
Sacred Heart 

Launceston, TAS 
“I’ve got that joy, joy, joy…” 

 

This afternoon I received a phone call from Joanna, the daughter of my dear friend Barry Nas, to 

tell me that Barry had died quite suddenly this morning. After being short of breath at four 

o’clock this morning he was admitted to hospital, sent a text to Wendy, his wife, at eight asking 

for his iPad. And then his heart stopped. Just stopped. 

 

It’s so hard to talk about a good friend in the past tense. For the first time, I find myself writing 

“Barry was” not “Barry is”. It was his birthday seven days ago and I looked over our text 

exchange. I’d sent him the usual variation on the Birthday song (this is your birthday song, it isn’t 

very long) which he loved, and I pointed out that he was now, at the age of 65, somewhere 

between a Beatles song and an Ed Sheeran one. And I told him that I hoped his beloved 

Collingwood Magpies would get up for him as a birthday present. 

 

Both our lives have been embedded in music and whenever we got together it was our joy of 

music that we shared. We’d only see each other for a couple of days every couple of years but it 

was always picking up where we left off, starting and finishing with a hug. 

 

We first met at Sacred Heart Primary School in Launceston, where Barry was the music teacher, 

at the quirky hall named for St Alphonsus. There were pillars everywhere that obstructed the 

children’s view and Barry reckoned the floor was ten centimetres higher in some places than 

others. From that time on we were mates, sharing music with the children at Sacred Heart and his 

other school, St Thomas More in Newstead. Over the years we shared many meals together, the 

best being those that Wendy cooked for us. And boy, can she cook! 

 

As I travel around Australia, I often come across someone who says they’ve seen me at one of 

Barry’s schools. Whenever I mention his name, their faces light up at the memory. For more than 

forty years Barry brought the love of music to two generations, nearly three, both in the 

classroom and in the church. 

 

When I played at my last Mass at my last school a parent came up and thanked me for all I’d 

given and commented on the joy with which the children sang. When we moved out of Sydney 

we went to Mass at the local school in our area and after Mass bumped into a parent who had, 

coincidentally, moved from that same school to this regional area. She said, “The music’s very 

good here isn’t it, but it’s not quite the same as St Joseph’s, is it? I can’t put my finger on what’s 

missing.” About six months later she tapped me on the shoulder as she walked out of the church. 

“It’s joy,” she said, “that’s what’s missing.” 

 

And now I have to write about Barry in the past tense for the first time. Who was Barry?… Barry 

was joy. His music was more than notes played with expertise and precision, it was music from 

the heart, a gift given in the hope that it would grow in the hearts of others. And it did, and it will, 

and that gift he gave will now be given by others so that Barry will be with us in the songs of 

love, faith and joy that we share. 
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