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Year 2019 and former student at Danebank Anglican School for Girls 

 

 

Good evening to you all and thank you for coming along,  

 

As Young Citizen of the Year, I am humbled to be speaking here tonight and sharing in 

the opening of an exhibition which resonates with many of us. Particularly, those of us 

who have grown up in this wonderful area. It wasn’t very long ago that I was making 

memories at my school, Danebank – just a few streets down from where we are right 

now.  

  

As I’ve entered the next chapter of my journey only this year, I look back at high school 

with a certain fondness that is irreplaceable. It’s easy to get lost in the chaos of a 

university campus with tens of thousands of other students, whereas school was a place 

of familiarity where it was rare to feel lost. Over the next couple of months, this well-

curated exhibition provides us with the opportunity to relive the memories which have 

shaped our lives so dearly. For some of us, these years may have been long ago, while 

for others the experiences of school remain vividly implanted in the front of our minds.  

 

Perhaps one of my favourite memories is the excitement I associated with ordering 

lunch from the canteen. It was a rare moment where I could try something different to 

my parent’s home packed lunches – which I have come to miss now that I’m having to 

make my own for uni everyday. In retrospect, it seems such a mundane task. Nothing 

too special. But it has stuck with me since. The awe that young-me felt as she waited 

for her order on the brown paper bag to magically turn into a warm meal – is a feeling 

that is hard to recreate.  

 

For me, school meant many things that cannot easily be summed up. It was a safe 

space to learn and grow, yet it challenged me to push boundaries and step out of my 

comfort zone. It was the environment in which I developed my values and broadened 

my knowledge, but still made mischief and the closest of friends. And what’s more, I 

was fortunate enough to go to a school which promoted diversity and encouraged
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inclusivity. Something that is really important to me as I continue to contribute to my 

local and wider community.  

 

Although the eras of compulsory milk-drinking and 10c canteen treats are long over, 

there seems to be a commonality in my memories of school when I place them 

alongside my parents’. Irrespective of the generational gaps, school provides a sense of 

familiarity and comfort for many of us. When writing this speech, I asked mum and dad 

what kinds of memories came to mind initially when thinking about their schooling. 

Mum immediately mentioned the lamingtons at the tuckshop, while dad admitted he 

used his pocket money to buy his favourite custard tart on the way to school now and 

then. Now, it could be merely a coincidence that our favourite memories surrounded 

food, my family’s one great love, but I think it’s deeper than that. I think it’s the marvel 

of new childhood experiences different to our own at home that we revel in. School 

wasn’t only a mix of diverse students and staff, it was a cultural hub where people came 

together and blended harmoniously. Whether it was multicultural foods, or outfits on 

mufti days or sharing your culture with others during show and tell. There is an 

untinged innocence at such a young age where we accept each other as we are. 

Without external influences or prejudices influencing us. And while I have grown, the 

friends I made in the playground continue to play important roles in my life. This is the 

beauty of childhood.  

 

School, however, is also about the teachers we come across. By year 12, many of my 

teachers were not just mentors. But friends. I remember my Kindegarten teacher to this 

day. She was a warm woman probably in her 60s with the humour and energy to keep 

up with a class full of 6 year olds. She would always give me extra spelling words 

whenever my eagerness to learn overtook me and she always showed a genuine 

interest in my Macedonian heritage – asking me how to say words here and there. But 

what I cherish the most looking back was her ability to discipline us with a firmness that 

was filled with patience and care. I recently ran into her – and surprisingly enough she 

remembered me. We seemed to have made an impact on each other in similar ways – 

her eyes welled with tears as I filled her in on where I had gotten to during my 

adolescence.  

 

Even in the face of hardship, friendship troubles, or for me most recently – the dreaded 

HSC – it is not these experiences that I remember when I first think of my time at 

school. In comparison to university, the once laborious one thousand word essays don’t 

seem so hard. I do reflect on, however, the sense of excitement I felt when walking into  
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my first day of school each year with my crisp, new pencil case in hand. I do reflect on 

the giggles which would fill the classroom whenever thunder rumbled outside – as we 

eagerly anticipated indoor lunch (which always meant our home-packed lunches were 

put to the side in favour of games). I do reflect on the hair-raising, and slightly thrilling, 

high school science lessons where experiments would go wrong – leaving 25 amused 

teenagers and 1 frazzled teacher. The positive, albeit sometimes funny, memories vastly 

outweigh my recollection of the negative ones.  

 

I guess in some ways this is deeply rooted in notions of nostalgia – a yearning for the 

past. A yearning for simpler times. In the hurried, fast-paced lifestyles we live in this 

modern era, it’s easy to look back on photos from school days with a certain desire to 

be back in the playground playing a game of tag or, more realistically for me, getting 

stuck into a book in the tranquil library (or taking a nap after pulling an all-nighter in 

year 12). Even though I am yet to feel the brunt of full time work, taxes and a caffeine 

addiction, I still feel that strong, enduring connection to my old school. The way 

someone might feel when returning to their childhood home. I imagine it will be a 

bond that continues well into old age. With the rise of new buildings, rituals and faces, 

Danebank, my second home, will be completely different to what I experienced in my 

15 years there.  

 

But its essence will never change. This seems to be at the core of the exhibition we are 

opening tonight. The stories and objects on display are symbolic of more than meets 

the eye. They are representative of multifaceted and complex experiences of the 

diversity of students who have walked the halls of Georges River schools. Often people 

will say it is important not to get caught up in the past, but school is such a formative 

part of our lives. It would be a disservice to ourselves to merely ‘leave it behind’ or 

‘forget about it’.  

 

Stephani Sekulovska, 19 July 2019 

 

 


