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Adjournment 

 

Mrs PERRY (Holder) – I was not going to talk about football tonight but so many of my 

colleagues have spoken about their local teams this week that I would feel remiss if I did not 

mention that my local Aussie Rules team, Glenelg, will be playing Norwood in the South 

Australian National Football League preliminary final on Sunday and I feel that I should 

wish them all the best for that match.  

 

I really want to refer to the speech made in this House last night by the honourable member 

for Braddon who spoke on the subject of poverty in Australia. The honourable member 

blamed poverty on this Government, the late Mr Justice Murphy, the Family Law Act, radical 

feminism, humanists and working mothers. He said in his speech that this Government has 

created 700,000 poor people. I do not know exactly where he got that figure but the 700,000 

that sticks in my mind is the 700,000 jobs this Government has created. I understand that, by 

this time, almost one million jobs have been created since this Government came to power. 

This represents 700,000 new incomes, and there is no better thing that we can give to these 

needy families than extra income. But when it comes to families, many members of the 

Opposition do not deal in concrete matters like dollars and cents. They are more concerned 

with abstract notions of family values, by which, of course, they mean their own values. 

 

Justice Murphy and others behind the Family Law Act did not, as the honourable member 

claims, trivialise or create easy options. The Family Law Act dragged the whole matter of 

family and divorce law out of the Victorian era and gave it a civilised, realistic and just form. 
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Is the honourable member for Braddon advocating that we should return to the bad old days 

of culpability, with sordid trumped-up adultery charges or years of legal separation? 

 

The honourable member has also talked about parental responsibility. Has it ever occurred 

to him that perhaps the responsible thing might be for the woman to take her children and 

leave the marriage? That woman may then have to get a job to support her children and, if 

she gets a job, she will need child care facilities. Is the honourable member suggesting that 

she go on to the supporting parents benefit at the tax-payers’ expense? 

 

The honourable member for Braddon also referred to radical feminism. I must confess that I 

am never quite sure what radical feminism is as distinct from non-radical feminism. Perhaps 

the honourable member for Braddon can explain that to me one day.  

 

Feminists do not encourage women to leave their husbands. They say to women, ‘You do not 

have to stay in an intolerable marriage situation if you do not want to. You can get out and, if 

you choose to get out, we will see to it that the law doesn’t stand in your way and that 

reasonable support systems exist so that you and your children can live decently’. If we are to 

talk about poverty in Australia and what this Government is doing about it, let us not resort 

to conservative clichés about family life and working mothers. Let us talk about the million 

new jobs and the million new incomes which this government has given to Australian families 

and about the family assistance package which provides real material support for a million 

Australian children. 

 

Twenty minutes later, as she headed towards the House of Representatives exit, looking 

forward to her treasured Wednesday evening in the flat with fish and chips and a book, she 

bumped into a fellow South Australian Labor MP.  

‘Alice,’ he said, ‘I heard you speak on the Adjournment.’ 

‘Yeah? What did you think?’ 

He looked at her pityingly. ‘You know, don’t you, that Glenelg hasn’t got a snowflake’s 

hope in hell of winning the preliminary final on Sunday.’ 

‘Well, you would say that, Gordon, because you barrack for Norwood.’  Then she hung 

her head in shame. ‘But, you know, the shocking thing is that I don’t actually barrack for 

Glenelg. I’m a life-time supporter of South Adelaide, as my father is. I couldn’t give a stuff 

who wins on Sunday. But we have to wallow in all this populist bullshit, don’t we?’ 
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As she entered her office the next morning the phone was ringing. It was Joan back in the 

electoral office. ‘I have to get back to the Ascot Park Bowling Club today,’ she said. ‘Are you 

going to their season opening on Saturday?’ 

Alice sighed. ‘Yeah, I suppose I’d better. I seem to remember it’s a big one isn’t it? 

Ladies’ Day, or something? Tell them my husband will come with me. I think he agreed. 

Poor bugger.’ 

The invitation had said: 

  

The President of the Ascot Park Bowling Club Inc invites Mrs Alice Perry MP and Mr 

Perry to the First Joint Opening of our club ladies’ and men’s sections following 

alterations to our constitution to comply with the Equal Opportunity Act. A “lady” 

will perform the opening ceremony, another first for our club. 

 

Alice laughed when she read it. ‘Why have they got the word “lady” in inverted 

commas? Are they implying that she’s not really a lady? In any case why not “woman”? 

Have you noticed how reluctant some people are to use that word?’ 

 “Well, I was always taught that “lady” is polite. “Woman” was considered rather 

common or disrespectful.’ 

‘Yes, I suppose I always used to say “lady” and still do in some situations, often 

facetiously. But when you’re talking about the Equal Opportunity Act, “woman” is the 

appropriate term, surely.’ 

 

On Monday morning, Joan looked up from the fax machine and asked, ‘How did the 

bowling club function go?’ 

Alice blew out loudly. ‘It was a disaster. I unwittingly committed the worst possible 

offence. God knows how many votes I lost.’ 

Joan frowned. ‘What did you do?’ 

Alice paused. ‘Okay, I’ll tell you. And that’s the last I want to talk about it – ever.’ She 

took a deep breath and said, ‘I walked on the bowling green in high heeled shoes.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘They weren’t stilettos, Joan. They weren’t that sharp at all. But, in any case, how was I 

to know about their precious bloody lawns? Had I ever been within cooee of a bowling club? 



  Snowflake’s Hope 

 

4 
 

How would I have known that you have to wear special flat shoes? Why didn’t someone tell 

me?’ 

‘So you left puncture marks in the green?’ 

‘Yes, Joan. Several. Now I know why bowls ladies always wear those flat white lace-up 

shoes, you know the ones. They match their starched white frock and smart white 

monogrammed hat.’ She opened her office door. ‘You know, there are thousands of bowls 

ladies in my electorate. I see car-loads of them everywhere I go. When the word gets round 

about what I did, my name will be mud around here.’ She dumped her brief-case on the desk. 

‘I know you’re laughing, Joan. Don’t pretend you’re not.’ 

Fifteen minutes later she emerged waving a piece of paper. ‘Could you type this letter, 

Joan? I was delegated by the women in Caucus to write it and I keep forgetting.’ 

 

 

Alice Perry MP 

Member for Holder 

 

 

The Manager, 

Parliament House Catering Service, 

Parliament House 

 

Dear Sir 

 I write on behalf of a number of women parliamentarians in relation to the nature of the 

food provided by your department for consumption by members of parliamentary committees 

and other bodies during the numerous meetings we attend in the committee rooms of 

Parliament House. 

 

Please be assured that we are all appreciative of your efforts, and those of your staff, in 

providing us with important between-meal sustenance on these occasions. Some of us have 

noted, however, that the food is almost always of a heavy and not particularly nourishing 

nature. While I, for one, do appreciate the occasional party pie, sausage roll or lamington, I 

would welcome an alternative choice of snack – a portion of salad sandwich, perhaps, or a 

piece of fruit.   
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You will be gratified to know that I have informally surveyed a number of my male colleagues 

and found that most of them have no problem with the type of fare that you currently provide 

and indeed have provided, it seems, for many decades. But may I suggest that, as the number 

of women in our ranks is happily increasing at each election, a review of your catering policy 

may be timely. 

 

Thank you for your kind consideration of this matter. 

 

Yours sincerely 

 

Alice Perry 

 

 Joan, highly amused, brought in the typed letter for Alice’s signature. ‘Do you think the 

food will improve when you move to the New Parliament House next year?’ 

 Alice sighed. ‘I would hope so. The old House is nice in some ways – all the history and 

so on – but it’s a very masculine environment. You know the sort of thing – Axminster 

carpet, oak panelling, port and cigars, spittoons, waitresses in white pinafores curtsying and 

saying “Yes Senator, very good Senator.”’ 

 ‘I bet they don’t curtsy!’ 

 Alice wagged a finger. ‘Some of them almost do, Joan. I swear.’ 

 

 Later in the morning Joan came in with the diary. ‘A couple of things I need to check 

with you,’ she said. ‘The man from STOMP called. He’d like another meeting with you.’ 

 Alice frowned. ‘Remind me.’ 

 ‘STOMP. Stamp Out Milk in Plastic.’ 

 ‘Oh, yes. God, I’d wiped him from my mind. You know what he’s on about, don’t you? 

According to him, plastic milk bottles pollute the environment – which I’m prepared to 

accept. But they also leach all the nutrients out of the milk, he says. STOMP has irrefutable 

scientific proof of that claim, apparently.’ She groaned. ‘I don’t think I could bear to see him 

again. Has he got ground-breaking new evidence, or what?’ 

 ‘I think he just wants to find out what progress you’ve made.’ 

 ‘Progress? Did you tell him I’ve written, on STOMP’s behalf, to three Ministers – for the 

Environment, Health and Consumer Affairs?  Tell him we’ll contact him when I hear back 

from them.’ 
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 ‘Right. The man from DOME also rang. That’s…’ 

 ‘I know. Don’t Overlook Mature Expertise.’ 

 ‘He was checking that you are free next week for a get-to-know function.’ 

 ‘Am I?’ 

 ‘Yes.’ 

 ‘Then I’d better go. Will the man from VOTE be there?’ 

 ‘Umm…’ 

 ‘Voice Of The Elderly. Don’t tell me you didn’t know that.’ 

 Joan mused. ‘Why are all these groups run by men?’  

 ‘Because, to use a term I learned from John Howard, men are up themselves.’ 
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