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I lived in Ingleburn for 16 years but was never very involved in the parish and school 

there. I was on the reading roster briefly but my music ministry just seemed to take me to 

other neighbouring parishes. Ingleburn has a real wealth of musical talent in their 

ministry.  

 

Our daughter Belinda was confirmed in the church there in 1996 and as such took part in 

the parish preparation program. Involved in this was the usual artwork with the 

candidate’s name and coloured in reds, yellows and oranges.  

 

Our Belinda was extremely talented in all creative fields: music, drama, art, poetry. But 

like many creative people her organization left a little bit to be desired as constantly 

evidenced by her bedroom. As a result, she was often forgetting things and leaving them 

behind. 

 

In November 2001, five years after Belinda’s Confirmation and almost two years since 

her death I was working with the children at Holy Family School, helping them with their 

Christmas Concert. Setting up in the church at lunchtime, the parish priest Fr Peter 

Caruana, who I’d met on and off for more than 10 years, came into the church. I wasn’t 

sure if he’d remembered me as we chatted briefly before he headed off for the afternoon. 

 

I found Fr Peter to be quite shy and reserved and even a little difficult to get to know. 

And perhaps I’d underestimated him as a result. A few minutes after he left the church he 

returned, holding a piece of paper in his hand. On it were the words from Isaiah’s 

scripture, “I have called you by name and you are mine” and beneath a beautiful photo of 

Belinda that I had taken back in 1996. It was this artwork that she had made while 

preparing to be Confirmed. It had hung in the church the night of her Confirmation and in 

her rush to head off to Olga’s for a celebratory pizza she’d left it behind.  

 

Fr Peter had kept it over those years and on seeing me and remembering our family story 

came and offered a beautiful keepsake of our daughter. I remember that as he walked 

back in my song by the same name was playing through the sound system. 

 

And what does this have to do with school culture? It says something about how we can 

misunderstand people sometimes and underestimate them and the hidden gifts that may 

lie within them. And that our perceptions of those that we live and work with day in and 

day out can and need to be challenged. 
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