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REFLECTION
A MESSAGE OF THE EUCHARIST
DIANE GORDON
The Eucharist is not just a weekly way of celebrating our faith, but should radically affect our relationship with others, especially
with those most in need. That is a the message Pope Francis shared in one of his general audiences to the faithful.
How do we experience the Eucharist, Pope Francis asked the crowds gathered in a sunny St Peter’s Square one
Wednesday? Does it just make us feel good about ourselves or is it something more than that? He suggested three ways
of discovering how the Eucharist can make a real difference in our lives and in our relationships with those around us.
The ﬁrst clue, Pope Francis said, is the way we look and behave towards people from all walks of life - young and old, poor
and affluent, neighbours and visitors. Just as Christ loved to be with others and gave himself to all on the Cross, so we are
called to give ourselves generously to our brothers and sisters, sharing in their joys and sorrows.
Does the Eucharist lead us towards the poor, the sick, the marginalized, recognizing the face of God in them, the Pope
asked? Mentioning especially those affected by the ﬂooding in Rome or those struggling with unemployment, he said are
we indifferent, or are we concerned and willing to help those facing such problems?
Secondly, Pope Francis said, the Eucharist gives us the grace to feel forgiven and to be ready to forgive others.
We go to Mass, not because we are worthy or want to appear better than others, but because we know that we always
need God’s love and mercy that comes to us through the Body and Blood of his Son, Jesus Christ. When we confess our
sins, he said, it is not a mere formality but a recognition that we are all sinners, in need of God’s grace and reconciliation in
our hearts.
Thirdly, Pope Francis said, the Eucharist affects the life of our Christian communities, reminding us that it is from the
Eucharist that the Church receives her identity and mission.
It is not something we do simply to commemorate what Jesus did for us. Rather it is something that Christ does for us,
ﬁlling us with grace and nourishing us with His own life. Let us live the Eucharist, the Pope concluded, in a spirit of faith
and prayer, a spirit of forgiveness, joy and concern for all our brothers and sisters in need.
Reference: news.salesians.org.au/pope-francis-eucharist-leads-us
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THE STORY OF ALEX YING
Alex Ying and his family arrived in Australia in 2002.
Here he tells the story of his varied experiences.
Schooling was not the best of starts
for Alex Ying, who was expelled from
a Lutheran Secondary School in
Hong Kong just before Christmas in
1965. He had earlier posted an article
titled, ‘The inhumanity of religious
education’ on the classroom bulletin
board. ‘I have two brothers and a
sister and I guess I was the rebellious
one’, Alex admits.
He was 15. He didn’t dare to tell
his parents that he was kicked out
of school. He was desperate. Most
schools did not admit students midterm.
One late afternoon he wandered past
a Catholic Church and decided to go
in to pray even though he was not
a Catholic. The church was empty
and he got down on his knees and
asked God for help. No sooner had
he ﬁnished praying, he ran into the
Supervisor of the Catholic school.
The Superior asked him what he was
doing there and took him into his
office. Fifteen minutes later he was
enrolled to start the next day.

... Australia
beckoned ...
After ﬁnishing school in 1969 he
travelled to Minnesota and completed
his Bachelor of Arts degree in Political
Science and Economics and later a
Master of Business Administration
in Arizona. In 1977 he packed his few
belonging and drove to Los Angeles
to begin work as a management
trainee with Warner Bros, the
movie company. It was the start
of an exciting career taking him to
various countries in Asia and Central
America. He also picked up French,
Spanish, and Japanese in the process.
Panama was a special country as it was
to there that he took his wife Angelita
(known as Tata by her friends) after
they were married in the Philippines
in 1981. Tata’s family were staunch
Catholics but he thought conversion

even for the sake
of love would be
a lie.
Yet he had
always harboured
thoughts of
becoming a
Catholic. He
began taking
instructions
after work with
Father Skidmore,
a SVdeP priest in Panama. ‘Christ
emptied himself for us’ the priest
began by pointing at a cruciﬁx on his
desk, a remark that stayed in his mind
for many years.
In 1983 he was transferred to Japan.
He continued to attend Mass each
week and taking more instruction
from a Franciscan priest until he
was convinced by reason as well as
faith. He was baptised on the same
day as his daughter Christine at the
Franciscan Chapel in Tokyo in 1990.
In 1986, he was appointed
Vice-President of Warner Bros
International. (Naturally, his favourite
movie – ‘Cool Hand Luke’ is a Warner
Bros production).
By 1997 Alex felt it was time to move
on. So, it was back to Hong Kong
to open a Spanish Restaurant. Soon
after he worked for American Multicinema developing multi-cinema
projects all over Asia. Then he was
recruited to become the General
Manager of the publicly listed
commercial television broadcaster
(TVB). When he left the TV
station he founded an Information
Technology company focusing on
using the interactive and multimedia
capabilities of the Internet to teach
English learners online.
Australia beckoned and he, Tata
and their four children – Michael,
Christopher, Joel and Christine,
embarked on their Australian
odyssey in 2002. They had invested
in a catering company which had
operations in Wollongong and
Liverpool. The plan was to expand

the two operations into a state wide
franchise. ‘Sometimes things work
out, sometimes they don’t’ says Alex.
‘This one didn’t’.
One sunny afternoon in 2003,
Tata and he walked past the Sydney
University Law School. ‘It’s never too
late to start a new career’, thought
Alex. He applied and was accepted
into the graduate law programme. ‘At
54, I was the oldest kid in the class. A
marvellous experience’ says Alex.
He now has his own practice and is
also a volunteer solicitor with the
Kingsford Legal Centre. He works
in prison ministry with Chaplain
Fr. Peter Carroll. ‘Age doesn’t
necessarily give wisdom but a bit of
worldly experience helps when you
are assisting those struggling with
problems’.
Sydney has become their home
and OLSH their parish. Tata holds a
degree in Early Childhood Education
from the University of New England.
She works with pre-school children in
Chieﬂy.
All the children are now on their
own. Michael is an English teacher
in Hong Kong. Christopher is a tax
accountant. He was a member of the
6.00pm Mass choir for a few years
until he moved to Melbourne. Joel
works in a restaurant and Christine is
a receptionist in an accounting ﬁrm.
Alex is a Reader and Eucharistic
Minister, a member of the Parish
Council and a Catechist at the local
public school. ‘I am enormously
grateful to God everyday for the life
He has shown me’.
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SR ANNE GARDINER FDNSC & THE TIWI PEOPLE
Sr Anne Gardiner, a member of the Daughters of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart has spent half a century helping the Northern
Territory’s Tiwi people. She is the 2017 Senior Australian of the Year. This is her story.
I’ve seen a few things in my time but
if I was asked to give one piece of
advice it would be this: our identity
as humans is in WHO we are, not
WHAT we are. Who we are is only
possible through our spoken languages
and our lived cultures.
It is a message that is as relevant
today like it was when I was born into
a happy farming family in Gundagai.
My mother was a devout Catholic so
the Rosary and Mass played a big part
of my childhood. I remember Sunday
mornings preparing the horse and
sulky. With Dad holding the reins,
Mum and us four squeezed into the
sulky and we trotted into town to
attend Mass.
In my secondary school days, I must
admit that I fooled, rather than
put my mind to work. One day we
were on the basketball court and
two Daughters of Our Lady of the
Sacred Heart gave us a picture of
Sisters in a canoe with a prayer to
Our Lady on the back. At the time I
was doing my exams - the card simply
forgotten. Later on the card fell out, I
was inspired by those canoe paddling
Sisters and I began to think seriously
about my life. At only 18 I wrote a
letter to the Superior in Bowral and
the rest is history.

...I was inspired...
I entered the Congregation of the
Daughters of Our Lady of the Sacred
Heart in May, 1949. I made my ﬁrst
profession in 1951 and my ﬁnal vows
in Darwin 1954. I arrived on Bathurst
Island on 23 November 1953. Wow!
What a welcoming I received. There
were three other Sisters here, a priest
and two Brothers.
Bishop Gsell established the ﬁrst
mission on Bathurst Island in 1911.
His reﬂections concede he could
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have done things differently. I have
also made many mistakes along my
journey, I was insensitive many times.
But now as I am reaching the end of
my days with the Tiwi people I pray
that in all humility I have been a small
instrument in the Tiwi Catholic Story.
Originally school hours were spent
underneath the old Mission Church.
Long desks, chalk, slate pencils
and slate boards. In the afternoons
we would do gardening, sewing or
hunting.
Our ﬁrst school was built in 1957 and
our ﬁrst Tiwi ladies to be trained as
teachers commenced in the 1970s.
Around this time remarkable people
like Sr Tess Ward, Fran Murray
and others were responsible for
the commencement of a bilingual
school. It became a Tiwi School where
children were ﬁrst educated in their
own language.
Sadly the bilingual approach faded
and English became the norm for
education. Their language and culture
exist as one. To me we have failed the
students.
I now devote many hours to projects
that will provide long lasting beneﬁts
to the community. We have set
up the Patakijiyali Museum and
many many hours have been spent
developing the different galleries.
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Please visit the museum if you ever
travel to Bathurst Island, I’m proud to
say it is now operated by strong local
women who are doing an outstanding
service for the community.
When I received the Senior Australian
of the Year award I said it has been
my joy to witness and experience
Tiwi people manage organisations,
conduct schools, health clinics and
train others. They have done this by
being conﬁdent in WHO they are.
There are many ways to be a leader,
the English language does not have a
monopoly on leadership.
My ﬁrm belief is that the future of
the Tiwi people lies in their own hands
because we, non Tiwi, come and go. It
is necessary, right and just, that the
ﬁrst peoples are recognised in today’s
political structures as proposed in the
Uluru statement. How this happens
should be up to the Aboriginal peoples
to decide. As a nation we are being
asked to listen to their voices, hear
their stories and walk together into
the future.
I invite all Australians to support
people, such as the Tiwi, to be visible
as Australians to all Australians. I
pray that all people in our wonderful
country, regardless of language,
culture, skin, colour, or religious
belief, may stand tall as proud
Australians.

A TRAVELLER’S TALE
LORETTA LAM
Loretta Lam was born in Hong Kong.
Yearning for travel took her to many
places and this year she joined the
staff of our Primary School.
This is her story.
I attended both primary and high
school in a private Catholic girls
school. I spoke Cantonese at home
with my family although my entire
education was in English where I
developed an interest in languages.
I played the trumpet for my school
band and orchestra in high school
as well as the Hong Kong Children’s
Symphony Orchestra. I had joined an
outside school choir group from the
age of three and progressed to the
highest level and represented Hong
Kong in numerous choral festivals
affording me opportunities to go on
tour to North, Central and South
America with my choir for a whole
month in 2000 at the age of 15; it
was such a privilege. Little did I know
that this was just the beginning of my
many travels.
In 2001, after high school, I went on
a year’s cultural exchange to South
Africa and it opened my eyes to the
world. It deﬁnitely provided me with
the opportunity to appreciate what
life can bring when one is exposed to a
diversity of cultures and languages.
Sydney was my next stop to further
my education. After four years of
education in Sydney and obtaining my
Bachelor of Commerce, majoring in
Business Law and Industrial Relations

at the University of New South
Wales, Spain was another stop. I lived
in a suburb in Madrid called Collado
Villaba – with over 61,000 people
– and it was where I realised I had
a passion for teaching and while in
Spain I learnt my fourth language –
Spanish.

...opened my eyes ...
Looking back, my time spent in Spain
was truly God’s calling. I worked as a
Corporate English Teacher, teaching
adults, school aged children and
teenagers. It was the only option I had
to earn a living as my Spanish was not
ﬂuent enough.
That thought of being
a teacher had never
appealed to me,
until one day when,
Fernanada, a student
of mine told me of
her triumphant and
joyful story of selling
her car to a native
English speaker,
negotiating and
conversing only in
English.

Such simple negotiations would not
be considered as an achievement to
any Native English speakers however,
to Fernanda, learning English as
a second language, her ultimate
test was to be able to do simple
everyday thing in English so ﬂuently
and conﬁdently that others would
understand her.
Seeing the joy she had in her eyes, it
was then I really only discovered the
fulﬁlment that teaching can bring
which is a gift from God.
Upon my return to Sydney in 2011, I
joined the OLSH RICA program and
was baptised as a Catholic in 2012.
With the support of my faith family,
I decided to further my study and
obtained my Master’s in Teaching at
the Australian Catholic University in
2016.
I believe it was with God’s grace
that He brought me to this beautiful
family of OLSH and gave me the
opportunity to do what I love most,
teaching and singing. I have always
had an affinity towards children as
they are so pure and honest at heart, I
put these passions together which led
me to this teaching career I now enjoy
at OLSH Catholic Primary School.
What better place to do what you love
than with your family of faith?
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MARIST BROTHERS IN CAMBODIA
B R TERRY HEINRICH fms
Marist brothers are not just about schools in Australia. This is a story of their
work in Cambodia.
We know that our students come
from very poor families, yet, every
time our Registrar comes back
from visits to those families we are
shocked when we see photos and
videos of their impoverished living
conditions. And we are reminded
again of the huge gap between
there and here: their homes and our
school.
In 1998 Australian Marist Brothers
and their Cambodian colleagues
established LaValla, an elementary
school for young Cambodians with
physical disabilities, and each year
since then around 20 or more girls
and boys, having completed their
six levels of elementary education
in three years, have graduated
and gone on to a government high
school. LaValla is not a typical
primary school: the average age of
our students is probably close to 16
and all but 6 of the 100 students
live on site.

role models, provide opportunities
to people with disabilities and
challenge some of the attitudes
that prevail in this society. It
doesn’t surprise that these young
people flourish in our places where
security, encouragement and loving
care are the norm.
Many of our children have
experienced some form of
discrimination simply because they
have a disability. All but a few are
Buddhists and notions of bad karma
and culpability for misdeeds in a
former existence plague their lives.
Intolerable for most Australians
is the attitude that disability
evidences punishment, deserved,
and somehow legitimises seeing and
treating the handicapped person
cruelly. It’s clear that many of our
students seized the opportunity for
a new start with us because their
earliest schooling had brought with
it so much unhappiness.

When we began this work we
committed ourselves to helping
these young people go as far
as they could with their formal
schooling or training. That meant
providing hostel accommodation so
that they might attend high school
while living with us. At Villa Maria,
just down the road from LaValla and
in a nearby rented house are 90
young people, most in high school,
some at university. All but a few
have come through LaValla. Not
surprisingly, having done so they do
not want to leave, our efforts to get
them to go home and attend their
local high school notwithstanding.
Our places, LaValla, Villa Maria
and the rented house, are safe
and caring communities. Of
our 45 staff, 27 including all of
our teachers have some form
of physical disability. That’s our
policy, intended to present good
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Articles like this tend to engender
sadness yet we want you to see
it as a good news story. For sure,
every one of our young people
has a sad or appalling story to tell,
but you wouldn’t know it. They
are a remarkable lot, energetic,
cheerful, keen to learn, self-reliant
and happy, most of the time. Being
amongst them is therapeutic:
you can’t be sorry for yourself or
disappointed in life or too worried
about the future because they
aren’t, even if they have good
reason to be.
With the help of students in our
schools in Australia, groups of
whom visit us each year and of good
people from places worldwide, this
work is making a difference in the
lives of some very disadvantaged
young people and their families. It’s
ironical that more than once the
young handicapped family member
has emerged as the main bread
winner for the family.
This is, for sure, a good place for the
Australian Marist Brothers to be.
Continued on page 7

THAN, TRUNCATED ARMS. KEANG, CONGENITAL ABNORMALITIES; MAO, CEREBRAL PALSY.
SREY LEAK, BURNS; SREYOAN: MALFORMATION OF LEGS; VICHEA: MUSCULAR DYSTROPHY

PLACES IN RANDWICK ST JUDE’S FOUNTAIN
The first public water supply used
by early Randwick residents and
travellers was from a well opened in
1858 and situated near the corner
of Church and Alison Road. It
dried up soon afterwards. A new
fountain was sculpted by Walter
McGill. Four hundred children from
the nearby Destitute Children's
Asylum were present as the former
mayor, John Dawson, broke a bottle
of water over the fountain at its
opening on 9 November 1866.

stone work above the basin, the
following inscription is carved—
“Thou visitest the earth and waterest
it ; thou waterest the ridges thereof
abundantly”. Psalm LXV: 9-10
The face of the upper portion of
the structure is ornamented with
wreaths of fruit and foliage, and
the whole is surmounted by a stone
vase.

The stone urn surmounting the
fountain is a replica commissioned
by Randwick Council in 1983.
A plaque commemorates the
bicentenary of Australia and details
the history of the fountain.
References: Randwick District Historical
Society; Randwick City Council

The Sydney Mail on 17 November
that year, on the opening
describing the fountain as ‘an
elegant stone structure, situated
near the summit of the hill as you
approach Randwick by the road
from Sydney, and it stands near the
intersection of Allison and Church
streets. It has three basins, which
are filled with streams of water by
means of jets from the interior of
the fountain communicating with a
spring, which affords an abundant
and permanent supply. On the
SYDNEY-CITY.BLOGSPOT.COM.AU

#RANDWICK

Continued from page 6 -Marist Brothers in Cambodia

Sam Yat and her young
brother Sam San, both of
whom have scoliosis of the
spine, have done all of their
schooling with us. Yat is now
in her first year of university
and San will complete Grade
6 in August. Both are earnest
young people who cope with
their condition calmly: Yat
now depends on a wheelchair.
They are orphans, in the care
of other family members.
Their civility and gentle
manner affect all of us.

Our student Sok Chhaiya is
14. He arrived with what he
was wearing only and showed
all the signs of being a very
neglected child. When much
younger his right arm was
caught and crushed in a clay
crushing machine used in the
manufacture of bricks. Many
poor rural families live on or
near kiln sites and earn what
they can for producing bricks.
Chhaiya’s father abandoned
the family long ago and his
mother is an alcoholic: the
boy goes home reluctantly for
school breaks.
Watching this gentle lad
change, gain confidence, find
friends … a privilege.

Our student Tol Sam
Sareurn did all of his primary
schooling with us and lived
with us while attending high
school. In 2016 he passed
the grade 12 examination
and is now nearing the end
of his first year of university.
He works especially hard at
English because he hopes
to be an interpreter and
guide. He is from a poor rural
family. Sareurn has no hands
or lower legs.
His determination is ….
inspiring!
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THOUGH THE ROAD’S BEEN ROCKY….
JOURNEY OF AN ASYLUM SEEKER
Hossein Hamedani arrived in Australia in 2013 from Iran. Along the way
he encountered many obstacles. His is the story of an asylum seeker.
Hossein, now known as Danny, a
shortened version of his surname, was
born in Iran 5 May 1981. His family
– parents, four brothers and a sister
are Muslim. He studied engineering
at the University of Azad from 1998
to 2000. A workplace friend of his
encouraged him to think further
about the yearnings he had to be a
Christian.
Iran is not a democratic country and
the government does not respect
other religions. Muslims cannot
convert to Christianity and risk death
if they do so. Danny was arrested
three times, threatened physically,
and in danger of imprisonment.
It was time to leave his homeland.
And so in 2013 he began his journey
to Australia. First to Malaysia, brieﬂy,
and then to Indonesia. He, like many
others ﬂeeing their own country, was
not welcome there and for twelve
days he hid in a jungle awaiting a
chance to board a boat that would
take him to a safe place.
One night that boat became available
and he boarded it, along with over a
hundred other people, not knowing
where it might take them. The captain
told them they were lost and he did
not know where they were going.
All his possessions, including his
passport in a small bag, were lost at
sea when huge waves from a storm
rocked the boat. Danny believed he
might die. ‘Jesus saved me’ he says.
Soon afterwards an Australian Navy
vessel commandeered the boat and
took all the passengers to Christmas
Island.
The date was 16 July 2013. He was
interviewed extensively by officials.
Explaining his situation was difficult;
no passport and he did not speak
or understand English. However
his plight was recognised and in
September 2013 he was granted
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a Temporary Protection
Visa. These visas are given
to asylum seekers, such
as Danny, recognising
them as refugees ﬂeeing
persecution. He was then
transferred to a camp
in Darwin and then to
Brisbane. By chance he
then learnt of some Iranians
living in Parramatta and
moved there.
Not able to ﬁnd work,
Danny spent his time
there learning English. He
wanted to enrol in a TAFE
course but was unable to do
so as there were no funds
available to him. He became a regular
visitor to the library, reading as many
newspapers and books as possible,
including the Bible as his desire to
become a Christian had not waned.

...lives with
uncertainty...

‘God is good’ he now says when
recalling a visit to Sydney. Lost,
he asked a complete stranger for
directions. Not only was he given
directions, he was invited to lunch to
meet her father. It was the start of
an enduring friendship. By chance,
perhaps by divine providence,
Sr Nancy who is involved in the
RCIA program introduced him
to a Randwick couple who had
accommodation available and he
lived with them for some time. Then
when his friend’s father became
incapacitated Danny helped in his
care and shared accommodation with
them in Coogee.
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Finding work initially was difficult.
Less so now, as his English has
improved to the extent that he
is currently working as a tower
crane operator, a role that requires
a genuine understanding of the
language. He has also acquired
another skill. Surﬁng, and he was
interviewed by the ABC as an Iranian
surfboard rider!
As with other asylum seekers he lives
with uncertainty. His visa expires
in Oct 2017. The Immigration
Department continues to assess
him for more permanent residency.
If successful, then he can stay
in Australia. If not his future is
uncertain.
Along the way his desire to become a
Christian intensiﬁed. He learnt of the
RICA program at OLSH through
St Brigid’s Church at Coogee where
he attended Mass with his friend and
her dad. He enrolled in the RCIA and
was baptised at the Easter ceremonies
in 2016. His friend was his sponsor.
Danny is in regular contact with his
family in Iran. His parents support his
decision to become a Catholic. One
of his brothers is an Imman and that
relationship remains fractured but
Danny prays that it can be healed.

OLSH FAMILIES THE TRAVELLING NORBURYS
At last count Maureen Norbury has lived in 18 houses, travelled overseas
twenty times, but OLSH and Randwick have been central to the family.
In 1960 Maureen Malone then
aged 16 years, began working in
the Engineer’s Office at Randwick
City Council as a stenographer and
for many years was one of only two
females there.
She was with the Council for 39
years with the occasional break
for overseas travel and having a
family. Even now she maintains
her association with the Council as
the Reunion Organiser, bringing
together Engineering staff for
regular get-togethers. There is
something of local government in
her genes as her father began his
working life at 14 as a message boy
for the Town Clerk with the Sydney
City Council. The OLSH genes
are there too as her parents and
grandparents were active OLSH
parishioners.
In 1963 Maureen met Roy Norbury,
an electrical engineering student
on a blind date at the Randwick
Mayoral Ball. He had just bought
a white Falcon car and, according
to Maureen, her family gave him
the tick of approval as they did not
own a car. That her family owned
the only telephone in their home in
Blackwood Avenue may have been
an attraction for Roy to make his
business calls.

...had a happy
home life ...
The romance was yet to blossom
and Maureen travelled overseas
in 1967 to work and travel. As
luck would have it she met up
again with Roy the following year,
travelling throughout Europe with
young Australians on the European
backpacking trail. Still romance
was not yet to blossom as Maureen
travelled to Japan to meet up with a
school friend.
Not for long though as she returned
to Germany to marry Roy in
Zurich. Stephen was born in 1969

in the Black Forest and Julia in 1971
in Stuggart. Roy had also been a
real estate agent in Australia and
working with his contacts there
built up a business selling land in
Queensland to Americans stationed
in Germany. Sight unseen! There
are still some American families
living in Mooloolaba on land sold to
them by Roy.

They later moved to Menorca in
Spain where Pablo, in 1973 and
Arturo, in 1974 were born. They
became part of the Aussie and
local social set there, living in some
fabulous villas and making friends
with two Australian tennis ‘greats’,
Lew Hoad and Ken Fletcher. The
children went to Spanish schools,
but sadly their Spanish language is
now a distant memory.
Homesickness and wanting to
have their children better know
their grandparents, they returned
to Australia and set up the Roy
Norbury Real Estate Office in
Avoca Street; Roy both buying and
selling, Maureen the Receptionist
and the children providing
entertainment for the clients.
‘All good things come to an end’
says Maureen. ‘We owned at that
time at least 16 properties; interest
rates skyrocketed and we lost the
lot.
For the next few years we lived
in various rented properties, but

all the while we ensured that the
children had a happy home life. My
mother Nell, father Syd and my
sister Colleen, who was a school
principal, were our guardian angels.’
Their homes were in walking
distance to OLSH and the local
Catholic schools. At various stages
the children attended the primary
school – Roy and Maureen started
the OLSH Soccer Club there,
and the boys attended Marcellin.

Stephen was the First XI cricket
captain at Marcellin, Pablo played
rugby league and Arturo was the
school tennis champion so they had
most sports covered. Julia attended
Brigidine College and kept up with
the boys by having her own afterschool paper run and baby-sitting
and supermarket jobs. After leaving
school all the children undertook
further education and have
satisfying careers.
The travel bug has infected all
the family. The children are
regular travellers, sometimes with
Maureen, and four of the eleven
grandchildren can call OLSH
Primary their alma mater.
Maureen is a proud hands-on
grandmother, a regular sight
on playgrounds, picking up her
grandchildren. ’Life has been an
adventure’ she says ‘each day is full
of love and surprises. Even last year
I was able to make an unexpected
visit to New York’. First class no
less! Travelling is her constant
companion. The next trip is being
planned.
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MY SPIRITUAL JOURNEY
TOSHIKO HITCHINGS
I was born in Japan in 1949 and was
reared in the tradition of Buddhism
and Shintoism. I was a three year old
when my great grandmother died, and
I wondered where she had gone.
This question remained in me as
I continued my life journey. My
encounter with a corpse at an
anatomy class during my studies of
pharmacy was similarly challenging:
where did his soul reside? This search
for an answer led me to read several
spiritual books.

I met my future husband, Patrick,
who was a born Catholic with Irish and
English parents, and a Suﬁ Muslim
convert from New Zealand. After a
few years of marriage, we ended up
living in a small village in Iran in 1974,
where there was no running water and
no electricity.
He worked as a doctor at a little
clinic. In 1976, when a revolution was
set to break out soon in the country,
we ﬂed to France by train and then
to England by boat. He became a
General Practitioner in the Saudi
Military Hospital in Saudi Arabia after
a year in the United Kingdom.
We lived in the Saudi Military base
for a few years until my husband
suddenly died in 1979. During those

years in Muslim countries,
I learnt the daily prayers
in Arabic, prayed 5 times
a day, fasted in Ramadan,
took a pilgrimage to
Mecca and did Suﬁ
meditation.
After my husband’s
death, I returned to Japan
to raise my two-year-old
daughter Maryam. I could
not practise my Muslim
faith because there
TOSHIKO, DAUGHTER MARYAM & GRANDCHILDREN
were no mosques and
no Muslims to support
my faith. I became a Buddhist of
closeness to Jesus that I had never
the Pure Land sect under my Suﬁ
felt before. Jesus came into my heart
Master’s suggestions. I tried to listen
from my head. The Holy Spirit gave
to as many of the monks’ sermons
me an inner joy in God’s amazing love
as I could. After 10 years in Japan,
and my experience in Medjugorje
I moved to New Zealand in 1990 so
convinced me that God is alive. This
that my daughter could get to know
living Christ wants to have intimate
her father’s family. Again, I could not
and loving relationship with us as we
practise Pure Land Buddhism because
are.
I did not have any support for my
Buddhist faith.
I am so grateful to God for my
meetings with many pious Muslims,
wise Buddhists and loving Christians
who embraced me and helped my
growth of spirituality. My spiritual
journey has not ﬁnished yet, but the
question that I had at the age of three
has been answered.

I met a Japanese lady priest who
introduced me to the Bible. I was
baptised by her at the Lady’s Chapel
at an Anglican church in 1997 in
Thorndon, Wellington. One day,
however, I attended a Mass at a
Catholic Church out of curiosity. I
felt more spiritual at this Mass and my
attention went to the Virgin Mary,
who played an important role in Islam.
I became a Catholic in 2001 at the
age of 51. I attended a Life in the
Spirit seminar and then went on a
pilgrimage to Medjugorje, feeling a
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...so grateful
to God...
There is a world that exists beyond
space and time, here and now, just
as this visible world exists. I came to
Australia 15 years ago in 2002 to join
my daughter and I now have three
grandchildren. I started the Holy
Spirit prayer group with a few people
at OLSH about 8 years ago to share
our experiences and pray together
in the growth of our faith under the
guidance of the Holy Spirit.

FROM THE PEN OF A LITTLE SISTER OF THE POOR SR MARY EMMANUEL
all my hard studying, I was delighted
I feel I have a vocation to be a Little
to discover how easy it is to bring joy
Sister of the Poor, but can I be sure?
to others just by smiling and lending
I was raised in England and blessed to
a hand. I was pleased to contribute by
receive my Catholic Faith from my
playing the organ and singing in the
mother. I left home for University
Chapel and to help with the computer
studies and in my ﬁrst year fell in love, in the surgery.
then…. at 7pm on Friday
18 August 2000 in Rome I received
Previously I had been drawn to the
my vocation.
contemplative life, but there I realized
how fulﬁlling the apostolic life can be.
I was part of a group attending the
I felt I was developing in many ways,
World Youth Day and Pope John Paul
particularly in interpersonal skills,
II had spoken twice about Our Lady’s
and was truly giving myself to God
‘Fiat’ at the Annunciation. Well, I
through my work for the Residents.
was in my room, which I was sharing
I kept putting it off, until one night
with several other pilgrims and this
After a month the Mother Superior
I promised Our Lady, that I would
phrase ‘Say Yes’ to God kept turning
permitted me to spend three days
tell my Mum before Mass the next
in my head. I began wondering how
with the community in the convent
morning, and I only managed to
I would feel if I began thinking about
part of the house and this opened my
get the words out as the priest was
becoming a nun and something deep
eyes to the contemplative aspect of
inside me said ‘Yes!’ That instant I
our life, which isn’t always apparent to processing into the Church. They
found my decision rushed and being
was ﬁlled with such an indescribable
visitors.
only 22, they begged me to give
powerful joy, I was burning with
them a year to come to terms with it.
energy!
Since I had left my training contract,
the Little Sisters employed me as a
The following day while waiting for
carer in their home in London and I
the Papal Mass to begin, one of the
travelled home regularly to see my
Brothers of St John, who was leading
parents.
our group turned to me and asked if
I was struck by how monastic the
I’d ever considered the religious life…
Little Sisters life in the convent was:
During this time my prayer developed
I heard myself replying ‘Yes!’ without
the rooms were simply decorated
with a great thirst for daily Mass and
hesitation, and for me this was the
and
silence
observed,
and
I
joined
Eucharistic Adoration and I recited
voice of the Holy Spirit conﬁrming
the
Little
Sisters
for
their
early
the Divine Office and the Rosary.
my experience the night before.
meditation to begin the day, then
I was supported too by one of the
later for their meals in the Refectory
Resident priests in Lille who became
Throughout my next two years at
and the times of recreation.
my spiritual director.
university I never doubted that God
had called me, but I didn’t know
I realised that it was this hidden
After Postulancy in Orleans, I am
where he wanted me to serve him.
contemplation that enabled them to
now a Novice at the Motherhouse
cope with all the bustle of life in the
and Novitiate at La Tour Saint Joseph
I applied for jobs like everyone else
Nursing Home. When it was time to
in the Brittany countryside. We pray,
and got a post as a trainee accountant
leave it was a very tearful farewell as
work and study in beautiful buildings
in London for January 2003. Since
I knew I had discovered my vocation,
and grounds where our Mother St
this meant that I had the autumn
but the Superior advised me to move
Jeanne Jugan lived and is buried.
free, I wrote to several Religious
communities in France for a volunteer to London to begin my job so that I
It’s a time to develop a deep, personal
placement to further my discernment could experience working.
union with Christ and foundation of
and to improve my French, which I’d
With my heart in France, earning
our religious life. We take the usual
enjoyed at school.
money and the further study seemed
religious vows, with a special fourth
to me so pointless that I resigned
one of hospitality, before being sent
The Little Sisters of the Poor replied
after
8
months.
Telling
my
parents
of
to one of our 280 homes. The elderly
ﬁrst and I found myself on a train to
my decision was not easy. I’m an only
need our love, if you feel God is
Lille, knowing very little about what
child, and with my mother disabled
calling you, trust in him – you will not
I’d be doing. I settled in quickly and as
and my father elderly, I knew I was
regret it!. ‘Commit your life to the
the weeks passed by it was evident to
asking them to make a big sacriﬁce.
Lord… and He will act!’
all that I was growing happier. After

...opened my eyes...
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SR MARY EMMANUEL (LEFT)

A VOCATION STORY

LORD, TEACH US TO PRAY . . . LUKE 11: 1
F R PATRICK SHARPE WRITES
I really do not know how many times
people have said to me, ‘I only pray,
Father, when I want something from
God’. Prayer, however, should be an
essential part of our everyday life.
Prayer is not just asking God for
something, but it is being in touch
with God. It is not necessarily ‘saying
prayers’! I think that we, especially
us Catholics, tend to say too many
prayers, or say the prayers written by
other people, often by saints.
I love Cardinal Basil Hume’s deﬁnition
of prayer: ‘Our reaching out to God
reaching out to us’. God is always
there gently, lovingly reaching out to
me. All I have to do is reach out to
God.
However, there is nothing wrong
with the prayer of petition - asking
God for something. I love the story
in Genesis (18: 20 - 32) of Abraham
bargaining with God over the
destruction of the cities of the plain.
What this story should bring home to
us is that God loves each and every
one of us individually, tenderly, as
a loving parent God - a God whose
heart always desires to forgive not to
punish.
St. Paul in his First Letter to Timothy
wrote, ‘My advice is that, ﬁrst of all,
there should be prayers offered for
everyone - petitions, intercessions
and thanksgiving - especially for kings
and others in authority, so that we
might be able to live religious and
reverent lives in peace and quiet’.
In response to the apostles’ request,
Jesus taught them the prayer that
we call ‘The Our Father’. We should
not begin our prayer by asking God
for what we need or want. No! Our
prayer should ﬁrst and foremost be
an acknowledgement of God, an act
of adoration, of worship, even thanks
for gifts and graces already received
from God.

Jesus himself is the great and perfect
example of how we should pray. We
know, from the Gospels, that Jesus
prayed often. We need to remember
that Jesus grew up in a very good
Jewish family.
Mary and Joseph would have attended
the Sabbath Service in the synagogue
at Nazareth, taking Jesus with them.
He would have joined in singing the
psalms, listened to the readings from
the scriptures, prayed with people.
Luke tells us that they went to
Jerusalem each year for the Passover.
I like to think that, when Jesus was
twelve years old, Joseph would have
let him carry the lamb that the family
would roast and eat that Passover.
The Gospels remind us that Jesus
‘lifted his eyes to heaven and prayed’
or ‘he spent the whole night in prayer’
Jesus started his public after a ‘long
retreat’ in the wilderness - 40 days of
fasting and prayer.
Before breaking the bread to feed
the ﬁve thousand, ‘Jesus lifted up his
eyes to heaven’ as he did again at the
Last Supper before leaving us his own
Body and Blood in the Eucharist.
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I love the beautiful ‘BERAKHAH’
prayer of Jesus: I thank you Father,
Lord of heaven and of earth for
hiding these things from the wise
and prudent and revealing them to
mere children’. Jesus praised God for
revealing himself to the little ones
- the ones that other despised and
looked down on - ‘the crowd’, as the
Pharisees called them.
We can stand with Mary and John on
Calvary and hear that ﬁnal prayer of
Jesus as he dies on the cross, ‘Father!
Into your hands I commend my spirit’.
Then bowing his head in death, Jesus
handed that ‘spirit’ to us - the infant
Church gathered at the foot of the
cross. May that ‘spirit’ - that Holy
Spirit - inspire and infuse our prayer
life. May we remember in our prayers
of petition, when we are asking God
for something, Jesus’ prayer in the
Garden, ‘Father, not my will but yours
be done’.
So let us remember that God is
always present to us, a loving,
compassionate, forgiving God. Let us
remember those beautiful words of
Cardinal Basil Hume,
‘Our reaching out to God, reaching
out to us’!

A WELCOME REUNION
WISSAM SALAMA
In the November 2014 edition Wissam Salama, wrote of the sadness he felt at the tragedy unfolding in Syria and his
concern for his family there. Here he writes of how he has coped and the welcome news about his parents.
Syria has been in the news since 2011.
I remember the ﬁrst couple of years
after the war started. I would listen
to the news and worry and get upset,
stressed and nervous. Being upset
most of the time did not help me in
my personal and professional life – I
am an engineer.
So I decided that I had to do
something. I began running after work
just as an excuse to stay away from
the news and to clear my head and
de-stress. As the news became worse
I gradually increased my running. I
ended up running just to escape from
my day to day routines, the regular
topics and the daily news.
Before long I was able to run my ﬁrst
marathon in Townsville on 3 August
2013. That was a milestone in my life.
After this marathon, I started doing
triathlon (swim, cycle, run) events to
mix things up. In 2015 I decided to do
my ﬁrst ironman distance triathlon
(3.8 km swim, 180 km ride and 42.2
km) in the Cairns Ironman on 12 June
2016.

...do not give up...

The main motive to do this event was
the war in Syria. I dedicated all my
training, sacriﬁces, time and energy
for the peace in Syria. I wasn’t able to
raise any funds or to commercialise
the event, but I was totally satisﬁed
to push myself over the limits hoping
one day peace will be back in Syria.
In triathlons, emotions and mental
toughness play a big part in getting
you across the ﬁnish line. And the war
in Syria was pushing me to go above
and beyond my limits, both in my
training and on race day. One thing I
learned is ‘do not give up’. I completed
the race and loved it. I learned
a lot about my physical, mental,

emotional and spiritual strengths and
weaknesses. It was a great experience
which can be done again… and again…
My parents had retired in Aleppo
(north of Syria). They had worked
very hard to make a living and to
secure their retirement with a
little real estate. Things were going
well for them till the war reached
Aleppo in August 2012, and their
rented property became vacant and
could not be sold; they also lost one
property which was destroyed. In
early 2013, they ﬂed to Lebanon
hoping that one day things might go
back to normal. But being safe and
happy is not easy when you live alone
as refugees in Lebanon.
In June 2014, my parents applied to
come to Australia as refugees. It was
a very difficult decision to decide to
leave everything and come to another
country. In January 2017 their visa
was granted.
At their age, imagine saying goodbye
to your home where you had raised
your kids and grandkids, saying
goodbye to your street, neighbours,
brothers, sisters, son, and daughter
because you are going away for an
unknown period, speaking a different
language and living in a different

culture. Imagine leaving all of this and
you haven’t done anything wrong, you
only want to be happy and safe.

...imagine
saying goodbye...
My parents landed in Sydney in
April 2017. Settlement Services
International (SSI) has been in
contact with me since their visa was
granted and they have been very
supportive. Currently, both my
parents live with me in Botany and
fortunately they are enjoying the
Australian lifestyle here. They are
attending English classes, going to
church, doing their walks.
I was very impressed when they both
asked me to look for work for them….
When they asked this, I remembered
my ironman event and what it means
‘not to give up’. In my view my
parents are true ironmen.
‘I CANNOT DO EVERYTHING, BUT I CAN
AND BECAUSE I CANNOT
DO EVERYTHING, I WILL NOT REFUSE TO
DO THE SOMETHING THAT I CAN DO.’
DO SOMETHING.

Edward Everett Hale
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MINDLESSNESS
CARMEL MAGUIRE
I missed the signal which permits
most motorists in the car parks in
our local supermarkets to ignore
directional arrows. Likewise I missed
the change in garbage etiquette.
Maybe it’s only this cranky
octogenarian who wonders when
and how it became OK to leave the
container of any food whatever just
where the last gulp or the last gobfull was consumed. At least old age
confers the right to be harmlessly
eccentric.
Passers-by pretend not to notice
as I shout at cars which ignore
directions indicated. Similarly, as
I pick up food cartons and drink
bottles encountered on seats in the
street and on the footpath, friends
simply find excuses not to drive and
walk with me. Most of us, I suppose,
would like to leave some traces of
our having lived on this planet in
addition to a trail of garbage.

In the heightened awareness of
waste, which seems to have been
sparked by a recent ABC program
and the follow-up newspaper and
(I presume) Facebook discussion,
what else might we be wasting?
A very long time ago, when the
Sisters, apart from the occasional
Therese, had taken their religious
names from male saints, Mother
Adrian assured me that lazy people
take the greatest pains. Her
warning has proved prophetic as
I have often taken more time and
angst in trying to avoid work than
that taken in the accomplishment
of some inevitable task.
But on the other hand my laziness
has resulted in a lifelong struggle
against waste of human effort and
human talent. In all the things
askew in the world, we can rejoice
today in this country that the flagbearing feminists of both sexes
have brought about many more
opportunities for the expression of
women’s talents. While there seems
to be widespread acknowledgement
that the sisterhood has some way
to go here and a long way to go in

CHILDREN ON NARU

These thoughts came to mind when
I saw a film made by two Australian
women. It’s called just ‘Blue’, with
scenes very like Coogee and nearby
coastline. Its message of plastic
killing the ocean and the living
things, large and small, in it was
a powerful antidote to my plastic
bag addiction. That the amount of
plastic in the oceans will soon be
greater than the total weight of fish
is a claim that must give us at least
pause if not a halt to our way with
waste. I deplore my own laziness
in not recycling kitchen scraps
and secretly amassing the plastic
bags so handy for transporting
garbage into the bin for weekly

collection, in spite of
Randwick Council’s
encouragement to
compost. Perhaps a
Parish composting
picnic is called for, for
recalcitrants like me,
or maybe an hour’s
contemplation of
photographs of the sea
creatures dead or dying
from ingesting plastic.
many other countries, we seem
reluctant to acknowledge another
accumulation of wasted possibilities
on our doorsteps.
Is our preoccupation with border
security just as pathetic as
President Trump’s ambition to walloff Mexico? We seem to want to
wall Australia off, not only from
the rest of the world but also from
all people who are needy. The
planet is surging with millions of
refugees from conflicts including
those in which Australia has been
and is involved. The cowardice of
our elected representatives mirrors
our qualities in which values are
anything but Christian.
I heard an elegant young woman
in Martin Place last week describe
as ‘disgusting’ the tents of the
homeless pitched there after their
eviction from the sheltered side of
the building site opposite. Some of
her disdain might be reserved for
our society in which room at the inn
is most likely to be denied to those
most in need.
In the Parish Bulletin for 17-18
June, the quotation from Jules
Chevalier hits the spot:
‘The love of the Heart of Jesus is
essentially merciful. His role on earth
was not to condemn but to forgive,
not to shun those who suffer but to
comfort them’.
Can we apply this holy wisdom to
all our refugees, on temporary visas,
on Manus, on Nauru and on Martin
Place?
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LOOKING BACK MARY MARAZ
Mary Maraz is a long time parishioner. In this article she lets us into her thoughts as
she reﬂects on some of the changes during her lifetime.
The idea of putting a ‘few thoughts’
down was discussed one day as a
sort of reminiscence. Initially I was a
little hesitant - to-day’s generation
is hardly aware of there being any
particular interest in a personal life
before possibly the year 2000.

...hope for
the best ...
However the looking back business
for a variable length of time (in my
case for 91 years) all seems quite
amiable and ﬁne if not prticularly
exciting.
After all what’s to worry about. I
believe in a Loving God and then
hope for the best. Family seems to
have grown up quite cheerfully (or
occasionally not so cheerfully) but
the hazards of parenthood are mostly
accepted if not always welcome and
being generally informed is a nice
feeling.
There is an odd suddenness with
the realisation that 5 years has
passed while living in a Retirement
Village. It’s as though the sale of a
house of many happy if occasionally
tumultuous years had barely

registered. There’s the recollections
of the 30 years since leaving the
fulﬁlling work at Sydney Girls High
School and TAFE that I really loved,
and marvelled at the opportunity of
having the year then of travelling the
world with one’s spouse, my beloved
Stephen, whilst still able to get around
- surely the stuff of dreams.
But, is anyone ever ready to calmly
accept the loss of one’s loving spouse
of many years. It’s as if that living
alone after this strangeness for 10
years makes it almost acceptable to
move into the unknown world of the
Retirement Village.

...a different
slice of life ...
Challenging is a useful description.
The friends of many years are not
lost to you - just the familiar world
has gone. One now fronts up to the
special skills of a different world - a
different slice of life. Life now without
a car, due to suddenly impaired vision
provides the perfect opportunity of
knowing all about public transport
(or as some unkindly describe as the
lack of it). There is a deﬁnite need to

Continued from page 16 - 50 Years A Priest
Twenty ﬁve years ago, I didn’t want
of our Church, in the midst of all its
to celebrate my silver jubilee of
messiness. I remember a saying ‘God
ordination because I saw it as selfis in the mess’.
focused. My perspective has now
So, what has shaped my life as a
changed: I want to thank all the
priest? What am I most grateful for?
people who have touched my life,
My family, obviously. We are told
something I have become more aware
that the ﬁrst few years of life are very
of during my time in our two parishes.
telling. I learnt much later that our
It may be a cliché but it’s still true: we
parents do their best for us, limited as
gain more than we give. I experience
that may seem to be.
varying aspects of God’s love through
Looking back I can see the hand of
the love that others show me. And
God in my life. The Sisters of Mercy,
my desire is, as our MSC motto says
(which I recommend to all of us) ‘to
the Good Samaritan Sisters and
be on earth the Heart of Jesus’. This
the MSC shaped my schooling. My
is a pithy summary of the mission
seminary formation and our MSC

curtail the horror stories of the bus
which doesn’t turn up, or is ‘only’ 20
minutes late; should one comment on
the breakdowns?
There is thanks to the Good Lord for
granting me the ability of still being
able to walk. There is much sadness
seeing so many who ﬁnd it difficult or
too hard.
But many good things happen too
and there are new friends to ﬁnd.
Many pleasant things are organised
by the helpful management here and
I should try to be involved. There are
no brownie points for being a hermit
though it does bring a new train of
thought occasionally.
I miss the ‘old’ life but there’s always
the constancy of friends and the
surprise of new happenings.

spirituality shaped me spiritually, my
many years in seminary kept me on
my toes, as I believed that setting a
good example was the key thing.
My long involvement in Worldwide
Marriage Encounter rehumanised
me and gave me an added sense of
belonging, especially to families.
And then there’s a great host of
friends that kept my life on track,
friends that I have never met,
because they are the authors of
the many books I prayed through.
Finally, there’s Tai Chi and Christian
meditation.
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ST MARGARET
MARY’S

50 YEARS A PRIEST F R DOUG SMITH MSC

Clovelly Rd (cnr Avoca St)

On 22 July 2017 Fr Doug Smith celebrates being a priest for 50 years.
My ﬁfty years as a priest spans
a rapid rate of change in the
life of our Church, embracing
the aftermath of Vatican II and
extraordinary changes in the life
of our world.

Randwick North NSW 2031

OUR LADY OF THE
SACRED HEART
193 Avoca St
Randwick NSW 2031

Phone:
9399 6775
Web:
www.sacredheart.org.au

Email:
parishoffice@sacredheart.org.au

PARISH STAFF
Fr Peter Hearn msc PARISH PRIEST
Fr Tru Nguyen msc
Fr Douglas Smith msc

GENERAL STAFF
Anita Micallef

The focus for me is my
experience of life as a priest over
that period and the impact of
some changes in the Church and
in wider society.
I began life as a priest teaching
in a country secondary boarding
school in Queensland 196871. I helped out in local parishes on weekends. 1972 was spent in another country
secondary boarding/day school in Western Victoria. Life was very structured in such
places.
What a contrast when I hit Hindmarsh parish in inner Adelaide! After being in
boarding schools from the age of eight I’d never had to organise my life.
Even at Hindmarsh I still didn’t have to decide what I ate each day. Parish life in
Adelaide was a challenge, and curiously the best attended parish event was my
farewell! (open to interpretation!).
Then I arrived in Coogee as parish priest in 1978, where everything I touched
seemed to turn to gold. For me the human/divine explanation was the recent
parish mission and the involvement and commitment of married couples who had

Trish Myers

BRIGIDINE HOUSE
HOSTEL CHAPLAIN
Fr Patrick Sharpe msc

INDONESIAN CHAPLAIN
Fr Aloysius Tamnge msc

Parish Magazine email
randwickmagazine@gmail.com
Copies of past editions of
the Parish Magazine are
available on the
Parish website.
Editors welcome feedback on the
magazine and its contents.
Email to:
randwickmagazine@gmail.com
or place in an envelope marked
‘magazine’ in the Parish Office.

...thank all the people ...
experienced a Marriage Encounter Weekend. I was invited by an encountered
couple to experience a Weekend, which marked the beginning of my involvement in
Marriage Encounter, which continues to this day.
My parents died in 1979 and I was dispatched to Rome in 1980 to study Moral
Theology. I returned in 1982, and began my involvement in seminary ministry at
St Paul’s Seminary at Kensington until 1990. After a year’s sabbatical in Boston I
looked after our MSC students at Navarre House in Drummoyne. 1998-2000 saw
me as Provincial Bursar at Coogee.
2001-09 was spent in Fiji in seminary and parish ministry. After two years in
charge of our Retreat Centre at Douglas Park, I came to Randwick in 2012 and
I’m still here, and enjoying it. My ministry, apart from the mainstream, focuses on
Tai Chi and Christian meditation in our two primary schools, three parish Christian
Meditation weekly group sessions, and beyond the parish, Marriage Encounter.
My most treasured ministry? At Douglas Park, so deeply in touch with people on a
deep spiritual and personal level.
A Randwick North parishioner gave me a personalised calendar last Christmas. The
saying chosen for June inspires me: ‘Above and beyond what you say and do, people
will remember how you make them feel’. The positive affirmation I experience,
especially from our two parishes and primary schools, is an indicator that I leave
people with positive feelings, for which I am grateful to God.
Continued on page 15
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