
Marguerite Corcoran. CSJ

This inspiring, passionate proponent for peace, who fearlessly spoke out for what she believed, died on 
December 26, 2019 at Carondelet Village in St. Paul. 

In her own words:

It happened January 24, 1929, the year of  the bank crash, and the beginning of  the Great Depression. It 
happened in a little 5 room home situated on an 80 acre farm near Henderson, Minnesota. The owners 
of  the farm were James and Olive Corcoran. On that cold, blustery winter day, I gave up the warm dark 
comfort of  my mother's womb and started my journey into the unknown. This house had received four 
siblings before me: John, Eileen, William and James. Two years later, Gregory joined us. John O'Donohue 
says, "In a sense, your past is not gone, but rather, hidden in your memory." Now, in my 90's, I have time 
for stillness and for visiting memories pressed between the pages of  my mind, and to see how God was 
and is tucked away under the mundane events of  life.

Childhood memories dart before me. Large gardens yielding plenty for the table and for canning. The 
orchard, apple and plum trees dangling fruit for jellies and jams; and some trees good for climbing. Little 
newborn animals: velvet-like tiny piglets; playful little calves; baby chicks peeking out from under mother 
hens' wings. The excitement of  harvest time and the threshing; neighbors helping neighbors; and full 
grain bins and new straw piles to slide down. But there were sad happenings also. Like a hail storm taking 
down a beautiful field of  corn; a hawk taking a pet chicken; a pet pig going to market. A farm has many 
life and death messages.

Our little country church, St. Thomas the Apostle, in Jessenland Township, is now a registered historic 
site. This community took care of  many of  our social needs, as well as the needs of  the spirit. There 
were card parties, ice cream socials, a big summer festival with a chicken dinner, and a sale of  quilts and 
crafts that groups of  women made during the year. If  weather permitted, on Sunday after Mass groups 
gathered in circles outside the church to visit. Others went up in groups to the cemetery to visit the 
graves of  ancestors.

Our little one room schoolhouse, District 80, was two miles down the road from our house. We had good 
teachers, who were also the janitors, the nurses and the fire tenders. One of  the big events of  the year 
was the Christmas program. Everyone had a part in it. Santa came with a bag of  candy and an apple for 
each of  us. After eight years at District 80, in 1942, I was in what seemed a big class: a class of  15 at 
Henderson High School. I had one classmate most years at District 80.



On February  2, 1947, I joined the small spark and flicker of  my life with the bright shining light of  the 
Sisters of  St. Joseph. This light has shown the way through many changes and conversions. The places to 
which I was assigned back in the days when we were missioned became dear to my heart. They were the 
admission offices at St. John's Hospital in Fargo; St. Michael's Hospital in Grand Forks and St. Mary's in 
Minneapolis. In these holy places there were opportunities to celebrate and rejoice in new life  and 
healing, and also to mourn and weep with those suffering and dying.

After 20 years in Admissions, I left and took an Occupational Therapy Assistant course at St. Mary's 
Junior College. After graduating, I worked for two years in the cardiac rehab. at St. Mary’s Hospital. 
When the manager of  the Free Store on Cedar Avenue died suddenly, I was invited to fill in there. At that 
time I also returned to St. Mary's Junior College as a faculty assistant, and was privileged to work with 
wonderful faculty and staff  who were committed to challenging and excellent education.

In the1970's, folks at St. Joseph's House became aware of  the great need for transitional housing, 
designed to empower women to healthy independent living. Ascension Place and Incarnation House were 
established. I worked one year at Ascension Place, and then helped in the establishment of  Incarnation 
House. I worked with the women at Incarnation House on activities such as weaving, quilting and silk 
screening greeting cards. It was inspiring to witness the courage of   women breaking the prison bars of  
addiction and abuse, and freeing themselves to live a more satisfying life.

In 1967 we moved out of  institutional living and into the neighborhood. We were blessed in finding a 
wonderful house overlooking Riverside Park. It was our home for over 40 years. There was enough space 
to allow us to invite folks who needed a place to live temporarily. They came from near and far. They 
came from Franklin Avenue and Ethiopia, from Watertown and Northern Ireland. The last one came 
from Viet Nam. They all brought us joy, but the last one has a special place in our hearts, and there she 
shall ever be. She lives out hope, courage and compassion.

In the 1970's we joined the Peace Movement, which brought us to many places. Some of  them were 
Honeywell and Alliant Tech.; Fort Benning, Georgia and Washington D.C; the State Capitol and the Lake 
Street bridge; Prairie Island nuclear plant, and St. Paul Cathedral. Some to jail, and some to prison. These 
vigils, demonstrations and protests led sometimes to encouragement, sometimes to discouragement. But 
they always brought inspiration because of  the daring spirit, passion for truth, and thirst for justice of  the 
members.

I am remembered with a cloud of  witnesses: my family, whose tenderness and love encircled me; my 
friends, who danced into my heart with joy, peace and hope; co-workers, who have shared life and light; the 
caregivers who give comfort and healing. Because of  these beloveds I have touched the face of  God. I will 
continue to collect memories until that magical hour when "if ” becomes "is" when the time comes to fold 
up my tent because the busy world is hushed and the fever of  life is over, and my work is done.

Different friends shared these thoughts:

Marguerite showed me how to live with grace and acceptance (with a smile), she taught me about 



community, she was my guiding light, she was loving, patient and had a quiet strength, she had a quality 
of  listening, she was beautiful in every way, she had beautiful artwork, she loved kitties and pigs, she was 
compassionate, fun and joyful, she was a leader of  peace, she was encouraging, inspiring, and 
unconditionally inclusive.

Marguerite is preceded in death by her parents; sister Eileen Webb; brothers John (Myl) and James Corcoran; and 
nephew Mark Corcoran. She is survived by brothers Greg (Rita), and William Corcoran; sister-in-law Jeanne 
Corcoran; many nieces and nephews; lifelong friends; the Sisters of  St. Joseph of  Carondelet and Consociates. 
Mass of  Christian Burial was celebrated Tuesday, January 7, 2020, 11:00 AM, in Our Lady of  the Presentation 
Chapel, 1884 Randolph Avenue, St. Paul, with Visitation at 10:00 AM preceding Mass. Burial was at Resurrection 
Cemetery in Mendota Heights. 

Sister Marguerite, rest in love and peace.


