
  

   

Being raised by the nuns ï now there is a term almost all of us reading this know something about, right?  The other 

people reading this were the raisers so they know about it as well.  Kind of sounds like being raised by wolves but 

that isnôt anywhere close to the way we grew up.  I will tell you a bit about this from my own per-

spective. 

I grew up in a strict Catholic family, attended Catholic school from 

kindergarten through eighth grade and then went to one year of public 

high school.  That last year I refer to is what did me in.  As I look back 

now, I think public school did not allow the structure I received when I 

was in Catholic school and to be quite honest, I needed structure.  I 

also did not have a great life at home so I needed the love and attention 

I received in school and public school did not afford me that love and 

attention. 

 

Sometime during my freshman year in high school I went back to my last 

nun in grade school, Sister Rose Michaeleen, and discussed my situation 

with her, knowing she had been a graduate of a boarding school before 

entering the convent.  She got all the registration information for Saint Jo-

seph Academy and gave it to me and I, in turn, took it home to Mom and 

Dad to see what they thought.  To say the least, they were as thrilled as I 

was that I had an opportunity to leave ñthe nestò and head to Adrian, 

Michigan to live with and be taught by the sisters.  To their credit, this was the best decision 

they could have made for me and my future. 

 

For everything I have accomplished in my life I give glory to the Adrian Dominican Nuns 

from proper manners to acceptable dress to my Catholic faith to so many more things too nu-

merous to mention.  How those Sisters ever handled a bunch of rebellious 

girls is just more than I can fathom.  And, they did it with such ease, or at 

least I thought they did.  Very seldom did you ever see one of our Sisters 

get truly angry, maybe disappointed with us, but not truly angry.  The lack of anger is some-

thing I didnôt learn as well as I wish I would have, but once the anger is over I am able to 

forgive anyone for anything and that is something I did learn. 

 

I have the utmost respect for these Sisters who gave their lives to God and to us so that we 

might be better women.  I pray for them daily and know they are still, after all these years, 

praying for me and that is very comforting.  I shall never, ever, forget my days as an Acad-

emy Girl and shall always remember the women who raised me. 

 

Now ladies, I encourage you to write your stories about attending St. Joseph Academy.  Everyone would love to hear 

them.  I am sure they are all a bit different but they all have the same ending ï pride in being a student of St. Joseph 

Academy.  Happy New Year to all of you. Jane Galliers Surbeck ó66 
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