
Words of Remembrance of Sister Marguerite 

Our beloved Sister Mary Marguerite Chapman of St.Joseph , better known by her family as Marie 

Clare Chapman, was born on the 21st December 1922 the second child of Christopher Chapman and 

Margaret Caddy. She had an older sister, Patricia, then a sister, Kath and brother Michael were born 

after her. 

Marie went to St.Joseph’s Primary & Secondary school at Merewether and completed her L.C. and 

Commercial Certificates with High Distinction.  Marie entered the Srs. of St.Joseph Lochinvar on the 

22/4/1942 and was professed on the 3/1/1945.   

Marie taught in Secondary school at Taree before becoming a Primary Principal at Port Macquarie 

from 1949 to 1956.  That is where Marg first came into my life when I went to Port Macquarie as a 

small child to the boarding School in 1950.  

There followed appointments as Principal to Shortland, in the first Community there, Kurri Kurri, 

Lochinvar and Merewether (the Junction).  In May, 1967 she was elected to the Congregational 

Council as 3rd Councillor and continued her role as Principal. In May 1973, Marguerite returned to 

Lochinvar to take up the role of Vicaress until 1978.   

During this time, some of the most difficult decisions re change following Vatican Council 11 had to 

be presented to the Sisters.  Along with the then leader, Mother Cletus & other Sisters on the team, 

Marguerite handled these changes in Faith & with understanding of the Spirit of Vatican 11, with 

calmness, diplomacy & delicacy & with sensitivity to each Sister in the Congregation. 

Following her time in Leadership, Marg began to prepare for a new ministry. She studied Theology, 

Scripture & Spiritual Direction in Australia & in USA at Gonzaga University in Spokane.(1978)  On her 

return to Australia, Marguerite was invited by the Mercy Sisters to live at their Convent at Toronto & 

share with Heather McClymont R.S.M. the work of the Centre of Spiritual & Pastoral Care based on 

the needs of individual & of small groups. 

In 1981 the Lochinvar Josephites opened “Anawin” on the shores of Lake Macquarie at Wangi 

Wangi. Marguerite was well suited for the role of Co-ordinator & Spiritual Director of the Centre. I’m 

sure that there in that special place she made a difference to people and touched many lives. 

From 1990 Marguerite was able to go to Merewether where she lived & cared for her mother for 

four years. From 1995 to 2003 she was engaged in pastoral work & visitation within Kilaben Bay 

Parish. From there, she moved to Windale & then in March 2005 moved to Southern Cross Tenison 

Apartments at Swansea & thence to Southern Cross Apartments at Caves Beach. 

When we want to talk about who someone is we can simply write a list of names and places where 

the person lived, positions held, achievements, etc.  But who or what was the real Marguerite – 

What was it that endeared Marguerite firstly to you her beloved family,  us her Sisters in Religious,  

her friends and all those who crossed her path and whose  lives she touched? 

 Recently I was in Port Macquarie, and I went for a walk along the Breakwall a place I have known 

and loved since I was a small child. Over the years, there seems to be an unofficial tradition to paint 

or sign names on the rocks that make up this wall. As I walked along I was drawn to one particular 

large rock.  Someone had gone to a lot of trouble to Paint a picture that my eyes kept been drawn 

to.  It was a LIGHTHOUSE painted with a red and yellow with black background standing against the 

river. That in its self was interesting but it was what was written on it had appealed to me:   

“Maybe you’re the lighthouse in someone’s storm”. 



As I looked at the painting I thought of Marguerite and I realised that is just what Marg has been to 

so many of us throughout her life.  

That is also where Margaret’s Parents took us boarders for a walk when they were in town visiting 

Marguerite.  On last Sunday, after hearing about Marg’s death, I rang a friend who was at Boarding 

school with me in Port. I told her about Marg’s death and she remembered Marg with great 

affection. She went on to say “I have never forgotten Marguerite in what were very difficult times 

but I also have never forgotten her parents who were so kind to us boarders and always bought each 

of us an ice cream to enjoy as we walked along.”   Except me who didn’t eat ice cream but they 

didn’t leave me out. I was given a packet of columbine sweets. I always called them “Chapman 

Lollies.” 

Marguerite always seemed to have a simplicity about her – a simplicity that I somehow think Jesus 

may have meant when He said: “Unless you become as little children, you shall not enter the 

Kingdom of Heaven.”   

On talking to children at a school in Port Macquarie a couple of years ago, I was asked about a 

teacher who made a difference to me. I spoke about Marguerite.  I said: Marguerite taught us well 

and we knew she believed school should be happy places. She also played with us when she had the 

chance. With Marg, you always knew you would be taken seriously when that was needed. She knew 

how to laugh with us and I always knew she was the one to whom I could entrust a secret.  As a child 

she gave me a sense that to at least her I was important and worth being listened to. 

All these aspects of her life carried on to my adult life with Marg.  She had a great sense of inner 

freedom  herself and helped free-up many of our sisters and no doubt many people who came 

across her path.  Marguerite always had a great sense of social justice & was prepared to speak 

against injustice.  She had a deep prayer life as her work at “Anawim” and elsewhere. 

One Sister spoke of her as “the human face of the Congregation”.  She was an encourager and 

enabler.  She encouraged individuals to be their best selves. 

I recently saw a quote from an American playwright which said:  “The highest Tribute to the Dead is 

not Grief but Gratitude.”     Thornton Wilder 1897 – 1975 American Playwright 

Thank you Marguerite for all you have been to each one of us here today and all those unable to be 

here. 

I would like to leave the last words to Henri Nouwen who wrote: 

The Friend Who Cares. 

When we honestly ask ourselves which persons in our lives mean the most to us, 

We often find that it is those who instead of giving much advice, solutions or cures, 

Have chosen rather to share our pain and touch our wound  

With a gentle and tender hand. 

The friend who can be silent with us in a moment of despair or confusion, 

Who can stay with us in an hour of grief and bereavement, 

Who can tolerate not-knowing, not-curing, not -healing and face with us 

The reality of our powerlessness. 

That is a friend who cares. 

Henri Nouwen 


