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“Time to talk” 
 

In Term Four of 2001, I took some much-needed long-service leave. It was the year after 

Belinda’s death and just after the birth of our youngest daughter, Eleanor. It was time to be with 

my family, and time to “re-create” myself, as Fr Graham Kings at Regents Park would say each 

Christmas at the staff gathering. At this point I need to publicly acknowledge the great support 

given to my family and me by the Catholic Education Office in Sydney, both during and after 

Belinda’s illness. Natalie McNamara, Michele Hugonnet and Pamela Hockley showed great care 

and support, particularly in terms of leave provided for me to be with my family. 

 

The end of 2001 was also when I took my first tentative steps towards doing what I do now. A 

few very kind schools gave me the opportunity to be a part of their end of year celebrations and 

one of these was Chisholm Catholic Primary in Bligh Park, on the northwest fringes of Sydney. 

 

I’d been employed to lead the singing at the school’s end of year Mass and came a few days 

before to work with the children and practice the songs. When I arrived at the school I checked in 

to the office and waited in the foyer to meet Michelle Yager, the school’s Religious Education 

Co-ordinator. Chisholm is a fairly young school but it has a great foyer, where you can spend five 

minutes soaking up the history and culture of the place. It has newspaper clippings on display, 

photo albums from past years, awards on display and a sacred space. 

 

Expecting to go and set up, Michelle instead suggested we go and have a chat with Ian Jordan, the 

founding principal of the school. This was no brief introduction. I was deeply impressed as Ian 

proceeded to fill me in on the history of the school and its unique culture. He apparently gave this 

sort of time to all visitors to the school who were going to spend time working with the children. 

The fifteen minute chat not only created an even better context for the day working with the 

children, but more importantly for the end of year celebration that was to come. 

 

I briefly experienced the “busy-ness” of the principal when I acted in the role for a term in 1998. 

Some principals have the gift for using their time wisely and being involved in the day to day 

learning, and importantly in the religious dimension of school life. I’ve been at one or two 

schools where I’ve not laid eyes on the principal for the whole day, and one of these was on a 

school’s Feast Day and another was for a whole day of Holy Week reflections. In one or two 

places we’ve had to adjust the timetable because the two-hour literacy block has, ironically, 

become “sacred”. I sometimes joke that if Jesus turned up to some schools at 9:30 in the morning, 

they’d serve him coffee until 11:00, so as not to disturb “the block”.  

 

On the day of the end of year Mass, as I was setting up, there was Ian on the playground leading 

the kids in tidying up. As well as gently giving orders, there he was bending down, picking up 

papers and carrying around the bin. And there was a warmth and a generosity in response from 

the children that was a tribute to Ian’s servant leadership.  

 


