reconciliation and confidently rattled off all his brother John’s sins to the 
good priest. He felt very satisfied with himself.

By the time he was in eighth grade at Central Catholic, the notion struck 
him that perhaps God was calling him to be a priest. He shared this 
thought with a school priest.

“You’re in the eighth grade,” the wise priest said. “Have fun, date a few 
girls, and pray.”

This was exactly what Jimmy did. All through high school he competed in 
every sport, attended school dances, and shot pool with his friends. 
Occasionally he stayed out later than he should have and helped sneak a 
friend out of the house. Still, he was always a good student and everyone 
liked him. He was voted the class president and class speaker. When he 
graduated from Central Catholic and was ready to start college, he felt the 
time had come to relax and to enjoy himself.

“I’m only going to college to make friends and not be involved in much,” 
he confided to his red-haired mother.

“We’ll see,” his mother smiled.

Instead, at Creighton he went every day to Mass, planned service trips to 
help those who were poor, and joined his campus ministry. He was still 
having a lot of fun, but the idea of joining the priesthood nagged him all 
the time.

After college, Jimmy decided to live on the Pine Ridge Reservation for a 

year. He drove a bus and tutored kids 
and coached. He loved the Lakota kids. 
When he was around them, he thought 
about the girl back in college he’d fallen 
in love with and wondered about 
having a big family. 

Just as Thanksgiving was coming that 
year on the Reservation, Jimmy felt God 
speak clearly to him for the very first 
time. He knew at last that he was going 
to be a priest.

And that’s what happened. Jimmy went 
to Minnesota to study, and his mom 
and dad and brothers and sisters and many of his good friends were with 
him the day he became a priest. No longer was Jimmy a Jimmy. Now he 
was Father Jim, and if he didn’t have a wife and lots of children like his 
good parents, he was a father instead to many, many of God’s children.

God sent Father Jim to serve good towns all across Nebraska. He grieved 
every time the Bishop sent him from one church to another. But every 
time, he loved his new parish as much as the old one. People loved Father 
Jim, too, because he was kind and humble and wise.

Everybody in Father Jim’s family was happy when he came back to his 
hometown to be the pastor of St. Mary’s Cathedral. At the big church in 
Grand Island, Father Jim worked harder than he ever had before. There 
weren’t so many priests as when Father Jim had been a boy, and there 
were many more people to care for. Still, Father Jim loved his church. 
Every day he baptized babies and confirmed high schoolers and married 
couples and buried the dead. When the church needed money, he 

prayed, and God always came through. 

Then one year a terrible sickness shut 
down the church and the town and, 
indeed, the entire world. Many people 
died, and nobody could go to work or to 
school or to church. 

People missed Jesus so much that 
Father Jim took Jesus to them. He wore 
his priestly robes and a mask and a hat 
and marched to all the neighborhoods 
of Grand Island. Everybody crept from 
their homes like prisoners from behind 
bars and bowed before Jesus in Father 

Jim’s hands. 

One day a young woman rushed out of her house to beg Father Jim to 
pray for her father who was sick and dying in the hospital. It was very 
dangerous, and no one was allowed to visit the hospitals because of the 
sickness that was everywhere. Still, Father Jim wrapped himself from 
head to toe and went to visit the young woman’s father who lay close to 
death. Even though the father was asleep and would never wake up 
again, Father Jim anointed the man’s hands with oil and prayed for Jesus 
to heal him.

Later that day, the daughter called Father Jim to tell him that a miracle 
had occurred. 

“My father woke up!” The daughter cried.

When the good man could speak, he told Father Jim that he had been in 
a dark place of death but had suddenly known that Jesus was with him in 
the darkness to heal him.

“Jesus does it all,” Father Jim said to the happy man, and they cried 
together.

Father Jim happily would have stayed at St. Mary’s forever. God had other 
plans.

One day the phone rang, and the voice on the other end told Father Jim 
that Pope Francis was sending him to Colorado Springs to be a Bishop.  
Father Jim’s heart sank.

“Why me?” He said to God. In Father Jim’s eyes, he knew himself to be a 
shy, quiet man. How could God ask him to be a Bishop, of all things? But 
God knew exactly what he was doing. 

Father Jim was not a Father Jim any more. Now he was Bishop Jim. He 
was sure he had learned to trust Jesus. Now he had to learn to trust him 
all over again. But just the way it had always happened before when he 
was called from one place he loved to another, Bishop Jim discovered a 
great love for his big Colorado diocese. God knew things about Bishop 
Jim that even Bishop Jim didn’t know.

Although he was far away from home and family, Bishop Jim still came 
back to see all his Golka family and his St. Mary’s Cathedral church. He 
even came home to bless the brand new GICC Elementary School, boys 
and girls - this very school we’re in today.

One day, though, he came home for a very sad reason. His little sister Jean 
died. All her family was filled with sorrow, and Bishop Jim’s mother and 
father seemed to grow old overnight. They gave their precious daughter 
back to God, and Bishop Jim buried his little sister. 

The church was standing room only. Everybody cried at the sad funeral - 
the loss of a beautiful young woman was very difficult. But when Bishop 
Jim stood in front of the congregation and smiled at his family and 
prayed for his sister, every person in the church could see the faith shining 
from the Bishop’s face. In fact, all the Golkas radiated that faith. Even in 
their heartbreak, this holy family trusted God.

It seemed Bishop Jim had barely been named Bishop when another bolt 

came from the blue. God called Bishop Jim to become the Archbishop of 
Denver. Again, Bishop Jim grieved. He had grown to think of Colorado 
Springs as home. Yet, here again God was calling him to a new challenge.

Bishop Jim was not a Bishop Jim anymore. Now he was Archbishop Golka 
taking care of the great and wonderful city of Denver. All his family came to 
Denver to celebrate the big announcement - all except Bishop Golka’s 
feisty, kind little red-haired mother. Only two months before the 
announcement, she died in the arms of the good Lord with her big family 
all around her. 

With great gentleness, the new Archbishop of Denver embraced his frail 
father - who beamed upon his son with heartfelt pride. 

“When I was named Bishop of Colorado Springs,” Archbishop Golka told all 
the people assembled for the announcement, “my father put his hands on 
my head and blessed me.”

It was a special day to celebrate the new Archbishop of Denver. Sadly, 
however, just days later, Archbishop Golka’s father, the saintly man who 
roared at every athletic official in Nebraska, quietly died and joined his 
wife and daughter in Heaven.

People thought how very sad it was that his mother and father couldn’t be 
at the great ceremony in Denver to see their son become the new 
Archbishop.

But, of course they were there. Heaven is not so far away that a mother and 
father and beloved little sister can’t be present for their much loved son 
and big brother. Heaven is much closer to Colorado than Nebraska is and 
much closer to Nebraska than Colorado is.

Rest assured, every member of the new Archbishop’s family was there - 
even the ones from all those generations ago who smiled from Heaven at 
the man they’d loved as a boy. They remembered the way he searched for 
Jesus even when he was only Jimmy - not a Father Jim or a Bishop Jim or 
even an Archbishop - but just Jimmy. They were very proud.

Nobody, however, was prouder than the three people beaming from 
Heaven’s first row: the beautiful little sister, the quiet man who still bawled 
out Nebraska referees, and the feisty little red-haired woman.

She’d known who Jimmy would be from the day he was born. Archbishop 
James Golka, she smiled, was exactly where God needed him to be.

ARCHBISHOP GOLKA 
INSTALLED IN DENVER
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Spring always feels like a season of renewal, and this year that sense is especially 
meaningful for me. As I begin to wind down my time as Executive Director, I find 
myself reflecting with deep gratitude on all that makes Central Catholic such a 
special place. It has truly been a blessing to be part of a community rooted in 
faith, generosity, and a shared love for our students.

Since joining us in January, Emily Dexter has already made a wonderful impact. 
Her energy, kindness, and commitment to Catholic education are evident in 
everything she does. I have great confidence that she will lead with both heart 
and purpose, and our school will be in very good hands.

We are also encouraged by the strong start to our annual fund, the One Faith – 
One Family – One Future Crusader Fund. It’s a great reminder that people 

support Central Catholic because they believe in who we are and what we stand for. That love for our school continues 
to inspire me. In May, everyone will have the opportunity to participate in Go Big GIVE, our one-day community-wide 
day of giving, and a special chance to support the Crusader Fund. You can read more about this on page 3.

Thank you for the many ways you support Central Catholic. It has meant more to me than I can fully express, and I’ll 
carry that gratitude with me as I begin this next chapter. 

Many blessings,
JOLENE WOJCIK | EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR

BOARD OF TRUSTEES

Bishop 
Joseph G. Hanefeldt

Todd Price
President

Greg Alberts
Vice President

Brett Klein
Treasurer

Stephanie Connick 
Secretary

Kellie Weyers
Past President

Casey Clausen

Josh Connor

Libby Hanzel

Tena Herbek

Justin Johnson 

Teresa Leiting

Kristin Maser

Abby Meyer

Jill Vasquez

Kevin Walsh

Dr. Jordan Engle
Superintendent

Jolene Wojcik 
Executive Director

Emily Dexter
Executive Director

(308) 382-5499
info@giccfoundation.org
www.gicc.org/foundation

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR NOTES

As we move through our second year at Grand Island Central Catholic 
Elementary, I still catch myself thinking how amazing this all is. After more than 
50 years without a Catholic grade school in our community, to now walk the halls 
each day and see our students learning, laughing, and growing in their faith, it’s 
something I don’t take for granted.

It’s been exciting to see our school continue to grow. This year, we added a third 
kindergarten class to keep class sizes small, and we have two sections in first, 
second, and third grades. Looking ahead, we’ll also be adding second sections in 
both fourth and fifth grade next year.

We’re also excited to welcome three new teachers—Jill Gillespie (1st), Rylee 
Lonnemann (4th), and Lexi Wolinski (5th)—who will be such a great addition to our school family.

Our enrollment numbers have been very encouraging. Both preschool and kindergarten are at capacity, with 45 
students planning to enroll in kindergarten. We also have 19 students interested in joining us in other grades.

At the same time, we still have room to grow. If you know a family who might be a good fit for GICC, I would truly 
appreciate you helping us make that connection. We would love to visit with them and share what makes this place 
so special.

Thank you for all the ways you support our school. We are so blessed, and I trust that God will continue to guide us as 
we grow.

With Appreciation,
SARAH NORDHUES | ELEMENTARY PRINCIPAL

A WORD FROM OUR 
ELEMENTARY PRINCIPAL 

Boys and girls, even when he was young, Jimmy 
Golka wanted to be a priest. This was not surprising 
at all. 

Jimmy belonged to a holy family. You wouldn’t 
think of them as holy if you saw all his brothers and 
sisters running through the yard with their many 
friends on Arthur Street. They shrieked and laughed 
and played ball and ran over the top of each other. 
Most days they fought over whose turn it was to sit 
by the window in the big station wagon or to empty 
the trash.

It was Jimmy’s small, red-haired mother - feisty and 
gentle and practical all at the same time - who 
showed her ten children how to be holy. Their tall, 
quiet father was holy as well even though he yelled 
very loudly at their school basketball games and 
sometimes embarrassed them. 

Every night Jimmy’s mother prayed with all her 
children. She sat with each of them on their beds 
and spoke directly to Jesus.

“Dear Lord, Jimmy’s worried about his math test,” 
she’d say as if Jesus stood close by Jimmy’s bed.

Jimmy marveled. 

“She really thinks Jesus is in this room,” he thought. “I guess He must be.”

No matter how busy his family was with their many school events, 
Jimmy’s mother and father made sure everybody went to Mass. They ate 
together, attended every school activity together, and prayed together. 

As Jimmy grew, he read his children’s Bible from cover to cover. He 
learned all about Jesus and considered deeply that Jesus seemed to see 
something no one else did. How could this be? Jimmy thought and 
thought. It was because, he concluded, Jesus was God. 

“I want to see the world the way Jesus sees it,” Jimmy thought with 
finality.

It wasn’t always easy. His first 
Confession made him anxious.

“What do I say to the priest?” He asked 
his mother.

“Johnny,” she called Jimmy’s older 
brother, “show Jimmy what he needs 
to do.”

With older brother patience, John 
related every one of his own sins to the 
imaginary priest beside him to show 
Jimmy how it was done. After that it 
was easy. Jimmy went to his First 

Reconciliation and confidently rattled off all his brother John’s sins to the 
good priest. He felt very satisfied with himself.

By the time he was in eighth grade at Central Catholic, the notion struck 
him that perhaps God was calling him to be a priest. He shared this 
thought with a school priest.

“You’re in the eighth grade,” the wise priest said. “Have fun, date a few 
girls, and pray.”

This was exactly what Jimmy did. All through high school he competed in 
every sport, attended school dances, and shot pool with his friends. 
Occasionally he stayed out later than he should have and helped sneak a 
friend out of the house. Still, he was always a good student and everyone 
liked him. He was voted the class president and class speaker. When he 
graduated from Central Catholic and was ready to start college, he felt the 
time had come to relax and to enjoy himself.

“I’m only going to college to make friends and not be involved in much,” 
he confided to his red-haired mother.

“We’ll see,” his mother smiled.

Instead, at Creighton he went every day to Mass, planned service trips to 
help those who were poor, and joined his campus ministry. He was still 
having a lot of fun, but the idea of joining the priesthood nagged him all 
the time.

After college, Jimmy decided to live on the Pine Ridge Reservation for a 

year. He drove a bus and tutored kids 
and coached. He loved the Lakota kids. 
When he was around them, he thought 
about the girl back in college he’d fallen 
in love with and wondered about 
having a big family. 

Just as Thanksgiving was coming that 
year on the Reservation, Jimmy felt God 
speak clearly to him for the very first 
time. He knew at last that he was going 
to be a priest.

And that’s what happened. Jimmy went 
to Minnesota to study, and his mom 
and dad and brothers and sisters and many of his good friends were with 
him the day he became a priest. No longer was Jimmy a Jimmy. Now he 
was Father Jim, and if he didn’t have a wife and lots of children like his 
good parents, he was a father instead to many, many of God’s children.

God sent Father Jim to serve good towns all across Nebraska. He grieved 
every time the Bishop sent him from one church to another. But every 
time, he loved his new parish as much as the old one. People loved Father 
Jim, too, because he was kind and humble and wise.

Everybody in Father Jim’s family was happy when he came back to his 
hometown to be the pastor of St. Mary’s Cathedral. At the big church in 
Grand Island, Father Jim worked harder than he ever had before. There 
weren’t so many priests as when Father Jim had been a boy, and there 
were many more people to care for. Still, Father Jim loved his church. 
Every day he baptized babies and confirmed high schoolers and married 
couples and buried the dead. When the church needed money, he 

prayed, and God always came through. 

Then one year a terrible sickness shut 
down the church and the town and, 
indeed, the entire world. Many people 
died, and nobody could go to work or to 
school or to church. 

People missed Jesus so much that 
Father Jim took Jesus to them. He wore 
his priestly robes and a mask and a hat 
and marched to all the neighborhoods 
of Grand Island. Everybody crept from 
their homes like prisoners from behind 
bars and bowed before Jesus in Father 

Jim’s hands. 

One day a young woman rushed out of her house to beg Father Jim to 
pray for her father who was sick and dying in the hospital. It was very 
dangerous, and no one was allowed to visit the hospitals because of the 
sickness that was everywhere. Still, Father Jim wrapped himself from 
head to toe and went to visit the young woman’s father who lay close to 
death. Even though the father was asleep and would never wake up 
again, Father Jim anointed the man’s hands with oil and prayed for Jesus 
to heal him.

Later that day, the daughter called Father Jim to tell him that a miracle 
had occurred. 

“My father woke up!” The daughter cried.

When the good man could speak, he told Father Jim that he had been in 
a dark place of death but had suddenly known that Jesus was with him in 
the darkness to heal him.

“Jesus does it all,” Father Jim said to the happy man, and they cried 
together.

Father Jim happily would have stayed at St. Mary’s forever. God had other 
plans.

One day the phone rang, and the voice on the other end told Father Jim 
that Pope Francis was sending him to Colorado Springs to be a Bishop.  
Father Jim’s heart sank.

“Why me?” He said to God. In Father Jim’s eyes, he knew himself to be a 
shy, quiet man. How could God ask him to be a Bishop, of all things? But 
God knew exactly what he was doing. 

Father Jim was not a Father Jim any more. Now he was Bishop Jim. He 
was sure he had learned to trust Jesus. Now he had to learn to trust him 
all over again. But just the way it had always happened before when he 
was called from one place he loved to another, Bishop Jim discovered a 
great love for his big Colorado diocese. God knew things about Bishop 
Jim that even Bishop Jim didn’t know.

Although he was far away from home and family, Bishop Jim still came 
back to see all his Golka family and his St. Mary’s Cathedral church. He 
even came home to bless the brand new GICC Elementary School, boys 
and girls - this very school we’re in today.

One day, though, he came home for a very sad reason. His little sister Jean 
died. All her family was filled with sorrow, and Bishop Jim’s mother and 
father seemed to grow old overnight. They gave their precious daughter 
back to God, and Bishop Jim buried his little sister. 

The church was standing room only. Everybody cried at the sad funeral - 
the loss of a beautiful young woman was very difficult. But when Bishop 
Jim stood in front of the congregation and smiled at his family and 
prayed for his sister, every person in the church could see the faith shining 
from the Bishop’s face. In fact, all the Golkas radiated that faith. Even in 
their heartbreak, this holy family trusted God.

It seemed Bishop Jim had barely been named Bishop when another bolt 

came from the blue. God called Bishop Jim to become the Archbishop of 
Denver. Again, Bishop Jim grieved. He had grown to think of Colorado 
Springs as home. Yet, here again God was calling him to a new challenge.

Bishop Jim was not a Bishop Jim anymore. Now he was Archbishop Golka 
taking care of the great and wonderful city of Denver. All his family came to 
Denver to celebrate the big announcement - all except Bishop Golka’s 
feisty, kind little red-haired mother. Only two months before the 
announcement, she died in the arms of the good Lord with her big family 
all around her. 

With great gentleness, the new Archbishop of Denver embraced his frail 
father - who beamed upon his son with heartfelt pride. 

“When I was named Bishop of Colorado Springs,” Archbishop Golka told all 
the people assembled for the announcement, “my father put his hands on 
my head and blessed me.”

It was a special day to celebrate the new Archbishop of Denver. Sadly, 
however, just days later, Archbishop Golka’s father, the saintly man who 
roared at every athletic official in Nebraska, quietly died and joined his 
wife and daughter in Heaven.

People thought how very sad it was that his mother and father couldn’t be 
at the great ceremony in Denver to see their son become the new 
Archbishop.

But, of course they were there. Heaven is not so far away that a mother and 
father and beloved little sister can’t be present for their much loved son 
and big brother. Heaven is much closer to Colorado than Nebraska is and 
much closer to Nebraska than Colorado is.

Rest assured, every member of the new Archbishop’s family was there - 
even the ones from all those generations ago who smiled from Heaven at 
the man they’d loved as a boy. They remembered the way he searched for 
Jesus even when he was only Jimmy - not a Father Jim or a Bishop Jim or 
even an Archbishop - but just Jimmy. They were very proud.

Nobody, however, was prouder than the three people beaming from 
Heaven’s first row: the beautiful little sister, the quiet man who still bawled 
out Nebraska referees, and the feisty little red-haired woman.

She’d known who Jimmy would be from the day he was born. Archbishop 
James Golka, she smiled, was exactly where God needed him to be.



Boys and girls, even when he was young, Jimmy 
Golka wanted to be a priest. This was not surprising 
at all. 

Jimmy belonged to a holy family. You wouldn’t 
think of them as holy if you saw all his brothers and 
sisters running through the yard with their many 
friends on Arthur Street. They shrieked and laughed 
and played ball and ran over the top of each other. 
Most days they fought over whose turn it was to sit 
by the window in the big station wagon or to empty 
the trash.

It was Jimmy’s small, red-haired mother - feisty and 
gentle and practical all at the same time - who 
showed her ten children how to be holy. Their tall, 
quiet father was holy as well even though he yelled 
very loudly at their school basketball games and 
sometimes embarrassed them. 

Every night Jimmy’s mother prayed with all her 
children. She sat with each of them on their beds 
and spoke directly to Jesus.

“Dear Lord, Jimmy’s worried about his math test,” 
she’d say as if Jesus stood close by Jimmy’s bed.

Jimmy marveled. 

“She really thinks Jesus is in this room,” he thought. “I guess He must be.”

No matter how busy his family was with their many school events, 
Jimmy’s mother and father made sure everybody went to Mass. They ate 
together, attended every school activity together, and prayed together. 

As Jimmy grew, he read his children’s Bible from cover to cover. He 
learned all about Jesus and considered deeply that Jesus seemed to see 
something no one else did. How could this be? Jimmy thought and 
thought. It was because, he concluded, Jesus was God. 

“I want to see the world the way Jesus sees it,” Jimmy thought with 
finality.

It wasn’t always easy. His first 
Confession made him anxious.

“What do I say to the priest?” He asked 
his mother.

“Johnny,” she called Jimmy’s older 
brother, “show Jimmy what he needs 
to do.”

With older brother patience, John 
related every one of his own sins to the 
imaginary priest beside him to show 
Jimmy how it was done. After that it 
was easy. Jimmy went to his First 

Reconciliation and confidently rattled off all his brother John’s sins to the 
good priest. He felt very satisfied with himself.

By the time he was in eighth grade at Central Catholic, the notion struck 
him that perhaps God was calling him to be a priest. He shared this 
thought with a school priest.

“You’re in the eighth grade,” the wise priest said. “Have fun, date a few 
girls, and pray.”

This was exactly what Jimmy did. All through high school he competed in 
every sport, attended school dances, and shot pool with his friends. 
Occasionally he stayed out later than he should have and helped sneak a 
friend out of the house. Still, he was always a good student and everyone 
liked him. He was voted the class president and class speaker. When he 
graduated from Central Catholic and was ready to start college, he felt the 
time had come to relax and to enjoy himself.

“I’m only going to college to make friends and not be involved in much,” 
he confided to his red-haired mother.

“We’ll see,” his mother smiled.

Instead, at Creighton he went every day to Mass, planned service trips to 
help those who were poor, and joined his campus ministry. He was still 
having a lot of fun, but the idea of joining the priesthood nagged him all 
the time.

After college, Jimmy decided to live on the Pine Ridge Reservation for a 

year. He drove a bus and tutored kids 
and coached. He loved the Lakota kids. 
When he was around them, he thought 
about the girl back in college he’d fallen 
in love with and wondered about 
having a big family. 

Just as Thanksgiving was coming that 
year on the Reservation, Jimmy felt God 
speak clearly to him for the very first 
time. He knew at last that he was going 
to be a priest.

And that’s what happened. Jimmy went 
to Minnesota to study, and his mom 
and dad and brothers and sisters and many of his good friends were with 
him the day he became a priest. No longer was Jimmy a Jimmy. Now he 
was Father Jim, and if he didn’t have a wife and lots of children like his 
good parents, he was a father instead to many, many of God’s children.

God sent Father Jim to serve good towns all across Nebraska. He grieved 
every time the Bishop sent him from one church to another. But every 
time, he loved his new parish as much as the old one. People loved Father 
Jim, too, because he was kind and humble and wise.

Everybody in Father Jim’s family was happy when he came back to his 
hometown to be the pastor of St. Mary’s Cathedral. At the big church in 
Grand Island, Father Jim worked harder than he ever had before. There 
weren’t so many priests as when Father Jim had been a boy, and there 
were many more people to care for. Still, Father Jim loved his church. 
Every day he baptized babies and confirmed high schoolers and married 
couples and buried the dead. When the church needed money, he 

prayed, and God always came through. 

Then one year a terrible sickness shut 
down the church and the town and, 
indeed, the entire world. Many people 
died, and nobody could go to work or to 
school or to church. 

People missed Jesus so much that 
Father Jim took Jesus to them. He wore 
his priestly robes and a mask and a hat 
and marched to all the neighborhoods 
of Grand Island. Everybody crept from 
their homes like prisoners from behind 
bars and bowed before Jesus in Father 

Jim’s hands. 

One day a young woman rushed out of her house to beg Father Jim to 
pray for her father who was sick and dying in the hospital. It was very 
dangerous, and no one was allowed to visit the hospitals because of the 
sickness that was everywhere. Still, Father Jim wrapped himself from 
head to toe and went to visit the young woman’s father who lay close to 
death. Even though the father was asleep and would never wake up 
again, Father Jim anointed the man’s hands with oil and prayed for Jesus 
to heal him.

Later that day, the daughter called Father Jim to tell him that a miracle 
had occurred. 

“My father woke up!” The daughter cried.

When the good man could speak, he told Father Jim that he had been in 
a dark place of death but had suddenly known that Jesus was with him in 
the darkness to heal him.

“Jesus does it all,” Father Jim said to the happy man, and they cried 
together.

Father Jim happily would have stayed at St. Mary’s forever. God had other 
plans.

One day the phone rang, and the voice on the other end told Father Jim 
that Pope Francis was sending him to Colorado Springs to be a Bishop.  
Father Jim’s heart sank.

“Why me?” He said to God. In Father Jim’s eyes, he knew himself to be a 
shy, quiet man. How could God ask him to be a Bishop, of all things? But 
God knew exactly what he was doing. 

Father Jim was not a Father Jim any more. Now he was Bishop Jim. He 
was sure he had learned to trust Jesus. Now he had to learn to trust him 
all over again. But just the way it had always happened before when he 
was called from one place he loved to another, Bishop Jim discovered a 
great love for his big Colorado diocese. God knew things about Bishop 
Jim that even Bishop Jim didn’t know.

Although he was far away from home and family, Bishop Jim still came 
back to see all his Golka family and his St. Mary’s Cathedral church. He 
even came home to bless the brand new GICC Elementary School, boys 
and girls - this very school we’re in today.

One day, though, he came home for a very sad reason. His little sister Jean 
died. All her family was filled with sorrow, and Bishop Jim’s mother and 
father seemed to grow old overnight. They gave their precious daughter 
back to God, and Bishop Jim buried his little sister. 

The church was standing room only. Everybody cried at the sad funeral - 
the loss of a beautiful young woman was very difficult. But when Bishop 
Jim stood in front of the congregation and smiled at his family and 
prayed for his sister, every person in the church could see the faith shining 
from the Bishop’s face. In fact, all the Golkas radiated that faith. Even in 
their heartbreak, this holy family trusted God.

It seemed Bishop Jim had barely been named Bishop when another bolt 

came from the blue. God called Bishop Jim to become the Archbishop of 
Denver. Again, Bishop Jim grieved. He had grown to think of Colorado 
Springs as home. Yet, here again God was calling him to a new challenge.

Bishop Jim was not a Bishop Jim anymore. Now he was Archbishop Golka 
taking care of the great and wonderful city of Denver. All his family came to 
Denver to celebrate the big announcement - all except Bishop Golka’s 
feisty, kind little red-haired mother. Only two months before the 
announcement, she died in the arms of the good Lord with her big family 
all around her. 

With great gentleness, the new Archbishop of Denver embraced his frail 
father - who beamed upon his son with heartfelt pride. 

“When I was named Bishop of Colorado Springs,” Archbishop Golka told all 
the people assembled for the announcement, “my father put his hands on 
my head and blessed me.”

It was a special day to celebrate the new Archbishop of Denver. Sadly, 
however, just days later, Archbishop Golka’s father, the saintly man who 
roared at every athletic official in Nebraska, quietly died and joined his 
wife and daughter in Heaven.

People thought how very sad it was that his mother and father couldn’t be 
at the great ceremony in Denver to see their son become the new 
Archbishop.

But, of course they were there. Heaven is not so far away that a mother and 
father and beloved little sister can’t be present for their much loved son 
and big brother. Heaven is much closer to Colorado than Nebraska is and 
much closer to Nebraska than Colorado is.

Rest assured, every member of the new Archbishop’s family was there - 
even the ones from all those generations ago who smiled from Heaven at 
the man they’d loved as a boy. They remembered the way he searched for 
Jesus even when he was only Jimmy - not a Father Jim or a Bishop Jim or 
even an Archbishop - but just Jimmy. They were very proud.

Nobody, however, was prouder than the three people beaming from 
Heaven’s first row: the beautiful little sister, the quiet man who still bawled 
out Nebraska referees, and the feisty little red-haired woman.

She’d known who Jimmy would be from the day he was born. Archbishop 
James Golka, she smiled, was exactly where God needed him to be.
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Boys and girls, even when he was young, Jimmy 
Golka wanted to be a priest. This was not surprising 
at all. 

Jimmy belonged to a holy family. You wouldn’t 
think of them as holy if you saw all his brothers and 
sisters running through the yard with their many 
friends on Arthur Street. They shrieked and laughed 
and played ball and ran over the top of each other. 
Most days they fought over whose turn it was to sit 
by the window in the big station wagon or to empty 
the trash.

It was Jimmy’s small, red-haired mother - feisty and 
gentle and practical all at the same time - who 
showed her ten children how to be holy. Their tall, 
quiet father was holy as well even though he yelled 
very loudly at their school basketball games and 
sometimes embarrassed them. 

Every night Jimmy’s mother prayed with all her 
children. She sat with each of them on their beds 
and spoke directly to Jesus.

“Dear Lord, Jimmy’s worried about his math test,” 
she’d say as if Jesus stood close by Jimmy’s bed.

Jimmy marveled. 

“She really thinks Jesus is in this room,” he thought. “I guess He must be.”

No matter how busy his family was with their many school events, 
Jimmy’s mother and father made sure everybody went to Mass. They ate 
together, attended every school activity together, and prayed together. 

As Jimmy grew, he read his children’s Bible from cover to cover. He 
learned all about Jesus and considered deeply that Jesus seemed to see 
something no one else did. How could this be? Jimmy thought and 
thought. It was because, he concluded, Jesus was God. 

“I want to see the world the way Jesus sees it,” Jimmy thought with 
finality.

It wasn’t always easy. His first 
Confession made him anxious.

“What do I say to the priest?” He asked 
his mother.

“Johnny,” she called Jimmy’s older 
brother, “show Jimmy what he needs 
to do.”

With older brother patience, John 
related every one of his own sins to the 
imaginary priest beside him to show 
Jimmy how it was done. After that it 
was easy. Jimmy went to his First 

Reconciliation and confidently rattled off all his brother John’s sins to the 
good priest. He felt very satisfied with himself.

By the time he was in eighth grade at Central Catholic, the notion struck 
him that perhaps God was calling him to be a priest. He shared this 
thought with a school priest.

“You’re in the eighth grade,” the wise priest said. “Have fun, date a few 
girls, and pray.”

This was exactly what Jimmy did. All through high school he competed in 
every sport, attended school dances, and shot pool with his friends. 
Occasionally he stayed out later than he should have and helped sneak a 
friend out of the house. Still, he was always a good student and everyone 
liked him. He was voted the class president and class speaker. When he 
graduated from Central Catholic and was ready to start college, he felt the 
time had come to relax and to enjoy himself.

“I’m only going to college to make friends and not be involved in much,” 
he confided to his red-haired mother.

“We’ll see,” his mother smiled.

Instead, at Creighton he went every day to Mass, planned service trips to 
help those who were poor, and joined his campus ministry. He was still 
having a lot of fun, but the idea of joining the priesthood nagged him all 
the time.

After college, Jimmy decided to live on the Pine Ridge Reservation for a 

year. He drove a bus and tutored kids 
and coached. He loved the Lakota kids. 
When he was around them, he thought 
about the girl back in college he’d fallen 
in love with and wondered about 
having a big family. 

Just as Thanksgiving was coming that 
year on the Reservation, Jimmy felt God 
speak clearly to him for the very first 
time. He knew at last that he was going 
to be a priest.

And that’s what happened. Jimmy went 
to Minnesota to study, and his mom 
and dad and brothers and sisters and many of his good friends were with 
him the day he became a priest. No longer was Jimmy a Jimmy. Now he 
was Father Jim, and if he didn’t have a wife and lots of children like his 
good parents, he was a father instead to many, many of God’s children.

God sent Father Jim to serve good towns all across Nebraska. He grieved 
every time the Bishop sent him from one church to another. But every 
time, he loved his new parish as much as the old one. People loved Father 
Jim, too, because he was kind and humble and wise.

Everybody in Father Jim’s family was happy when he came back to his 
hometown to be the pastor of St. Mary’s Cathedral. At the big church in 
Grand Island, Father Jim worked harder than he ever had before. There 
weren’t so many priests as when Father Jim had been a boy, and there 
were many more people to care for. Still, Father Jim loved his church. 
Every day he baptized babies and confirmed high schoolers and married 
couples and buried the dead. When the church needed money, he 

prayed, and God always came through. 

Then one year a terrible sickness shut 
down the church and the town and, 
indeed, the entire world. Many people 
died, and nobody could go to work or to 
school or to church. 

People missed Jesus so much that 
Father Jim took Jesus to them. He wore 
his priestly robes and a mask and a hat 
and marched to all the neighborhoods 
of Grand Island. Everybody crept from 
their homes like prisoners from behind 
bars and bowed before Jesus in Father 

Jim’s hands. 

One day a young woman rushed out of her house to beg Father Jim to 
pray for her father who was sick and dying in the hospital. It was very 
dangerous, and no one was allowed to visit the hospitals because of the 
sickness that was everywhere. Still, Father Jim wrapped himself from 
head to toe and went to visit the young woman’s father who lay close to 
death. Even though the father was asleep and would never wake up 
again, Father Jim anointed the man’s hands with oil and prayed for Jesus 
to heal him.

Later that day, the daughter called Father Jim to tell him that a miracle 
had occurred. 

“My father woke up!” The daughter cried.

When the good man could speak, he told Father Jim that he had been in 
a dark place of death but had suddenly known that Jesus was with him in 
the darkness to heal him.

“Jesus does it all,” Father Jim said to the happy man, and they cried 
together.

Father Jim happily would have stayed at St. Mary’s forever. God had other 
plans.

One day the phone rang, and the voice on the other end told Father Jim 
that Pope Francis was sending him to Colorado Springs to be a Bishop.  
Father Jim’s heart sank.

“Why me?” He said to God. In Father Jim’s eyes, he knew himself to be a 
shy, quiet man. How could God ask him to be a Bishop, of all things? But 
God knew exactly what he was doing. 

Father Jim was not a Father Jim any more. Now he was Bishop Jim. He 
was sure he had learned to trust Jesus. Now he had to learn to trust him 
all over again. But just the way it had always happened before when he 
was called from one place he loved to another, Bishop Jim discovered a 
great love for his big Colorado diocese. God knew things about Bishop 
Jim that even Bishop Jim didn’t know.

Although he was far away from home and family, Bishop Jim still came 
back to see all his Golka family and his St. Mary’s Cathedral church. He 
even came home to bless the brand new GICC Elementary School, boys 
and girls - this very school we’re in today.

One day, though, he came home for a very sad reason. His little sister Jean 
died. All her family was filled with sorrow, and Bishop Jim’s mother and 
father seemed to grow old overnight. They gave their precious daughter 
back to God, and Bishop Jim buried his little sister. 

The church was standing room only. Everybody cried at the sad funeral - 
the loss of a beautiful young woman was very difficult. But when Bishop 
Jim stood in front of the congregation and smiled at his family and 
prayed for his sister, every person in the church could see the faith shining 
from the Bishop’s face. In fact, all the Golkas radiated that faith. Even in 
their heartbreak, this holy family trusted God.

It seemed Bishop Jim had barely been named Bishop when another bolt 

came from the blue. God called Bishop Jim to become the Archbishop of 
Denver. Again, Bishop Jim grieved. He had grown to think of Colorado 
Springs as home. Yet, here again God was calling him to a new challenge.

Bishop Jim was not a Bishop Jim anymore. Now he was Archbishop Golka 
taking care of the great and wonderful city of Denver. All his family came to 
Denver to celebrate the big announcement - all except Bishop Golka’s 
feisty, kind little red-haired mother. Only two months before the 
announcement, she died in the arms of the good Lord with her big family 
all around her. 

With great gentleness, the new Archbishop of Denver embraced his frail 
father - who beamed upon his son with heartfelt pride. 

“When I was named Bishop of Colorado Springs,” Archbishop Golka told all 
the people assembled for the announcement, “my father put his hands on 
my head and blessed me.”

It was a special day to celebrate the new Archbishop of Denver. Sadly, 
however, just days later, Archbishop Golka’s father, the saintly man who 
roared at every athletic official in Nebraska, quietly died and joined his 
wife and daughter in Heaven.

People thought how very sad it was that his mother and father couldn’t be 
at the great ceremony in Denver to see their son become the new 
Archbishop.

But, of course they were there. Heaven is not so far away that a mother and 
father and beloved little sister can’t be present for their much loved son 
and big brother. Heaven is much closer to Colorado than Nebraska is and 
much closer to Nebraska than Colorado is.

Rest assured, every member of the new Archbishop’s family was there - 
even the ones from all those generations ago who smiled from Heaven at 
the man they’d loved as a boy. They remembered the way he searched for 
Jesus even when he was only Jimmy - not a Father Jim or a Bishop Jim or 
even an Archbishop - but just Jimmy. They were very proud.

Nobody, however, was prouder than the three people beaming from 
Heaven’s first row: the beautiful little sister, the quiet man who still bawled 
out Nebraska referees, and the feisty little red-haired woman.

She’d known who Jimmy would be from the day he was born. Archbishop 
James Golka, she smiled, was exactly where God needed him to be.

Continued from Page 1
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Boys and girls, even when he was young, Jimmy 
Golka wanted to be a priest. This was not surprising 
at all. 

Jimmy belonged to a holy family. You wouldn’t 
think of them as holy if you saw all his brothers and 
sisters running through the yard with their many 
friends on Arthur Street. They shrieked and laughed 
and played ball and ran over the top of each other. 
Most days they fought over whose turn it was to sit 
by the window in the big station wagon or to empty 
the trash.

It was Jimmy’s small, red-haired mother - feisty and 
gentle and practical all at the same time - who 
showed her ten children how to be holy. Their tall, 
quiet father was holy as well even though he yelled 
very loudly at their school basketball games and 
sometimes embarrassed them. 

Every night Jimmy’s mother prayed with all her 
children. She sat with each of them on their beds 
and spoke directly to Jesus.

“Dear Lord, Jimmy’s worried about his math test,” 
she’d say as if Jesus stood close by Jimmy’s bed.

Jimmy marveled. 

“She really thinks Jesus is in this room,” he thought. “I guess He must be.”

No matter how busy his family was with their many school events, 
Jimmy’s mother and father made sure everybody went to Mass. They ate 
together, attended every school activity together, and prayed together. 

As Jimmy grew, he read his children’s Bible from cover to cover. He 
learned all about Jesus and considered deeply that Jesus seemed to see 
something no one else did. How could this be? Jimmy thought and 
thought. It was because, he concluded, Jesus was God. 

“I want to see the world the way Jesus sees it,” Jimmy thought with 
finality.

It wasn’t always easy. His first 
Confession made him anxious.

“What do I say to the priest?” He asked 
his mother.

“Johnny,” she called Jimmy’s older 
brother, “show Jimmy what he needs 
to do.”

With older brother patience, John 
related every one of his own sins to the 
imaginary priest beside him to show 
Jimmy how it was done. After that it 
was easy. Jimmy went to his First 

Reconciliation and confidently rattled off all his brother John’s sins to the 
good priest. He felt very satisfied with himself.

By the time he was in eighth grade at Central Catholic, the notion struck 
him that perhaps God was calling him to be a priest. He shared this 
thought with a school priest.

“You’re in the eighth grade,” the wise priest said. “Have fun, date a few 
girls, and pray.”

This was exactly what Jimmy did. All through high school he competed in 
every sport, attended school dances, and shot pool with his friends. 
Occasionally he stayed out later than he should have and helped sneak a 
friend out of the house. Still, he was always a good student and everyone 
liked him. He was voted the class president and class speaker. When he 
graduated from Central Catholic and was ready to start college, he felt the 
time had come to relax and to enjoy himself.

“I’m only going to college to make friends and not be involved in much,” 
he confided to his red-haired mother.

“We’ll see,” his mother smiled.

Instead, at Creighton he went every day to Mass, planned service trips to 
help those who were poor, and joined his campus ministry. He was still 
having a lot of fun, but the idea of joining the priesthood nagged him all 
the time.

After college, Jimmy decided to live on the Pine Ridge Reservation for a 

year. He drove a bus and tutored kids 
and coached. He loved the Lakota kids. 
When he was around them, he thought 
about the girl back in college he’d fallen 
in love with and wondered about 
having a big family. 

Just as Thanksgiving was coming that 
year on the Reservation, Jimmy felt God 
speak clearly to him for the very first 
time. He knew at last that he was going 
to be a priest.

And that’s what happened. Jimmy went 
to Minnesota to study, and his mom 
and dad and brothers and sisters and many of his good friends were with 
him the day he became a priest. No longer was Jimmy a Jimmy. Now he 
was Father Jim, and if he didn’t have a wife and lots of children like his 
good parents, he was a father instead to many, many of God’s children.

God sent Father Jim to serve good towns all across Nebraska. He grieved 
every time the Bishop sent him from one church to another. But every 
time, he loved his new parish as much as the old one. People loved Father 
Jim, too, because he was kind and humble and wise.

Everybody in Father Jim’s family was happy when he came back to his 
hometown to be the pastor of St. Mary’s Cathedral. At the big church in 
Grand Island, Father Jim worked harder than he ever had before. There 
weren’t so many priests as when Father Jim had been a boy, and there 
were many more people to care for. Still, Father Jim loved his church. 
Every day he baptized babies and confirmed high schoolers and married 
couples and buried the dead. When the church needed money, he 

prayed, and God always came through. 

Then one year a terrible sickness shut 
down the church and the town and, 
indeed, the entire world. Many people 
died, and nobody could go to work or to 
school or to church. 

People missed Jesus so much that 
Father Jim took Jesus to them. He wore 
his priestly robes and a mask and a hat 
and marched to all the neighborhoods 
of Grand Island. Everybody crept from 
their homes like prisoners from behind 
bars and bowed before Jesus in Father 

Jim’s hands. 

One day a young woman rushed out of her house to beg Father Jim to 
pray for her father who was sick and dying in the hospital. It was very 
dangerous, and no one was allowed to visit the hospitals because of the 
sickness that was everywhere. Still, Father Jim wrapped himself from 
head to toe and went to visit the young woman’s father who lay close to 
death. Even though the father was asleep and would never wake up 
again, Father Jim anointed the man’s hands with oil and prayed for Jesus 
to heal him.

Later that day, the daughter called Father Jim to tell him that a miracle 
had occurred. 

“My father woke up!” The daughter cried.

When the good man could speak, he told Father Jim that he had been in 
a dark place of death but had suddenly known that Jesus was with him in 
the darkness to heal him.

“Jesus does it all,” Father Jim said to the happy man, and they cried 
together.

Father Jim happily would have stayed at St. Mary’s forever. God had other 
plans.

One day the phone rang, and the voice on the other end told Father Jim 
that Pope Francis was sending him to Colorado Springs to be a Bishop.  
Father Jim’s heart sank.

“Why me?” He said to God. In Father Jim’s eyes, he knew himself to be a 
shy, quiet man. How could God ask him to be a Bishop, of all things? But 
God knew exactly what he was doing. 

Father Jim was not a Father Jim any more. Now he was Bishop Jim. He 
was sure he had learned to trust Jesus. Now he had to learn to trust him 
all over again. But just the way it had always happened before when he 
was called from one place he loved to another, Bishop Jim discovered a 
great love for his big Colorado diocese. God knew things about Bishop 
Jim that even Bishop Jim didn’t know.

Although he was far away from home and family, Bishop Jim still came 
back to see all his Golka family and his St. Mary’s Cathedral church. He 
even came home to bless the brand new GICC Elementary School, boys 
and girls - this very school we’re in today.

One day, though, he came home for a very sad reason. His little sister Jean 
died. All her family was filled with sorrow, and Bishop Jim’s mother and 
father seemed to grow old overnight. They gave their precious daughter 
back to God, and Bishop Jim buried his little sister. 

The church was standing room only. Everybody cried at the sad funeral - 
the loss of a beautiful young woman was very difficult. But when Bishop 
Jim stood in front of the congregation and smiled at his family and 
prayed for his sister, every person in the church could see the faith shining 
from the Bishop’s face. In fact, all the Golkas radiated that faith. Even in 
their heartbreak, this holy family trusted God.

It seemed Bishop Jim had barely been named Bishop when another bolt 

came from the blue. God called Bishop Jim to become the Archbishop of 
Denver. Again, Bishop Jim grieved. He had grown to think of Colorado 
Springs as home. Yet, here again God was calling him to a new challenge.

Bishop Jim was not a Bishop Jim anymore. Now he was Archbishop Golka 
taking care of the great and wonderful city of Denver. All his family came to 
Denver to celebrate the big announcement - all except Bishop Golka’s 
feisty, kind little red-haired mother. Only two months before the 
announcement, she died in the arms of the good Lord with her big family 
all around her. 

With great gentleness, the new Archbishop of Denver embraced his frail 
father - who beamed upon his son with heartfelt pride. 

“When I was named Bishop of Colorado Springs,” Archbishop Golka told all 
the people assembled for the announcement, “my father put his hands on 
my head and blessed me.”

It was a special day to celebrate the new Archbishop of Denver. Sadly, 
however, just days later, Archbishop Golka’s father, the saintly man who 
roared at every athletic official in Nebraska, quietly died and joined his 
wife and daughter in Heaven.

People thought how very sad it was that his mother and father couldn’t be 
at the great ceremony in Denver to see their son become the new 
Archbishop.

But, of course they were there. Heaven is not so far away that a mother and 
father and beloved little sister can’t be present for their much loved son 
and big brother. Heaven is much closer to Colorado than Nebraska is and 
much closer to Nebraska than Colorado is.

Rest assured, every member of the new Archbishop’s family was there - 
even the ones from all those generations ago who smiled from Heaven at 
the man they’d loved as a boy. They remembered the way he searched for 
Jesus even when he was only Jimmy - not a Father Jim or a Bishop Jim or 
even an Archbishop - but just Jimmy. They were very proud.

Nobody, however, was prouder than the three people beaming from 
Heaven’s first row: the beautiful little sister, the quiet man who still bawled 
out Nebraska referees, and the feisty little red-haired woman.

She’d known who Jimmy would be from the day he was born. Archbishop 
James Golka, she smiled, was exactly where God needed him to be.



Each year, Catholic Schools Week provides an opportunity to celebrate far 
more than a series of activities. It is a nationwide celebration of Catholic 
education, uniting schools across the country in a shared mission. 
Established in 1974 and promoted by the National 
Catholic Educational Association, Catholic Schools 
Week highlights the value Catholic education brings 
to students, families, the Church, and communities 
throughout the United States.

Centered on the theme “Catholic Schools: United in 
Faith and Community,” this year’s celebration 
emphasized what makes Catholic education unique: 
a commitment to forming the whole person in mind, 
body, and spirit. At Grand Island Central Catholic, 
that mission was not only celebrated but lived out in 
meaningful and visible ways throughout the week.

The week began with a strong witness of faith as 
students attended Mass at their home parishes, 
proudly wearing their school uniforms. This simple gesture reflected a 
deeper truth about Catholic education: it extends beyond the walls of the 
classroom and into the life of the Church. It is in these connections 
between school and parish where faith is strengthened and lived.
That same spirit carried into the Faculty Day of Prayer, where staff 

CELEBRATING FAITH, COMMUNITY, AND SERVICE: 
CATHOLIC SCHOOLS WEEK AT CENTRAL CATHOLIC

gathered to reflect on their role in forming students. Fr. Fulton’s message 
on cura personalis, care for the whole person, served as a powerful 
reminder that Catholic education is rooted in relationships. Teachers are 

not only educators, but mentors who are called to 
recognize the dignity and potential of every 
student and to never give up on them.

Throughout the week, students were given 
opportunities to express gratitude, deepen 
relationships, and grow in faith. Middle and high 
school students wrote heartfelt thank you notes to 
priests and seminarians, recognizing the 
importance of vocations in the life of the Church. 
Younger students partnered with their buddies to 
create lanterns, symbolizing the light of Christ 
present within each member of the school 
community. These moments reflect the partnership 
between school, family, and parish that is central to 
Catholic education.

One of the most powerful themes of the week was the continuity of faith 
across generations. When fourth graders and seniors came together to 
create rosaries, it was more than a shared activity. It was a visible sign of 
lifelong formation, a reminder that the faith nurtured at Central Catholic 
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continues to grow and guide students long after they graduate. This sense 
of unity was further reflected in the Living Rosary, where middle and high 
school students physically formed a rosary in prayer, embodying both 
devotion and community.

The Eucharistic Procession and day of Adoration provided a profound 
opportunity for the entire school community to pause and reflect. In these 
sacred moments, students encountered Christ at the center of their 
education, reinforcing that faith is not simply taught, but experienced. 
These traditions are what distinguish Catholic schools and give deeper 
meaning to everything that happens within them.

Even the week’s more lighthearted activities carried a greater purpose. 
The Pennies for Charity challenge brought together preschool and 

Continued from Page 6

SCHOLARSHIPS

We are blessed by the generosity of our community, as several donors have recently contributed to scholarships that 
provide both tuition assistance for families in need and college scholarships for our students. These gifts make it 
possible for more children to receive a faith-filled education while also supporting them as they continue their journey 
beyond GICC. We are deeply grateful for their kindness.

Jane Rachael Aranha Memorial Scholarship
Frances, Mary, & Diane Dolton Scholarship
Dryer Family Memorial Scholarship
Bill Dunn Memorial Scholarship
Audrey & Harry Hoch, Sr. Memorial Scholarship
Eleanor & Ronald P. Jones Memorial Scholarship
Francis & Arnette Kalin (Wenzl-Capaldo) Scholarship
Don Leifeld Memorial Scholarship
Daivd Maser Memorial Scholarship
Jack & Dee McGowan Scholarship
Louie & Mary Mettenbrink Memorial Scholarship
Tom Randolph Matematical Tuition Assistance Award
John & Mary Seery Memorial Scholarship
Richard & JoAnn Sok Scholarship

elementary students in a fun and competitive way, while also teaching the 
importance of generosity and service. The Preschoolers won and chose 
the nonprofit One Rose, One Life. Students learned that small acts of 
giving can make a meaningful impact.  

Participating in Catholic Schools Week connects Grand Island Central 
Catholic to a nationwide community of schools that share the same 
mission and values. It strengthens our identity as a faith-filled community 
and reminds us that we are part of something much larger than ourselves. 
Across the country, Catholic schools are celebrating the same mission, 
forming students who are called to lead, serve, and live out their faith.

Catholic Schools Week at Central Catholic is not just a celebration of what 
we do. It is a reflection of who we are and a renewal of the mission we 
carry forward each day.

Jerry Binfield Memorial Scholarship
Helen Janky Memorial/Joyce Janky Sekutera Nursing College 
Scholarship`
Jay's Helping Hand
Maureen & Jim Kahrhoff Scholarship
Gus Kallos Memorial Scholarship
Kaufmann-Cummings Foundation Scholarship
Dale & Mary Lyons Memorial Scholarship
Fred Northup Memorial Scholarship
Fr. Donald O'Brien Memorial Scholarship
Diane Smollen '76 Memorial Scholarship
U-Save Pharmacy Scholarship



MEMORIALS
Tom & Kristie Dolton
Douglas Bookkeeping Services
Suzanne Dowd
Bonnie Dubas
Brad & Michelle Dunlap
Jerry & Brenda Dunn
Brian & Debbie Durning
Mike & Nancy Dvorak
Sonia & Ted Eden
Mike Edmonds
Jordan & Jenna Engle
Loren & Vicki Fairbanks
Ron & Cindy Fay
Sister Ann Ference
Jeannee Fossberg
Kay Fowles
Larry & Betty Frederick
Elaine Gagne
Bill & Jody Gavers
Tom & Becky Gdowski
Don & Jeanette Genereux
Mark Genereux
Mike & Sheryl Genereux
Deacon Ron & Cindy Glaser
William & Stacie Goding
Fred & Joan Goering
Dr. John & Katie Goering
Paul & Ann Goetz
Sharroll Golka
Barb Gowlovech Family
Grand Island Public Works
Thomas & Jean Graves
J. J. & Kathie Green
Jerry & Donna Grossart
Jeffrey & Amy Haney
David & Lori Matousek 
Hansmeyer
Dr. G.H. & Dee Hanssen
Dennis & Mary Harb
Vanessa Harders
Pauline Harrahill
John & Kathy Hartman
Nathan & Bobbi Hartman
Ryan & Bre Hartman
Lane & Anna Hawley
Michael & Jody Heeney
Isabelle Heinzman
Carol Hock
Rod & Patty Hooker
Gary & Deb Houdek
John & Cathy Howard
Jeff & Mary Beth Hubl
Annette Hulinksy
Jeremy & Krissy Hulshizer
Dr. David & Carol Janda
Brent & Sarah Janzen & Kolben, 
Sophie, and Lia
Burl & Marion Janzen
Jeff & Andrea Janzen
Jack Jarecke
Troy & Wendi Jensen
Cheryl Jones 
Joshua & Erin Jorgsensen
Betty Jussel
Jim & Cindy Jussel
James & Maureen Kahrhoff
Dan & Connie Karre
Julie Kayl
Joe & Deb Kennebeck
Gregory & Mary Keslar
Keith Kester
Drs. Jeff & Jennifer King
Knights of Columbus Colorado 
State Council
Pat Knust & Morgan Mendelson
Michael & Jorgena Knust

FRAN BRANDON MEMORIAL
Sydney Rogers-Morrell

CLASS MEMBERS OF 1970 
WHO HAVE PASSED
Class of 1970 fellow classmates

LARRY CORNELIUS 
MEMORIAL
Ellie Cornelius
Randy & Trish Curran
Jeannee Fossberg
Randy & Cheryl Kosmicki
Gladys Maciejewski
Ron & Becky Peterson
Tom & Sue Pirnie
Vern & Doris Rempe
Marcia Riedy
Chris & Katy Saalfeld
Howard Schumann & Mona 
Dubas
Francis & Rose Ann Sindelar
Al Smollen
Tom & Brenda Strand
Mike & Bonna Wanek
Tim & Jolene Wojcik

RENEE GLOE MEMORIAL
Tim & Jolene Wojcik

ROBERT AND PAT GOLKA 
MEMORIALS
Carlos & Leah Aguirre
Sheila Alder
Robert & Roseann Allen
Rita Allo
Joyce Aspen
Claude Badura
Carol Baker
Christine Baker
Patrick & Andrea Barnes
Tom & Jeanne Barta
Tony & Joanne Beckstrom
Alice Bellamy
Cindy Beran
David & Jean Berreckman
Brian & Mary Berry
Theresa Birch Family
Dan & Kathy Boroff
Dale & Delores Brabander
Doris Bradley
Mike & Judy Bremer
Alan & Holly Brisnehan
Keith & Jeanne Brose
Lee Brungardt & Jennifer 
Jirak-Brungardt
Deacon Bill & Nancy Buchta
William & Nancy Buettner
Richard C. Burbach
Dori Bush
Michael & Terri Calvert
Jim & Mary Cannon
Mary Ann Cecava
Central Community College
John & Arlene Cervantes
Wendi Chiarbos
J. J. Chmelka
Jen & Blaine Christen
Ryan & Cynthia Cummins
Curran Funeral Chapel
Josh & Emily Dexter
Dennis & Kathy Dieckman
Cathie Dieteman
Michael & Roxanne Dillon
Kim & Tom Dinsdale
Richard & Gloria Dolton

Brian & Shelly Kort
Ken & Beth Kozisek
Dale & Melinda Kreher
Susan Krupicka
Mike & Linda Kube
Bill & Jude Lammert
Danial, Jessica, Brittany, Landon, 
& Sophie Lawrence
Ed & Marlene Lewandowski
Rev. Ryan P. Lewis
Joan Lieben
Theresa Liebentritt
Chas & Ellen Lierk
Leo & Maxine Liske
Peter & Diane Longo
Carmen Luna
Barbara Lutey
Dallan & Jody (Dunn)  Maas
Allison Maassen
Gladys Maciejewski
Deacon Bob & Tammy Mallett
Phou & Morganne Manivong
Ann Martin
Matthew & Kristen Maser
Randy & Debie Mason
John & Susan McDonald
Hank & Kathy McFarland
Kathy McFarland
Mark & Kim McGowan
Tom & Pat McHugh
James & Kathleen McKenzie
Messing Family
Joe & Pam Methe
Dianne Meyerson
Janie Micek
Mark & Renee Miller
Tom & Sherry Moore
Carmen Moreno
Lureen Morgan
Jim & Dee Morrison
Beata Nabity
Jim & Donna Narber
Jon & Sally Narmi
Denise O'Brien
Ray & Jennifer O'Connor
Richard & Mary Odbert
Dodie & Rock Odean
Daniel & Judy O'Neill
Paul O'Neill
Vicki, Dan, AJ, & Sylvey Ortmeier
Clark & Janet Osborn
Allen & Nancy Ostdiek
Andrew & Rene Ostdiek
David & Amy Ostdiek
Duane & Kimberly Ostdiek
Larry & Diane Ostdiek
Mike & Angie Ostdiek
Patti Ostdiek
Rich & Amy Ostdiek
Rob & Kris Ostdiek
Robert & Janet Ostdiek
Ron & Sharon Ostdiek
Saundra Ostdiek
William & Colleen Ostdiek
Peggy Parenteau
Deb Peers
Alan & Betty Pfeifer
Chuck & Chris Pfeifer
Kevin & Cindy Pfeifer
Pat & Mary Phelan
David & Ann Pieper
Jerry Pieper
Wilfred Piitz
Tom & Sue Pirnie
Chuck & Monica Racki
Doug & Linda Rafert

Mario & Elena Ramos
Dick & Teena Ratts
Michael & Jennifer Redman
Dr. John & Barbara Reilly
Vern & Doris Rempe
Randal & Jane Rhoades
Sandra Rhode
Angela Rice
Marv & Dorothy Rief
Chris & Rhonda Riha
Brenda Riley
Gerald & Phyllis Ritter
Michael & Karen Robison
Mike & Sheila Rohweder
Bob Rupp
Karen Ruzicka
Al Satterly
Judie Schaaf
Dave Schaffer
Steven & Cheri Schmidt
Kevin & Tricia Schneider
Mike & Dianne Schneider
Aaron & Sierra Schock
Chad & Bethany Schock
Howard Schumann
Mary Schutte
John & Kathy Schwieger
Joe & Linda Scott
Rob & Betty Seim
Elaine Silver
Jim & Mary Simmons
Francis & Rose Ann Sindelar
Chuck & Denise Sinsel
Russ & Julie Skeen
Kevin & Sandy Smoyer
Dr. Marcus & Erin Snow
Virginia Sobral
Sue Sparks
Ken & Rose Mary Staab
Dr. Steven & Beckie Stec
Robert Stephenson
Tim & Laura Stevens
Chris & Sue Stinson
Joseph & Glenda Stittsworth
Tom & Brenda Strand
Ann & Paul Sucha
James & Susan Sullivan
Mark & Claire Sundrup
Carl & Deb Tesmer
Jane Thorngren and Gail Yenny
Jim & Susan Toner
Lisa & Marty Troshynski
Sam & Shelley Van Norman
Jeremy & Cassie Vanarsdol
Steve Verraneault
Dave & Karla Wach 
Mike & Bonna Wanek
Donna Wanitschke
Arlene Wassinger
Michael & Jean Wenzl
Norbert Wenzl
Connie Werner
Susan Whitman
Larry Whitmore
Ann & Cathy Wieck
John & Teresa Willmes
Chuck & Doris Winkler
Peggy Wirth
Daniel & Christine Wissing
Tim & Jolene Wojcik
Ardith Zahnow
Steve & Kristi Zahnow
Vince & Sharon Zavala
Tim & Terri Zeleski
Bob & Dianne Ziller
Rodney & Dawn Zulkoski

GRANGE FAMILY MEMORIAL
Judy Gilloon Keefe

LARRY HEMMETT MEMORIAL
Leo & Maxine Liske

LILA HILLER MEMORIAL
Ray & Pam Glaser

ED KESTER MEMORIAL
Howard Schumann
Tim & Jolene Wojcik

BETTY JO KRUSE MEMORIAL
Fred & Thoma Neid

JIM MAMOT MEMORIAL
Ned & Nancy Meier

CHARLIE NORTHUP 
MEMORIAL
Gladys Maciejewski
Donna Northup
Larry & Mary Teichmeier
Bob & Dianne Ziller

ED O’BRIEN MEMORIAL
Tim & Jill Alford
Howard Schumann

JACLYN PARTINGTON 
MEMORIAL
Bill & Kathy Partington

ROCKY PROROCK MEMORIAL
David & Carolyn Chmelka
Richard & Gloria Dolton
Jeannee Fossberg
Leo & Maxine Liske
David & Priscilla Mildenstein
Carol Page
Francis & Rose Ann Sindelar
Dr. Marcus & Erin Snow

ANNE PUNCOCHAR 
MEMORIAL
Paul & Barb Olsufka

PHYLLIS SPANEL MEMORIAL
Gladys Maciejewski

JERRY STARKEY MEMORIAL
Brian & Shelly Kort

RICK STEPANEK MEMORIAL
Louis & Mary Bauer
Daniel & Joanie Bushhousen
Gene Connelly
Ryan & Laura Dexter
Carol Fanta
Jeannee Fossberg
Bill & Jody Gavers
Randy & Colleen Grotzky
Thomas & Mary Ann Hanson
Bob & Rose Helgoth
Terry & Ann Hoffman
John & Cathy Howard
Julie Kayl
Ben & Gail Kistler
Glenn Knuth
Larry Kosmicki
Timothy & Bonnie Kosmicki
Neil & Lori Kozisek
Frank & Karen Kuta
Bill & Jude Lammert
Judy Luxem

JANUARY 9, 2026 - APRIL 7, 2026

Jerry, Jerrilyn, & Andrew Lyons
Lynette Marisch
Roberta Marisch
Marilyn McBride
Clyde & Rosemary Meis
Ronnie Nielsen
Ron & Becky Peterson
Anne Riebschlager
Mike & Sheila Rohweder
RVW, Inc.
Richard & Kristi Ryan
Patrick & Natalie Schlaebitz
Mark & Bunny Schlick
Steven & Cheri Schmidt
Howard Schumann
Rick & Cathy Sekora
Becky Smith
Dick Smith
Mike & Phyllis Smith
Frank & Mary Stepanek
Matt & Christi Stepanek
Gloria Straight
Subconn, Inc.
Roger & Deb Sweley
Cheryl Unvert
Lonnie & Christine Vincik
Paul & Cindy Walkowiak
Ann & Cathy Wieck
Joan Wiese
Rick & Bobbi Zavala
Ryan & Lyndie Zavala

DOUG ZASTROW MEMORIAL
David & Luann Zastrow

RICHARD ZASTROW 
MEMORIAL
David & Luann Zastrow



OUR HEARTFELT CONDOLENCES
BETTY JO (GUTHMANN) KRUSE ’60 
Survived by her daughters, Amy (Robert) Almquist, Jennifer (Cameron) McCarthy, 
and Michelle (Eric) Heilig; nine grandchildren; and her brothers, Jim (Nancy) 
Guthmann, Dick (Sharon) Guthmann, and John (Lanette) Guthmann.

PATRICIA “PAT” GOLKA AND ROBERT “BOB” GOLKA 
Survived by their children, Rev. Mr. Ron ’80 (Chris ’81) Golka, John ’81 (Pam) 
Golka, Barb ’83 (Scott) Brokaw, Most Reverend James R. Golka ’85, Cindy ’86 (Jim) 
Jussel, Greg ’88 (Tiffany) Golka, Sheri ’89 (Mike) Genereux, Gary ’94 (Tanya) Golka, 
and Tim ’95 (Jenny ’96) Golka;  grandchildren, Joseph Golka, Michael (Leah) Golka, 
Sarah ’11 (Shawn ’11) Ruzicka, Katie ’15 (Kris) Czerwiec, Brian ’09 (Madeline 
Burkemper) Golka, Brianna ’11 (Dustin) Olson, Brett ’12 (Leah) Brokaw, Brady ’15 
(Anna) Brokaw, Kylie Jussel, Kaci Jussel, Josie Golka, Sophie Golka, Addie Golka, 
Clara Genereux, Ryan Genereux, Aaron Golka, Madison Golka, Mia ’22 Golka, Cody 
Golka, Kade Golka, and Marissa Golka; 14 great-grandchildren; Brothers, Lee 
(Joyce) Ostdiek, Larry (Diane) Ostdiek, Allen (Nancy) Ostdiek; sister Doris Bradley; 
brother-in-law, Rich Sullivan; sisters-in-law Helen Ostdiek, Jan Ostdiek, and 
Sharroll Golka; many nieces, nephews, other relatives and a host of friends.  
Preceded in death by their daughter Jean Golka ’87.

RICK STEPANEK 
Survived by his wife, Mary Ann; their children, Heather (José) Medrano, 
Brian Stepanek, Jeff (Vanessa) Stepanek; four grandchildren; siblings, 
Lenny (Kay) Stepanek, Frank (Mary) Stepanek, Dwayne Stepanek, Mike 
Stepanek, Mark (Linda) Stepanek, Dee (Mark) Crane, Gloria Stepanek, 
Jackie (Kenny) Markvicka; brothers and sisters-in-law, Mike (Phyllis) Smith, 
Joan Wiese, Jim (Gloria) Smith, Dick Smith, Janet (Rich) Savageau; and 
many other extended family members.

EDWARD KESTER
Survived by his wife Marge; sons Keith, Ken (Meg), Cliff (Karen), and 
Cordy; nine grandchildren; seven great-grandchildren; brother Howard Jr. 
(Valaine); and Marge’s family of grandchildren, great grandchildren, and 
siblings.  Preceded in death by his wife Marilyn. 

LARRY CORNELIUS
Survived by his wife, Ellie; their children Paul (Donna) Cornelius and Rose 
(Will) Saafeld, siblings, Rick (Kathy) Cornelius, Mike (Colleen) Cornelius, 
Carol (Bob) Heinen, and Diane (Dave) Spotanksi; brothers and 
sisters-in-law, Larry (Pat) Anderson, Marvin (Marsha) Anderson, Ron (Pam) 
Anderson, Joe Anderson, Marilyn Jacobson, Rose Marie (Rusty) McPhillips, 
Sue (Brad) Czaplewski, Linda (John) Berry, and Helen (Steve) Parr; 
numerous nieces, nephews and great-nieces and nephews.  
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