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Cake tasty if poorly wrapped 

AFTER seven years as the unchallenged 

cheesecake of Parliament House, 

Canberra’s twice-married Labor MP,  

Ros Kelly, mother of three, is bravely facing 

up to the fact that her pin-up status has been 

taken by another. 

Taking pole position in the pulchritude 

stakes is luscious, pouting Alice Perry, 

Labor MP for the South Australian seat of 

Holder, whose neatly rounded 168cm frame 

has been the subject of much masculine 

fantasy among Parliament’s legendary 

lechers. 

Aged about 35 and with blonde ringlets that 

Shirley Temple would have killed for, not to 

mention fluency in umpteen languages, her 

only drawbacks in the nudge-wink stakes are 

the fact that she’s married to a dry-land 

farming expert and that her frocks, though 

expensive, are indescribably dowdy. 

 

  

 Alice was appalled. ‘Pouting! I do not pout!’ She appealed to Warren. ‘I don’t pout, do I?’ 

 ‘Not that I’ve noticed.’ 

 She shook her head incredulously. ‘What a stupid thing to write. And this bit: “her frocks, 

though expensive, are indescribably dowdy”. My “frocks”, if that’s what they want to call them, 

are in classic good taste. What do they want me to wear? A gold lamé mini-dress?’ 

 Warren chuckled. ‘I’d like to see that.’ 

 ‘And why did they have to include all that gratuitous stuff about Ros? I hope she doesn’t 

think I’m behind this piece.’ She examined the article again. ‘And while they seem to know 
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details like my husband’s occupation, no-one bothered to look up the parliamentary hand-book to 

see what year I was born. They’ve got me five years younger than I actually am.’ 

 ‘You should be flattered.’ 

 ‘Not necessarily. Forty has some cachet, Warren, while thirty-five suggests the ingénue’. 

Again she shook her head. ‘Lazy journalism.’ 

 Warren said, ‘Considering that the article is all about your appearance, I’m surprised they 

didn’t include your photo. Instead, on the same page, there are photos of Thomas Keneally and 

Princess Michael of Kent.’ 

 ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I’m honoured to be mentioned on the same page as Tom Keneally.’ She 

didn’t divulge that he was on her list of Top Ten Men.  

 The next day, on the phone, Barbara Sage MLC said to Alice, ‘You shouldn’t really 

complain. Any positive publicity is good when you’re in a marginal seat.’ 

 ‘But they wouldn’t do it to a man, would they? Nobody cares what the men look like.’ 

 Barbara mused. ‘Oh, I don’t know… perhaps there’s some nice looking bloke in a marginal 

seat who could benefit from similar publicity. You could help him along by having a word in 

some woman journo’s ear.’ 

 ‘Mmm, well, I can think of one – the Member for Bendigo. He’s very dishy – and bright. 

One of the Brainy Bs. We wouldn’t want to lose him.’ 

 ‘So, do him a favour.’  

 ‘No, better not. It could backfire. He might end up in the dog-house at home. And so might 

I.’ 

 ‘In the same doghouse? Mmm, that could be interesting.’ 

 ‘He’s five years younger than me, Barbara.’ 

 ‘Aha! So you’ve looked him up in the parliamentary handbook!’ 

 

Shortly after her arrival in Parliament House Alice was delighted to find that the 

Parliamentary Library was offering to Members and Senators free lessons in a number of foreign 

languages in order that they may better conduct their foreign affairs. She saw it as an opportunity 

to keep up her French and meet like-minded colleagues. 

There were three French classes on offer: Beginners, Intermediate and Advanced. At the 

first session of the Advanced group Alice found herself in a class of just three, seated at a 
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wooden desk between the Deputy Leader of the Opposition and the Shadow Spokesman for 

Veterans’ Affairs. 

After the first session, when the other two had left, the teacher, a French woman who 

lectured at the Australian National University, took Alice aside. Looking very uncomfortable, 

she said, ‘Madame, I sink we ‘ave un petit problème.’ 

‘Yes, I think we do.’ 

‘Your two collègues should really be in ze Intermediate class, n’est-ce pas?’ 

Or even the Beginners, Alice thought. ‘Yes,’ she said. 

‘But,’ the teacher said, ‘zey are very important gentlemen. I do not sink I can tell zem zey 

should be in a lower class.’ 

‘No. Might be a bit of a blow to the old egos.’ 

‘So,’ the teacher went on, ‘should we continue wiz zem in zis class?’ 

Alice gave a Gallic shrug. ‘Oui, madame. I think that would be the diplomatic thing to do.’ 

 

On the way back to her office she encountered Minister Joe Doyle whom she’d gotten to 

know at the Melbourne Centre-Left meeting. 

‘Alice,’ he said, ‘I see you’ve made it into The Bulletin already.’ 

She huffed. ‘Well, in a really dumb way. I’d rather be known for my intellectual prowess.’ 

‘Which is undoubted.  Oh, and while we’re on that subject, I’ve been meaning to invite you 

to become a member of the Voltaire Society. We’re meeting after dinner tonight in my office. 

Can you be there?’ 

‘Yes, I’d love to come. I’ve heard so much about it.’ 

 

The reception area was deserted but she could hear voices and laughter coming from the 

Minister’s office. She stuck her head around the door and Joe stood up from behind his desk. 

‘Alice, welcome. What’ll you have? Red? White?’ 

‘White, thanks.’ She sat in a vacant space on the couch while he went to the fridge.  

‘My favourite white drop,’ he said, pouring her a glass. ‘Houghton’s White Burgundy.’ 

Alice looked around. This was the first time she’d set foot in any Minister’s office and while 

it was a lot bigger than a back-bench office, with a couple of ante-rooms, it was still poky. There 

were eight or so people crammed in the space, including another minister and her favourite ex-
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minister, Doug Mannering. On Doyle’s desk and on the coffee table were half-full glasses of 

wine and cans of beer. 

Alice turned to the man sitting next to her. ‘Hello, Trevor. I didn’t know you were a member 

of the Voltaire Society. 

‘This is my first meeting,’ Trevor Norman said. ‘Joe just invited me today. But I dunno what 

it’s bloody about, mate. What’s this Voltaire anyway? Is it a country or something?’ 

She was about to explain when another member, an irrepressible card named Lowe, called 

out. ‘Hey, Joe, have you got a copy of that All Purpose Conference Resolution? Dave hasn’t seen 

it.’ 

One of Doyle’s staff members removed a folder from the shelf beside him and pulled out a 

dog-eared sheet of paper. He passed it to Lowe. 

‘Yeah, this is it. Listen to this.’ Lowe cleared his throat and read from the sheet in a mock-

serious voice: 

 

‘To enhance the viability and thrust of integrated social, political and cultural modes, Labor 

will undertake where appropriate to: 

1. Resource to the maximum extent feasible, having regard to the needs of the broader 

sections of the community, all policies and programs which possess attributes which 

encourage diversity and equality irrespective of race, ethnicity, gender, gender 

preference, creed, age, disability or socio-economic origin. 

2. Progress the advent and closely monitor the development and evaluation of necessary 

processes and procedures by which innovative linkages between multi- and bi-lingual 

consumer recipients are contributed to, bearing in mind the desirability of securing 

comprehensive and meaningful opportunities for all Australians. Moreover…’ 

 

‘Stop!’someone cried, amid concerted groaning. 

‘But I haven’t finished yet…’ Lowe gave up and folded the paper. ‘They love it in the 

branches. Would you believe it was put up at our State Conference and some piss-ant actually 

moved an amendment and brought on a half-hour debate.’ 

There were guffaws of laughter. 
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Trevor nudged Alice in the side. ‘Are we supposed to vote on this? ‘Cause it sounds like 

bullshit to me.’ 

They were joined by a tall, dishevelled man whom Alice knew only by name, sight and 

reputation. Without ceremony the newcomer, whose name was Larry McGregor, went straight to 

the fridge and helped himself to a Swan Lager. ‘I’m late,’ he said, ‘because I’ve been dictating a 

letter to the president of one of my party branches back home.’ He gave a fascist salute with his 

free arm. ‘El Presidente…or rather La Presidente.’ 

‘What’s she done now?’ Lowe asked. 

‘She’s objected to an article I wrote in the branch newsletter – about this year’s Labor 

National Women’s Conference.’ 

‘You went to it?’ Alice asked as he sat on a nearby chair. 

He turned on her. ‘No, I didn’t go to it. I wanted to, but people with a penis weren’t allowed 

in. How’s that for discrimination?’ He jabbed a finger at her. ‘Do you know what was high on 

the agenda at this year’s conference? Well, I’ll tell you. Tax avoidance.’ He looked around the 

room. ‘Very commendable, you might think. But which group of tax avoiders did they target in 

this worthy campaign?’ He honed in on Alice again and she shrugged. ‘Prostitutes!’ he cried. 

‘Did you know that prostitutes aren’t paying their fair share of tax? And that this outrages the 

sisterhood? Never mind about the wheeling, dealing, negatively-geared bottom-of-the-harbour 

sleazebags who patronise the prostitutes. Oh no, let’s sink the boot into the working girl.’ 

Alice said, ‘I don’t see why the women in your branches would object to you saying that.’ 

‘They objected to a term I used to describe the women at the conference.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Hairy-legged Stalinists.’ 

Alice threw her head back. ‘Oh, Larry! Why did you have to spoil a good argument by 

saying that? What have their legs got to do with it?’ 

He jabbed the finger at her again. ‘Everything. They’ve got everything to do with it.’ 

Alice acquiesced and stood up to refill her glass from the bottle on the desk. Trevor watched 

her as she walked back to the couch, sat down next to him and crossed her legs. ‘What are you 

smirking at, Trevor?’ she said. 

Trevor raised innocent hands. ‘Nothin’, mate. Nothin’ at all.’ 

Doyle said, ‘Larry, do the prostitutes in your electorate vote for you?’ 
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‘Vote for me? They hand out my how-to-vote cards.’ 

 

At eleven o’clock the bells signalled the parliamentary adjournment and one by one the 

members drifted off until Alice, Trevor and Doyle were the only ones left. Trevor stood up and 

threw his empty cans into the waste-paper basket. ‘Thanks for inviting me, Joe. I had a good 

time.’ 

Doyle remained seated. ‘You know, Trevor,’ he said, ‘because of your background, you are 

eligible to join Labor Farmers. They are a sub-set of the Voltaire Society. Labor Farmers believe 

in deregulation, free trade, agricultural entrepreneurism and getting government off the farmer’s 

back – as distinct from other farmers, conservative farmers, who believe in regulation, tariffs, 

interstate trade barriers, being subsidised for clearing land, being compensated for not clearing 

land and being bailed out by other taxpayers when they default on their loans.’ 

‘I got ya,’ Trevor laughed. 

Doyle held up his glass with its few remaining drops of red wine and looked through it to the 

rosy aura beyond. ‘Through reason to light,’ he said, then looked at his confrère. ‘Through 

reason to light. Don’t ever forget that, Trevor.’ 
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