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Chapter  34    The Bad Girls Club 

 

 

18 September 1989 

 

Alice Perry MP        

Member for Holder 

 

Dear Mrs Perry 

 

I am writing to let you know why you will not be getting my vote or my husband’s vote, or 

the vote of more than 400 members of our church congregation in the next election. 

I refer to your letter to us dated 8 September 1989 in reference to payments of Medicare 

benefits for abortions. Mrs Perry, most people in S.A. are rightly opposed to abortion for a start, 

let alone using their money for “terminating pregnancies”. Mrs Perry, over 95% of abortions 

performed in S.A. are performed for the sole purpose of birth control! I challenge you Mrs Perry 

to attend some of the thousands of abortions which are carried out in this state each year. 

You will see, Mrs Perry, that these are not merely terminations of a pregnancy, but the 

killing of a tiny little baby! Mrs Perry, we need to protect human life and we need to reverse laws 

that allow the legal taking of innocent lives. 

People are crying out to adopt babies in Australia and we are allowing them to be killed by 

the thousands! 

These would-be mothers suffer needless pain, anxiety and emotional upheaval – they are not 

told the whole truth, and therefore don’t realise that abortion is not the clean clinical experience 

that the medical profession and our government-appointed so-called “counsellors”, make it out 

to be. It is killing a child. Facts show that most women experience deep regret and guilt which 
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leads to severe psychiatric problems...no wonder…their conscience will not excuse the taking of 

a life, and neither should it. 

Do you want the blood of these innocents on your hands Mrs Perry? Do you realise that you 

are being called to account by your community members to answer on this issue. Stop the 

slaughter Mrs Perry, do something about this issue. 

You Mrs Perry are responsible to the people of your electorate and to yourself for your 

conscience sake to do something about this horrific crime against humanity that we allow here in 

this state. We give it our approval by having to finance it, albeit against our will! 

I think your pathetic attempt to pass the buck, by giving us some weak line about an un-

named private member’s intention to sometime in the future introduce a bill into Parliament to 

debate the issue of Medicare funding of abortions, shows your complete lack of concern and 

knowledge about the real issue. 

I believe that this is fast becoming the issue of the day, I would like to hear your speedy 

reply. 

 

Mr and Mrs B 

 

 

Alice Perry MP 

Member for Holder 

 

Dear Mr and Mrs B 

 

Thank you for your letter of 18 September. 

I’m afraid that you don’t seem to understand what the current situation is with the Bill to 

withdraw the Medicare rebate for abortion. In my letter to you I was not “passing the buck” with 

“a weak line about an un-named private member’s intention to sometime in the future introduce 

a bill into the Parliament”. 

The fact is – and I made this clear in the letter – that the Liberal Member for Macquarie in 

NSW had already introduced the Bill. I thought that was why you were writing. 
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In accordance with usual Parliamentary procedure, it is necessary for the Member for 

Macquarie to negotiate with an all-party selection committee to have the Bill debated and voted 

on. At the time of my writing to you, he had not done that. If you want to bring the Bill on for 

debate I suggest that you and your 400 fellow church members contact him and ask him why he 

hasn’t followed through. 

Perhaps you could also ask whoever composed the letter that you all signed, to explain to 

you more clearly what the legislative situation actually is. 

 

Yours sincerely 

Alice Perry 

 

 

Alice handed her draft reply to Joan. ‘Did you read this letter from the Christian group?’  

‘Yes. There are a few more like it.’ 

Alice leaned on the counter. ‘It’s interesting, isn’t it, that they often invite me to watch an 

abortion being performed so that I’ll know what it involves. And they painstakingly explain to 

me the grief and guilt and psychological damage supposedly experienced by the mothers. Do you 

think it ever occurs to them that I may have had an abortion myself?’ 

Joan tut-tutted. ‘Good heavens no! They would never imagine that a nice married lady like 

you would’ve had an abortion.’ 

 

A couple of hours later, as Alice was lunching on left-over Hungarian goulash, Joan came 

into the kitchen. ‘More has come in on abortion,’ she said. 

‘Terrific.’  

‘You might want to finish your lunch before you read it.’ 

‘Graphic, is it?’ 

The pamphlet was from an organization called WEBA which stood for Women Exploited by 

Abortion. ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Alice asked. ‘People are exploited by other people 

not by a medical procedure. So, what do they say?’ 

Joan said, ‘The leaflet includes some “True Stories”.’ 

‘I bet it does.’ Alice took it and read aloud: 
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The doctor said “a little fluid out and some fluid injected, severe cramps then the fetus is 

expelled.” That isn’t what it was. I felt my little girl thrash around for an hour and a half 

until she died a slow death. I had hard labor for over 12 hours and delivered my 

daughter myself. She was beautiful …but dead at 5 ½ months. 

Alice shook her head. ‘If that was this woman’s experience, she wasn’t having a legal 

professional abortion. That’s the kind of experience we are endeavouring to avoid!’ 

She continued reading: 

Abortion is not and never will be an acceptable solution to the pregnancy problem. 

Abortion as a solution has been ‘sold’ to us as a SOCIAL CONVENIENCE for “other” 

people’s benefit.”  

She frowned. ‘Who are these other people?’ 

We ask parents of teenage girls not to fear an unexpected pregnancy, but rather to 

emphasize to teenagers that 9 months out of their life is not the end of the world and that 

adoption is a real alternative.’  

‘Ah, yes. Now we’re getting to the real motive behind all this.’  

You do not have to be a Christian or become one in order to share with us. 

‘And that’s really let the cat out of the bag!’ Alice smiled bitterly. ‘Well, they may call 

themselves ‘WEBA AUSTRALIA’, but I’m sure that this pamphlet originated in the US. Look at 

some of these spellings and turns of phrase.’ 

 

Later that week Alice happened to attend a meeting of a local branch of the Relinquishing 

Mothers Association. She’d been invited several times before, but had never been free to accept. 

At the meeting in a Plympton community centre was a group of a dozen women of her own 

age or older, who had all given up their new-born babies for adoption in the 1950s, 60s or 70s.  

What they had in common was that they were young and unmarried at the time and were told by 

their families, the medical profession and social services authorities that they had no choice but 

to give up their baby because they were not fit, morally or materially, to raise a child. It was 
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much better for the child, they were told, that he or she be legally adopted, go to a ‘good home’ 

and be brought up properly without the stigma of illegitimacy.  

Some of them had seen their baby after the birth, but not been able to touch it. Others had 

not even seen the baby. An articulate woman called Bev, who’d had her baby son taken in 1968, 

told Alice that a nurse had held a pillow over her head as the baby emerged. It was much better, 

she was told, that she not see him; that way she wouldn’t feel so bad about giving him up.  

Another woman, Dianne, said that she’d been so heavily drugged during her labour that she 

was barely aware that the baby had been born. By the time she was fully conscious it had been 

spirited away. The hospital staff wouldn’t tell her its sex, but later one of the nurses told her in 

confidence that it was a girl. She then spent a week in a large maternity ward with other mothers 

and their babies. 

She said to Alice, ‘The sad thing was that I spent most of my pregnancy thinking up names 

for the baby – boys’ names and girls’ names. I knew that it wouldn’t be me who named the baby, 

but I couldn’t stop myself from doing it. Anyway, I would have called her Madeleine. I still think 

of her as Madeleine.’ 

A woman called Jenny told Alice that she was still at school when she became pregnant by 

her boyfriend who lived in the same street. To minimise the scandal and embarrassment her 

parents shut her inside the house for six months until the birth. She wasn’t allowed to venture out 

even into the back yard in case a neighbour saw her shameful state. After the baby girl was born 

and removed her entire family moved to Melbourne where no-body knew them. Years later 

Jenny moved back to Adelaide and married her daughter’s father. They had two more children. 

‘But we still think about the little girl who was taken from us. She had her twenty-sixth 

birthday last week. I’ve never got over it, and I never will. That’s why I’m here.’ 

Over coffee and cake Bev, the one who’d had the pillow held over her face, talked 

animatedly with Alice about her childhood. ‘I came from the kind of family they now call 

“dysfunctional” –  you know, alcoholic father, battered mother, older brother going the same 

way as Dad. So I was scared and mixed up. At the age of thirteen I ended up in the Good 

Shepherd home’ – she inclined her head – ‘down the road here.’ 

Alice was taken aback. ‘You were in the Good Shepherd home? On Marion Road?’ 

‘Yep.’ Bev pursed her lips and put on a posh accent. ‘The Good Shepherd Home for 

Wayward Girls.’ She raised her eyebrows inquisitively. ‘You weren’t in there too, were you?’ 
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Alice smiled. ‘No. But I lived very near the home and found it most intriguing. When I 

walked past I’d peer through the iron gate, but I couldn’t see much. Just the roof of the big house 

– and the pine trees.’ She paused, and then asked, ‘Did you work in the laundry?’ 

Bev nodded. ‘How did you know there was a laundry?’ 

‘Because my mother used to take things there – things that were hard to wash and iron, like 

linen tablecloths and curtains, and they’d always come back looking perfect – smooth and 

shining, with all the stains gone…’ 

‘Thanks to Reckitt’s Blue,’ Bev said. 

Alice laughed. ‘Oh, yes! I’d forgotten Reckitt’s Blue.’ She was silent for a few seconds, and 

then asked, ‘Did you get paid for that work? I wouldn’t feel so bad if I thought the money my 

mother forked out went to you.’ 

Bev shook her head. ‘No wages. We were earning our keep. And the nuns were training us 

to do something they said was useful for society. But it’s never been much use to me.’ She 

smirked. ‘There’s not much call for laundresses these days – hasn’t been for quite a while, in 

fact.’ 

‘Did you get any education there?’ 

‘At first I did. The nuns gave us some lessons – English, geography. But once we turned 

fourteen, the legal school leaving age, there was nothing really. Just Divinity – and the laundry.’ 

‘What were the nuns like?’ 

Bev shrugged. ‘Oh, some bad, some not so bad. A few of the girls there had been transferred 

from the Goodwood Orphanage where they were ritually beaten by the Sisters of Mercy. They 

thought the Good Shepherd was heaven in comparison. But I used to feel sorry for some of the 

nuns. They were slaves too – like us. They had to wash and iron priests’ clothes and bedding 

from all around Adelaide.’ She gave a little laugh. ‘We girls weren’t allowed to touch the priests’ 

things – in case we contaminated them.’  

Alice paused to take that in. ‘So when did you leave there?’ 

‘When I was seventeen I was released for good behaviour – went back home.’ She smiled. 

‘Then I took up with a bad mate of my bad brother’s. Chronic, isn’t it? I got pregnant and he shot 

through.’ She screwed up her mouth. ‘It wasn’t that I didn’t know about contraception. I’d read 

about the pill in one of the magazines that got smuggled into the girls’ home. I actually went to a 

doctor to get a prescription for it. He asked a lot of very personal questions that were none of his 



  Snowflake’s Hope 

 

7 
 

business, but I answered anyway – to keep sweet with him – and then he said he didn’t prescribe 

the pill to single women. Why didn’t he say that in the first place? Dirty old bugger.’ She huffed. 

‘I might’ve been better off with a woman doctor but I couldn’t find one.’ She spread her hands 

and looked around. ‘So here I am. At the Bad Girls Club.’  

Alice asked, ‘So what do you all talk about when you get together?’ 

‘Oh, anything and everything. Hardly ever about the past, about what happened to us. We’re 

tired of talking about that. We don’t even tell sick jokes any more.’ 

Alice grimaced. ‘Tell me a sick joke.’ 

‘Perhaps not. They’re pretty rough.’ 

‘Just one.’ 

‘All right, umm, how can a single pregnant woman ensure that she’ll be allowed to keep her 

baby?’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Take thalidomide.’ She raised her eye-brows. ‘I warned you.’ 

 

As the group broke up, Bev said to Alice, ‘In case you’re wondering – no, I never had 

another child. But I went to business college and got a good job. And I’ve been living with a nice 

bloke for ten years. I’m quite happy, really.’  

Later, in the car park, Alice spoke with Ruth, a psychologist who came to all the meetings 

on a voluntary basis. She told Alice that in some hospitals it had been official policy not to let the 

mother see the baby. ‘It was easier for them – for the staff,’ she said. ‘If the mother saw, or 

worse still, held the baby, she was much more likely to kick up a fuss when it was taken away. 

Much more convenient that she not see it at all.’ 

Ruth said she was researching the history and effects of relinquishment. ‘No-one has 

seriously studied it, especially the aftermath – the trauma, the wrecked lives. And the suicides, 

including of the adopted children.’ She shook her head. ‘We’re talking about something like 

150,000 Australian babies taken from their mothers since the 1950s and about 250,000 since the 

1920s. They’re the numbers we’re talking about.’ 

Alice unlocked her car door. ‘And you know, Ruth, I still get letters from Christian anti-

abortion organisations complaining about the shortage of babies available for adoption.’ 
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Ruth smiled bitterly. ‘Well, they’re in cahoots, aren’t they? The anti-abortion lobby and the 

adoption agencies. It’s a nice little business.’ 
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