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t the beginning of 1968 my family moved to Elizabeth Bay, I was eight years old, and 
my little sister and I attended St Canice’s School. We lived close by on Elizabeth Bay 
Road and each morning we walked up to the school by ourselves. 

 
The first school I attended was Holy family at Lindfield. I am sure that the nuns were very 
nice, but to me they seemed fierce, and disciplinarian and I was afraid of them. St Canice’s 
was different. 
 

A 



It was a very small school. The classrooms were in what is now the JRS building. The nuns 
were friendly and cheerful, always dashing around in their habits, energetic and happy. Our 
morning assembly was held in the annex before we filed out to our little classrooms. 
 
I remember the music teacher in particular as a smiling, caring person. It seemed quite 
modern and with the times to see a nun playing the guitar. 
 
During the school week, some lessons were held in the annex. On one occasion, a nun told 
us about life out west and described how the children in the county would run out and 
dance in the rain when the drought broke. We acted out this scene by dancing joyfully 
around the hall.  Then we lay on the wooden floor and had a little sleep. 
 
One afternoon after school in the church with my sister and a classmate, I decided the 
three of us should light all the candles in the votive candle rack. We had set about lighting 
them when the parish priest loomed up behind us. We turned around in horror at the dark 
figure. He knew I was the instigator of this outrage and told me to meet him outside the 
church in half an hour to receive my punishment. I returned sheepishly, but the priest 
didn’t show up after all and I was off the hook. 
 
The highlight of my year at the school was a week-long trip to Brisbane by coach. It was a 
wonderful trip with a bus-load of children and several nuns to look after us. 
 
We drove up the New England Highway and I saw wheat fields for the first time. I was 
struck by the beauty of the landscape and vegetation and fell in love with the colours and 
smells of our great country. 
 
We stopped at a motel on the first night and I shared a room with a few boys. One of the 
nuns came in to check that all was well. Her wimple was undone, and I was astonished to 
see, for the first and only time, her ears and hair. 
 
We visited a farm, a seminary and stayed in a grand old hotel in Brisbane with an ornate 
wrought iron elevator. We drove back to Sydney down the Pacific Highway through the 
beautiful landscapes of NSW.  It was a seminal journey for me, beginning a lifelong love of 
nature, birds, the sky and the rustle of the breeze through gum trees. 
 
In December, my family moved to Randwick and the following year I went to a new school. 
Later that year my family moved overseas, changing country several times. Over the 
following years I went to many more schools studying different curricula. 
 
As time passed, I entered the workforce, married and returned to Australia. But I never 
forgot my time at the school. I was drawn back to St Canice’s, where my wife and I have 
been parishioners for many years, by the memories I have of the friendly nuns at St 
Canice’s School. These are the happiest memories of my school days. 
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