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REFLECTION
DIANE GORDON

I was asked once what I meant by a good personal relationship with God. On one hand, the
answer seemed so self-evident. On the other, I realised that each of us has so many different
kinds of relationships in our lives - some joyful, some blasé, some fulfilling, some disheartening,
some painful, and so with God, my sense of relationship is often affected by my moods and
struggles.
I have known people who have gone through days in their life when they felt that God had
abandoned them or was unfair to them, or simply didn’t care. At other times, they felt so empty,
and they despaired that life seemed meaningless and unbearable. I have met people who talked
about times when they could not say they had a good personal relationship with God.
But in my relationship with God, I have also known a tremendous sense of love, of comfort, of
peace, of joy, of strength, and power. So, today, when I talk about my relationship with God, I
think of the good experiences, realising that we have at times all felt the depth of the pain and
loss which I can still feel on occasion.
So, what is a good relationship with God? For me a relationship with God is about our sense of
connection with God. Of course personal relationships go further. Personally relating to God
goes beyond believing that God exists or being vaguely aware of God’s presence. It is connecting
in a way that seems personal to me - we can talk to God, we believe God hears us, we sense God
is responding to us in one way or another.
A good, personal relationship with God involves even more. Not only do I feel connected and
believe God is involved in my life, but I also cherish the relationship. I believe God loves me
personally. God knows my name, and cherishes me too.
In spite of the dark moments in my life, I’ve discovered a deep, personal connection to God that
has given me so much life, love and hope, all the while knowing that I have only had a small taste
of all that God has in mind for those who seek a personal relationship with their God.
Having a good, personal relationship with God has helped me to know who I am and to rest in
knowing that I’m being loved by the One who matters most.
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FINDING TRUE JOY AND BLESSINGS IN LIFE
Jana Rajnoch has been a parishioner for many years. This is her story.
In 1982 the Rajnoch family - my
parents, Zdenka and Jan, my two
brothers Paul and Lukas and myself at
a young age arrived in Australia. We
ﬁrst stayed at the Endeavour Hostel in
South Coogee. We were very blessed
to land in Australia and stay in such a
beautiful part of Sydney.
Coming from a communist country,
unable to freely practice our faith, we
had to leave everything behind as have
many others. My parents couldn’t
tell anyone we were leaving for safety
reasons, knowing they would most
likely never see them again.
I admire the strength, courage and
faith of my parents, especially my
mother, to leave everything they
knew, everything they had as well as
their families and friends, knowing
they may never see them again. My
younger brother was only one and a
half years old the day we crossed the
border and we left with two suitcases
that contained mainly nappies.

…especially
my mother…
Arriving in Australia after staying
in a camp in former Yugoslavia for
three months, my father was the
only one who spoke a bit of English.
The ﬁrst few years were challenging
as they are for many, arriving in a
new country with a different culture,
not speaking the language and not
having the education and qualiﬁcation
recognised.
My parents had to take whatever jobs
they could. With three children and
language limitations they didn’t have
many choices. They were grateful for
everything. They worked hard, starting
from scratch and were grateful to live
in a free country where you can freely
practice your faith. My older brother
and I started working as soon as we

could while we were still at school
so we could pay for our school fees,
uniforms, school books, and other
expenses to help our parents. We
really had to pull together in every
way and whenever conﬂict arose, we
had to put our differences aside.
I remember how mum would walk
home after a long day at work instead
of catching a bus so she could save a
few cents to be able to buy a loaf of
bread for us.
In the ﬁrst few days after our arrival
we went for a walk to Coogee Beach
and on the way it was the ﬁrst time we
saw a fruit and vegetable shop full of
fresh produce. We were really taken
by that. We were able to buy ONE
apple. I still remember how the ﬁve
of us shared our ﬁrst apple at Coogee
Beach, a very special moment till this
day.
All these experiences made us very
resilient and grateful for all we have.
As we had no family and didn’t know
anyone, we were forced to work
through our differences at times and
many challenging situations along
the way. This also strengthened my
faith as often I turned to God and was
always drawn to the Shrine of Our
Lady of the Sacred Heart. All these
experiences were great training for life
in communication, patience, conﬂict
resolution, gratitude, appreciation
and how to deal with things in various
situations throughout life.
I went to Brigidine College. A
stand-out experience was being
part of the school orchestra playing
the violin, and the school orchestra
performing at the Opera House. I
have moved in and out of the area a
few times and every time I’m back, I
enjoy coming to OLSH as this is the
parish where my faith really deepened
and strengthened as I went through
various challenges throughout my life.
Having faith can get you through
anything in life. I had faith in the

past, however as I went through
some difficult times in my life, I have
witnessed and experienced many
miracles and blessings along the way
which are humanly impossible and for
which I am very grateful. Having had
the grace to experience these, it really
strengthened my faith to another
level where I have total certainty God
exists.
The peace, serenity, calm, hope,
strength, and guidance God provides
when we truly surrender is humbling.
Being present in every moment
and notice all the beauty around us
that God created, as well as being
grateful for everyone and everything
and acknowledging all the blessings
and miracles in our daily lives gives
us so much peace in our hearts. The
impossible becomes possible and
when we let go of the past and forgive
others for their actions, however
hurtful and painful they may have
been, we gain so much peace, joy and
freedom in our hearts and in our life.

…a very
special moment…
I feel truly blessed and have so much
to be grateful for in every moment.
We can all choose to hold onto hurts,
resentments and any injustices from
the past and be captive to that, or we
can ﬁnd the hidden blessing in every
situation and ﬁnd the peace and joy in
our hearts.
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A FORTUNATE LIFE
Brigidine Nun for 67 years, Sister Anita Murray looks back on her life.
I was born in a house in Coogee Bay
Rd, a very small Maternity Hospital,
Boonara, run by Nance Moran. I
was the fourth child of Elizabeth
and Edmund Murray, sister to
Paul, Moya and Desmond. We
lived in Arthur Street, in a house
which holds for me the happiest
of memories. All four children
were baptised at OLSH, made our
First Communion there, Moya and
Desmond both had their Nuptial
Masses there and years later
Requiem Masses for each of my
parents were held there celebrated
by Paul who had become Father
Campion Murray ofm.
All Murray children began their
education at OLSH School.
Memories of the many priests who
worked in the parish come back
including Fathers Power, Bourke,
Dando, Sheedy, Drohan, Reid,
and English. Sunday Masses were
always crowded often with people
standing at the back. On alternating
Sundays, there were Masses for:
Holy Angels (red cloaks), Children
of Mary (blue cloaks), Sacred Heart
Sodality (women), and Holy Name
Sodality (men). The latter two may
have worn some distinguishing
badge but it obviously didn’t register
with me!
One thing I do remember was the
terrible shock we received one
Sunday to find the beautiful Great
Eastern Window covered with
something that looked like grey
cardboard. In fact the window had
been removed as a war time security
measure and taken to Douglas Park
and returned towards the end of the
war.
I went with several friends to
Brigidine College for secondary
education. We knew a little bit
about it through taking part in the
annual Corpus Christi procession
when we walked around the garden
paths all decorated with poinsettia
flowers. Brigidine College seemed
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a huge place compared to the
‘under the church’ classrooms at
Sacred Heart! I soon got used to
things there and enjoyed my time
with new subjects, new friends and
new teachers. I knew the Brigidine
Sisters from those who had taught
at Sacred Heart and I was now
old enough to appreciate their
friendliness, kindness and general
interest in our welfare. It made a
deep impression on me.
Being at a school with boarders,
many from the country and sharing
a classroom with them was a new
experience. These students often
greatly missed their families and
home environment. The College
kept up a long tradition of being an
important member of the Parish.
We often seemed to be walking in
long files down to the Church for

...made many
friends there...
Benediction or Mass often shared
with Marcellin boys. If you were
a member of a tennis or netball
(then called basketball!) team,
Saturdays were spent playing at
other Catholic Schools, getting to
know students from other schools
- all part of a growing awareness of
life stretching before us with big
decisions to be made.
After leaving school we all went our
separate ways. Many friendships
formed have stood the test of time.
I spent the first year after leaving
school at home and by the end of it
I had made up my mind that what I
wanted was to enter the Brigidine
Order. I was not particularly
religious, but I was interested in
teaching and I had some rather
vague ideas about a life of service.
I was really impressed by the
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motto of the Brigidines: Fortiter et
Suaviter, Strength & Gentleness.
After some years of Novitiate,
then run on very traditional and
old-fashioned lines, I began a
lifetime of study and teaching. I
taught at various Brigidine schools:
Indooroopilly and Scarborough in
Qld, and Coonamble in country
NSW where I had my first
experience of teaching boys and
girls together. Two schools where I
taught for longer periods and which
hold special memories for me were
Brigidine College St Ives and Merici
College Canberra staffed by Sisters
from six different Religious Orders.
I found the interaction with other
Orders stimulating and enriching
and I made many friends there. I
was Principal at Brigidine St Ives
for many years and it was a great
experience to help guide the school
through its developing years.
My life has come full circle and I
am now living again in Randwick, in
the street in which I was born! What
a different world! We live now in a
very challenging time of a church
mired in scandal, in a world filled
with displaced and suffering people
and with the very future of our
planet threatened. I feel gratitude
for all the OLSH Parish has meant
to me, my family and to so many
people. I admire greatly its vibrant
parish life which survives, adapts,
and flourishes despite the many
challenges in today’s world and in
the Church itself.

A MAN’S (AND A WOMAN’S) BEST FRIEND
Vicki Etherington is widely known as a Professional Dog Trainer. But there are
lots to know about her. We learn more in this interview.
Being an 8 year old was an early
milestone in Vicki’s life. It was the
time of the TV series, Lassie, and
that was when Vicki first became
involved in dog training. Starting as
a child handler she became a child
member of a Dog Training Club.
Remarkably she was a dog instructor
at the age of ten and by the time
she was fourteen she was the Chief
Instructor of the Club. Her first
dog was Jodie and since then Kelly,
Rebecca and Caddy have been her
constant loving companions. Her
current dog is called Australia, and
the one before Country, named for
her love of Australia.

…only a true
Dog Lover
It is only a true Dog Lover who
could write as Vicki did of the death
of her dog Rebecca – ‘I explained
to her that I would have to go on
without her and that she would be
the brightest star in the sky’.
But, I ask, what of family? ‘Of
course, my Mum and Dad were
special’ she says. Dad served
in World War II and told some
wonderful yet heartbreaking stories
of that time. Mum was very special.
She passed away on 13 January
2017. A woman of great faith,
she assured me we would all meet
up in Heaven. Both parents are
remembered in the song she wrote,
Mary and Fred, on her music CD,
Heartstrings.
With over 50 years’ experience in
dog training, canine Behavioural
Assessment, and Canine
Temperament Testing, Vicki has a
long list of achievements. Not only
does she have her own dog academy

she is a member of a wide range of
professional Canine Associations.
Her interests range from offering
dog awareness programs within the
school curricula to being Judge of
the many varieties of dog disciplines
Shows throughout Australia.
She is a member of Delta Therapy
Dogs, a heart-warming volunteer
program that brings the joys of
animal companionship to those who
need it most – those in hospitals
and aged care facilities.
Her special interest is in the
handling of aggressive dogs.
‘Difficult dogs are not my problem’
she says, ‘it’s my hair – more unruly
than any aggressive dog’. She’s
at the hairdresser several days
of the week as she tries to get it
under control. Her feet or rather
her shoes, are a source of regular
income for the shoe shop. She
replaces her shoes every month.

…Music is another
of her interests
Music is another of her interests.
She was a regular singer with a
number of Cruise Lines and on the
club circuit performing at various
venues throughout Australia. Vicki
was a member of the Entertainment
Units visiting Australian and
American servicemen during the
Vietnam War.
Not unexpectedly she tells stories
of concerts for the troops being
interrupted by enemy gunfire. On
one occasion her group had just
driven away from a concert in Xuan
Loc when most of the troops at
the Base were killed by rockets and
mortar fire, only minutes before

they had been enjoying the music.
There were obviously more such
incidents but Vicki was reluctant to
talk about them.
Accidents aplenty of a different
kind seem to attach to Vicki. An
owner of several Volvos she has put
to the test the claim that Volvo, is
‘the safest car money can buy’. Not
for the first time in this interview
does Vicki say ‘I believe in miracles
– I’ve walked away from car
accidents that would normally have
been the end of me, sometimes
scratch free. Thanks to God more so
than the Volvo!’
She tells of another miracle. She
was diagnosed a couple of years ago
definitely with cancer but within a
fortnight and with no treatment, it
disappeared.
Vicki has been a member of OLSH
for several years. How did she
become a parishioner? It’s a great
story. It was Christmas Eve and she
arrived at her church (best not to
name it) to discover it was closed.
What church is closed on Christmas
Eve thought Vicki. So she made it
to OLSH –it was of course open –
and she is now a regular parishioner
and has become a Eucharist
Minister. And a bonus too as she
has a special devotion to the Shrine
of Mary Mackillop.
In 2010 she was awarded an Order
of Australia medal (OAM) for
services during the Vietnam War
and to the community.

Randwick Parish Magazine No.45 July 2019

5

A WORLD YOUTH DAY EXPERIENCE
Kiara Ayers, a Year 11 Brigidine student, attended the World Youth Day in
Panama. Here she reflects on that experience.
This year I embarked on the
pilgrimage of a lifetime. I attended
World Youth Day and the experience
completely changed my life. It
changed the way I felt about
expressing my faith, as I realised I
was not alone, particularly through
meeting new people not only from
Australia but from other nations.
We shared a common love for God,
while also being able to celebrate my
faith and praise God with millions of
people from all around the world.

photo: grayline.com

Through God’s many graces, my mind
and heart were renewed with His love
for me. I not only received immense
courage from the Lord to freely
express my faith and love for Him,
and to openly spread His word and
share His love with others, but I also
felt inspired to be the person God
is calling me to be and to help make
the world a better place. My visit to
Our Lady of Remedies Church was a
special moment, giving me a strong
sense of belonging to God.

OUR LADY OF GOOD REMEDIES, CHOLULA

On arriving home, my heart was
on ﬁre for the Lord. I felt such a
deep love and passion for God that
I could never quite put into words,
despite writing a 120-page journal
during my WYD journey. My deep
love for the Lord inspired me to
continue to serve Him and others,
particularly through giving back to
my community, a community of
people, generous beyond measure,
and who are all Christ-like. God
had made an incredible difference
in my life, so I wanted to do the
same in the lives of others. I went

6

on to do this by volunteering at
The Little Sisters of the Poor Aged
Care Home. I love spending time
with the Residents and serving them
lunch on the weekends. I also teach
Catechesis at Rainbow Street Public
School, sharing God’s love with the
students and teaching them God’s
word. brings me so much joy.
A few weeks after arriving back from
World Youth Day, I wrote an article
about that experience, which was
published in our parish bulletin. A
little later I received a lovely letter
from Sister Zita, a Brigidine nun.
She wrote about how the article
impressed her and that I had really
inspired her.

…I was not alone…

She expressed her hopes that I would
carry my fervour and inspire others
throughout my life. That amazing
letter really touched me and has
actually inspired me to continue to
share my Catholic faith and my love
for God with others. I was planning
to visit her at the convent but sadly
she passed away. Although I never
met her in person, her letter is
something I will always cherish, and
I’ve been keeping her in my prayers
ever since she passed away.

…That amazing
letter…
I thank God every day for the
gift of being able to attend World
Youth Day, as it has strengthened
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my faith in many different ways,
and it continues to strengthen my
relationship with God as I decided
to actively live out my Catholic faith
and living out not my will but God’s
will is something I am committed to
for the rest of my life.
I remain extremely grateful for the
overwhelming support I received
from all of the parishioners of St
Margaret Mary’s and OLSH, the
teachers and students of St Margaret
Mary’s and Brigidine, and Fr Peter.
Without their kindness, generosity,
and support with fundraising for me
to go to World Youth Day, I would
not have had the amazing experience
of attending World Youth Day and
I wouldn’t be where I am now in my
faith journey and relationship with
God.
I was also privileged to have my
family beside me every step of the
way. Every time I would go out
to fundraise, my family would be
there selling the tickets with me.
Even when my mother was feeling
ill from end stage kidney disease,
she fought through her illness and
continued to help me sell raffle
tickets so I could go to World Youth
Day. Attending World Youth Day
was a reminder that no matter how
troubled the world may seem at the
moment, God’s goodness and love
for us is unfathomably great, and will
always prevail against evil and against
hatred.

ON LEAVING RANDWICK
JEANETTE CHALFONT
Leaving Randwick in the East to
move to Kenthurst in the North
West was a very difficult decision to
make. My roots were in Randwick
– family, Parish, friends and all
that entails. The house in Botany
Street had been the family home
for 57 years and the heart of many
extended gatherings as children
grew up there. Where would
there be another Ritz cinema or
Eastgardens?
Another factor influencing my
decision was that, my mother’s
side of the family were well-known
and respected in Randwick. Her
maiden name was Scarf. The home
in Alison Road was a landmark with
the locals, especially, in the time of
my grandparents. Apparently, many
charity fundraisers were held there.
The family ties were pulling strongly
on my thoughts.

Our
family history...
My daughter and her family had
already decided to move to the
North West. So I was going to have
to travel there to keep up with the
grandchildren. After many novenas
to Our Lady of the Sacred Heart,
the pathway seemed clear. The
government announced it would
resume 90 homes for the Hospital
and this would definitely affect
where I was living. It was time to
move on and create new memories.
After much searching, many
auctions, family excursions further
and further away from the coffee
shops, past horses, sheep and goats
grazing, we all settled on acreage
in Kenthurst. Friends asked if
they would need a passport but we
pressed on despite the sarcasm to
settle into a new home, new schools
for the children, and, indeed, a new
Parish.

Perhaps, that has been the hardest
part of moving, leaving Our Lady of
the Sacred Heart Parish. Our family
history is so entwined with the
Randwick church community. My
mother, myself and my daughter
were married there. Anne attended
the Primary School and was very
active in the Antioch group. Many
friendships are still strong.
All the grandchildren were baptised
there. Indeed, the youngest was
baptised there in April. My son-inlaw, who is new to Catholicism, was
also baptised there by Father John
Rate.
Father Peter has humorously given
me the title of resident Church
Sacristan. By helping out with the
Altar groups for over 10 years
now, I have made many wonderful
friendships. Consequently, leaving
the Parish was a major factor in
deciding whether or not to move.
The solution was to move house but
not Parish. Well, in reality, I have
a foot in two Parishes. We attend
the Parish of St Madeleine Sophie
Barat, Kenthurst. However, at least
once a month I return to Randwick
for my rostered time to clean
the altars and prepare for special
Feasts. Being there for the Easter
liturgies highlighted how blessed we
are at Randwick.

...a foot in
two Parishes.

The Church itself is truly beautiful
and so inviting for prayer. The
Missionaries of the Sacred Heart
have helped to mark Randwick
Parish as a growth community
which is welcoming to all who
want to be part of it. What I
am especially grateful for is the

National Shrine of Our Lady of the
Sacred Heart. There is a sense of
comfort every time I approach the
Shrine.
Driving from the leafy semi-rural
area we are now enjoying, back
through the chaos of the East and
the upheaval associated with the
new rail, I do question my sanity
until I reach Avoca Street. The
church spire pierces the horizon and
it is like returning home. I am able
to reconnect with so much of what
makes the community so special –
friendliness, energy, faith and love.
I am slowly making new friendships
in this neck of the woods and
becoming more involved which is
wonderful.
Do I miss the café society of the
East, not really. There are many
coffee shops here and super malls.
Do I miss the fantastic people of
Randwick – yes. However, I am
realising that distance makes you
try harder to catch up so that is
positive.
Have I left Randwick Parish – no.
As Father Peter put it, ‘you can
take the girl out of OLSH Randwick
but you can never take OLSH
Randwick out of the girl’.
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AN INTERVIEW WITH MARK WOOLFORD
In October 2018 Mark Woolford became the 25th Principal of Marcellin
College. In this article he tells us about himself and his career.

A word or two about your family
I grew up in the Eastern Suburbs
of Sydney and, along with my ﬁve
sisters, attended St Aiden’s Primary
at Maroubra before going to
Marcellin which my father also
attended.
My parents were devoted to us
kids and passed on to us a very
real and practical faith focused on
compassion and justice. I was very
fortunate growing up in a happy
family where my parents loved and
cared for us, and taught us to be
independent and resilient, which has
stood us all in good stead for the
future.

...a different world...

You go back a long way with
Marcellin. Memories?
Yes. I was a pupil at Marcellin Junior
in 1971 and at Marcellin College
from 1973 to 1978. It was a different
world. At the Junior school it was
blackboards and chalk, with one
teacher for all subjects. Learning
was personal with quietness in the
classroom seen as a supreme virtue.
Times have changed. Successful
learning and pedagogy today focus
much more on collaboration.
You’ve had a life time of teaching.
Ever tempted to try something
else?
No. My father who was an
accountant and thought I might try
something in the ﬁeld of Commerce.
My ﬁrst-degree speciality was
Economics at UNSW but teaching
won out. My later studies all were
teaching based. I completed my
Master of Education in 1994 at the
Australian Catholic University.
8

Your first teaching appointment
was at Cairns in 1983
Yes, at St Augustine’s, a Marist
school where I taught for four years.
After graduating I had intended
to teach in a Marist School in
the Solomon Islands, but I had
difficulty getting a visa. There was
a vacancy at the school in Cairns
and I took it. It was a wonderful
experience and an opportunity to
get away from Sydney for a time.
In 1987, after four years in Cairns,
I travelled overseas and, like a lot of
young people in their 20’s, did the
backpacking thing.
1988 was your first appointment
at Marcellin
I was the Religious Education
Coordinator and Years 9 and 11
Coordinator. It was a time when lay
staff began to increasingly replace
the Brothers in leadership roles.
Now there are no Brothers teaching
at the College but our links with the
community at Marcellin House next
door are strong. We regularly visit
the Brothers and they enjoy coming
to all out major Masses and
celebrations.
What stands out about your time
at the College as a student?
There was a sense of the pupils being
happy and calm – a shift from my
time at the junior school – and a
sense of a Marcellin family. That
feeling still exists.
After 8 years at Marcellin you had
a couple of other appointments
Yes, another RE Coordinator role
at Marist College North Shore
from 1996 to 1999. Following this
I moved to the Catholic Education
Office to work as an Advisor in the
areas of Religious Education and
Curriculum. It was interesting work
but my real passion continued to be
in schools, so I was happy to take up
an appointment as Director of
Mission at St Joseph’s College
Hunters Hill.
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What did that entail?
I had a wonderful ﬁve years at Joeys.
I was the ﬁrst person in this role
which involved everything from
overseeing the Religious Education
curriculum, organising College
Masses and liturgies and developing
outreach programs for the students
which included Immersions to East
Timor and later to the Philippines.
2008 saw a change of school
leadership roles for you
Yes. I was appointed initially as the
Assistant Principal at Marist College
Eastwood (originally known as St
Kevin’s Boys School), and later as its
interim Principal, then at the start of
2018, Assistant Principal at Marist
College Kogarah. In Term 4 last
year I was honoured to be appointed
Principal of Marcellin Randwick.
I was overjoyed to be back at
Marcellin where I had spent my
school days and early teaching
roles. There was warmth of welcome
from the staff and the students.
The school’s theme was Hope and
a Future. I felt as if it had been
designed for me!

...meeting the
diverse needs of
boys...
2019. Do you have a scorecard of
what you would like to achieve?
Indeed. I think every Principal does.
Saint Marcellin Champagnat wanted
his schools to develop people who
would be ‘good Christians and good
citizens’ so whatever I and our staff
do, it is to work towards achieving
that aim. So, we try to encourage
our students, as they move from
boys to men, to be in the Marist
tradition, loving, caring, forgiving,
just and compassionate in their
everyday lives. And at the teaching
level we aim to have each boy
achieve his potential and beyond.

That must be a challenge
Of course, and our teaching
methods are really geared to
meeting the diverse needs of the
boys.
Not every boy wants to go to
University, so we pitch our
learning opportunities speciﬁcally
to two groups at the end of Year 10.
One pathway is geared to achieving
excellent marks for University
entrance – the ATAR score, and
the other, which we refer to as HSC
Plus, is geared to those students
seeking a vocational pathway such as
an apprenticeship or cadetship. Boys
in that group may undertake work
experience and have the ﬂexibility
of attending TAFE during their
senior years at the College. It’s a
recognition that the curriculum is
not a one size ﬁts all model.
And nothing is achieved without
excellent staff. This year the focus is
on the professional learning of our
staff and upskilling them in the most
contemporary teaching methods.
And the role of parents
Times have changed since I began
teaching. Parents are now better
informed, and more likely to seek
advice from teachers about their
boys progress. There’s now more of
a feeling of a partnership in guiding
the progress of a student. We even
have an App that allows parents
to review their son’s progress,
attendance and other things
happening in the College. It’s a great
aid for linking parents, students and
the school.

...an Archives
Museum...
Future plans
Well, with 970 students and
a broadening curriculum we
need more classrooms and an
improvement in staff facilities.
A really special project I have in

mind is to develop an Archives
Museum to house the important
records of the College which are
presently scattered in various parts
of the College. 2023 will mark
the 100th year of the College and
it would be wonderful to have the
Museum opened in that year.
Food Technology was introduced
a few years ago and Drama in
the senior school this year. Later
in the year the stage production
Jasper Jones will be performed
starring students from Marcellin,
Brigidine, and OLSH Kensington.
The students are certainly enjoying
the rehearsals and it promises to be
an excellent display of the students
acting ability.
Being a Principal is not worry free.
What worries you?
Every student is special, and I
worry about the pressures on
students, both at school and in their
community, and how best we can
help them. Certainly, the staff see
their role as being carers for the
well-being of their students but
sometimes more is needed.
That is why we have a full time
Counsellor on staff available to offer
professional advice when needed.
I would love to see all our students
happy, worry free and with a deep
sense of joy.

You’ve long been community
minded
I think it important for our
students to realise how fortunate
they are living in a well-resourced
community.
For over twenty years I’ve taken
groups of students to places such as
the Philippines, to see ﬁrst-hand,
the lives of the most marginalised
and vulnerable living in the most
abject poverty.
Yet these people live with the dream
of a better life, and I hope that
when Marcellin students visit these
places, they realise the value of the
education they are receiving despite
the difficulties they may be facing.
If you had a Magic Wand
That’s easy. A school with the
resources to meet the needs of all
students and that no student goes
‘under the radar’; that each of them
is known and their learning and
wellbeing needs responded to.
And that each boy knows there’s a
God who loves them both personally
and unconditionally. We’re nearly
there at Marcellin!
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WHAT’S IN A NAME?
S R MARY RUTH
Very often the ﬁrst piece of information we have about
a person is their name. It is often the ﬁrst thing we
learn about them. It communicates so much more than
a tag or a label of what to call them. It becomes the
representation of who they are which is recalled every
time we think of their name or say it.
A name which is very important and should mean so
much for us in our parish is that of Our Lady of the
Sacred Heart to whom our Church is dedicated. It is
the name which honours the deep relationship of love
between Mary and her Son Jesus and her co-operation in
His work of Redemption.
In pictures of OLSH, the hands of Jesus and Mary are
signiﬁcant. Jesus seems to be saying, ‘Come to my
Mother and she will lead you to me and teach you how
much you are loved’. Mary points to her Son’s Heart,
‘I will always help you to understand
in your heart the love and mercy of
Jesus’.
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart is the
one:
who co-operated fully with God’s
plan to become one of us in his
Son, giving Jesus his humanity;
 who was privileged to form the
Heart of Jesus, who loved him
with a mother’s love and is loved
infinitely by him;
 who is closest to the Heart of
Jesus and brings us to know in our
hearts the love and mercy of this
Heart;
 who intercedes for us with the Heart of Jesus as a
mother interceding for her dearly loved children;
 who was the first disciple of Jesus, faithful to him
through all the difficulties of life, even to the Cross;
 who was the first missionary of the Heart of Jesus,
taking the Good News of God’s love to all whom she
contacted in the ordinary events of her daily life;
 whose words at Cana prompted Jesus to turn six jars
of water into a plentiful supply of wine thus revealing
the bountifulness of God’s concern for us in our daily
needs;
 who is our mother, companion and friend as we journey
through life, leading us to the Heart of Jesus;
From where did this new title for Mary come? A young
French priest in 1854, Fr Jules Chevalier, felt called by
God to begin a new Congregation especially devoted
to making the Sacred Heart of Jesus known and loved
everywhere.
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Difficulties encountered seemed insuperable, so he and
his companion turned to Mary and began a Novena to
conclude on 8th December, the day the Dogma of the
Immaculate Conception of Mary was proclaimed. They
promised Our Lady they would honour her in a special
way if their prayers were answered. They were, and their
Archbishop officially approved the establishment of the
‘Missionaries of the Sacred Heart of Jesus’. After much
prayer and reﬂection Fr Chevalier gave to Mary the new
title of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart as the answer to
his promise.
In 1874 he founded a sister Congregation the Daughters
of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart. Both congregations
grew and spread across Europe. In January 1885, ﬁve
MSCs and ﬁve Daughters arrived in Sydney en-route
to PNG. In November the Parish of Randwick was
entrusted to the MSCs and they renamed their Church
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart.
We might ask ourselves, ‘What does
being a member of this special Parish
mean? How can we as a community
and individually enter more deeply
into its special Mission to share with
others the tender and compassionate
love of Jesus. To be on earth the
Heart of God?’
Since each of us is God’s work of art,
irreplaceable, unique, with a speciﬁc
personal calling in God’s plan for his
world, which no-one else can ﬁll, like
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart we
can, with the help of the Holy Spirit
endeavour to:

co-operate fully with God’s plan for us,

grow more and more in the knowledge of Jesus’ great
love for us,

pray for others that they too may come to know of
God’s incredible love,

be a disciple of Jesus, live more closely in an intimate
union with him,

be a missionary and bring the Good News of God’s love
to others in the ordinary events of everyday life by the
joy, acceptance, concern that radiates from us,

bring personal needs and the needs of others through
Mary to Jesus,

know Mary as Mother, companion and friend, journeying
with us through life, always leading us to Jesus.
It is in this way that we can truly continue Fr Chevalier’s
mission of making, the Sacred Heart of Jesus everywhere
loved in our day and age, always aware that we have as
our guide, Mary Our Lady of the Sacred Heart.

MY NAME IS CINZIA
My name is Cinzia Montresor. I am a member of the Parish Via Dei Choir and
sing with the Combined Choir for the Easter Triduum and Christmas midnight
Mass. I’ve been told that parishioners refer to me as ‘the soprano with the
beautiful voice’ (thank you that’s very kind) and have been asked to write
something about myself so that people might know more about me so here goes..
elation as he listened to an old vinyl
recording of Maria Callas and I gained
a deep appreciation for the power
of music to deeply touch the human
heart.

My father loved to tell the story of my
ﬁrst foray into the performing arts.

By the time my family migrated to
Australia after two years living in
Italy, I had completely forgotten any
English that I may have retained from
my American birthplace but music
provided a bridge: through learning
English songs I learnt the language,
and before I knew it I was a ﬂuid
bilingual speaker. The songs I loved
most were the hymns we learnt for
school Liturgies and Masses.

I was all of two years old when he lost
me at a downtown Supermarket. He
was frantically running up and down
the aisles searching for me when
he became aware of a commotion
outside. Stepping out of the glass
sliding doors he found a large crowd
had gathered around a busker playing
his guitar and a toddler who was
singing and dancing along, much to
the crowd’s delight.

...my first paid gig...

I was apparently such a successful
entertainer that after the applause
subsided that busker reached into his
guitar case for a couple of coins and
took me by the hand back into the
Supermarket to buy me an ice cream.
Dad liked to joke that it was my ﬁrst
paid gig. It was my ﬁrst taste of the
spotlight to be sure, and I obviously
liked it.
I was born in New Jersey of migrant
parents. We spoke Italian in the family
home so when I moved back to Lake
Garda at the age of 5, I ﬁtted right
in. I loved the culture, the food, the
people and the rich musical history
that is uniquely Italian. I grew up with
Dad playing his Operatic records,
beckoning me to listen to his favourite
composers; Verdi, Puccini, Vivaldi,
Bellini, Donizetti, and Rossini. I recall
watching my father close his eyes in

I joined the St Agnes Parish in
Matraville Choir, always opting to sing
the descant part when there was one,
because it felt exhilarating to create
beautiful harmonies. At the end of the
school day, I would stop by the empty
Church which adjoined our primary
school grounds. I’d just kneel in front
of the Altar and offer up a song to
God to thank Him for my day before
walking home. I like to look back on
that simple act now as it reminds me
why I started singing in the ﬁrst place.
After completing my Primary
schooling, I went to OLSH Kensington
where of course I immersed myself in
the considerable musical and extracurricular opportunities the Sisters
provided at the College, singing in
the school choir, performing in all
the school musicals, and leading the
singing for school Liturgies.
Going on to study Arts/Law at
Sydney University, I kept my singing
and private music tuition going as a
‘hobby’, joining local Musical Theatre
productions and performing in various
concerts as my calling to be onstage
grew stronger. Upon completing my
Arts Degree, I took the bold step of
deferring Law in fourth year when
I applied to the Conservatorium of

Music and was accepted into their
Graduate Diploma of Music - Opera.
As the saying goes, I never looked
back after that! I was engaged
to Opera Australia even before
completing my studies, running
back and forth between the Opera
House for rehearsals and the Sydney
Conservatorium to perform my
Graduating Recital.
I pinched myself every day because I
could not believe I was actually being
paid to sing - something I loved doing
so much. Not many people get to call
the Sydney Opera House their ‘office’
and I treasured every moment. Those
years were fun, and I felt I had found
my calling in life, but God works in
mysterious ways….

...took a big step
back...
I hadn’t factored into my plan falling
in love, getting married and starting
a family, yet that is precisely what
happened next. My wonderful
husband Emmanuel and I were
married for seven years, during which
time I worked and toured with Opera
Australia, before being blessed with
the arrival of our eldest son Stephen
and, hot on his heels 13 months later,
our daughter Helena.
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Continued on page 12

I can’t remember when I realised
my voice could bring so much joy
to others, but I’ve always known
the incredible sense of purpose and
fulﬁlment I feel when I sing.

CHANGE BEGINS WITH EDUCATION…CAMBODIA

Earlier this year I was privileged to
join a group of very experienced
and skilled Australian teachers to
travel to Cambodia, a country of
some 15 million people. The reason?
To work with an Australian Charity
Organisation - SeeBeyondBorders
- trying to improve the quality of
education in Cambodia. Its mission is
to provide access to quality teaching
and learning at schools in Cambodia.
‘We believe change begins with
education and think that quality
teaching and learning should be available
to everyone. We work in primary schools
in Cambodia, a country still recovering
from the destruction of its education
system under the Khmer Rouge. In
partnership with local communities we
sustainably improve education standards
by training teachers, getting children to
school, and developing better learning
environments’.

My role was as a mentor to Khmer
teachers who were learning to teach
Khmer Literacy through the GRR
(Gradual Release of Responsibility)
model, which we use in Australia.
The team at SeeBeyondBorders, since
its establishment in 2009, have done
an incredible job of dissecting the
Khmer language and all its 33 vowel
sounds and their phonetic rules, as no
formal set of grammar and spelling
rules exist. This was a phenomenal
achievement on its own. They then
developed a literacy program, using
the GRR model to teach English,
to determine if it was possible to
teach the Khmer language in the
same way, beginning with two classes
of kindergarten students. A huge
challenge.
Normally in Cambodia, students
are only taught by rote learning and
would be lucky to be reading and
writing independently by year 4. At
the end of their trial year, with these
two classes, while working one on
one with two teachers, 95% of the
students were reading and writing
independently at the appropriate
level for kindergarten. This is unheard
of in Cambodian education. What a
wonderful outcome.
My role this year, along with 12 other
Australian teachers, some of whom
were principals from all over New

South Wales, was to help expand
the program which has now been
introduced to 12 more schools, with
25 new teachers.
I was so privileged to be part of the
team working alongside our colleagues
in Cambodia. They welcomed us, some
were a little resistant at ﬁrst, however
most were appreciative of the support.
We worked in their classrooms for two
weeks and enjoyed getting to know
the students as well as the teachers.
The Khmer people are so open and
friendly, they welcomed us every day
with a warm smile. The students were
lively, cheeky and so happy and proud
to share their learnings with us.
SeeBeyondBorders also run Sport,
Health and School Development
Programs along with the education
programs.
The gift of learning is deﬁnitely
something we take for granted in
Australia and deﬁnitely had a huge
impact on my appreciation of how
good we have it in Australia.

MY NAME IS CINZIA Continued from page 11
I continued to sing with the Company
but being away from my children for
long periods of time took its toll and
I felt torn. Our third child Marcus
consolidated our family unit and I
decisively took a big step back from
taking on any other roles as my role of
‘mother’ gained precedence; the most
difficult and challenging role I have
ever had the privilege of playing and
by far and away the most rewarding
- I can say that now that my children
are all teenagers and blossoming into
remarkable young adults.

When we moved to Randwick and
the kids started school at St Margaret
Mary’s I teamed up with another
school mum, who has now become
one of my dearest friends, to kick
off a new initiative; the Family Mass.
I exchanged my role as Singer for
that of Conductor and thoroughly
enjoyed encouraging young singers in
the newly formed School Choir. The
Children’s Christmas Liturgies soon
became the highlight of the year and I
discovered how very rewarding it is to
contribute in a meaningful way to my
Parish.
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When Fr Peter Hearn came to
Randwick, in passing conversation
he learnt that I was an Opera singer
and he invited me to sing at the
OLSH Christmas Midnight Mass in
2009, which is how I came to join the
Combined Choir. I’ve made so many
wonderful friends through the music
ministry at OLSH, which is strong and
vibrant. It gives me great joy being a
member of an extraordinary choir that
enhances the liturgies through music,
and I love singing in my Church - it
brings me full circle to where it all
began.

Like to know more about the organisation which has won two UNESCO awards for their work in education:
http://www.seebeyondborders.org/about_us/our_purpose/

Siobhan Maher, a teacher at OLSH Primary School visited Cambodia on an
educational project. This is her story.

TEN (OTHER) THINGS I WANT MY TEENAGERS TO KNOW
ROSALIE DWORJANYN
There is the usual list of personal
health and development warnings,
you know the sort: if you must drink
don’t drive, don’t drive and text and
so on. All good stuff. Then there is my
personal list – it’s all about developing
resilience.
1) Own your Morning. Just once try
to avoid the ‘roll over and grab the
phone’. Totally relax your body.
Breathe in fully. Feel Gratitude.
(For what? You can start with a
safe warm place to sleep, your bed!
Ok, what’s another two things?).
Thank God - however you perceive
Him. You are amazing and have
been given another day. Get up.
Make your own plans. Move this
extraordinary body you have. Food
is medicine. Start your day well
and notice the difference.
2) Eyeball Life…rather than through
a screen. Meet friends, explore
the city, a sunset, an escape room,
share cooking skills with your
grandparents – in real time, real
space. You will ﬁnd time stretches
in the enrichment. Glowing
memories act as a buffer when
things get tough.
3) Pause with a Pet. Our ragdoll
cat Lola is always here to be
stroked, to listen. Go for a long
walk in Centennial Park with
your relatives’ dogs. Pets don’t
have an agenda or baggage. They
simply are, and let you simply be however you are feeling. It doesn’t
have to be yours. People in the
community, especially the elderly,
have dogs that need a bit of space
and freedom – just like you do!
4) You don’t have to have all the
answers but be curious. Nurture
this wonderful trait of curiosity,
read, ask questions, work it out.
Later take curiosity with you into
travelling this extraordinary world
we live in. And regarding that
dreadful question you will be asked
with increasing regularity from all
your curious relatives. ‘So, what

are you doing when you grow up/
leave school/uni?’ Look at them
directly in the eyes and say ‘an
entrepreneur’ because that covers
it these days. Increasingly, we all
have to take charge, be at the
helm and ask with curiosity how
we are going to design our lives,
whatever work we end up doing.
But check out how to pronounce
‘entrepreneur’ ﬁrst.
5) Find your Flow. Coined by
Csikszentmihalyi and also known as
‘being in the zone’. Flow refers to
being fully immersed in energised
focus and enjoyment, with purpose
and the right amount of challenge.
My kids have found it rock
climbing and drawing exquisite
dragons. Find more ﬂow states,
but don’t confuse it with mindnumbing hyper focus eg Netﬂix
binging!
6) Be Kind – to everyone but start
with yourself. When the inner
critic puts the boot in, be kind to
it too! Say with conviction ‘thanks
for sharing, but today I choose
kindness’.
7) Wanna road map to ‘success’?
We all have our strengths and
opposite, but you are living in a
world of increasing demand and
uncertainty. Wouldn’t matter how
smart or rich or pretty you are if
you didn’t know what you wanted
or how to get there (Clarity), felt
too wiped out (Energy), didn’t
have a sense of drive or pressure
to get things done (Necessity)
couldn’t focus or create
(Productivity), lacked people skills
(Inﬂuence) or failed to take good
risks, speak up for yourself and
others (Courage). The beautiful
thing is all these can be learnt and
increased. Write them down, think
and act on them (With thanks and
attribution to life coach Brendan
Burchard for these Big Six).
8) TTWP. An ancient Buddhist
parable speaks of an inexperienced

young king and he asks a wise
monk how to manage the kingdom.
He gives the king a ring engraved
with the words This Too Will Pass.
School triumphs, the pain of losing
a ﬁrst love, failing statistics, that
awesome party, the movement of
your moods from one day to the
next, one month to the next. Take
a longer perspective. Observe. The
only constant is change.
9) Sometimes Seek Silence. OMG
for some the noise never stops.
It’s not necessary to always have
your phone attached to your body,
Spotifying your days and nights,
or always chatting to people online
or not, ﬁlling every moment with
noise. Don’t think of it as turning
away from connection but the
opposite – opening up to this very
life, to peace of mind and body.
Even to a sense of the sacred.
10) Your Dad and me will always be
there for you, will always love you
– no matter what. You are loved.
Nothing more to be said.
Rosalie’s teenagers are third generation
Randwick parishioners. She has read at
the 6pm Mass for over a decade and
frequents Tony’s choir. She works at
NeuRA and is also a psychotherapist
and meditation teacher.
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THE WONDROUS COMPLEXITY OF BEING
CARMEL MAGUIRE
Of all the topics possible in this
esteemed magazine, one is at once
the most and the least appropriate
for discussion - it is stupidity. Those
of us who are well into old age,
‘into the sear, the yellow leaf’, in
Shakespearean terms, have seen
a great deal of stupidity, and have
contributed our share. It stems from
habits of mind and behaviour which
correlate poorly with intellect and
has little to do with length, breadth,
or depth of formal education.
Results of academic aptitude and
whatever other intelligence tests,
not to mention exams, provide no
certain exemption from stupidities
committed by the bucketful.
Panaceas are frequently suggested.
Cultivate emotional intelligence,
pursue mindfulness, with or without
yoga, consume only organic
foodstuff. Young friends tell me
foods are designated ‘organic’ not to
separate them from the inorganic,
but from those derived from crops
grown in, and livestock grazed on
land to which no random movement
of air has carried toxic chemicals or
genetically modified seed.
Old fogies like me worry more
about the inorganic in the plastic
residues we swallow, which
researchers at the University of
Newcastle have estimated could
add up to 250 grams per year to
everyone’s diet. We are not leaving
our topic here. Could we develop
a vaccine, organic or otherwise,
capable of eradicating stupidity?
Forcible administration of such a
remedy to the anti-vaxxers would
get rid of one of our problems.
A less controversial and expensive
project aimed at the eradication
of stupidity would be participation
in the search for reliable evidence.
While the possibilities abound for
the promulgation of lies through
the internet and social media, the
same channels can give us all access
to the riches of informed sources
unimaginable even two decades
ago. For example, for years now the
University of Wisconsin at Madison
has provided free the weekly
online Scout Report which reviews
internet sources of knowledge
on many subjects with reviews of
available software too.
See scout@scout.wisc.edu

Another anti-stupidity vaccine
can be derived from the lives and
writings of the saints. The faintly
and even thoroughly dotty ones
can be inspiring. Among the mildly
eccentric, Francis of Assisi chatted
away without embarrassment to the
local fauna and to features of the
cosmos, his brother sun and sister
moon. Among the extreme, there
is a crazy bravery in the extreme
lifestyle choice of Simeon Stylites
atop his pole in fifth century
Aleppo.
Among the totally sane in the
officially recognised saints, my
favourite is Teresa of Avila. She is
simultaneously the most poetic and
most down to earth. Four hundred
years has not dimmed the wit and
wisdom of her advice to her sisters
in their Carmelite convent on how
to access and dwell in the mystic
mansions of ‘the interior castle’
of their souls. She alerts us to the
importance of self-knowledge,
disdains false humility and
assures us that ‘the soul could be
sometimes thinking of itself’. She
can also be disconcertingly direct
in her assurances, for example that
‘Life is only one night spent in a bad
hotel’.

ST TERESA OF AVILA

I like to imagine that in the courts
of the blest, wherever they are,
Teresa may have found a soul
mate in an unacknowledged saint,
Charles Darwin. This English
gentleman, lovable hypochondriac
and brilliant scientist, published in
mid-nineteenth century The Origin
of Species which revolutionised
our world view and caused a fire
storm of ignorance and stupidity,
thinly coated by religious certainty,
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pockets of which still exist today.
When the evidence is in, sorted and
sifted, stupidity is needed to ignore it.

CHARLES DARWIN

Those of us not keen on world
wars believe Brexit is a case in
point though political issues are
much more difficult to nail than
the evidence of climate change
and the current knowledge
about our physical and mental
evolution. Machines have binary
characteristics.
Research reveals that the
characteristics of humans present
themselves somewhere on a scale
of values which approximate the
so-called normal curve, with a few
examples at either end and the rest
bulked around about the middle.
Gender is one such characteristic
and if we adopt the essential
humility of science, wherein all
knowledge remains temporary and
subject to challenge, how can the
study of gender threaten religious
belief?
St Teresa proposed a test of validity,
one which Darwin applied to his
data. She instructed us, ‘Never
affirm anything until you are sure
it is true’. In our apprenticeship
for sainthood, we should demur
at pronouncements from all
sources which do not jibe with
our own experience, with that of
the people we love, and with the
love of humankind shown by Jesus
in the New Testament. And we
should apply Teresa’s test to the
pronouncements of politicians,
potentates and prelates alike.

FROM JAPAN TO RANDWICK
Kaoru Kagami-Chua completed the RCIA program and became a
Catholic at the Easter Vigil in April this year.
I was born and raised in Japan and
attended an Anglican school from
Year 1 to 12. It has a beautiful chapel
with a pipe organ and we always
visited the chapel during school
days. Although my parents weren’t
Christian, they attended the school’s
Sunday family Mass. One of my
earliest school memories was bringing
colorfully painted and decorated eggs
for Easter when I was in Year 1.
I arrived in Australia to study at
UNSW in 1997. After graduating, I
went to Singapore to start my career
as an Accountant and married my
husband, Edmund, there in 2002.

…stay-at-home
parents…

We had decided to migrate to
Australia as we thought this would
be the better place to have a family.
When we arrived in Sydney, we
initially lived in Kensington – it was
familiar to us from our University days
and we later rented an apartment in
Randwick. Without having a job, it was
not so easy to ﬁnd a place to rent.
Finding a job wasn’t easy either as
neither of us had working experience
in Australia. After a few months
of endless interviews and visiting
recruitment agencies, I secured a
position at KPMG, coincidentally
the same ﬁrm where I worked in
Singapore. Long hours and hard work
for both of us was needed for building
our careers as Accountants.
I still clearly remember when I found
out I was expecting. The thought of
becoming a mother frightened me

more than the joy of
starting a family. I asked
Edmund if he could also
stay at home to look
after our baby as I wasn’t
conﬁdent that I could
handle the newborn
baby by myself. People,
including our parents,
were quite surprised by
our decision to be both
stay-at-home parents.
We had a wonderful time
watching our daughter, Tessa, grow
and spending precious time with her.
We still believe we made the best
decision.
After one year we both resumed full
time work. Raising Tessa without any
family help was very challenging.
We would rush from work to get to
the daycare centre in time to pick
up Tessa. I felt guilty when Tessa
complained that she was always the
last one to be picked up! When Tessa
was sick (often and normal for a young
child) it was not easy to decide who
needed to stay at home with her.
Tessa was nearly 7 years old when
Alexander was born. People say the
second child is easier to manage. I
agree to a certain extent, but I often
struggled after Alex was born but
Tessa is a wonderful sister to Alex and
helps me greatly. Tessa is now 10 years
old and attends an Anglican school.
Having a child and becoming a mother
was a very special experience. I had
never imagined how hard it is to be a
parent, but it is extremely rewarding.
The hardest thing I’ve ever done!

…a peaceful time…

Time has passed so quickly since Tessa
was born. Many things happened in
my life, some good, and some bad. I
was just surviving day by day with not
having enough time to stop and think
where I was going in my life. That was
when Edmund and I happened to walk
pass OLSH.
It must have been just after a Sunday
Mass. I saw many people, young and
old and families gathering outside the
church. I did not pay much attention
then except for vaguely remembering
how amazing it was to see so many
people there. The next weekend we
saw a similar crowd of people mingling
after Mass.
Afterward I started to wonder
what it would be like to join such a
community. We don’t have family
here in and I thought it would be nice
if we have somewhere to belong. I
become curious about the church so
one Sunday I decided to attend the
Mass. It was a peaceful time and I felt
more relaxed and calm.
When I told my friend, a Catholic,
that I was occasionally attending the
church, she mentioned that I might
consider the RCIA. After thinking
about it for a while I decided to
join the RCIA. It was a wonderful
enjoyable and faith ﬁlled experience. It
also made me think what I value in my
life and what I should be focusing on.
Well, this is me and I hope to see
many of you at church.
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The recently completed NAIDOC Week prompts me to reﬂect on the MSC-OLSH
involvement with Aboriginal people and the acquiring of land for them in the Northern
Territory.
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With the possible exception of the Tiwi Island people (North of Darwin), the Aborigines
contacted by MSC and OLSH Missionaries in the Northern Territory from 1911 onwards,
were in desperate need when measured against a number of social indicators such as
health, attachment to land, psychological well-being and their capacity to cope with the
dominant culture.
Protecting existing lands: When Fr Francis Gsell went to Bathurst Island, now Nguiu, in
1911, both Bathurst and neighbouring Melville Islands had been parceled out as pastoral
leases by the Commonwealth Government with no sense of their ownership by the Tiwi
people. Fr Gsell single-handedly moved the Federal Government to proclaim the Tiwi
Islands an Aboriginal Reserve, removing the pastoral leases. He had seen the deprivation
of Aboriginal people in Darwin because of their close contact with the European
culture and was determined to provide a buffer for the as yet untouched Tiwi Islanders
– although Pearl Divers visited the Islands and in their wake children of mixed-descent
were the result, whose care became an issue for the Government and the missionaries in
the decades following – another story.
Retaining people on their existing lands: At what was then Port Keats, now Wadeye,
South-West of Darwin, the land of the Murrinpatha and other tribes was already a
reserve when the ﬁrst MSCs were asked by the Government to set up a mission there
in 1935. Partly this was to try and stop the drift of Aboriginal people to the white
settlements – eg the mining areas of Daly River and Pine Creek from the 1870s where
alcohol, opium and prostitution were rife, causing havoc to Aboriginal health and
well-being. By the 1930s, whole tracts of land had been deserted by the allure of white
settlement, and some of the smaller tribes of the Daly River had ceased to exist. Jesuit
missionaries had endeavored to anchor the Daly tribes in their own land, but they had
been recalled in the late 1880s.
The Mission at Port Keats did anchor the remnants of around seven tribes there allowing
them to regroup and rebuild in numbers. Later Missionaries were instrumental in having
abandoned cattle stations added to the reserve for future generations. So, this was a case
of keeping the people on their own lands.
Acquiring land for landless people 1: Perhaps Alice Springs provides the greatest saga
of MSC-OLSH and Aboriginal people creating a future together. When the ﬁrst MSCs
arrived there in 1929, Alice Springs had a white population of around 400. However,
Aboriginal people were drifting into the town fringes as pastoral leases were taken up
dislodging them from their traditional lands. Fr Paddy Moloney found an atmosphere
of intense bigotry and racism on the part of some people in the town. After a fruitless
effort to ﬁnd land in an area removed from the town, he obtained a grant of 425 acres
at Charles Creek, on the outskirts of Alice Springs. There, housing, gardens, workshops,
and a school were opened for the people. They were forced to move with 48 hours’
notice during WWII to Arltunga, an abandoned mining town 110 km east of Alice
Springs. Here they ran out of water and had to move a few kms to another site and with
the failure of the water supply there, Bishop John O’Loughlin successfully obtained a
grant of land in what is now Santa Teresa for clans of the Eastern Arrente Tribe. During
a six-year drought, Santa Teresa was overwhelmed by Aboriginal people moving there,
facing starvation according to a newspaper article in Alice Springs – but it was a safe
place.
Acquiring land for landless people 2: Finally, the Daly River natives had been dislodged
from their tribal lands over many decades, and so the Bishop acquired a peanut farm as
the base for an MSC mission there in 1955. None of these missions was supposed to
become a township – rather to be a place for education, training in trades, and for care
of the elderly and sick. Circumstances beyond the control of the missionaries saw each
place become in fact just that, a township, with all the administrative issues that came
with it. It is a fascinating story.

16 Randwick Parish Magazine No.45 July 2019

