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REFLECTION
DIANE GORDON
Do you remember the last time you experienced a challenging or difficult situation? Maybe you are
in the middle of one right now. We usually don’t get excited about going through them. In fact when
trouble comes we sometimes ask, ‘why is this happening?’
Many things happen that we simply don’t understand. I think that all we can say is ‘God I have no idea
what I’m going to do but I trust you to take care of me.’
The truth is when I find I’m facing a difficult situation, one of the best things I can do is trust in God.
I know that He is with me through whatever the challenge is. It is just human nature to try to figure
things out. When I am in the middle of a difficult situation, I find myself trying to reason my way
through it. I am generally asking, why God? when God?
If I completely lean on Him, especially when life happens – when we cannot see how everything is
going to work out and we are tempted to take matters into our own hands, I have found we must trust
our lives to God’s care, when we stop trying to figure everything out, God can be God in our life.

I want to encourage you to trust
God completely in every area of your life.
Remember that He is always on your side
and He is fighting for you as
you go through the challenges in your life.
He loves you and has your best interest at all times,
and He is close to you when you are hurting most.

Front Cover Photo
Pope Francis gives his extraordinary blessing “urbi et orbi”, to the city and the world,
from an empty St. Peter’s Square at the Vatican, Friday 27 March 2020.
(Credit: Alessandra Tarantino/AP.)

EDITORS
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Names of authors who have contributed stories are shown at top of the articles. Other stories are the work of the editorial team.
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I AM A BRIGIDINE GIRL
School Days, Wonderful School Days, write Ann Marie Alexander [Walden],
Fran Cunningham [Scott] and Jenny Kava [Quinlan]

Ann Marie and Fran started at
Brigidine Convent at Randwick in
co-ed classes from Kindergarten
until the end of Year 2, when the
boys moved on. Jenny started at St.
Margaret Mary’s, also a Brigidine
school, then moved to Brigidine
Convent in Year 3. Within a short
time, it mattered little and lifelong
friends were already made.
The Brigidine motto, Fortiter et
Suaviter, challenges students to
be ‘Women of Strength, Women of
Gentleness’. It was also a
challenge to the nuns
and staff to turn us from raw students
into young women who could
embody the motto. The nicest way
to explain it is that we were always
respectful to our teachers but know
in hindsight that we were probably
a lot of hard work, at times, as
students.
The nuns were always so wonderfully
different. Some were formidable,
with strong Irish accents, strict
discipline, all had a passion for
education. Ann Marie did notice
perhaps not as much Irish humour as
she expected given her Irish family
roots!
Notable memories were of Sr
Camillus, Sr Declan, Sr Charles, Sr
De Pazzi, Sr Helen Connelly and
Sr Leonard. Sr Vincent was best
remembered by Fran for having the
good sense to set up a TV in the
classroom in July 1969 so students
could watch the Moon Landing live.
Sr Camillus decided one day that
she would visit Jenny’s father [a
marine engineer in the merchant
navy] on his ship when he was next
in port. Down to Port Kembla she
went, straight up the gangplank in
her traditional robes, causing quite
a commotion. The sailors were on

their best behaviour as she held court
in the ship’s formal dining room for
lunch.
The most formative lessons were
delivered from the ‘My Way to God’
religion books. Even though we were
very young, we still remember the
lessons. It didn’t matter what job you
did or career you chose, the most
important thing was that you did it to
the best of your ability and honestly.
The other was to treat others how
you would want to be treated
yourself.
We did have the advantage of
wonderful facilities such as the Ritz
Theatre which was owned by the
Convent, where we had formal school
concerts entertained by our well
accomplished orchestra, the likes of
which I have not seen since in any
school.

In the early days it was a great
annual event to visit the Ritz on
Dr Delaney’s day where we would
celebrate all day with activities and
culminate with our own private
showing of a ﬁlm. This was always a
fun day. We looked forward to seeing
a great children’s movie but looking
back upon the movie selections they
were very deep with titles such as The
Greatest Show on Earth, The Ipcress
File, and A Man for all Seasons - no
Disney for us! Drama, spies and
beheadings were the order of the day.
We also had great family days such as
St Patrick’s Day where we all donned
green ribbons. Sports days on the
cricket pitch, tennis and basketball
courts were memorable. Once a
year our cricket pitch would be

LEFT TO RIGHT: ANN MARIE, JENNY AND FRAN

Starting school in 1962 was made a
lot easier as many of our parents had
attended Brigidine themselves, with
family ties helping us to quickly settle
into Brigidine life.

transformed into a carpet of coloured
sawdust and red poinsettias by the
nuns for the feast of Corpus Christi.
The Second Vatican Council from
1962 to 1965 saw many changes for
us and our teachers. The nun’s habit
changed from black wool tunics to
more summer friendly clothing and
able to show their hair. Swimming
was allowed at the lady’s sea baths,
something the novices especially
appreciated. No longer was a
chaperone needed when going out to
visit family or other places.
As young teenage women of the
1970s we were challenged by political
changes, the Vietnam War, the
nuclear race and the Cold War. The
nuns encouraged us to open our
minds, to embrace or question social
justice reforms such as women’s
liberation and the pro-abortion
movement. To achieve what we
wanted in the world as women and
discuss these issues to form our own
political or other opinions. Finally,
to then evaluate them against our
Catholic values and take courage to
stand against devaluing human life.
After our time at Brigidine, Jenny
and Ann Marie became nurses and
Fran a ﬁnance manager. All of us
were married at OLSH Randwick. We
look back on Brigidine and recognise
the nuns and other teachers who all
impacted us positively - to enable us
to be who we are today. We pass that
on to the next generation/s as ‘strong,
yet gentle, women’.
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HOW GOOD BECAME EXCELLENT
MAUREEN MCKENNA
Moving has brought unexpected joy to Maureen. Life’s good in the Retirement Village.
November 7 marks three years since
I bit the bullet and sold my unit and
moved to a Retirement Village. In
retrospect all the associated worry
and angst was worth it. In fact, (still
in retrospect) it was silly to have
worried at all. Besides the upsizing
to 2 bedrooms AND bathrooms,
balcony, garage and internal laundry
(old art deco units don’t have these
modern day necessities) I have made
wonderful new friends and my social
life which was always active has
increased by leaps and bounds!

A real sense of
community...

In the article I wrote for the Parish
Magazine in February 2018 I said
how I was in denial at the realisation
that I was old enough to be a resident
of such a village. This realisation was
in sharp contrast to my ‘Peter Pan
Syndrome’ – the boy
who never grew up. Three
years down the track I’m
able to report that said
syndrome is still alive and
well thanks to being the
youngest resident. (I defy
anyone to tell me that 71
is not the new 51!)
What has struck me from
day 1 is the friendliness
of all my neighbours and
their willingness to help
each other. There is a real
sense of community in the Village,
which goes beyond the social to the
pastoral.
With COVID19 raising its ugly head
social activities have been restricted
for people throughout the world.
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Our Village is no exception especially
since, thanks to our ages, we are in
the vulnerable age group (how I hate
that phrase).
First Tuesday of the month’s Happy
Hour has been reduced to much
smaller numbers as we gather in each
other’s homes while maintaining
social distancing. Prior to the
pandemic’s ‘new normal’ there
would be at least one meal a week
at a club or restaurant and frequent
visits to The Ritz. We now make do
with Netﬂix and pizza delivery from
Dominos.
However, there are drawbacks to
this new lifestyle. For example, it is
impossible to diet thanks to some
of the women who are wonderful
cooks and who ply me with all sorts
of delicious goodies including the
occasional baked dinner. Add to that
the frequent text messages inviting
my new peer group to drop into
another’s home for a glass or two
of wine and the cheese and biscuits
that accompany them. I know I could
always knock back the invitations but
of course I never do.

The Village has a wonderful item of
administrivia called The Maintenance
Book. Anything that is broken etc is
noted in the book for our handyman
to either repair or contact the
relevant tradie to replace. Not to
have to worry about getting quotes is
certainly a load off one’s mind.
My ground ﬂoor unit is surrounded
by lawn and wonderful Australian
native trees that attract a cacophony
of birds including native mynahs,
currawongs and my favourites the
chatty rainbow lorikeets.

I am blissfully
happy and content...

A family of 3 kookaburras regularly
visits and perches on my balcony
railing. They will sit there snoozing in
the sunshine until they follow the sun
to their next warm spot and leave me
to clean up the mess they have left
behind!
I am often asked by family and
friends if I regret selling my home of
27 years and my reply is always the
same – NO. Someone ‘up there’ was
certainly looking after me as I am
blissfully happy and content.

We have had our share of sadness
with three of our friends becoming
suddenly ill and dying. No doubt this
is to be expected when we reach our
80s and 90s, but that doesn’t make
their loss any easier to accept.
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Having moved only a 4-minute drive
away has helped because I haven’t
had to change any part of my lifestyle
or ﬁnd a new doctor, dentist and the
like. I never cease to be amazed by
my new friends’ positive outlook on
life, their resilience as they tackle
the occasional health issues, their
generosity and many kindnesses.
I have certainly been blessed – I
couldn’t ﬁnd better role models if I
searched the world.

THE MOST MAGICAL PLACE ON EARTH
LAURA MYERS
Any trip to Disney is always going
to feel like a dream, but throw in
starting a new job, some ﬁreworks
and a global pandemic, and it’s sure to
feel incredibly surreal, so writes Laura
Myers.
This time last year I applied to do the
Disney Cultural Exchange Program,
an opportunity that allows recent
university graduates from all around
the world to live and work (and play!)
at Walt Disney World in Florida, USA.
I remember always saying to my
family that one day I would work
in Disney and, even though I had
researched and planned for months
and months, watched every video and
read EVERY article about the program,
actually getting the acceptance letter
was a massive shock. Over the next
few months, in the midst of visiting
the American Embassy for visa
appointments and ﬁlling out form
after form, the reality of the situation
slowly started to sink in: I was about to
move to the other side of the world,
where I knew absolutely no-one.
Strangely, instead of being nervous or
scared, I was incredibly excited about
what was to come.

The ﬁrst week of my time in America
was without a doubt one of the
craziest weeks of my life. I landed into
Orlando airport on 12 January, already
surrounded by countless Disney
ads and stores, along with dozens
of excited families carrying Mickey
mouse suitcases.
After meeting my roommates and
spending far too many hours at the

local Walmart buying cushions to try
and make our little apartment feel like
home, the next few days consisted
of getting up at 4:30am for a social
security interview, hotel-hopping,
and eating ice-cream for at least two
meals a day. Before even setting a
foot inside the theme parks, I was
slowly starting to realise just how big
‘Walt Disney World’ was. While most
tourists know it as the four major
theme parks, the area also holds two
water parks, 25+ hotels and resorts,
hundreds of restaurants, its own
monorail route, boat system, bus
network and cable car. Apparently, all
this combined makes it slightly larger
than the entire city of San Francisco!

...dine with
Mickey Mouse.
At the end of the ﬁrst week I found
out that I would be working at one
of the theme parks, ‘Hollywood
Studios’, assisting visitors with
tickets, questions, directions, and
helping with the ﬁreworks show every
evening. While the ﬁrst few days were
deﬁnitely scary trying to learn the
ropes, it was incredible to discover
a little bit about the behind-thescenes at one of the biggest and most
successful companies in the world.

to Japan, Morocco to France, each
with different rides, shows, restaurants
and characters that come from those
regions.
In essence, you could have breakfast
in Germany, lunch in Norway and
dinner in Italy (complete with a view
of a very realistic and nearly life-size
Piazza San Marco in Venice), and
only have to walk from one side of
the theme park to the other! The best
part is that Disney employs people
from these representative countries,
so when you walk into the French
boulangerie for a macaron, you’re
sure to be speaking to a student on a
similar program. Unfortunately, Epcot
doesn’t have an Australian pavilion
yet, but maybe one day!

Every day I got to interact with kids,
families, and Disney fans from all
over America and the world and got
to become part of their once-in-alifetime trips. I learnt that Disney and
its theme parks are about a lot more
than just rollercoasters and much
more about experiences; people would
often run to be the ﬁrst to meet the
princesses, watch the musical shows or
dine with Mickey Mouse.

Although trying all the food on offer
was exciting and riding the teacups
will never get old, the best part of
the whole experience was deﬁnitely
all the amazing people I got to meet
and become so close to over the two
months. In my work location, we had
people from all over America, New
Zealand, South Korea, the UK, and
Colombia. Nearly everywhere you
went you could speak to someone
from a different state or country,
and this in itself was such an amazing
learning experience, deﬁnitely living
up to its name as a ‘Cultural Exchange
Program’.

My favourite theme park was
deﬁnitely Epcot, which was home to
pavilions dedicated to conservation,
sustainability, space exploration, as
well my favourite part of Walt Disney
World: The World Showcase. It sits
around a massive lake and holds 11
different ‘countries’ – from Mexico

Although I wasn’t even meant to be
in Australia for the majority of 2020,
looking back I feel very lucky to have
managed to travel this year at all and
to have been able to create so many
amazing memories that I’m sure will
become interesting stories for many
years to come!
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REFLECTIONS ON COVID-19 TIME TO PAUSE
SUSANNE NORTH
It has taken a deadly, invisible and microscopic enemy to force the whole
world to stop dead in its tracks writes Susanne North.
It became law, overnight,
everywhere. It was weird at first.
Then, slowly, an almost collective
sigh as people were given the
permission to slow down and
simplify their lives, especially
from parents run ragged shipping
their children from one activity to
another.

Yet, what our children really need
are regular pockets of ‘slow’ or
‘doing nothing’ time. Time to just
‘be’, hang and play. Free time where
children can explore their own
interests, imaginations and creative
abilities without having to succumb
to expectations or performance
pressures.

Perhaps, just perhaps we required
a worldwide lockdown to awaken
us: that ‘less is more’, that living a
slower and simpler life is actually
more beneficial for us long-term,
especially for our children.

Time to just lie in the grass and
marvel at the sky. Psychologists
have long recognised that creativity
thrives on unstructured time, on
play, on nondirected “divergent
thinking”.

Many families struggled big time
with the lockdown, fiscally, mentally
and emotionally.

‘Freedom time’ is also vital to
children’s mental health as they
need time to process their daily
experiences and sensory overload,
fostering healthy emotional selfregulation.

There have, however, been some
surprising positives in the coming
together. Many families have
discovered a new sense of calmness,
connectedness and cohesiveness.

Much needed
‘free time’...
Kim John Payne, internationally
renowned family consultant and the
founder of the Simplicity Parenting
Movement, has long argued that
one of the reasons why our children
are so anxious, hypervigilant and
often misbehaving is that they are
being overscheduled, overwhelmed
and overworked.
Much needed ‘free time’ becomes
‘free to be filled time’ with extracurricular activities that are adult
directed, structured and often
outcome oriented. Our own homes
have become hot houses that no
longer provide the calm and safe
haven allowing children to slow
down.
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When our children slow down,
so do we as parents. When we allow
ourselves to disconnect from all
the external pressures, we actually
connect with our children on a
much deeper level. We create
space to tune into the needs of our
children and be present with and to
them, one of the greatest gifts that
we can give them.
Eliminating unnecessary stimuli,
providing sanctuaries of quietness
not only foster more harmonious
relationships and make for happier
children, but also benefit those who
have behavioural problems.
Slowing down also helps families to
create pockets for family prayers,
expressing gratitude, savouring
those precious moments and
nurturing spiritual growth.
Although the lockdown provided
many families with their own
challenges, it has given many
children an opportunity to re-claim
their much-needed childhood. I
see many happy little rosy cheeks
riding their bikes for hours in our
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back lane, climbing trees, bringing
neighbourhoods alive with colourful
chalk drawings, building forts out of
branches, connecting with nature
and creating new games or maybe
the next invention.
Isaac Newton, one of the most
influential scientists of all time,
is a good example for someone
who benefited from slow time.
Freed from academic pressures
of the curriculum, Newton (best
remembered for the apple fell
from the tree on his head) made

three of his major discoveries
during the plague ‘lockdown’ in
England in 1666, a time when he
experienced bursts of creativity and
free thoughts. Many of the world’s
famous composers, philosophers
and artist came up with their best
ideas during ‘doing nothing’ time.
The lessons of ‘freedom time’ for
our children will hopefully remain
influential.
Many parents now have to return
to the previous rat race even more
ferociously than ever, to reopen
their businesses and just provide for
their families as the world economy
struggles to recover.
The forced lock down however may
have been very beneficial. It has
given our children a chance to slow
down allowing them to be a child.
‘Freedom time’ is good, inexpensive
and great for their mental health.
Not just for our children but for the
entire economy in the long haul.

THE SPANISH FLU AND
THE MAKING OF A TRUE HERO
The Spanish Flu, known as the Great 1919 Flu, saw thousands of returning
World War I soldiers confined to the North Head Quarantine Station.
And it was there that Annie Egan was to become a national hero.
Annie Egan was born in 1891 in
Gundagai, New South Wales, the ﬁfth
daughter of nine children, two boys
and seven girls, three eldest of whom
became Sisters of Mercy. Annie
went to school at St Mary’s College
Gunnedah and began training as a
nurse at St Vincent’s Hospital in 1915.
In the dying days of the war troops
ships began returning to Sydney
and bringing with them the dreaded
Spanish Flu. Hundreds of infected
soldiers were placed in the Quarantine
Station at North Head and it was
there that Annie, having passed
her Nurses examination in 1918
volunteered to become a Military
Nurse. She was soon to contract the
dreaded ﬂu and within months she
was to die.

...bravery and
fidelity.
And it was with her death that she was
to become a hero in circumstances of
a bitter sectarian war and clashes with
Commonwealth authorities.
The circumstances? There had been
a number of priests stationed at the
Quarantine Station but over time
their numbers had dwindled and
when Annie became ill there were
none there. No replacements were
allowed despite pleas to various
Commonwealth Authorities by the
Archbishop of Sydney, Michael Kelly.
And by late November 1918 Annie,
then with the effects of the disease,
realised that death was imminent
and requested that a priest hear her
confession and administer her the Last
Rites. The Government denied her

request. A local priest at Manly had
offered to visit Annie but that request
too was denied. Archbishop Kelly
threatened to enter the Station but
that request too was denied.
Annie died on 3 December 1918. A
wave of protests followed Annie’s
death, not just from Catholics but
from citizens generally aghast at the
denial to Annie of her request for the
Last Rites.
At the Requiem Mass on 6 December
with her grief-stricken parents in
attendance at St Mary’s Cathedral,
the Archbishop berated authorities
and said Let it be remembered that
Nurse Egan has won the martyr’s crown.
They have given her military honours
at her funeral. As if she had no soul. As
if that were enough. They might lay a
Victoria Cross or any other decoration
upon her tomb, but they nevertheless
denied her dying wish to have her God in
the Holy Viaticum.
Fr John O’Gorman, Administrator,
St Mary’s Cathedral wrote to Annie’s
mother following the funeral to say
Though your daughter has lost her life
you should feel very proud of her bravery
and ﬁdelity. She died with prayers on
her lips and sorrow and love in her heart.
But besides her death awoke Australia to
the consciousness of Pagan officialdom
and given it a blow from which it will
not soon recover. Her death in such
(circumstances/ certainly) will make for
religious liberty in quarters where it is
more needed than people think.
AND THERE IS AN OLSH
RANDWICK CONNECTION
both past and present. Bill and
Noeline Egan were long time
parishioners of OLSH and St
Margaret Mary’s who passed away
in 2007 and 2008. Some older
parishioners may recall them and may
even know that Annie was Bill’s Aunt.

And Bill’s daughter Catherine and
her husband Martin Hoe and children
Alison and Jennifer are members
of a number of our parish choirs.
Importantly the family have a treasure
trove of letters written about her on
her death.

...never be
forgotten.
From her friend Lauren writing to
Annie’s sister Kate after her funeral
(Annie was also known as Burns – her
mother’s maiden name)
The Italians had made a huge harp
about 5ft high with wildﬂowers which
they gathered themselves & two of them
carried it behind the gun-carriage all the
way up to the cemetery. It was so good
of them and they had Annie’s name
in ﬂannel daisies in the centre and the
Italian ﬂag at the head. Everyone here
loved Burns – the men were continually
asking about her and they all said how
cheerful and bright she was and so
willing. She has left a wonderful record
dear and will never be forgotten. The
cemetery is right on the point of the
Head and overlooks the Harbour to the
ocean outside.
Continued on page 10
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AN INTERVIEW WITH FR PETER HEARN msc

The Early Days
Fr Peter was reared by one of his
aunts as his mother had tragically died
when he was two. His early schooling
was at St Patrick’s Primary School
in Port Fairy, Victoria where his love
of music was developed by the Good
Samaritan nuns.
In the early 1960s, he won a prize for
his music ability at the MSC Monivae
Secondary College at Hamilton. ‘As
religious teachers, the MSCs were
quite humane and approachable for
their time. All 24 on the staff were
MSCs, well-informed, but strict as
teachers were in those days’ says Fr
Peter.
Did you always want to be a priest?
‘The idea became more focused in
the last years of Secondary school.
For the ﬁrst two years after leaving
school I worked in the public service
while doing part-time Arts studies
at Melbourne University’. In 1968
he entered the Novitiate at Douglas
Park and was professed on 1 March
1969 at OLSH Randwick. ‘Although
I looked at a couple of other orders,
I was hugely impressed with the
MSCs desire to help poorer people in
developing nations such as PNG.
Some of the teaching priests often
told us they would have preferred
to be ‘in the missions’ rather than
teaching us. (Occasionally we
probably hoped they would see their
desire fulﬁlled.) They were very
passionate about their desire to help
the struggling people of this world.’
The eight years of studies for the
priesthood combined both university
and seminary studies and he was
ordained on 5 June 1976 at Port
Fairy’s St Patrick’s church. Following
ordination, he taught for two years
at the MSCs Daramalan College,
Dickson, ACT.
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By 1979 the Northern Territory
beckoned?
‘Yes. Pat Dodson, then a priest at the
Mission Station in Port Keats, now
Wadeye, invited me to assist him in his
work with the Aboriginal community.
It was a largely chaotic time as the
Missions, were being transformed into
Government settlements under a local
council’. The life there took on more
and more the shape of a parish as the
religious and lay missionaries withdrew
from administration and the work
force. The Church was responsible
for the school and hospital-clinic and
assisting in the movement to the tribal
out-stations. The Aboriginal people
were well disposed and appreciative
of the OLSH Sisters and MSCs. ‘A
fascinating cross-cultural experience.
One can’t help but love the people
who are so vulnerable in our fastchanging world’.
1982 saw the start of varied appointments
First to St John the Apostle Church
at Kippax in the ACT followed
by a totally unexpected push by
superiors to become Vocations
Promoter for the next four years
based in Coogee. It meant a lot of
travel as then there were numerous
MSC parishes in every state and
ﬁve schools to be visited. ‘Somehow
we did get vocations’. In 1988 he
was back in the Northern Territory,
being appointed the Administrator
(similar to a Parish Priest) at Darwin’s
St Mary’s Cathedral, where Fr Ted
Collins (OLSH parish priest from
1978 to 1985) was the Bishop. ‘A ﬁne
cathedral, the largest church in the
city, lovely people and such a very
pleasant place to be’.
Then an unusual appointment
In 1995 there was a proposal, pushed
by the shortage of priests rather than
an alternative model of Church, for
the MSC priests to hand over the
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FR PETER HEARN, PORT KEATS, 1980S

‘The move through ﬁve bus stops took me from Coogee to Randwick’ so wrote
Fr Peter Hearn on 29 January 2009 to become OLSH’s 17th Parish Priest.
And many steps along the way as this interview tells.

administration of Our Lady of the
Rosary church at Kensington to the
Daughters of Our Lady of the Sacred
Heart. Two Sisters were to take over
the presbytery and administration
of the Parish and the MSC would
have sacramental duties but living at
the Monastery. He was asked by the
Provincial to defer his study leave
planned for Belgium and help with this
process for two years. In the event,
the transfer occurred within that year.
He enjoyed his brief sojourn there.
Travelling again in 1996
‘Yes, travelling to Belgium to begin
studies for a Master of Theology at
the Catholic University of Leuven.
The course there would normally
be for two years, but I returned to
Kensington to begin research for a
thesis on the MSC-OLSH Missions
in the NT. The Monastery archives,
together with those in NT, were
extensive but largely unresearched. To
make a long story short this eventually
grew into a doctorate which was
conferred in Sydney in 2003’.
1999 was a big year.
‘A very big year. I was already
appointed to the NT when the
Provincial reversed that appointment
and made me Superior of the
Kensington Monastery. Quite a
reversal of expectations. In April
a violent hailstorm decimated
buildings in Sydney and especially in
Kensington. The monastery was not
spared. The roof was badly damaged;
tradesmen were scarce, but the
hospitality offered to them of living
on site made it easier to effect repairs.

Then you turned your attention to a
different form of study.
‘Yes, I enrolled in a course on Teaching
English as a Second Language for
Adults and, for a break from studies
and the somewhat heavy Monastery
load, I was given permission to
teach English in Beijing, including
to members of the Organising
Committee for the Olympics Games
- hugely competent and vibrant young
people. I only had them for two and
a half hours on a Thursday evening.
The rest of the time was full time in a
Tertiary College.’
But while his employers in Beijing
would have liked him to continue into
the new year, Fr Peter was involved
in a different type of organising in
2004 as the MSCs were moving their
formation of new members into parish
settings. They needed a large house
for parish staff and postulants (ﬁrst
year entrants). Willoughby parish had
a disused Josephite Convent and the
Broken By diocese were happy to
have the parish under the care of the
MSC – which lasted for 10 years. And
he spent some time, again, being the
Vocations Promoter. Again, vocations
arrived.
For the next four years Fr Peter was
involved in mainly administrative
roles as assistant to the Provincial,
Fr Tim Brennan - a classmate from

Monivae - at Treand House, Coogee.
‘Administration is not something I
naturally warm to. During my Coogee
appointment I was asked to organise
the MSC involvement for the World
Youth Day in Sydney, 2008. With a
small committee we set ourselves to
raise $200,000 to bring people from
MSC-OLSH areas in the Paciﬁc:
Rabaul, Kiribati, Fiji, Eastern Papua,
with a sprinkling from the Philippines
and other areas. We somehow
managed to raise the money. That few
weeks would be worthy of a movie
– many humourous and delightful
occasions to recall with much
involvement with OLSH Randwick.
I ended up with a ﬂu-like illness for
about 4 months following WYD and
vowed it would be my last. However, I
have attended three more as chaplain
to Antioch Groups while at Randwick
and enjoyed them immensely.’
Then the five bus stops moment in
2009.
‘There was a ﬂeeting moment or
two where I thought I might go to
an overseas Mission, perhaps Africa
with the MSC and OLSH, but that
was probably too romantic. Instead I
moved those 5 bus stops to Randwick’.
‘On occasions, from Treand House,
I had come to OLSH Randwick for
Masses when priests were on leave or
elsewhere. It is a beautiful Church,
and there is such a long and rich
history of parish life with MSC and
laity intertwined. Such good lay and
religious leaders make Randwick
a great community. One thing I
noticed on my Mass visits was the
various music groups at the Masses,
and on coming here, I suggested that
perhaps they could combine for the
major ceremonies of Holy Week and
other occasions – which happily came
about. Music is such an important
aspect of our worship and the feel
of a Parish. My motto was ‘From
Plainsong to Hillsong via Mozart and
Lloyd Webber’. There is amazing and
generous talent within the Parish and
not only for music. The generosity of
our parishioners, especially towards

FR PETER HEARN, RANDWICK, 2020

An offer was made to move most of
the elderly community out of the
Monastery. But they refused to budge
– explaining that many of them had
been through wars and cyclones and
a hailstorm was of no consequence.
So, we worked around them – heavy
physical work for me, which I didn’t
mind. The following years the entire
Monastery was upgraded for ﬁre,
electrical and IT and another 10
ensuited rooms suitable for the elderly
were added. Including those at St
Joseph’s Nursing Home and four or so
in chaplaincies outside the Monastery.
We numbered 44 in community. All
the while the research on the NT
Missions evolved and the thesis was
published in 2003’.

the struggling here and overseas,
and our help for the MSC Mission
office and other organisations (more
recently the Asylum Seekers) is, for
me, a key indicator of our spirituality
being lived. Generosity, hospitality,
compassion are truly of the Heart
of Jesus. Putting more focus on the
Shrine and the place of Mary in our
spirituality as MSC has been a source
of rich blessings for me and for so
many who come to her. I thank the
helpers, especially the OLSH Sisters
who have been the mainstay of the
Novena’.
‘I have been blessed beyond measure
to be a part of this community, with
the MSC, religious and laity. The
introduction of Overseas MSC,
mainly our Indian community, has
enabled the parish to continue to
function with our many ministries,
while the lay volunteers in so many
areas are quite amazing. Also,
eight men have made their way to
seminaries, including the MSC, over
the past 11 years. I pray more will
continue to ﬁnd their calling as priests
and religious and that lay involvement
continues to grow.
And 2021?
‘After 12 years as Parish Priest, 2021
was to be a year of great plans. Back
to Beijing, the Holy Land at Easter, a
Pilgrimage Following in the Footsteps
of St Paul, a visit to the MSC
Motherhouse at Issoudun, France, and
a summer course at Leuven, were on
the menu. Not so. ‘It’s now a different
Covid world. What will be, will be –
Broken Hill and Bundeena are looking
good!’ says Fr Peter.
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BECOMING A HOSPITAL CHAPLAIN
JANET GERZINA
Janet Gerzina is the Chaplain at the Prince of Wales Hospital Randwick.
Here she tells of her journey to assuming that role in October 2019.
I and my two sisters Amelia and
Counselling Degree was my choice.
Lija went to Brigidine College for
Faith has always been part of my life
our secondary education and when
so here was an opportunity to study
I completed my schooling in 1977
further and then find some kind of
I trained as a Radiographer at
occupation in counselling. Such was
St.Vincent’s Hospital Darlinghurst.
the plan.
I graduated in 1980 and left
I am happy to report that I
for overseas, first stop being
completed my studies and very
Vancouver. In April of that year I
fortuitously there appeared an Ad
arrived in Dallas Texas, U.S.A. and
for a vacancy in the Chaplaincy
was interviewed and successful in
Department at Prince of Wales.
obtaining a position at the Baylor
How lucky was that!!! I lodged my
University Medical Centre. I
application as quickly as possible. I
remained there for 10 years and
was so delighted to be interviewed
was the Supervisor of the X-Ray
and then offered the position. In
Department for severe trauma.
October 2019 I became part time
My next position was at the
Chaplain. Great News.
Presbyterian Hospital North Dallas,
where I was trained up in Magnetic
Resonating Imagery and remained
there for 9 years. In 2000 I was
involved in setting up a Private
Clinic specialising in MRI. It was
during this period I began to feel
the need to return to Australia to
The team consists of myself and
reunite with family.
two others. Fr. Pierreluigi Passoni
I returned to Sydney in 2001 and
from Clovelly Parish and Kent
began work at Royal Prince Alfred
Rosenthal. We share the ministry
in the private S.M.R. Clinic. I
which consist of Prince of Wales
remained there for several years but Hospital, The Children’s Hospital,
during this period I began noticing
Royal Hospital for Women, and The
that I was not so enamoured
Private Hospital. Our parish has a
with Technology as I had been. I
close association with the hospital
preferred to spend more time with
as our three priests visit wards on
patients.
three days a week plus being on call
with the pager over the weekend
So, in 2014 I made the big decision
and after hours.
to leave the workforce and
undertake tertiary studies at Notre
As for my role I cannot believe
Dame University. Chaplaincy and
how much it has surpassed my

...the big decision...

Continued from page 7
And the story recounted by Lil,
Annie’s sister, about a young soldier
who approached Annie’s brother Matt
(Catherine’s Grandfather) at Central
Station as he was returning by train to
Gunnedah. The soldier asked if he were
Nurse Egan’s brother and immediately
shook his hand and apologised, stating
that he had been guarding the gate
at the Quarantine Station and was
very sorry as he had orders not to
allow anyone in. That anyone included
Archbishop Kelly.

expectations. I am daily dealing with
everyday frailties, strength in times
of sadness, trauma, joy and peace.
When people thank me, I often
think I should be thanking them
for the number of humbling and
wonderful experiences I witness.
Then Covid-19 arrived, and it has
changed the dynamic of visiting.
Masks are not a great way of having
conversation but because visitors
are restricted, patients appreciate
even more the visits from the
chaplains
Staff are very aware of our services
and contact us individually if
the patient has no relatives. The
Palliative Care Committee of which
I am a member, meets regularly
and recognises how important
holistic care is for the wellbeing
of patients. It is wonderful being
able to help by listening. I don’t
need to do anything but listen and
intervene when necessary. Together
the team aims to maintain the high
standards already established by our
predecessors.

Eight days after Annie’s death and
with pressure mounting to change its
stance on refusing priests access to
the Station, the government agreed
to allowing chaplains access to the
Station.
In honour of Annie Egan a Memorial
Headstone was erected at the
Quarantine Station.
References: Egan family; Jeff Kildea -The Australasian Catholic Record; Croppies
Downunder. Samantha Elley- Tales from the Grave. Various Trove articles
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OLSH FAMILIES - THE FOLEYS

In 1842 Margaret (McDonagh) and
Denis Foley emigrated to NSW from
County Sligo, Ireland, a time in Ireland
when practicing Catholics were
persecuted. They came with two small
children and two teenage nieces. They
settled in Wollongong on farmland
near Mount Kiera and started a dairy
farm. Sixteen more children were
born, ﬁfteen of the total eighteen
siblings survived to adulthood.
The dairy prospered and expanded to
include bacon and other small meat
goods. Foley’s Butter (taken over by
Norco in 1958) won many national
and international awards for butter
and cream, including at the Sydney
Royal Agricultural Show. Denis and
his brother donated the main altar
window to Wollongong Cathedral, one
of the few remaining original features,
the building was ﬁnished in 1848.

…a local parish
church…
Bartholomew William Foley (known
as BW), born in 1844 was the fourth
child; he and brother Michael were
the next generation of Foley brothers
moving to Sydney in the early 1880’s.
Foley’s Warehouse was built in 1886
at 230 Sussex Street, to have easy
access to barges for deliveries. It
is heritage listed and was recently
restored.
Their letters describe Randwick in the
early days, travelling to Mass at St
Mary’s Cathedral and how Randwick’s
population warranted a local parish
church. A committee of parishioner
businessmen was formed and once
the site agreed upon through Fr
Tierney’s endeavours, building began.
A benefactor’s dinner attended by
Cardinal Moran was held at BW’s
home, ‘Keira Villa’ in Carrington
Road, the week of the consecration

of the OLSH Church in 1888. A
hand painted dinner set, ordered from
France was used, some pieces of which
are still in the family.
BW married Lizzie Grainger in
1885; the family grew to one son
and ﬁve daughters. Their eldest
daughter, Bessie, was the only
daughter to marry in BW’s lifetime.
He was said to have chased off
many unsuitable suitors! Bessie
met Ferdinand Butler on the tram
when travelling to Sunday Mass
at St Mary’s Cathedral. When the
subject of their engagement was
discussed BW suggested Bessie and
her sister Eileen take the ‘grand
tour’ of Europe and if she felt
the same way on return he would
consider giving his blessing to the
marriage.
BW built at least ten houses in
Randwick between 1900 and 1912. A
plot would be purchased, divided into
three or four lots, each large enough
for a three or four-bedroom home
with front and rear gardens. One was
on the corner of Darley and Park
Roads, opposite the Centennial Park
gates. When Bessie returned from the
trip the subject of her engagement to
Ferd Butler arose BW consented to
the marriage and gifted her numbers
1, 3, 5 and 7 Darley Road as a wedding
present. They were married on 28 Dec
1912, by Fr Treand at OLSH.

…consented to the
marriage…
BW died in 1923; a Requiem Mass
was celebrated by Fr Fleming msc
at OLSH. The graveside service was
conducted by Fr Treand msc assisted
by Fr Charles Foley, BW’s nephew.
BW was buried at Waverley Cemetery
under a marble Celtic cross, a couple
of rows up from the Irish Monument.

His wife Lizzie and three of their
daughters are now buried in the same
plot. Clare and Millicent lived into
their 80’s and 90’s respectively, but
second youngest daughter, Mary
Josephine (known as Bobbie), had died
at ﬁfteen years of age.

Bobbie was the only child to
predecease her father. She had a
beautiful, long, head of hair, it had
been cut the year before to ‘give her
body strength’ back after a bout of
scarlet fever. The following year she
contracted tuberculosis and passed
away soon after. Her cut plait had
been kept and was sent to a jeweller to
be intricately woven, into a watch fob
with a silver emu embellished near the
clasp. BW most bereft from the loss,
then wore it memory of his young
daughter. This piece of mourning
jewellery is also still in the family.
BW’s brother Denis (jnr) married
Ellen McEncroe, a niece of Deacon
John McEncroe who was buried in
St Mary’s Cathedral Crypt in 1868
(known for his advocacy work with
convicts, particularly in Norfolk Island,
and the orphans at the Destitute
Children’s Asylum in Randwick).
BW’s family and friends hosted Easter
and Christmas themed parties for
children; dressed in Dutch costumes
or characters from books. Some were
later adopted.
The Foley family, says Amanda, clearly
led lives of faith, family, community,
hard work and philanthropy.
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Amanda has worked at the St Vincent de Paul Family Assistance Centre in Maroubra, then Kingsford offices in recent
years and now works in administration at the Provincial House of the Daughters of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart.

Amanda (Butler) McGreal writes of the family stories handed down about her
great grandparents, Elizabeth (Grainger) and Bartholomew Foley.

LIFE AT LITTLE SISTERS OF THE POOR
UNDER COVID-19
FR GREG MCENNALLY msc
Life is full of surprises. When
someone says ‘I am going to do …’,
God laughs. We do not know the
future and if we had any doubts
about this before, surely Covid-19
has put an end to them. Probably
nobody could have predicted this
pandemic and how it would pan
out – medically, geographically,
economically, and politically.
I have been chaplain to the Little
Sisters of the Poor Nursing Home
in Randwick since 2014, each day
driving the 3.5 km from the Sacred
Heart Monastery at Kensington
to the Little Sisters, and back. By
March 2020, Covid-19 had arrived.

A fantastic
initiative…

The monastery, where most of
the residents are elderly, went
into lock-down. The Little Sisters,
where all residents are elderly, also
went into lock-down. What to do?
It seemed logical that I shift my
residence to the Little Sisters. They
were amenable and they expressed
utter delight! Did they really
know what they were getting?? –
charitable community, these Sisters.
I moved in at the end of March,
taking with me only what I would
need. Now they could be assured of
daily Mass, and it is an honour for
me to be able to provide this.
Residents remain in the house,
going out only for medical
appointments, shopping, or
exercise. If a resident needs to go
to hospital, then he/she needs to be
tested for Covid-19 and to spend
14 days in isolation upon return.
This can be irksome. If the residents
need to do shopping often other
people can do it for them.

On one occasion the Sisters did a
lot of shopping for general items,
which went on display: people could
take whatever they needed. A
fantastic initiative, indicative of the
real caring spirit of these Sisters. I
doubt if many other nursing homes
came up with this service.
As regards exercise, I certainly
relish the opportunity each
afternoon, either to swim, walk or
bike ride. Once a month I take a
day off to go walking sections of
the Great North Walk up near the
Hawkesbury.
Anybody coming into the Home
must first have had a flu injection.
Hand sanitisers are available in the
foyer and throughout the home
and temperature is taken upon
entry. This could be rather amusing
during the winter months when skin
temperature can be lowered by cold
air, registering perhaps 34 degrees;
‘but I am still alive’! Staff members
wear masks, as do the Sisters and I
when around the residents. Social
distancing is so important.
This social distancing requirement
has the unfortunate corollary of
limiting visitors, which can be rather
hard both on the family and on the
resident, especially so when there
is some cause for celebration, such
as a birthday. One of the important
practices here is to celebrate
birthdays, as a way of recognising
the uniqueness and value of each
person.
At lunch the birthday person
receives a bunch of flowers, a
card and a cake with a candle. The
Birthday Quartet then sings Happy
Birthday, together with everyone
else. This famous quartet includes
yours truly, preparing of course
to trip the light fantastic. It also
includes a resident who is a member
of the Sydney Male Choir, so at
least one of us can actually sing. We
all have fun.
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WE HELP EACH OTHER

Father’s Day should be happy
but can be sad when the family
must keep their distance. We
made a special effort at Mass
and afterwards at lunch. Those
fathers (grandfathers and great
grandfathers) who could were
placed in a separate room, with
suitable decorations and a parcel
of presents for each man. It was
a special meal. I applaud these
initiatives.

This famous
quartet…

When a resident is dying, then
the family do come in, after due
precautions, including wearing
protective clothing. Otherwise
family members can talk with their
loved ones through a glass window:
sad, but necessary. At least they
can see each other.
The home to date has not had a
single case of Covid-19, and we
want to keep it that way.

BLESSINGS AMIDST SORROW
Teresa Chan came to Australia from HONG KONG in 1990 with her husband Stephen and children Ashley and Jason. OLSH is
now her parish. Covid-19 brought back memories, both sad and joyous of the illness and death of her brother-in-law’s wife.
This is her story.
This Covid-19 pandemic has
affected the whole world. As
a Catholic, baptised when two
years old, I have always had
this strong belief that God
has his own plan for each of
us under challenging times.
Covid-19 is one of these
times.

cried out with joy, ‘I thank
you Lord and praise you
Lord.’ I believe in my heart it
was a miracle that happened
to Clara.
Clara called me while weeping
happily on the phone saying,
‘sister, I believe... I believe...
now’ and told me how joyful
and relieved she was. That
moment gave her unlimited
joy and courage in embracing
the Catholic truth.

There are lighter moments
of course. Cooking was not
my ﬁrst choice of things to
do but I learned to enjoy
cooking during the so-called
‘lockdown’. Another beneﬁt?
I spent more time with my
two children during this time
with both at our home as their
office.
But it is the story of Clara, her
brother’s wife that she recalls
with such love and fervour.

That evening, Clara wrote
to her friends ’Tomorrow I
will have a loving breakfast
with my husband, I am really
happy! I feel so blessed’. She
knew she was dying but she
was so calm and peaceful...
AFTER FATHER KWAN BAPTISED CLARA, TERESA (DEBBY) PRAYED
OVER C LARA WITH C LARA ’ S SISTER STANDING ON LEFT , C LARA ’ S
HUSBAND T IMOTHY IN MIDDLE AND T ERESA ’ S SISTER G ORETTI .

When my sister-in-law
Clara was diagnosed with
rare HSTCL lymphoid cancer and
admitted to hospital in May 2013,
I was convinced that God had HIS
best plan for Clara who was then an
unbeliever, a real doubting Thomas.
Clara understandably did not accept
the fact of the sudden and unexpected
diagnosis with fourth stage cancer.
Clara had a young daughter of
9 years old.

...

God has his own
plan...

From the day of admittance to
hospital Clara was willing to pray
with us. We did that with her every
afternoon, praying together for the
mercy of Jesus to care for Clara and
to turn her from an unbeliever to a
loyal believer in God.

One week she was reluctant to
pray with us. But a wonderful thing
happened on Thursday 22 May two
weeks after Clara’s admission to the
hospital. How truly wonderful it was
for us all. That day, she suddenly felt
like praying when she was alone in
the ward by herself. It was the third
day after her ﬁrst chemotherapy
treatment.
Clara looked at the photo of Jesus The
Divine Mercy photo which I had posted
on the wall and she started praying
to Jesus Sacred Heart of Mercy by
reading the text I had written under
the photo: ‘Heal me Jesus’.
Suddenly, she said to us, she saw a
beam of beautiful yellow light from
the glass window outside shining on
that photo. The same yellow light
from the photo then shone on Clara’s
body. That beautiful laminated yellow
light, said Clara, melted her heart, she
immediately stretched out her both
arms and it felt like big black stones
released from her body. She then

She asked for the priest to
see her and she was baptised
before she went into a coma.

We all believed it was God’s plan and
that she went to heaven in June 2013.
Her daughter is now 16 and she too is
kind-hearted and we all love her.

...a wonderful thing
happened...
Now, it’s 2020 and whatever happens
with Covid-19 we should still believe
that God has his own plan for each
of us. Just like me; I can now cook
delicious dishes and most importantly
have changed from hating cooking to
enjoy doing it
Thank you Lord, praise the Lord!
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THE EARLY CHAPTERS OF A LOCAL OLSH GIRL
SARAH QUILLIGAN
Born to Irish Catholic parents, I was
raised in Maroubra. I commenced
my schooling at OLSH at the
ripe old age of 4 and was warmly
welcomed into the OLSH parish.
The Parish has remained an
important constant in my life; from
attending the Children’s Mass, to
playing the coveted role of Mother
Mary in the Nativity Re-enactment
at the Christmas Mass and later
becoming a reader at Saturday Mass
whilst I attended Brigidine College.
Since I was a baby, family orientated
trips to Ireland were a highlight
of my childhood providing ample
opportunity for the travel bug to
bite. So, no surprise when I chose
Italian at Brigidine, discovering
a love for learning languages and
history. In 2012, I undertook
an Italian cultural exchange,
enabling me to celebrate Buona
Pasqua (Easter) with my host
family, explored historically rich
cities, including Pompeii (cue my
fascination for Ancient Roman
History), attended a local Roman
school and witnessed the Pope
saying Mass in the Vatican. I did
not finish this exchange fluent in
Italian, but instead felt impassioned
to pursue more cultural exchanges
and experiences. Senior high school
years focused on my stronger
subjects, however, I vowed to pick
up my Italian studies in University.
In my final Brigidine year, I
discovered that one of the
advantages of being part of
the incredible Sydney Catholic
community, was a subsidised
volunteer/immersive
trip to Fiji.
I had the empowering opportunity
to do my little bit of good in the
world and helped build footpaths
and toilets for local primary
schools as well as cook dinners
for a women’s shelter. I felt that I
received much more than I gave,
as the Fijian community welcomed
me into their beautiful home and
taught the reality of happiness and
simplicity that characterises the
very nature of Fijians.

Most importantly, this trip
consolidated my love for helping
others and cultural immersion.
I commenced a Bachelor of
Nursing and Bachelor of Arts in
International Studies at University
of Technology in 2015. A double
degree that ticked all my boxes.
Ironically, I decided to major in
Spanish rather than Italian - it was
more widely spoken or perhaps it
was simply the allure of tapas!
After three years of learning the
A-Z of Nursing and the ins and outs
of Spanish Language & Culture,
I set off on my next adventure in
2018; a year in the Andalusian City,
Granada. Taking a slight detour from
my Nursing studies, I attended a
local Spanish Language School and
studied Ancient Spanish History
and the History of Islamic Granada
fascinated by my new hometown’s
rich culture and history. Over the
course of the year, I attempted
to immerse myself in the
Granadino culture, developed my
Spanish fluency, made countless
international friends, and travelled
the continent, making detours to
Morocco from time-to-time.

From hiking the Swiss Alps,
tasting snails in Paris, partaking
in Oktoberfest, cooking Gnocchi
in the Amalfi Coast to Bungee
jumping at a music festival, that
year was not only unforgettable but
emphasised the value of learning
Spanish. In nearly every country,
I drew upon my Spanish language
skills to engage with new people
or simply facilitate my travels,
highlighting how learning Spanish
really opened the world to me.
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In 2019, I returned to Sydney to
complete my final Nursing year, but
my travels were not over yet.
I was lucky enough to attend a
Critical Care Nursing Placement
with Air Ambulance, flying all
over New South Wales caring for
patients that were either being
transferred closer to home or unwell
regional patients that required
healthcare in the bigger cities. I
was truly blessed and still incredibly
grateful for this experience. At the
end of 2019, I finished my double
degree, graduating with distinction
and obtained a New Graduate
Registered Nurse (RN) Position at
Prince of Wales Hospital.
In true Sarah fashion, before
starting full time work as a RN, I
escaped to Asia at the beginning
of 2020 partaking in a culturally
immersive hop-on-hop off tour
through Thailand and Laos for a
couple of months. Forced to end
my travels prematurely due to
COVID, I instead decided to tackle
my own backyard and embarked on
a spontaneous two-month camping
road trip from Sydney to Airlie
Beach. How lucky are we to live in
such a beautiful country!
Since August I have been working
as a RN and everyday am reminded
of how blessed I am to have had
the experiences that I have, to have
the privilege to be able to care and
engage with my patients on a daily
basis and I look forward to what the
future holds….

A TRAVELLING NUN TELLS HER STORY
SR MERRILYN LEE fdnsc
The Church and Parish of Our Lady
of the Sacred Heart has had an
important place in the life of
Sr Merrilyn Lee, even from the time
before she was born. Billie Banks and
Kevin Lee, her parents, met at the
Randwick Catholic Tennis Club and
were married in this Church on a
wet Saturday in 1942, just after the
bombing of Darwin. Merrilyn was
baptised there by Fr John Lee msc,
her grand uncle. Our Lady of the
Sacred Heart must have had her eyes
on Merrilyn even then!
Merrilyn went to St Mary’s Primary
School at Maroubra Bay and
attended Our Lady of the Sacred
Heart College, Kensington, for her
secondary schooling instead of the
Brigidine College at Randwick.

...to go to the
Missions.

It was at Kensington that Merilyn was
introduced to the Spirituality of the
Heart which ignited the desire within
her to spread the Love of the Heart of
Jesus everywhere. Every First Friday
in those days was very special and
Merrilyn remembers well the hymns
and processions associated with these
devotions.
After leaving Kensington in 1962
Merrilyn knew she was being called
to join the Daughters of Our Lady
of the Sacred Heart, but she was not
too convinced that this was what she
wanted to do but was prepared to
give it a try. It was also a struggle for
her parents; she had an older brother
Terry and a very young brother and
sister, John and Helen whom she had
to leave behind.
Merrilyn went to the Novitiate at
Hartzer Park Bowral in 1965 where
she met young women from ﬁve

different cultures and nations – Papua
New Guinea, Kiribati, Philippines,
Indigenous and Anglo Australian.
It was through this diverse group
of enthusiastic young women
that Merrilyn felt the desire to
go to the Missions. After teacher
training at North Sydney she taught
Kindergarten at St Therese Primary
School Mascot for a year and
following that spent 2 years at the
OLSH Boys’ School Bowral.
On 1 January 1974 Merrilyn ﬂew to
the British Colony of the Gilbert
and Ellis Islands – now known as two
countries, the Republics of Kiribati
and of Tuvalu.
For the next 20 years Merrilyn was
in the Paciﬁc, working in Catholic
primary schools, facilitating teacher
training, catechist formation and at
the Paciﬁc Regional Seminary in Fiji.
This time was very enriching with
extraordinary life experiences which
deepened Merrilyn’s faith. The people
of Kiribati have a deep love of Our
Lady. It was through their devotion
to Mary before any priests arrived in
the islands that Merrilyn learned to
appreciate more deeply the place of
Mary in her own life.

So much had
changed...

In 1994 Merrilyn returned to Australia
which necessitated having to learn
what it meant to be an Australian in
the 1990s. So much had changed,
she had so much to learn.
It was at this time Merrilyn was able
to complete a Bachelor of Theology
degree where she was able to use
credits from courses she had done in
Rome in the 1980s. Merrilyn was then
appointed to Hartzer Park Retreat
Centre, another enriching experience.

In 2005 Merrilyn went to South
Africa to help at St Brendan’s
Catholic Secondary School near the
Zimbabwe border. It was there that
Merrilyn met the girls at Bakhita
Village. These primary school orphan
girls were grateful for the opportunity
to get a good education in safety and
security.
Merrilyn enjoyed helping them in the
afternoon with their homework and
one experience she remembers well
was one day when she was helping
Phillipine, a 6 year old, and Phillipine
fell asleep with her head on Merrilyn’s
lap. The little girl was so tired Merrilyn
refused to wake her. The 3 km walk to
school and then back again was quite
a challenge for such small children.
Phillipine is now at university doing
law; this student’s success is one
of the good stories! However, the
future for her is very uncertain, as
employment is hard to ﬁnd, and now
Covid-19 has made it more so.
After 9 years in South Africa it was
time to return to Australia. Now
Merrilyn is back at Hartzer Park
Conference Retreat Centre which,
as this is being written, is currently in
lockdown.
We trust the future to the Lord,
says Merrilyn, so wherever she is she
will continue to live our motto of
being ‘On Earth the Heart of God’
– May the Sacred Heart of Jesus be
Everywhere Loved.
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THE BACK PAGE WITH F R PETER

Clovelly Rd (cnr Avoca St)

After 12 years, this is my final back page for our marvellous Parish Magazine.
First up, a sincere word of thanks on behalf of all of us to the Magazine team,
Tony McNamara and Debbie Lawrence.

Randwick North NSW 2031

OUR LADY OF THE
SACRED HEART
193 Avoca St
Randwick NSW 2031
Phone:
9399 6775
Web:
www.sacredheart.org.au

Email:
parishoffice@sacredheart.org.au

PARISH STAFF
Fr Peter Hearn msc PARISH PRIEST
Fr Peter Antony msc
Fr Bill Brady msc

GENERAL STAFF
Anita Micallef
Trish Myers

INDOENSIAN CHAPLAIN
Fr Petrus Suroto msc

Parish Magazine email
randwickmagazine@gmail.com
Copies of past editions of
the Parish Magazine are
available on the
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I have asked to have the photo on this page included here: it is taken at one of
our Easter Vigils. It says so much to me of my life at OLSH. Every year to see
16-22 adults come through the RCIA is a huge achievement on the part of the
parish and team. Our Mission Statement says that we are a parish gathered
and nurtured by the Eucharist, and sent on mission ‘To Be on Earth the Heart
of Jesus’. That we have so many desiring to be Catholics is a testament to the
vitality of our parish. Thanks to all of you for your joy in being Catholics - no
mean achievement in our sometimes torrid environment within and outside the
Church - and especially your exceptional generosity to so many good causes
and collections, petitions and so on. Generosity, joy and hospitality are central
to the Heart of Jesus.
I am deeply indebted to the various, and too numerous to mention, committees
and groups within the parish - all voluntary. Of central importance are the
PPC and Finance Committees. They have achieved so much. As you know, I do
have a particular love of music, and so the groups and, especially, the combined
choirs, the AV producers that come together for our High Holy Days, have
given me great happiness and uplifted our liturgies. Our liturgies are, after
all, where not just ourselves, but non-Catholics or intermittent Catholics will
mainly interface with us.
Hence, we priests have also taken care in the preparation of Baptisms,
Weddings and Funerals. Our teachers and catechists give of their very best to
make our schools places of encounter with the values and life of Christ. They
have been very welcoming of me and the priests and so easy to work with.
Covid has clipped our wings dramatically, of course.
One would need to spend a day in the Parish Office to know the sheer variety
of interactions that occur. I have greatly appreciated the dedication of Trish
and Anita, Phyllis and other volunteers in the Office who keep the place from
descending into chaos. A sense of humour is absolutely necessary for the office
ministry – and it is a ministry where the sorrowful and the joyful mysteries, and
sometimes the simply mysterious are encountered daily. THANKS!
Finally, to my MSC brethren: I could not live happily on my own. (I need
others, if only to annoy them!) So many MSC have come and gone, some to
their eternal reward. In particular the young priests from Vietnam, India and
Indonesia have brought vibrancy, good humour and dedication to the life of the
parish. I love our MSC life and pray vocations will continue to come from our
parish. Blessings to you all and my thanks to the Sacred Heart, Our Lady of the
Sacred Heart and St Joseph for their kindly care of me and all.
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