
To Diane Roche: for the JPIC book 

My remembrance of RSCJ in JPIC work from 1962 on: 

1) Rita Egan: In the 1980s when I met her, she was suffering from 

arthritis. Her hands looked badly deformed. I heard her reputation as a zealous 

worker for causes of justice, but I did not know her well. 

In 2005, I re-settled in Halifax. One day I answered the door bell. A man 

in his late 40s or early 50s came in asking for Rita Egan. I told him that Rita had 

passed away and we talked. He told me that he was illiterate and Rita taught 

him to read and write. After that, he was able to find a good job and raise a 

family. He had often thought of Rita, but was unable to come till that day. He 

really wanted to express his gratitude and I assured him that Rita knew. 

2) Helen Ralston: One day, I joined a Kairos group in Halifax for a

demonstration for some cause of justice. Another group standing next to ours

were singing. Although I didn't know the words, I knew the tune 'Frere

Jacques, Frere Jacques, dormez-vous ... ' so when someone handed me a song

sheet, I was able to join in. After that, a woman recruited me to join her group

- the Raging Grannies. I did. Little did I know that Helen Ralston was an active

member of the same group. They even showed me photos of her dressed in

multi-coloured skirt and jacket. She was wearing a hat with a wide brim on which

sat a number of flowers. I was then reminded of the zeal with which she spoke

of various causes of justice. She seemed to be on fire whenever she spoke of

the lack of justice. The Raging grannies keep their rage under control, only

expressing it in their grand-motherly way joining persistence without losing any

joie de vie.

3) Joan Kirby: I was in the same class with Joan for two years (1950-52) at

Kenwood under Mother Elizabeth Cavanagh. In the 1980s, I had frequent

opportunities to go to NYC and each time, I asked for hospitality at 49th St. I

had heard about the tenement house in which Joan, Judy Garson, Movie Coakley,

Liz Fisher and Chris Weber lived and I wanted to experience living there.

I must say I was quite shocked the first time I went there. They ate in 

the living room with plates on their laps. Mass was said with the priest using the 

coffee table as altar. The tiny washroom on the ground floor was padlocked and 

one had to take the key with her in order to use it. The second floor had 






