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Four years ago I was inter

viewing'with Courier board 

members for a job opening. 

Somewhere during the line 

of questioning my mind 

went blank. Bishop Hickey, 

sitting at my far left, made 

a couple of gentle sugges

tions to complete my 

thoughts. I had never met 

him, yet he filled in my 

thoughts so perfectly and 

kept the talk flowing. He 

had a friend for life. 

Before dinner at the 

Courier's Christmas gather

ings, Bishop Hickey would 

say a prayer. In those 

moments, thanks to his pre

cious words and blessings, 

you felt it was the most 

important work - helping to 

keep people informed and 

connected throughout the 

diocese as well as the larger 

church. 

Sometimes we Courier peo

ple would be concerned 

whether he was eating 

enough, especially because 

he would bring in cookies, 

candy and snacks that other 

people had given him. But 

that concern -for me, at 

least - was put to rest one 

day when we asked if we 

could take him 

out for his birthday. 

He pulled out his calendar 

and, ticking off all the 

lunch and 

dinner appointments 

he had, finally found an 

opening for us. 

Kathleen Schwar, 
Courier assistant editor 

At my house, Bishop 

Hickey is and always will be 

the nice man who liked trains. 

During my tenure at the 

paper, my then-toddler son 

Joseph wandered into the bish

op 's office one day and began 

to admire a large glass locomo

tive engine on his desk. At 

first, Joseph was shy of this 

elderly stranger all dressed in 

black. But as we prepared to 

. leave, Bishop Hickey 

presented him with the train 

and ivon a fan for life. 

Not till years later did Joe 

realize the "train " was actual

ly a decanter and the 

"gasoline " sloshing around in

side a bit of leftover scotch. 

That's how I remember Bishop 

Hickey - a stern and proper-

seeming man with a world of 

humor and fun inside, a kind 

'and sensitive friend upon 

whose discretion and wisdom 

so many people depended. I'm 

- sure he is enjoying a grand 

chat with the only being in the 

universe who possesses more 

inside information about the 

Diocese of Rochester. 

Terri Parsons, former 
Courier staff writer and asso
ciate editor, who now lives in 

Oakmont, Pa. 
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opportunity to build, 
and he got a lot of 
pleasure at seeing it 
grow and develop," 
Chapman continued. 

"He enjoyed the paper 
immensely and also 
enjoyed immensely being 
around the staffers — die 
young people. Being 
around the 
staff as diey put die 
thing together and it 
grew gave him anodier 
venture late in his career. 
It was great for him." 

"How he loved diat 
paper!" his niece, Mary 
Campbell Caldwell, 
exclaimed. "He would 
refer to (die staff) as 'My 
kids.'" 

Working with the 
newspaper on a daily ba
sis "was a shot in die 
arm for him for 15 
years," Caldwell said, 

adding diat Bishop Hickey always was eager to fill his family in on 
news about die staff. 

Some years after die Courier'i reorganization, "He told me his 
association with the Courier and its board and staff was one of the 
greatest joys of his priesthood," Bishop Clark said. 

Bishop Hickey also became a champion of the newspaper's edito
rial integrity. Although*soine people expected him to keep a dght 
lid on die reporting of negadve news, he chose not to do so. 
Instead, he allowed die young reporters and editors to approach 
controversial stories according to standard principles of journalistic 
ethics. 

"He was a good mentor for die paper within die (diocesan) 
system," Chapman observed. "He advocated on behalf of its editori
al independence. He was not a censor. He didn't get excited over 
some of the dungs dial occurred. There were a couple of front 
pages that bodiered him, I diink, but he was like an understanding 
parent saying, 'Well, diey're not always going to get it right'" 

Whenever he felt die Courier was unfairly attacked, Bishop Hickey 
rose to its defense — even after he retired as general manager in 
1995. 

"He had a great loyalty ... to die Courier. That was one of the 
things he very strongly defended at Priests' Council meetings," Ms-
gr. William H. Shannon said. "He didn't speak up too often, but 
he did speak up when (the discussion centered on) things that con
cerned him deeply, and one of diose was the Catholic Courier." 

The Courier staff "once had an advocate on the Priests' 
Council," die monsignor continued. "Now (diey) have an advocate 
in heaven. The future will show which has the greater 
importance." 
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When I began working 

at the Courier in April of 

1994, Bishop Hickey was 

most welcoming. 

He made it a point to 

mention my parish (Most 

Precious Blood) and my 

pastor in our conversation. 

He immediately put me at 

ease and it was like talking 

to an old friend. 

A year later I had 

surgery and I was 

pleasantly surprised when 

Bishop Hickey came to the 

hospital to see me. Once 

again he put me at ease, 

and his blessing lifted my 

spirits. He came to the hos

pital a second time. 

When I returned to 

work I learned Bishop had 

been concerned that I did 

not look well at all on his 

first visit. After his second 

visit he announced that I 

looked much better and he 

was relieved. I guess he felt 

he needed to see that I was 

all right. 

Bishop Hickey shared 

with our staff his many 

gifts; knowledge, humor, 

dedication, service and 

food. 

He so often brought 

cookies and candy that 

were given to him, as he 

said he really enjoyed them 

but could not possibly eat 

all those treats andfflt the 

Courier would enjoy 

them. He would take great 

joy upon his return to the 

office to see every morsel 

was gone! 

Mary DiPonzio, 
' Courier office manager 

/ count myself among 

the luckiest people in the 

world because I was 

privileged to have spoken 

with Bishop Hickey nearty 

every day of my workaday 

life for the past 11 years. 

Our favorite subjects were 

Irish politics, Irish 

Catholic history, and vari

ous and sundry U.S. polit

ical and social issues. 

Bishop Hickey was always 

willing to listen to my 

opinion - even when I 

was completely unwilling 

to listenlto his! 

He dlsb kad the greatest 

collection of "clean "jokes 

I've ever heard, and I 

relayed nearly every one he 

told me to family and 

friends. But his easy wit 

masked a brilliant mind 

that understood both the 

value of diplomacy and 

the need for occasional 

assertion. He could 

combine both traits in a 

manner that allowed him 

to be a leader without any 

trace of authoritarianism. 

During the Rochester 

ice storm of 1991, my cat 

and I camped out in Bish

op Hickey's office for a 

couple of days because the 

power in my house was 

gone. He never 

complained to me about it, 

but I do recall my boss 

telling me it might not be a 

bad idea to remove the 

litter box. 

There are so many mem

ories I have of him, but 

one thing people should • 

know is that he always 

seemed to wear his suits 

thin, and I think it's 

because he spent much of 

his spare money on others. 

But most of all, I'll 

remember how he came to 

my mother's wake last 

year, and how deeply it 

touched, my father that a 

bishop would come to Syra

cuse for a funeral of a fam

ily member. It was in those 

moments that I think Bish

op Hickey most embodied 

his role as an apostle of Je

sus Christ, which, in the 

end, comes down to being 

a friend of all souls. I 

doubt I'll ever be as good a 

man as Bishop Hickey, 

but I know I could have 

been a lot worse if I had 

never met him, and I 

thank God I knew him as 

long as I did. 

Rob CulUvan, 
Courier staff writer 


