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REFLECTION
DIANE GORDON
SPIRITUAL RESOLUTIONS FOR 2018

As we now begin another year, many of us have reflected on the past year of our lives and have started to think
about what we want to change. New Year’s resolutions are a popular way to ring in the New Year, with all the
hope and promises of brighter days ahead. You have probably made a few yourself.
Each New Year offers us the opportunity to open our hearts to receive the gifts that await us in the many
experiences that will form part of 2018. Each new experience offers us the possibility of expanding our world
view and of raising the power of love upwards.
For some of us, it may be a continuation of last year’s old dismal way of living. For others, it’ll be an
opportunity to look ahead – to set new goals, make an exhilarating fresh start, see the potential of fulfilling
long-held dreams, or implementing new ways to achieve greater health and happiness.
Being a look ahead kind of person helps foster positive prospects for a better life.
One thing a lot of people forget when they are making out that mental list of resolutions, however, is their
spirituality. The funny thing is, your spirituality can be a great asset in helping you achieve or cope with so
many other things in your life that you want to change.
If you want to get the most out of 2018, be forward looking. Don’t look back or remain stuck in a mental rut.
Think progressively. Be bold. Make changes. Perhaps it’s time to wipe the slate clean of all those other old
resolutions. Maybe this year we could start again at number one.
A new beginning!
We must learn to live each day, each hour, yes, each minute as a new beginning, as a unique
opportunity to make everything new.
Imagine that we could live each moment as a moment pregnant with new life.
Imagine that we could live each day as a day full of promises.
Imagine that we could walk through the new year always listening to a voice saying to us:
‘I have a gift for you and can’t wait for you to see it! Imagine!’
— Henri Nouwen
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INTRODUCING JACQUELINE ROZALI
Jacqueline Rozali is one of our younger parishioners. Here we learn about her.
Let’s start at the beginning. Tell us
about your parents
My Mum, Christina was raised a
Buddhist but attended a Catholic
school whereas my Dad, Petrus was
born and raised a Catholic. My mum
chose to become a Catholic while at
high school and regularly attended
church with Catherine her older sister
who also converted to Catholicism.
Both came from Jakarta and were
neighbours in an apartment block in
Randwick when they were college
students. They were married in 1990
at Our Lady of the Sacred Heart. I
was born in 1992, my brother James
a few years later in 1997 and both of
us were baptised at OLSH. Maroubra
has been our home and OLSH is now
our parish.
Your schooling
My primary school was Our Lady of
the Rosary Kensington and I did my
secondary studies at Brigidine College
Randwick completing the Higher
School Certiﬁcate in 2009. I was
encouraged by my parents to engage
in extra-curricular activities
What did you do
My mum would take me to swimming,
Tae Kwon Do, and piano lessons. I
started playing the piano in primary
school inspired by my cousins who all
play. My teacher was Sr Duchesne
Lavin a Daughter of Our Lady of the
Sacred Heart nun. She is a wonderful
teacher who also plays a number of
musical instruments.

at UNSW, I was quite active in the
Indonesian society (PPIA), being a
member of its Social Committee.
I met a variety of people, local and
overseas, who are now my close
friends. I even found time to take a
part time position in retail fashion and
towards the end of uni got my ﬁrst
o ce job in an insurance company.
You are now a Reader at Mass.
What motivated you to do that?
Well, it didn’t happen overnight! My
mum has been a volunteer at various
churches. At one stage she helped
with the ﬂowers at OLR Kensington
while I helped with the gardening.
Later, she became more involved in
the OLSH parish with the cleaning
of the linen and volunteering in the
Piety Stall where I would occasionally
come along.
I used to look forward to Christmas
time where we would sell Fr Macs
puddings. This was a lot of fun
especially when other kids all came
along to help. But, being a teenager,
I wanted to do something by myself.
So, after a few practices, I began
reading at the 8am Masses.

You also have a connection with the
Holy Family Church at Maroubra
Yes, my cousin who was a piano
player there moved overseas for work
and I volunteered to play the piano
monthly for the Wednesday Novena.
Coincidentally, my childhood friend
was also playing the violin for the
Novena and we now play together
there.
What about the World of Work
It was not the best of starts. In the
ﬁnal year of university all my friends
landed graduate internships with the
Big 4 Accounting Firms but not me!
Interviews aplenty, but no o ers, it
was somewhat de-motivating. So it
was back to study in the hope of an
internship next year. Luck was on my
side this time and in 2014 I accepted
the ﬁrst o er from a mid-tier
accounting ﬁrm.
A sense of disappointment
Yes and no. I believe that God has a
reason for allowing things to happen.
I didn’t understand why I wasn’t
getting any o ers but the delay gave
me time to take a break and travel
with my family and friends. Working
initially was a steep learning curve as
I wasn’t used to waking up early and
competing for a seat on the bus to the
city!
Continued on page 4

Studying for both the Diploma
in Music and the HSC was too
demanding and school work won out
but I still love playing the piano.
In 2010 you enrolled at UNSW
Yes, completing a Bachelor of
Commerce in Accounting and
Finance in 2013. I enjoyed being
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OUR LITTLE RED ’PHONE BOOK
NITA FLEMING
Nita Fleming reflects here on her companion, her Little Red ‘Phone Book.
Do you ever scan over your old
‘phone book? I Did. And the more
time I took to reading the book the
more interesting it became.
There at the front were the names
and ‘phone numbers of all the 8
children, now all gone to make their
own lives with their own ‘phone
numbers. No. 1 son; he does not
need a ‘phone anymore, he has
gone to God, I thought. As I read
their names I became involved with
their lives and loves thinking how
blest I was.

...friendships
remembered...
As I turn the pages there are
the numbers of friendships
remembered over 70 years or
more. I muse back to school days
spent and the carefree days of
yesteryear – the picnic dances and
the laughter.
Then there are the pages that stand
out with all the relatives, they
watched me grow from child to

adult and although I did not realise
it, they were guiding me all the
way.
Further along the pages came
the builders and tradesmen, how
necessary they are. They would
show up at 7am sharp, tools in
hand with hammer and nails at the
ready; they seem to demand right
of way – to prepare breakfast and
eat while they went about their
work was a nightmare through 5
months of winter cold. Of course
we cannot do without them right
through our lives, they are a great
group of people.
Next come the doctors – in days
gone bye we could ring our doctors,
‘I’ll be there in half an hour’ - or
on one occasion sitting with a son
all day to get him well
again. They did more
than medicine, helping
out when the occasion
arose.

of that line. What a powerful book
you are!
I turn more of the pages and
there are my dear piano teachers.
So many tears and so much joy,
they were wonderful people, now
in heaven. I thank them for the
discipline they installed in me, the
love of music lasting to this day.
Police, ambulance, Queen Victoria
Tea Rooms, painters, physios, pizza
shops, you name it, they are all
there for us. These are a very few
of the people we need to keep us
solvent.
There are many more people in our
‘phone books that we cannot live
without.
So let us thank our little well-worn
and tattered ‘phone book from your
grateful masters.

Our little ‘phone book
is the first we run to
when we are saddened
and when we need
that special priestly
reassurance, someone
is always on the end

Continued from page 3 - Jacqueline Rozali
But things are on the improve
Indeed. I ﬁnished the Chartered
Accountants program, my employers
were wonderful and after three and a
half years it was time for me to accept
a new appointment with one of our
banks.
But it’s not being all work and no
play
Of course not! I like to stay active,
going to the gym, doing coastal walks

from Coogee to Bondi, venturing
around Sydney trying di erent
restaurants and going to musicals. I
have the Wizard of Oz and Mama Mia
lined up for early this year.
I enjoy travelling. I will be going to Fiji
for my best friend’s wedding in July
and visiting Europe sometime this
year is on my Bucket List.
Tokyo and New York City have
already been ticked o .
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You have another interest too
Yes, My family got a Cavoodle about
a year ago and named him Joey. He
likes nothing better than running
around in the park – a car ride ﬁrst
of course - and he has completely
changed our lives for the better.
Life is good.

THE STORY OF MARIE JOSEPH
Life has always led me by the nose.
Opportunities present themselves
and I either choose them or leave
them. So how did I get to be a
Catholic Chaplain, a Pastoral Carer
at the POW Hospital?
It was Phyllis in the Parish
Office strongly suggesting in her
inimitable way that I apply for
the position. Denial, hesitation,
doubts, were my initial reactions. I
eventually acquiesced. So what has
prepared me for this role?
My mother Ruby Richards was
Lebanese and my father Les came
from a French/Welsh background,
such a wealth of cultures to be
born into. I was fifth in a family
of seven kids. My childhood was
full of laughter, love and discipline
and also immersed in the Catholic
community and tradition.
Both my parents were converts to
Catholicism and a little extreme in
their expression of their faith. We
had a 6 foot statue of the Infant
of Prague in the entrance of our
home! If my friends did not go to
Sunday Mass my mother would ask
them why not and if their reasons
were not good enough she’d suggest
they join us the following Sunday.
And they did!
My father was a daily communicant
and I loved going to morning Mass
with him. Our home was always full
of people, plenty of food to share,
prayer groups, parties to raise funds
for the Missions and at least one
child from Nudgee Orphanage
living with us at any one time.
An invaluable lesson from my
parents was acceptance of life
experiences and always to trust that
God was with me. I was brought up
in a Carmelite Parish in Brisbane.
As a teenager, I questioned the
Church’s teaching with constant
discussions with my mother, at
times heated, whether it was over
evolution, contraception or faith
issues. I never doubted God but
questioned the Church’s teaching.

It was the time of Vatican II,
which opened doors to a deeper
understanding of my faith.
After completing my degree at
university in the 1970s I became
a Sister of Mercy receiving a solid
grounding in scripture, theology and
spirituality. I was a Parish Worker in
economically disadvantaged areas
and eventually started a hostel for
‘street kids’ under the auspices of
the Uniting and Anglican Churches.
This ecumenical undertaking gave
me an opportunity to work closely
with other Christian faiths.
I left Religious Life after eleven
years and later I married Paul. I
was blessed with two sons, Michael
and Mark. After 18 years of
marriage Paul had a stroke leaving
him disabled both physically and
intellectually. He was at home and
needed 24 hour care for the first
few years.

And they did!

With my sons we managed to
care for him. He survived for 8
years during which time I learned
to depend on family, friends, and
God. I tried to accept each day as
it came. I learned the meaning of
loneliness and from the support and
love of others learned the meaning
of compassion and empathy. This
period in my life taught me the
value of silence, of being still.
After Paul died in 2010, I
volunteered as a hospital chaplain
for four years and in 2016 I took on
the position of Hospital Chaplain.
I bring myself, who I am, to this
role. Meditation, spiritual reading,
spiritual direction, openness to
learn from others keep me centered
to be the person who can listen
from the heart.

As Chaplain I treasure the
uniqueness of each patient and
value their capacity to tap into
their own inner resources for
healing, irrespective of their faith
or absence of faith. I have come
to understand that finding one’s
meaning and purpose in life is the
basis for spiritual conversation. I
offer the patient space to value
their own ‘story’ and the meaning
behind it. There are times of
uncertainty and pain in my work but
I have come to think not so much
about individual suffering but rather
we are all caught up in a mystery
greater than ourselves.
It is humbling to witness the
journey of patients through
anger, fear, sadness, their lonely
struggle, their moments of quiet,
their compassion for others. For
some, it is a slow gentle healing,
a continuing touch of God. I am
privileged to be there.
It also is an enriching experience
to work with a team of other
Christian denominations, a Muslim
Imam, a female and male Rabbi
two Buddhists and the invaluable
support from our OLSH priests
and Father Pawel of Clovelly.
The important role the priests
play in the hospital is valued by
staff and patients. As well as their
support, I could not continue my
work without the contribution of
the volunteers. Their faithfulness,
their commitment, their varied
personalities and skills add to
the essence of the Chaplaincy
Department.
If you are interested in volunteering
please contact Marie on 9398 2123
and leave a message.
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STAINED GLASS WINDOWS AND CHURCH
DECORATION

Max Berghouse writes of the beauty of Stained Glass Windows.
Stained glass decoration is
something we all associate as being
fundamentally church decoration. It
is used elsewhere of course, but in our
imagination, it is found in church.
Not always, because it really only
began to become common as the
Gothic style of architecture became
prevalent in Europe. This architecture
which used external ‘ﬂying buttresses’
to brace the vertical walls, enabled
walls to become both higher and
lighter, so that windows could be very
much larger. St Marys Cathedral
although a Victorian Gothic building
is an example of this.
Church decoration from the very
beginnings of Christianity was
concerned with conveying the
knowledge of religious truth as
well as historic truth (stories from
the New and Hebrew Testament)
to a congregation which would
be, until the mid-19th century,
overwhelmingly illiterate.

beginning of Art Nouveau style and is
characterised by a more sinuous and
somehow stretched vertical design.
Although I have not examined all of
the original stained-glass windows
(there are a couple which are newer),
overwhelmingly they come from
France and from the same workshop.
This might seem natural as our church
has always been under the guidance of

Nearly all the windows were in situ
at much the same time, very shortly
after the consecration of the church.
Nearly all were subsidised or part
subsidised by congregation members
and it speaks volumes for that early
community that they had such
conﬁdence in the future that they
were prepared to undertake what was
a very signiﬁcant expense.

My absolute
favourite...

The other important feature at least
to me is that each of the windows,
portraying an aspect of the life of
the Virgin Mary, is almost perfectly
placed to complement each Station
of the Cross. So reﬂection and prayer
at each Station is subtly enhanced by
the windows on either side. I’m quite
sure this is no accident.

the MSCs which when the church was
built, approximately 1884, was quite
a new congregation. But it wasn’t
simply a matter of expatriate French
priests buying church necessities from
‘back home’.

So stained glass, the prevailing
decorative means, tended to portray
matters in a very easily understood
and remembered way regardless of
the artistic worth of the portrayal. By
the mid-19th century most stained
glass was painted on a large pane of
glass by an artist with special paint
and then the entire creation was
heated (‘annealed’) to ﬁx the paint.

French stained glass making was
popular worldwide in a period when
new churches, not only Catholic but
Protestant were being built in the
new world especially North America,
Australia, through the colonies of the
European powers and also in France
itself because there was a great
rebuilding and redecoration program
which followed a short but bitter
period of anti-church oppression
following the end of the Third French
Empire.

Art Nouveau style...

Most of the designs would be
acceptable in Anglican High as well as
Lutheran churches. Not all but many.
That was a quite deliberate action on
the part of the artisans themselves.
The motives were commercial. If one
looks at our windows, singly or in
groups, I think it is good to see which
of the windows would be acceptable
to Protestant sensibilities.

...

Generally the most skilled artists
did the central ‘pictorial portion’
section while less skilled artisans did
repetitive decoration parts. In OLSH
you can see this by comparing the
centre/ portrait section with the
constant repetitive strictly nonpictorial designs. These latter are in a
style that is really end of Gothic and

Protestants all accept this is a miracle
but it is more replete with meaning
for Catholics, especially in light of the
importance of the Mother of God in
the miracle itself.

My absolute favourite window is the
one depicting the ﬁrst public miracle,
The Wedding Feast at Cana (southern
side of the nave at the very back).
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...magnificent
Great Eastern
Window...
I’m not suggesting that each
window is a work of art but they
are signiﬁcantly better than mere
decoration. It should also be noted
that this short description does not
extend to the magniﬁcent Great
Eastern Window above the main altar
which was boarded up during World
War II, and not according to the myth
that it was taken to Douglas Park.
This window is substantially superior
to all the other stained-glass not
only in execution but in terms of
individual designs and how these
designs collectively emphasise some
particularly important religious
matters, especially the charism of the
MSCs. I only wish I had a ladder long
enough to climb up and examine each
component of that superb window
individually!

MEET JOHN LEE
While John Lee is a relatively new
parishioner, in another sense he is
just returning home. John’s parents
and paternal grandparents all had
roots in this community. Billie and
Kevin Lee, his parents, met through
the parish debating society and
tennis club, and were married at
OLSH Church in March 1942. John
still has his father Kevin’s framed
First Communion Certiﬁcate, signed
by Fr Tréand our ﬁrst Parish Priest.
John was named after his great
uncle Fr John Lee (1877-1955) who
grew up near Botany and watched
the construction of the Kensington
Monastery. Ordained in 1904,
Father Lee was the second Australian
MSC priest.
There is a long association with the
MSCs. As a boy, he lived at South
Coogee and attended Marcellin
College. He was very involved with
the UNSW Catholic Community
and MSC university chaplains. This
was where he and Elizabeth met.
They were married in 1982 with Fr
Michael Fallon presiding, and Fr
John Rate giving a speech at the
reception. As a university student in
the late 1970s, he went to Kiribati,
to visit his sister, Merrilyn Lee,
a Daughter of Our Lady of the
Sacred. John stayed with the MSCs
in Kiribati and gained a deeper
appreciation of the Spirituality of the
Heart.
Newly married, John and Elizabeth
lived at Tempe and then for 27
years, at Hurstville. They were very
involved in, ﬁrst St Michael’s Parish,
Hurstville and then, St Declan’s
Parish, Penshurst. Once their three
adult children had all moved out in
2015, John and Elizabeth sold and
moved back to the southeast as
empty nesters.
He explains: ‘Initially we supported
our local parish but overtime we
decided to become parishioners at
OLSH. It was worth getting into the
car and driving for 15 minutes to be
part of a parish where the love of
God is proclaimed and manifest’.

John taught fulltime for thirty-two
years in eight Catholic schools across
greater Sydney, undertaking school
leadership roles including Religious
Education Coordinator, Curriculum
Coordinator and Assistant Principal
for Teaching and Learning. He has
always taught religious education
and has a Doctor of Education
degree researching teenage boys’
perceptions of teachers, school
and masculinity. ‘Teachers make a
di erence,’ he says. ‘Boys can spot
integrity, and good teachers nourish
the soul’.
Burnt out at age 32, and twenty
years later, in 2012, he took three
terms leave from school to celebrate
life walking one of the Camino
pilgrimage routes, 1200 kms on
foot, from Granada to Santiago de
Compostela, Spain. ‘I walked for
52 days arriving a couple of weeks
before my 52nd birthday. God and I
took my life for a walk’.
It was a life changing experience.
Two other threshold events occurred
during his 2012 gap year. He
completed a weeklong silent retreat
with Fr Laurence Freeman OSB and
the Australian Christian Meditation
Community in Melbourne. John also
participated in the Men’s Rites of
Passage in Queensland, run by the
Centre for Men Australia. It was
developed by Fr Richard Rohr OFM,
to challenge and support men to live
with authenticity. John says, ‘I can
highly recommend MROP’.
Following his time of renewal, John
returned to school and a year later,
stepped into the deep, inspired to
follow a new variation on his vocation
leaving his school leadership role in
December 2013. John now works
as: a teacher in the classroom one
day per week at CBHS Lewisham;
an education consultant; a trained
spiritual director working with men,
and an accredited pastoral supervisor
for principals and others in ministry.
‘Less money, less stress, more
ﬂexibility and time to live!’ he says.

Elizabeth works fulltime for the
Society of St Vincent de Paul, as
the Pastoral Care O cer at the
Matthew Talbot Hostel. ‘She is at
Matt Talbot every Sunday. It is the
ﬁrst day of her working week’. She
has worked with people living on the
margins of society for many years
and was the Catholic Chaplain at the
Silverwater Metropolitan Remand
Centre before working at Matt
Talbot. Elizabeth has many talents
and interests; she is a member of
The Grail, a pastoral theologian and
spiritual director.
John reads at the 8am Sunday Mass
and serves on the Parish Pastoral
Council. ‘I appreciate being part of
this parish. I value the little things
like greeting the people beside you at
Mass. I appreciate the wide variety of
ministries and outreach by this parish
community. I love the Easter Vigil
liturgy. The MSCs, and this parish,
have been part of my family history
since the 1880s when my great
grandparents arrived in Sydney.
When I am part of this community,
I am reminded that God is love, and
we are all called to be ‘on Earth the
heart of God’.
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MOVING HOUSE THE GOOD, THE BAD
MAUREEN MCKENNA
I’m hoping 2018 brings nothing
more exciting than hip replacement
surgery in February because after
selling, buying, and moving house
anything else is tame in comparison.
The main ‘qualiﬁcation’ needed is
knowing how to sign one’s name – the
documentation is endless!
The Good. The adventure began in
August 2017 when a unit became
available in my preferred retirement
village. Not only beautifully
refurbished, it was only 4 minutes
drive from where I was living so my
lifestyle could remain unchanged.
The Good. My apartment went on the
market immediately and for 4 weeks
I kept it spotless and tidy – easier said
than done. Sold prior to auction for a
ridiculously high price six times what
I paid originally for it! Then the real
fun began: sorting, tossing out and
drawing up an inﬁnite list of things to
do and people/organisations to notify
of my changed contact details.
The Bad. Contacting my energy
provider to connect to my new home.
According to it no such address
existed and no matter what I said
I couldn’t convince the ‘customer
service’ rep that it did. Three days and
many angst ridden phone calls later
the electricity was ﬁnally connected …
with a di erent company!
The Bad. Then there was my internet
provider! Another di cult ‘customer
service’ rep insisting that I had to have
my landline with them and not Telstra.
After 20 minutes arguing with her
she transferred me to the Accounts
Department (why Accounts I have no
idea).
Finally someone understood all I
wanted to do was transfer my ADSL
connection to my new phone number!
‘No problem, Ms McKenna, just give
me your new landline number and it
will be connected tomorrow’. And it
was!

The Good. I was dreading contacting
Telstra because of horror stories I’d
heard of being ‘on hold’ for hours,
but cancelling my existing landline
and getting my new number was a
breeze. My advice to anyone who has
to do this is not to deal with a human
being but do it online. By day’s end I
had my new number and my old one
was booked to be cancelled on moving
day.
The Bad. The most challenging
task was cancelling my pay TV
subscription. Talk about aggressive
marketing! The ‘customer service’
rep, managed to make this simple
task di cult. For 40 minutes he was
persistent in his insistence that I keep
forking out $90 a month for rubbish I
wasn’t watching.
When this young man began to
patronize me (he knew my age, my
date of birth was one of the security
questions) I adopted my High School
Principal persona speaking to him
as if he were a naughty 15 year old.
Success. The cheeky little ‘service’
rep cancelled my subscription without
further ado.
The Good. Moving day approached.
Time to organize myself to be ready.
Even though I’d done a huge cull of
unwanted treasures in preparation for
the Open House inspections more
treasures found their way to the
garbage and Vinnie’s bins. Dreading
the thought of packing up a lifetime’s
belongings I hired a company to pack
for me. Money well spent and they
did in four hours what would have
taken me four weeks.
The Good. House cleaned for new
owner’s pre-settlement inspection
(how I hate skirting boards!) and
ready for the removalists when they
arrived. I must admit that I felt no
pangs of sadness when I closed the
front door for the last time and left
the keys inside. The whole relocation
process went o without a hitch.

Randwick Parish Magazine No.42 Feb 2018

The next day my three cousins arrived
to help me unpack the 40 very large
boxes and four porta-wardrobes and,
‘encouraged’ by my very practical
cousins, another cull of treasures
began. However I refused point blank
to reduce my three sets of kitchen
scales to one set!
Joy. I am still awaiting the new
curtains for my bedroom and the
purchase of needed furniture, I
have all but forgotten my previous
home. I know Baby Boomers are
supposed to downsize, but I’ve done
the opposite and couldn’t be happier.
The real ‘luxury’ for me is not the two
bedrooms or the 2(!) bathrooms but
rather the parking spot. No longer do
I have to wonder where in Coogee I
will ﬁnd a place to park my car.
From the minute I arrived in The
Village I’ve been made to feel
welcome by the other 18 residents
and have made new friends. Rather
than the usual six months my initial
shyness wore o after two weeks. I
feel I’ve lived here forever. All my
apprehensions of selling and moving
proved to be unnecessary. I have
landed on my feet. God has been
good to me.

FROM RADIO DESK TO ARTIST’S EASEL
MAURICE SALAMÉ
Internationally renowned artist and painter, Maurice Salamé once worked as a
broadcaster and translator for Vatican Radio. This is his story.
Maurice Salamé, one of a family
of one brother and three sisters,
was born in Lebanon, where his
natural flair for the visual arts was
recognised and fostered from an
early age.
Early studies led to the award of
a Diploma in Design from the
International School in Paris
completed in 1959 and in 1963 the
Lebanese Government awarded him
a scholarship to further his studies
in Rome.
He undertook studies at the
famed Academy of Fine Arts, an
institution established in the 16th
Century and was awarded, in 1966,
the prestigious Minerva Medal for
the best student in painting, the
year of his first solo exhibition.
When the Second Vatican
Council was held from 1962 to
1965 Maurice was invited to
join Vatican Radio and became a
Broadcaster and Translator from
Italian to Arabic of the Council’s
deliberations, all the while painting
and exhibiting.

His works resulting in the award
in 1971 of an honorary Degree in
Art by the Universal Academy for
Literature, Science and the Arts,
Rome.
In 1973 Maurice was commissioned
to produce the artwork to adorn
an international hotel being built
by the Nigerian government in the
Illorin-Kwara state of Nigeria. For
this commission, Maurice produced
over 200 paintings in the African
spirit.
That same year Maurice (and
Bernadette, his wife whom he
had met and married in Rome in
1971) returned to Lebanon. He
continued to paint and lecture but
with the outbreak of the Civil War
in 1975, they came to Australia,
living in Randwick and since 1985
in Kingsford and parishioners of
OLSH.
They have a daughter, Justine and
a four year old granddaughter
Evangeline. Bernadette is the sister
of Fr Anthony Sahade who passed
away in 2000.

Maurice continues to paint, has
submitted works for the Archibald
Prize (like many other artists is
yet to be successful) and is now
also recognised for his etching and
lithography.
His works have been regularly
exhibited overseas and he continues
to accept assignments locally and
overseas.
His studio, adorned with a range of
paintings, is testament to his wide
range of interests.
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THE USES OF LONGEVITY
CARMEL MAGUIRE
How annoying old people can be
– slow to move out of the way,
ready with opinions, while prone
to reject other people’s new ideas,
either as already tried and failed, or
dangerous to civilization, or both.
After all, with the possible
exception of how to operate our
smart phones, we already know
everything. No wonder we are likely
to make places look if not untidy at
least uninviting. These were among
the thoughts provoked in me by the
Gospel for the feast of the Holy
Family.
Most young parents would be
startled if not shocked to be
confronted by Simeon and Anna
when they first brought their
baby to church. Prophets are not
the most comfortable of chance
encounters. Simeon’s mixed
message promised doom for the
mother with mighty consequence in
the life of her son.
Anna’s firmly expressed
conviction that the baby was the
Messiah, could hardly have been
totally reassuring. It confirmed
an enormous extra load of
responsibility awaiting the new
parents. Simeon quickly retreats
into the recesses of my memory for
another year. Anna has been much
more difficult to dismiss.
For one thing, Anna and I share
the same age, though the similarity
probably ends there. Luke reports
that Anna was never far from the
temple, serving God day and night,
in fasting and prayer. I do none of
the former and not much of the
latter.
Some commentators suggest that
Anna probably had living quarters
in the precincts of the temple
or nearby, though it is highly
unlikely that she enjoyed access
to an en suite or any other type of
bathroom.

This is Anna’s only Biblical
appearance and she is one of only
a handful of women given the
title ‘prophetess’. Exercise of the
gift of prophecy was obviously a
predominantly male prerogative,
and its practice probably better
avoided by the geriatrics of both
sexes in my generation. Anna was
also a widow of longstanding and
widows, young and old, at least in
most modern countries, are much
better treated than they were.

So let’s rejoice...

So let’s rejoice in improved social
services while acknowledging the
sad irony that we contribute to
a world apparently hell-bent on
creating ever greater numbers of
widows and orphans.
Shakespeare in ‘As You Like It’
points out the sweet uses of
adversity. I ponder where such
sweet usages are to be found in
longevity, and I wish I had Anna’s
help in discerning them. It’s
obviously a wonderful world for
those of us old who are the healthy
and relatively wealthy beneficiaries
of a continuing stream of advances
in medical science.

…the greatest
privilege of
longevity?
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One of the pleasures of longevity
is to look back upon decades of
improvements in which education,
like good medicine, has become
more available to many more people
in this country.
Another pleasure lies in the
contemplation of the change of
Australia from a country where
white skin, like white bread, was
the norm. Longevity also confers
the privilege to talk to strangers in
the street, in shopping malls, and
on public transport, usually without
fear of being locked up.
Our mild dottiness seems mostly
to be condoned. While everyone
over sixty has surely had some
experience of the invisibility
phenomenon in waiting at counters
in shops and offices, we can take
comfort in the gifts of time and
money made by ageing and aged
volunteers which benefit the whole
society.
Even more blessed is the longevity
of those for whom retirement is an
illusion, notably the grandparents
who take regular responsibility
for little ones and those members
of the clergy and religious whose
calling seems to have no use-by
date.
And the greatest privilege of
longevity? It could be an informed
appreciation of the young – their
liveliness, their noise (within
reason), their possibilities, and the
beauty of which they often seem
not aware.
It lies neither in the metallic chips
on purple fingernails nor bodies
sporting more or less artistic
tattoos. Neither the tats nor the
nails matter as they give up seats
to us on buses, pick us up from
pavements, and remind us that the
future is in hands at least as safe
and probably more steady and more
ready than we were.

HOPE IN GOD
JOANNE BAZI
The youngest of a family of five
sisters and three brothers, Joanne
was born in Iraq in 1956. Her
mother Martha, was a Catholic and
her father Benjamin, was a chef in
the British Army stationed in Iraq.
Because of religious persecution
Martha and the children escaped to
Kuwait in 1970. However there was
no Australian Embassy there and
her oldest brother, Ismail travelled
to Lebanon to obtain visas for
Australia.
At the Kuwait airport after his
return and planning to leave the
country some of the family were
allowed to leave but not Joanne.
Why? Her passport was said to be
incorrectly stamped so she stayed
with her sister in Kuwait.
Joanne’s mother and her sister
Semira and Ismail arrived in
Australia in 1970. Joanne, finally
escaping Kuwait, joined them in
1972. Her introduction to Australia
was not favourable.

And then
disaster struck!

Enrolling in school, her only English
was little more than ‘yes’ and ‘no’.
As a girl in a predominately boys
school, unable to speak English, she
was bullied and left after one year
and began work in a factory. Talking
to her about these experiences,
even at that stage her devotion to
God was evident. ‘I’ve been blessed’
is her mantra.
Their first home was in Frenchmans
Road. In 1976 she began working
in the catering department of
Prince of Wales Hospital. In 1987
she married Rommel at the Holy
Apostolic Catholic Assyrian Church
of The East at Fairfield Heights.

Over the next few years Joanne had
two children, Natalie and Andrew,
who were both baptised within forty
days of their birth according to
the Aramaic tradition - Natalie at
St Maroun’s Maronite Church in
Redfern and Andrew where Joanne
and Rommel were married.

the hand of God being extended to
me. The Brothers like the porridge
I cook for them’ she says but,
laughingly ‘not sure they always
warm to my habit of singing my
own hymns at breakfast time’.

And then disaster struck! They
bought a home in Perouse Road,
but had not read the purchase
document, were evicted, ‘out by
midnight’, penniless, desperate, and
nowhere to go.

...I’ve been blessed...

And then, says Joanne, ‘God
intervened’. Overcome with despair
she visited OLSH church and
prayed before the Pieta. ‘It was my
Moment of Awakening and changed
my life’. Her motivation ever since
has been ‘All for God’.
Joanne has worked at St Vincent’s
Hospital, and for the past 16 years
at the Sydney Eye Hospital. She
does more than work there, praying
with patients who are lonely.
She tells the story of a hardened
criminal, who so moved by their
praying together, cried tears of joy.
Her other role is to cook for the
Brothers at Marist House. ‘I’m so
grateful to them for employing me
when my world was bleak. It was

And there is the story of her Italian
shoes – a gift from her sister. Just
about to leave for morning Mass,
the shoes fell apart. Desperate to
be at Mass, one of the Brothers
(with small feet) leant her his
shoes. ‘I still arrived before Mass
began’ says Joanne ‘God works in
wonderful ways’.
She now lives in Kensington with
her daughter and her son, Benjamin
who was baptised at OLSH.
A Marcellin boy of course and now
a carpenter.
Joanne is a Special Minister and
Mass has a special place in her life,
daily reviving her spirits. Spare
time? Meditation - fulfilling for her
soul she says, and the Rosary – a
wonderful way of keeping in touch
with God.
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PLACES IN RANDWICK THE TOWN HALL
Randwick Town Hall was not the
first meeting place of its Council
when Randwick was proclaimed a
local government area in 1859. It
first met that year in the Randwick
Asylum for Destitute Children –
now part of the Prince of Wales
Hospital, and in 1862 at The
Borough Chambers - now part of
the St Jude’s complex.
Designed in the Victorian Italianate
architectural style by architects
Blackman and Parkes, and costing
£2080 the Town Hall, was opened
on 3 February 1882 by its first
Mayor, Simeon Pearce.
Four years after its opening, plans
to add two wings to the Town Hall
were proposed to accommodate
the Randwick School of Arts and
staff accommodation. In 1888 the
Council had three staff - Council
Clerk, the Overseer and an
Inspector of Nuisances. Four years
later in 1892 a new staircase to the
Council Chambers on the first floor
was installed. And later still a ‘ladies
retiring room’ was provided.
There have been many unsuccessful
efforts to move the Town Hall
from its home in Avoca Street. In
1911 the first proposal was made
to relocate the Town Hall but the
idea was dropped when Councillors
realised it would cost £50,000.
During the Influenza pandemic
in 1919 the Town Hall was an
emergency depot and served as an
official station for the Department
of Health and the Red Cross.
In February 1922 a war trophy in
the form of an 8-inch Howitzer
gun was unveiled by Mayor
Tressider. The gun was mounted
in a prominent position in front
of the Town Hall and bore the
inscription ‘To the memory of our
fallen soldiers’. The gun had been
captured by the 45th battalion
A.I.F at Morcourt in France on
8 August 1918 (and at the end of
World War 11 service personnel
and voluntary workers were

commemorated on glass engraved
doors at the entrance to the Town
Hall).
1923 saw another attempt to
move the Town Hall with the
suggestion by Mayor Tressider that
it be acquired by Randwick Public
School. Three mayors later in 1929
Mayor Jennings suggested that a
new Town Hall be built to reflect
the growth in population to around
100,000 people and the wealth of
Randwick. The building was said to
be too small and poorly ventilated.
The hardships of Great Depression
halted consideration of moving the
Town Hall but by 1938 fresh calls
were being made to relocate the
Town Hall, this time to 23-25 Cook
Street.
1955 saw renewed calls to relocate
the Town Hall and the last serious
attempt to move it was in 1964 – to
Maroubra Junction.
The Town Hall has been the
scene of interesting Council
meetings. From 1895 until 1909
meetings were known as the
Randwick Rumpus described as
having ‘the character of variety
entertainments’ and in 1895
the Council Clerk, Bedford was
dismissed for misappropriation
of funds and in 1973 the entire
Council was dismissed and an
administrator is appointed.
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But good works prevailed. As
early as 1860 Alderman Samuel
Hebblewhite had suggested the
Council spend £10 on books for
a free library. Later aldermen
attempted to gain government
support for a library but were told
that Randwick was close enough
to the city for a box of books to be
sent out for distribution.
Post WW 11 children’s libraries
were operated by volunteers and in
1947 a temporary library operated
out of the Town and was part of
the district’s first free libraries.
In 1952 refurbishments allowed
for the establishment of a library
in the Town Hall. Later a Central
Library was established in Maroubra
Junction and the Town Hall library
was moved to the Royal Randwick
Shopping Centre.
One community effort that
failed was the plan to operate
a community hotel. In 1946
the Liquor (Amendment) Act
allowed councils to operate
hotels. Randwick was one of only
two councils granted conditional
licenses. Finally after ten years of
bitter debate Council abandoned
the project.
In 2016 the NSW Government
proposed the amalgamation of
Randwick with neighbouring
Councils; the plan was abandoned
in 2017.

MY SPIRITUAL JOURNEY
JANET ALEXANDER
The most important area of my
life is my spirituality. That journey
really began when I was about 11
years old. Looking back I feel that
I had developed my own personal
relationship with God then.
I was a Jehovah’s’ Witness (JW)
and very motivated to do God’s
will. In the school holidays I would
go to the Kingdom Hall to meet
other pioneers and witness early in
the morning to tell people about
Jesus Christ, God, and the hope
for humans that God had given us.
My parents had become Witnesses
after my younger brother died
when I was four. He was about four
or five days old. I never saw him
and truly thought at that age that
I could have saved him, if I could
have seen him.

…before I came to
OLSH…

His death had a devastating effect
on our family. My mother never
really recovered. So when Jehovah’s
Witnesses knocked at our door and
told my mother that she could see
her son in Paradise, she was eager
to become a JW.
One thing I am glad about from the
years before I changed religions,
was the Bible training I had
received, the love I developed for
God and the morality that helped
shape me into the woman I am
today. Changing religions is never
done lightly, and I prayed deeply
for many years to God before
making the move. It is a bit like
Frank Anderson’s hymn ‘...so I leave
my boats behind...follow you again
my Lord’. I learnt a lot about trust
and faith, especially when you don’t
know where you are going.

So I thought I might do some work
in a more spiritual way, as working
in public relations wasn’t giving me
the satisfaction I wanted. I began
degree studies at the University
of New England in Religion to be
a Chaplain. I loved learning about
the history of religions in the
ancient Far East, the rise of the
denominational churches and how
to define religious experiences.
I studied Psychology, Sociology,
Anthropology and Philosophy
of Religion. It was psychology
that I loved, and felt I could help
people. I changed to Macquarie
University and did a double degree
in Psychology and Sociology.
My association with Catholics was
well before I came to OLSH. I had
volunteered at St Mary’s Cathedral
and became a Reader at the 6pm
Sunday Mass. One morning I felt
that spiritually, I was sitting on
the fence and felt that I needed to
study the Bible more and commit
myself more to serving God. After
praying about it I felt that I needed
to go to OLSH rather than St
Mary’s.
It was the 2006 mention of the
first Bible study and the RCIA
program by Father Tony that
made me feel OLSH was ‘home’.
Father Tony encouraged me to
train as a facilitator and asked me
to be one of the facilitators for the
Wednesday morning Bible study.

…those that sing,
pray twice.
As Father Tony came to know me
spiritually he felt I was ready to
become a Catholic earlier than
the RCIA schedule. He gave me
a few days to think about it and
then suggested that he could
confirm me on the Wednesday

morning of the Bible study, so I
became a confirmed Catholic on
the 1st November 2006, All Saints
Day. I felt blessed to be part of a
community and while there have
been challenges I know that this is
all part of God’s plan for me.
My great love is that my church
is in Avoca Street, my office
is in Avoca Street, and I live in
Avoca Street. It’s marvellous the
way everything has worked out. I
have been in my own Psychology
business for over ten years. Because
of my training in Rehabilitation and
gambling addiction I have a very
varied psychology practice and
people are surprised to know how
busy I am with clients from Victims
of Crime, Medicare, Workers
Compensation, ADF, Police,
Gambling and other clients. Of
course there are tons of reports to
write, and administrative matters to
put together.
I feel that I am really blessed that
everything has worked out so well
spiritually in my life. I pray to God
that I can do the best I can for my
clients, my family, and that I am on
the right path and serving Him well.
Being part of the music ministry
has been such a joy-as St Augustine
said, ‘those that sing, pray twice’.
I find it is a deeply moving and
spiritual experience. I look forward
to what God has in store for me
and enjoy the spiritual feast that
we have at OLSH. We are truly
blessed.
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THE TRAVELS OF A BRIGIDINE NUN
Sr SHEELAH MOGAN OAM
My memories of growing up are
happy ones with three sisters and
six brothers. Weekends were spent
surﬁng at the beach for which I am
now paying with skin cancer and often
at night my mother would play the
piano and my father, a great ballroom
dancer, would teach us girls to dance a useful skill when we were teenagers.
We girls were taught by the Brigidines
at Randwick and my brothers went to
Marcellin College and it was a fairly
natural progression for me to enter
the novitiate, a decision I have never
regretted.
After my initial training I was sent to
Scarborough in Queensland where
our Order had recently established a
parish school. I taught in Queensland
for ten years. I have taught at many
schools including Viard College
in New Zealand and 4 years at St
Aloysius College in Milson Point
conducted by the Jesuits. Having had
6 brothers I knew how to handle these
young men!

We visited a
leper centre…

In 1991 I was o ered a placement I
could not refuse - to Africa where the
Irish Brigidines had two missions in
Kenya. It changed my life.
I worked with a wonderful elderly
nun, Sr Mary, and we lived in a simple
cement ﬂoored cottage in Mokwo,
right on the equator, extremely
hot and amidst abject poverty and
teaching huge classes. We didn’t have
a telephone but we did have an old car
and there is nothing like village tracks
to bring out the best in even a poor
driver.

When Sr Mary returned to Ireland
because of ill health I took myself o
to our other mission at Tagh Assis
and decided I would stay in Kenya for
the rest of my life. Our parish priest,
Father Martin Boyle, was an amazing
man who believed that the greatest
gift we could give these down trodden
Kenyan women was education and
teaching them was our role.
Tragically Father Boyle was waylaid
and shot on his way back to the village
from Nairobi in 1994. He was only
52 and his murderers have never
been brought to justice. Many say his
shooting was politically motivated but
we will never know.
I was ordered home after the killing
and I came back in 1995 (I did get a
return ticket) but our Order said it
was too dangerous and I could teach
at Brigidine College in Randwick
which I did until I retired. With
hindsight I can see it probably was
dangerous but we just didn’t think of
it then and I was never afraid.
When I came home the Catholic
Missions O ce asked me to visit
parishes to make the Mission Appeals.
The congregations loved the Father
Boyle story and were very generous
with their donations.
I felt I needed new mission material so
I went with a friend on a fact ﬁnding
journey to India and Bangladesh. We
had an amazing experience and met
incredible people. We worked with
Mother Teresa’s Sisters and with a
Loretto nun, Sr Basil in Calcutta who
in her 80s had a school for homeless
children. We visited a leper centre and
stayed with the Servite Sisters at their
leprosarium in Trichy. I don’t have the
words to describe the Servite Sisters.
They not only chose to be with the
lepers but they gave them hope to live
better lives and care for their families.
Now that I am retired I have scaled
back my activities but visit a few
nursing homes and work at Canice’s
Kitchen at Kings Cross. I no longer
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In the 2018
Australia Day Honours,
Sr Sheelah Mogan was
awarded an OAM
‘for service to the Catholic Church
of Australia and to the community’.
drive but I can still manage public
transport and people are very helpful
driving me when I need it.
As I go about my work at Canice’s
each Wednesday I remember Our
Lord’s words ‘what you do for the
least of my people you do it for me’.
Here at Canice’s we are really at the
coalface. The work is hard - preparing
and serving food - and constant but
like the miners our rewards are worth
having. Sometimes we uncover in our
Guests not only coal but real gold.
At Christmas we try to do something
special for our friends there and give
them a lovely baked dinner and gifts.
Our ﬁrst Christmas dinner years ago
was Bangers and Mash! But in the
last few years we have had a ‘Sausage
Sizzle’ stand at Bunnings and the
money raised covers the costs of our
party.
I wonder why in our so called a uent
society such places as Canice’s exist.
And then I remember Our Lord’s
words ‘the poor will always be with
you’ and I thank God that I can be
part of serving His poor and pray that
I will be able to do it for many years
to come.

LIFE TAKES SOME UNEXPECTED TURNS
KERRY WILSON became a Catholic in 2016. This is her story.
Two years ago at the Easter
Our Lady has helped me discover
Ceremonies I was baptised at Our
aspects of my spirituality and self I
Lady of the Sacred Heart. Up until
wasn’t in touch with previously.
then I had no idea I would ever
Becoming a Catholic through the
become a Catholic. However it just
RCIA with Sister Nancy and her
seemed to happen naturally and
team, and of course Father Peter and
since then my world has changed.
the OLSH priests was a life changing
While walking on the beach the
experience and a truly happy
morning after being baptised I
journey.
felt a wonderful contentment and
reassurance that wasn’t there before. My RCIA sponsor Roleen was a huge
My childhood was spent in Coogee
and both my parents came from
generations of Protestants from
country NSW so I naturally always
identiﬁed as a Protestant.

support with her kindness, wisdom
and encouragement, and I couldn’t
have made that journey without her.

Until recently I had been very busy
with young children and working with
my husband, Rick, in our business,
but when my children reached
High School I began to feel that
something in my life was missing and
an interest in the spiritual side of life
began to grow.
As a family we had visited various
local churches. However they didn’t
seem to resonate with me. My
journey was not really a journey
but a series of happenstances
that eventually landed me on the
doorstep of OLSH and it really
begins there. From the ﬁrst visit I
felt some kind of connection that has
only grown over the last two years.
One of the things I love about the
Catholic Church is the emphasis on
Mary which is part of the story which
seems to be overlooked in other
denominations. Putting my faith in

wonderful experience. Being part of
that Choir at Christmas is a time I
will always treasure.
I have joined the Bible Study Group
and so have begun to learn more of
the biblical teachings. I particularly
enjoy discussing the Scriptures and
what they mean to all of us.
OLSH has been a surprise in another
way by broadening my horizons
through meeting so many people
from di erent countries, of all ages
and walks of life. As a consequence
my own life has been enriched
far more than I could ever have
imagined.
My husband and children have
supported me in pursuing my
spiritual path. We enjoy going to
Mass as a family at various times
throughout the year, especially on
those special Holy Days and they are
always ready to praise my e orts.

The church community has been
extremely welcoming and nurturing.
I have found it to be a place where
people accept you for who you
are, and that has helped me accept
myself.
Being part of the community has
also o ered me the chance to grow
as a person even in areas I didn’t ever
expect. I have had the opportunity to
become involved in various activities
I was not at all conﬁdent doing
initially. I have become a Reader at
Mass and joined the Choir. Singing in
the Church Choir has been a really

My daughter, Eloise is in her
ﬁnal year at school has been very
supportive and enthusiastic, and
enjoys having a Catholic Mum. She
thinks it has brought a new sense
of peace to me and a personal
rediscovery. My teenage son,
Alastair is happy because he sees his
Mum is happy. What more could a
mother ask!
I am making a lot of friends within
the church community and so ﬁnd
my days becoming busier and busier.
I am very grateful for this journey
and I feel I truly belong.

Continued from page 16 - Fr Doug Smith Reﬂects
Again with regards to these two
schools, I discovered a latent talent
in celebrating school Masses,
especially at St. Margaret Mary’s.
I think the staff helped uncover
this. And I enjoyed giving formative
input to the teachers.
Perhaps the most difficult part of
my work was the hospital ministry,
mainly the two hours visiting the

ten floors of the Parkes wards on
Saturday mornings. Apart from
being tiring sometimes, it could be
unsatisfactory, because there were
so many to visit that I could spend
little time with each patient.
But I soon got used to holding the
24/7 hospital pager, even though
calls were most unpredictable,
such as very recently calls at the
beginning of three successive

Masses I was scheduled on, with no
backup priests to help.
Finally, I will miss the friendliness
of parishioners, the many friends I
have made and the caring support
I received from so many. But I
remain open to do what is asked of
me and go where I’m deemed to be
more needed, rather than do what I
like to do.

Randwick Parish Magazine No.42 Feb 2018

THE BACK PAGE FR DOUG SMITH REFLECTS
Clovelly Rd (cnr Avoca St)
Randwick North NSW 2031

193 Avoca St
Randwick NSW 2031
Phone:
9399 6775
Web:
www.sacredheart.org.au

Email:
parishoffice@sacredheart.org.au

Fr Peter requested me to share my experience of my time at Randwick and
Randwick North parishes over the last six years. The context of this is my
unexpected transfer to our MSC Retreat Centre at Douglas Park, to look after
the Mass centre there and help as needed in the Retreat Centre, where I was
before I was moved to Randwick in 2012.
Overall, my time here has been an enriching and very affirming experience.
I have received more affirmation, more expressions of appreciation here
than in all the rest of my years as a priest. For example, not infrequently,
someone would stop me in the Royal Randwick shopping centre to show their
appreciation for something or other that I did which touched them. I was often
in the shopping centre, as one of my roles was to do the MSC community
shopping (unlike many, I enjoy shopping and it provides some regular exercise).
I have appreciated very much the positive comments on my preaching, and,
especially after Mass, and surprisingly for me, even just the way I celebrated
Mass. I have enjoyed each year in January, while the ‘others’ were on holidays,
writing the reflection in the parish bulletin. Apart from people finding what I
wrote helpful, I took advantage of the chance to share on topics that I thought
were relevant.

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

For my part, I appreciated the flexibility that Fr Peter graciously gave me to do
what I did for and with Marriage Encounter, especially as I have been in major
leadership roles, both national and international, for all of my six years here.
Also, he allowed me time to give a few retreats, mainly to religious. This helped
me to keep up my skills in giving retreats.

GENERAL STAFF
Anita Micallef
Trish Myers

I am also grateful to the other priests in our community who filled in for me in
my absence. Fr Peter was also sympathetic to my need to attend to my sister’s
affairs around placing her in an aged care facility and cleaning up and arranging
to sell her house.

BRIGIDINE HOUSE
HOSTEL CHAPLAIN
Fr Patrick Sharpe msc

I am not sure how two areas of my ministry got started about four years ago.
They were Tai Chi and Christian Meditation (in the tradition revived by the
Benedictine Fr John Main). At the time I was surprised how well they caught
on. These have become a significant focus of what I did in our two primary
schools. They turned out to be good ways of being a presence in our two schools
on a regular basis. I take away some enduring memories from my involvement;
such as the student who thanked me on the occasion of my golden jubilee of
priesthood ‘for bringing her heart to Jesus’.
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A Year Two student told me one morning at school, just before I was about
to lead his class in meditation, that when he couldn’t get to sleep at night
he said “Maranatha”, the prayer word we use. Wow! On a lighter note was
the kindergarten student who told her parents that the prayer word I taught
them was ‘marijuana’. The parents were wondering what I was teaching their
daughter!
I enjoyed doing Tai Chi and Christian Meditation with the students, especially
with the whole 400+ students at assembly at OLSH on Monday mornings: I
would just start doing Tai Chi and within seconds silence would descend on all –
quite awesome.

At St. Margaret Mary’s I did an abbreviated version of both at Thursday
morning assemblies. I enjoyed doing Tai Chi and Christian Meditation with the
students at both schools, as well as with the teachers and some mothers, but
the opportunities were fewer. I hope both continue. I will miss my involvement
with our schools.
Continued on page 15
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