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Switch off the pantry light
by HILDA BERNSTEIN

2. Yes, I was over 40!

A
f t e r  that I settled back to enjoy my age and 
my pregnancy together. I have always been 
very healthy, in pregnancy and out, but I did 
find now, after having my attention drawn 
to  it so often, that it was more o f a burden to carry 

around, more tiring than the others had been. And 
the secret doubts that beset even the most sensible 
•expectant mother as the time draws near—will it be 
perfect? what if something should be wrong?—were 
increased; aren’t more Mongols born to older women?

At the hospital they were meticulously careful about 
weight, blood-pressure and other details. When I put 
on too much weight they were so severe and warned 
me of the possible consequences so grimly, that I 
obediently cut out from my diet all those fattening 
luxuries of which I am so inordinately fond.

The visits to the clinic with the inevitable long periods 
o f  waiting one’s turn that had so annoyed me at first, 
now became something to which I looked forward 
with increasing pleasure. There was no point in being 
self-conscious any more, and the evidence that my first 
doctor had sought for with her nasty, suspicious mind 
•was now irrefutable. I loved watching the other preg
nant women, and although I took a book to read while 
I was waiting, I seldom looked at it. It was much more 
interesting to sit and listen in tp the gossip about 
pregnancies and babies that went on all around me.

Most of them were young and attractive enough to 
carry off the frills on their smocks. Some of them were 
really smart and glamorous. And there were always 
those who used their condition to slide into a kind of 
decline; their hair in an unbrushed, cheap-perm frizz, 
an old dress held together with pins, slopping around 
looking an awful mess; 1 bet they also made their 
husbands get up at midnight to fetch them pickled 
cucumbers or a bar of chocolate.

And the clicking needles. I didn’t knit a thing. In 
fact I didn’t prepare any clothes for this baby at all. 
It’s different with the first. You want everything to be 
beautiful and perfect, and a lot of fun is derived from 
preparing laboriously knitted or embroidered little 
garments, most o f which are not much use. Afterwards 
you learn that tiny knitted matinee jackets are a dead 
loss, and larger ones made of flannel are much more 
useful, if not nearly so pretty. I believed hopefully 
(and fortunately correctly) that my friends who had so 
firmly put their baby-rearing days behind them would 
seek out nighties and prams and cots and baths that 
they no longer needed. Our own had worn out or 
been passed on to others ages ago.

In fact, without any effort or expense on my part, 
this baby had more than enough of everything. I 
ended up with two prams, one that folded into the 
boot of the car, and the other one of those gorgeous 
British jobs with enormous wheels, so comfortable and 
easy to push, although they do remind you of Hyde 
Park and old-fashioned nannies; and dozens of other 
useful things that none of the other babies had had in 
such quantities. But that was in the future. For the 
present I was content to make nothing and have nothing.

T o w a r d s  the end, the hospital demanded weekly 
visits. I became friendly with the little group of 
women who always saw the doctor about the same 
time that I did. As we arrived each week to find one 
of the group missing, we knew that Mrs. X was probably 
upstairs, with her baby outside her at last, and it would 
soon be our turn.

I knew exactly when I had become pregnant, and 
exactly when the baby would arrive. It was due on 
December 9th, and when friends asked when I was 
expecting the baby I was most definite, not vague with 
“ Oh, sometime in December, ” but “ on Sunday, 
December 9th.”

“ Are you still here! ” one o f the nurses exclaimed 
when I handed in my specimen on Thursday. “ I 
thought you’d had your baby ages ago.” “ 1 did,” I 
replied, “ this is the next one. You’ve lost count.” 
But in fact it only felt like two years. It was nine 
months, no more, no less.

“ Well, I’ll see you again next Thursday,” said the 
doctor. “ No you won’t,” I told him, “ I’m coming 
back here on Sunday.”

On Saturday night we went to the pictures with some 
friends, and had dinner out afterwards. I had planned 
having prawns piri-piri for dinner, to test an interesting 
theory I held that this was a new and entirely original 
(at least medically unknown) way of inducing labour. 
But at the last minute we went to the wrong restaurant 
and I had to eat more conventional food. This delayed 
the proceedings by several hours, because Sunday the 
9th came and went, and in the evening 1 was bathing 
with my eldest daughter. “ I’m so disappointed,” I 
told her, “ I was positive the baby was arriving today.” 
My husband had more faith. He was visiting friends 
who said, “ I thought your wife said she was having the 
baby today.” “ Hold on,” he told them. “ What’s 
your hurry? The day’s not over yet.”

Sure enough, two hours later number four gave



definite signs of imminent arrival, and I was on my 
way to hospital.

1 don't know how many babies you must have to be 
able to treat the whole thing casually when it actually 
starts arriving. 1 know I had that mixture of excite
ment and anticipation and fear that 1 had felt before. 
How wonderful for those lucky mothers whose en
lightened doctors allow the husbands to stay the whole 
time. There's something sad and wrong about being 
separated at this time.

But I knew number four would be quick. The first 
had taken her time—two whole days of it—to work 
her way down, but each succeeding one came faster. 
In the hospital, dark and quiet at this midnight hour, 
they prepared me for the baby and handed me from 
one nurse to another. In only a little while I was 
approaching the second stage, and down the dark corri
dors 1 could hear a mother in the labour ward, crying 
and screaming and making a great deal of noise. I 
felt sorry for her for her screams were so obviously not 
just pain but uncontrolled fear. They became louder 
and shriller, then ceased abruptly, and as they stopped 
the first, coughing cry of a new-born baby sounded 
down those quiet corridors.

1 said to the nurse who was with me, “ I suppose 
you’re used to it, but I think that’s the most wonderful 
sound in the world.” “ I do, too," she said, “ no matter 
how many times 1 hear it.”

Soon I was in the labour ward, with nurses holding 
my legs and working with me almost as hard as I did 
at each contraction. 1 pushed with all my might, 
knowing the harder 1 worked the quicker it would be. 
And don’t let anyone delude you that it isn't hard 
work, but at least you get something for it.

I n the stories in American magazines, when women 
have babies they live through a few hours of agony, 
then mercifully are rendered unconscious by their 
medical attendants, and wake a few hours later, weak 
and frail, to find the baby has been born, removed from 
them, and nothing left but an anxious husband leaning 
over them in tearful wonder and delight. 1 don’t know 
if most American mothers really have their babies like 
that. If they do, I’m awfully sorry for them. I’m 
sorry for every mother who is not conscious at that 
incredible, indescribable moment when the head is 
crowned, when you hold back and pant to ease the 
baby into the world, when the final effort pushes a 
slippery body right out------

I saw the doctor holding it aloft, just like the photo
graph in “ The Family of Man ”, with the cord like a 
row of blue sausages suspended from the baby to 
myself. One of the nurses said “ It’s a b oy!” (a 
moment of annoyance—why couldn't she have waited 
for me to see for myself?) and this was one of those 
times I really felt the handicap of being short-sighted, 
so that 1 did not register as clearly as L should have 
done every detail o f that miraculous moment.

But the cry—that choking cry of air drawn for the 
first time into tiny lungs! And in a few minutes he was

washed and wrapped and laid beside me. Then I 
experienced such a wave of passionate joy, I cannot 
remember ever having known it before. Or perhaps I 
had forgotten. As though all life itself was gathered 
into that one moment, surging out to the newly-created 
life.

Even today I look at him and think “ Not to have 
had you would have been to miss some of the best that 
life can offer.” Watching him gives you that uplift of 
spirit, of life just beginning, of everything being fresh 
and new and infinitely beautiful, of the gift of a “second 
chance" that you experience when you are up early on 
a particularly beautiful Spring morning.

He lay there then, with hair the colour of burnished 
copper, and skin like an apple-blossom. You wonder
ful, wonderful thing, 1 kept saying to myself, folding 
back the wrapping blanket to see those tiny perfect 
fingers, already groping towards his moving mouth. 
Oh you gorgeous thing. It was three o’clock in the 
morning, the large hospital breathing softly in its deep 
sleep, dark and quiet everywhere except for the lights 
burning still above me, and the sound of running water 
in the next ward where the doctor was washing. We 
were enclosed in this strange still world, life suspended, 
life just on the verge of starting again—myself and that 
beautiful, wonderful baby that I had created— at my age.

Next month Mrs. Bernstein tells us about the “ Nice 
Rest in Bed " she had after the baby was born !

Z>/te itorif o f a rem arkable achievem ent

AND FOUR 
TO GROW ON
Frances Palmer
The Palmers adopted two pairs o f  unlovable 
children ‘ sight unseen transforming them 
into a happy family. “ Both m oving and 
instructive. Mrs. Palmer is remarkable not 
only for her ability to get results but also in 
being able to explain how she did so.”

— The Times Literary Supplement.

“ It is impossible to convey how much I, as a 
parent, was stirred by this unassuming book.” 

— A la n  F a ir c lo u g h , Daily Mirror

Ij-f. n et
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3. A Nice Rest in Bed!

A
t  the time that I was under the impression 
that number four was going to be born at 
home, my friends received the idea with 
consternation. “ It will be awful!” they said.

“ You won’t get any rest. The children will be in and 
out of your room all day long, you’ll be worried about 
household duties, they’ll keep asking you about meals, 
shopping and so on, the ’phone will start ringing every , 
time you settle down to sleep, people will come visiting 
at all hours, the baby will disturb you day and night. . . 
you’d be much better off away from it all in a nursing 
home, having a nice rest in bed.”

I am recording what actually happened, not in a 
spirit o f acrimony, but just as a guide to other mothers 
who may be equally mistaken.

Some time after the baby was born I was given a 
cup of tea, washed from head to foot, and trundled 
down from the delivery theatre to a wonderfully com
fortable bed in a ward. There was even a hot-water 
bottle to take off the chill, for although it was summer 
it was four o ’clock in the morning and there was a 
chill wind blowing.

A bright-eyed nurse tucked me in, switched off the 
light, and said “ Goodnight! See you later!”

She failed to mention how much later.
Now that the long-awaited birth was over I still felt 

tense and excited. All wound up. It was some time 
before I could relax and began to feel drowsy, and I 
suppose I was just drifting off to sleep when the door 
opened, the light was switched on, and full o f the joys 
of day the same nurse cried: “ Good morning!” I 
'.ooked at my watch. It was half-past four.

A trolley clattered and rattled to a standstill outside 
my door. Just over an hour before they had given 
me tea and a complete bed-bath. Now coffee was set 
down next to my bed. A bustle of nurses sounded 
outside. The hospital day had begun.

Coffee and bed-pans. A variety of nurses scurrying 
in and out of the ward with their pans and bowls of 
water for washing, taking temperatures, swabbing 
patients. Although I had the ward to myself and would 
not have the baby brought round at five when they 
came for their first feed, large institutions can’t adjust 
their routine to suit individuals, so I was subject to the 
same ruthless treatment as everyone else.

5 a.m. Babies arriving to be fed; the nursery chorus

in full swing, with wails echoing up and dow.i thi wards 
I might have relaxed for half an hour, now while the 
other mothers were busy feeding, but a variety of 
nurses, all o f them unnaturally bright and cheerful, kept 
popping in and out. No chance now to catch up on 
iost beauty sleep.

6.30 a.m. Breakfast was brought in, and for the 
next half hour the place was alive with the clatter of 
dishes and cutlery being set out in the various wards, 
then collected again. At last the trolleys receded into 
the distance. Now, I thought, I shall go to sleep.

But I was wrong.
7 a.m. A knock at the door. A domestic, male 

and black, enters with brush and pan. His speciality: 
sweeping floors, knocking brooms against furniture, 
moving furniture, polishing floors on his hands and 
knees with a cloth, and generally making continuous 
noises. After twenty minutes of this he finishes, and 
takes his banging brooms and pans away. The ward 
is shining, spotless, white and q u iet. . . now for sleep.

But I am wrong.
7.20 a.m. Another knock. Another domestic enters, 

this time female and black. She comes in slowly and 
with great care takes a small quantity of abrasive 
powder and rubs it across the top of the stainless steel 
cabinet next to my bed. Slowly, slowly her arm moves 
round and round as she polishes the steel. It takes a 
long time. After she has finished, she spends some time 
reorganising various little dishes next to the bed. Then 
she walks around the ward moving a duster idly across 
the chairs. Her movements are infinitely slow, infi
nitely exasperating. I felt like leaping out of bed and 
doing it myself. At last she goes.

7.40 a.m. Now I’ve been awake for more than 
twenty-four hours, with some fairly hard work thrown 
into that period. Perhaps this is the sleeping time? 
The ward is empty again—for two minutes. The door 
is thrust open once again. A woman in a pink overall 
puts her head in and asks “ Did you have any flowers?”
I look blank. (I found out later that she was a hos
pital assistant, known as a “ pink lady,” who arranged 
flowers and generally helped out in the wards.)

And after her, a swoop of nurses once again, this 
time to change the bed-linen and make beds. It is all 
done with brisk efficiency. I am pushed to this side, 
rolled over to that. The sheets are smoothed to glassy
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for you—or your 

daughter—to sew

Baby doll’s wardrobe

x\7HETHER the doll is 8 in. or 21 in. long—or anything 
in between—you can get this 2s. 6d. Butterick 

pattern 8800 to suit it. The wardrobe consists of a 
long christening dress, slip and panties (views A and B); 
a bias-bound playdress with matching panties, coat and 
bonnet (views C); bib-front leggings and jacket (D); 
and a snug-fitting sleeping suit (E).

There are only 14 pieces in this easy-to-make pattern, 
and remnants of gay cottons would be ideal fabrics.
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perfection, the CDver arranged with symmetrical neatness. 
Finally, the bed is finished. They remove the pillows, 
turn me over on my stomach, and tell me to lie in 
that position for twenty minutes.

It is comfortable, and again quiet. At last I feel 
myself dozing off, anticipating nearly half-an-hour of 
peace.. .

But 1 am wrong.
Scarcely ten minutes of that precious twenty have 

passed, when an entirely new covy of nurses enters. 
"O n your back!” they cry, waving a tape measure, 
and I turn over to have my fundus measured. Once 
more sleep departs. I take up a book to read.

8.30 a.m. The nursery chorus starts up down the 
corridor, first one, then another, then dozens of them, 
all yelling their little heads off for food. A bigger bustle 
of activity outside, enlivened by the hospital's loud
speaking system which hums into life every ten or 
fifteen minutes throughout the whole day. First a burr 
and hum, then the voice echoing down the wards: 
“ Calling Dr. Thingamebob, calling Dr. Thingamebob. 
Dr. Thingamebob, you are wanted in the delivery 
theatre!”

9 a.m. Babies at last. Here is compensation for 
the endurance test. It is quiet again, the new babies 
and their mothers absorbed for a while with the all- 
important business of feeding. And all through the 
wards 1 know that the mothers, like I am, are unwrap
ping the little cocoons to examine fingers and toes with 
wonder and delight, and pressing small bodies close to 
their own. At least it is restful now, even if there is 
no time to sleep.

9.30 a.m. The nurses scurry in and out, collecting 
the babies and trundling them back to the nursery. 
Perhaps now. . . ?

No. 1 am wrong.
After the babies come pills, orange and black ones, 

and pulses and temperatures and this and that. I just 
wish they weren't so cheerful all the time. I’m longing 
to see a really gloomy nurse.

10 a.m. Quiet descends for five minutes. I lay aside 
the book, settle down in bed and hope that—

Of course, I am wrong.
Another knock on the door. This time it is a brisk, 

efficient, dictatorial physio-therapist, to show me how 
to wiggle my toes, waggle my pelvic floor, and breath 
in—then up! I do appreciate that this is all for my 
own good, and I promise to do the wiggles and waggles 
and breathing at intervals throughout the day.

10.30 a.m. N o sleep now. It’s time for coffee and 
sandwiches. Plenty of liquids, they tell you, to help 
give you plenty of milk for the baby, so try not to 
resent the interruption. I did read somewhere that 
doctors experimented with mothers in an English 
hospital and found that those who drank a deal of 
liquids, and those who drank just as much as they 
normally would, both had the same proportion of 
successes and failures with breast-feeding. However.. .

After coffee, the doctor makes his rounds. The 
ward sistersweeps starchily in, enquiries after my health 
and sweeps out again. Seeing the doctor hard at work

P A R E N T S



I must sympathise with him. After all, he was also 
up most o f the night, and at least I’m in bed, even if 
they won’t let me sleep, while he is as busy as ever.

11 a.m. That inevitable knock on the door. “ Good 
morning! Would you like a library book?” There is 
another trolley, this time laden with books. They do 
look after you in this place. But I don’t want a book. 
All I want is thirty uninterrupted minutes in which to 
have a little snooze. But when?

More trolleys rattle and clatter. Someone brings a 
tray and sets it down next to my bed. Every few minutes 
someone comes into the ward to bring something or 
remove something.

12 o’clock. Lunch-time in this hospital. 12.30, bed
pans and swabbing once again. 1 o’clock, babies.

And after that, the routine seems to speed up, like 
one of those old films where everyone rushes around 
at a terrific pace, but jerkily. The kind that send you 
into hysterics with laughter when you see them. Here 
are the nurses, temperatures again, more pills, washing 
and bed-making, pans and swabbing, tea and bread.

There are nurses of all shapes and sizes, all ranks and 
duties; the loud-speaker punctuates it all with sonorous 
pleas for invisible doctors, and the whole thing works 
up to a fever-pitch of activity, climaxed by preparations 
for visiting hour, the sound of cars arriving outside, 
doors slamming, fathers walking down the corridors, 
bells ringing so that the daddies can have their new 
offspring held up to them through the plate-glass 
window of the nursery, more bells (visiting hour over), 
the nursery symphony striking up once again, the 
trolleys and babies and hot drinks and feeding. . .

At fifteen minutes past ten, the nurse switched off 
my light. I lay in bed feeling that I had indeed sur
vived an endurance test, two days and a night with 
about ten minutes of snatched sleep. Having the baby 
is nothing to what comes after. I thought of the peace 
and quiet of my own home. In the mornings all the 
children are at school, and there isn’t a soul to be seen 
or heard. In the afternoons, after they have had lunch, 
they all go to friends, or play outside in the garden, or 
sit in their rooms doing homework. If you are in bed 
at home in the afternoons for any reason, you can sleep 
till near supper time, when you hear the sounds of 
dinner being prepared, of voices in the distance, and 
dusk enters swiftly and peacefully. . .

But there’s no point in yearning for home. I now 
have a clear six hours before it all starts once again 
at half-past four in the morning. And to-morrow is 
the mid-week day when visitors are permitted in the 
afternoons. So I must get some sleep, so that I can 
be refreshed to receive my friends, the kind friends who 
will tell me that I’m looking wonderful and that what
ever I do I must make the most of my nice rest in bed.

Three days after the baby was born, my husband was 
arrested early in the morning— but we’ll tell you about that 
next month.

[Mrs. Bernstein lives in Johannesburg and this is her fourth 
baby which she had at the age of 41.]

The last paragraph in the Ju ly extract from “  Switch j
off the Pantry L igh t"  prompts me to send you the [
sonnet I  composed at 4 o'clock in the m iming after the \
birth o f my eldest daughter 11 years ago. I

To my daughter
O Morning Star, you pierce my heart with love! 
The velvet night rolls by, and still you shine!
And all the splendour of the heavens above,
And all the joys on earth, I know as mine.
Now, found at last, this Treasure richly bought; I 
Body and soul and coming day unfold 
This ageless miracle which I have wrought,
As you, my daughter, in my arms I hold.
Soon we must wake: I see the paling stars 
And know relentless Time must have its way;
We have not long to share these tranquil hours, 
The sun climbs up and it is nearing day.
So soon must pass this night that you were born, 
But oh, how bright the Star that greets the dawn!

Betty Lee
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4. Choosing a Name

T
h r e e  days after the baby was born, my husband 
was arrested early in the morning, and carted 
off to the Johannesburg Fort. This posed a 
number of problems, but most o f them were 
taken care of by friends, who fetched the other children, 

arranged for their care while I was still in hospital, 
and attended to urgent matters such as paying the 
telephone account.

There was one problem, however, about which they 
could do nothing. That was the question of the baby’s 
name. The birth had to be registered, the name had 
to be chosen—and we hadn’t yet come to any conclu
sion about it. In fact, we had barely discussed it.

We’ve always had difficulty in deciding on names. 
I think most parents do, unless they adopt the habit 
which is less popular these days of carrying on a tra
ditional family name, or naming the child after a 
relative. The truth is, I don’t really get any co-opera
tion from my husband. 1 suggest names, he vetos them.

The funny thing is that once a child has been named 
you become so accustomed to it that the name seems 
just right, and you wonder why there was any difficulty 
about it.

Names have fashions, like everything else, and 
parents have their own strong ideas as well. We have 
some friends whose surname is Goldberg. When their 
son was born, they told us they were naming him 
Gideon. Usually 1 keep quiet about these things, 
because disapproving of someone else’s name—especi
ally when their minds are made up—is tactless, to say 
the least. But this time I said “ I think Gideon is one 
of the ugliest names I know. Why on earth Gideon?” 
To which the father replied, “ Well, what else goes with 
Goldberg?”

Most parents don't think too much about the given 
name going with the surname. Johannesburg is full of 
Kevin Cohens and lan Rautenbachs.

When our first-born was on the way, my husband 
expressed a marked preference for a short name that 
could not be distorted into a nickname. He himself 
was given the name Lionel. His family call him Leo 
and his friends call him Rusty, and 1 have never heard 
anyone call him Lionel. Once somebody ’phoned our 
house and said “ Is that Lionel Bernstein’s home?” 
I replied “ No, you’ve got the wrong number,” and 
put down the receiver. A few minutes later I said to 
myself “ Good heavens, it is Lionel Bernstein’s home!”

I think this is what has given him his antipathy to 
names that are never used—his own wife doesn’t 
remember his own name.

Anyway, he said, “ What’s the use of calling it 
Richard if it’s known as Dick all its life? Why not 
call it Dick in the first place? And why call a child 
Margaret if you use Meg, or Peggy?” When we went 
to the cinema, he used to read the credits before the 
film and say “ Hank—now that’s a good one, it can’t 
be shortened.” Or “ What about Al?”

Finally we decided to call the baby Tony, whether 
it was a boy or a girl. Not Anthony or Antoinette, 
but just Tony. Of course, I intended that if it was a 
girl the name would be spelt with an “ i ” at the end. 
It was a girl, and he went out and registered it as
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“ Tony When I asked him why, he said he didn’t 
know there was any other way of spelling the name.

When she grew older, Tony disliked the “ y ”, and 
took to spelling her name with an “ i But giving 
her a short name didn’t stop her friends from making 
it even shorter. They called her “ Tone ”, or even 
simply “ T ”. And she had a friend next door, Isabel, 
whom she called “ Iz ”.

After the birth o f our second child, a boy, I exhausted 
myself thinking of names, all of which Rusty didn’t 
like. Finally, after he had been visiting me at the 
nursing home for some days, in which our sole topic 
of conversation seemed to be names (it was rather like 
the story of the gnome in which the girl had to guess 
his name, and kept guessing and guessing—all wrong) 
I began getting round to the names he had originally 
rejected, and finally demanded that he supply a name.

“All the names I think o f don’t go with Bernstein,” 
he said. “ Like what?” “ Like Patrick, for instance.” 
I was so delighted that he had, all o f his own, suggested 
a name, even one o f which he was doubtful, that I 
seized on it and said, “ Patrick is fine. We’ll call him 
Patrick.”

The next day he visited me with a long face. “ Patrick 
is definitely out.” “ Why?” “ People say you just can’t 
call a child Patrick Bernstein. It doesn’t go together. 
The chaps at the office say it sounds like an Irish- 
Jewish cop on the Bronx.”

We argued about this for some time, and finally 
compromised by putting “ Brian ” in front of the
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Patrick as a sop to public opinion. Why we chose 
Brian, I don’t know. I don’t even like the name; and 
Patrick has been Patrick all his life (though sometimes, 
I regret to say, shortened to “ Pat ” or “ Patty ” .)

A . fter some years there was number three, a girl, to 
be named. This time, with great forethought, I had 
prepared two lists o f names, one for a boy, one for a 
girl. On the girl’s list I had about twenty-five names, 
starting with the ones I really liked and tailing off to 
those I didn’t think much of but that were bearable.

I gave the list to Rusty when he arrived to visit me. 
He examined it, then took a pencil from his pocket, 
rested the list on a book, and began reading the names 
one by one, and crossing them out, one by one. When 
he had crossed out 23 of the 25, he paused, examined 
the last two names and probably realised with a shock 
that if he crossed them both off he would have to 
think of something himself. Then he crossed off the 
last name, leaving the last-but-one: Frances.

We do call her Frances, although we sometimes say 
“ Francey ”, and her friends say “ France ”. But the 
youngest can’t master the name at all, and calls her 
“ Shushin ”, and we sometimes call her “ Shushin ” 
too. So she has got a nickname, after all. Of course, 
she doesn’t like Frances, and wants to know why we 
didn’t call her Sheila.

People who want to be annoying say “ You obviously 
didn’t want any girls—only boys—because you gave 
your girls boys’ names.” And I can’t say that we 
called her Frances because we liked it, or it was a 
favourite Aunt’s name, or anything else. I can only 
say: “ You see, it was the last-but-one on the list.”

Finally, here was number four. We had tentatively 
discussed a few names, but nothing at all conclusive. 
And here was I, incarcerated at the Queen Vic, and 
Rusty incarcerated at the Fort, fairly close to each 
other, it’s true, but with absolutely no means of com
munication.

Every day the nurses came and asked me, “ But 
what are you calling him? You must give him a name.” 
And being a bit shy, I didn’t like to say brazenly, 
“ Well, my husband’s in jail, and we haven’t had a 
proper chance of discussing it.”

Finally, I wrote a note to my husband giving a num
ber of names, and asking him urgently to put a tick 
against any name he fancied. I gave the note to a 
visitor, who passed it on to the lawyer who was going 
to see him the next day, and in the afternoon a nurse 
came and said that Mrs. Someone had ’phoned to 
say that her husband said that my husband said the 
baby’s name was Keith.

I was quite satisfied with the name, and told everyone 
that the baby’s name was Keith.

The day I left the nursing home, my sister-in-law, 
who had come to fetch me and Keith, told me that 
it was visiting day at the Fort, and if I wanted to see 
my husband, she would take me straight there.

He hadn’t yet seen the baby, so Keith and I went 
to visit his father.

Rusty had been arrested together with a large number

76 P A R E N T S



of other people, each of whom had innumerable friends 
and relatives, all determined to visit on visiting days. 
It was absolute chaos at the Fort. Since each prisoner 
had so many visitors, they were letting us in in batches. 
Five or six prisoners were called up together, and about 
two visitors for each—ten or twelve visitors—sent in 
to see them at one time. We, the visitors, stood behind 
a wire-mesh screen, and the prisoners were behind a 
counter with iron bars, and between the screen and the 
bars there was a corridor about five feet wide. To 
make yourself heard to the person you were visiting, 
you had to shout, and since everyone else was shouting 
at the same time, you had to shout louder and louder. 
It was quite impossible to conduct any reasonable 
conversation.

I held the sleeping baby up for his father to see, and 
pulled the blanket away from his shining head. Every
one showed their admiration by gestures, if not words, 
and then my husband cupped his hands to his mouth 
and shouted “ What’s the baby’s name?” I yelled back: 
“ I thought you said the name was Keith.” On either 
side o f Rusty were two friends, Joe and Jack. “ N o,” 
shouted Jack, indicating the two of them, “ we said 
the name was Keith!”

So that’s the way our children were named. Looking 
back, it doesn’t seem very satisfactory. I mean, it 
would have been better if we both had really strong 
inclinations for certain names, and not given them 
almost by accident. But there they are, and now we 
can’t think of them as ever being anything else but Tony 
(or Toni), Patrick, Frances and Keith.
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Continue here with our new true-life serial

Switch off the pantry light
by HILDA BERNSTEIN

5. The Formula

T
h e r e  is something surprising and lovely about 
the way in which older children welcome a new 
baby into the home. They are fascinated with 
it, and immensely proud o f it. It certainly 
seems as much their baby as if they actually participated 

in the whole birth-process—which, in a sense, they did.
The children wrote me little notes while I was in 

hospital. When Frances was born her face had a very 
squashed appearance, due to some pressure on it before 
or during birth. Her eyes were swollen, the lids were 
puffed and red with red marks on them; her nose was 
flattened. Altogether, she was not very handsome, and 
had something about her that made you think o f a very, 
very old lady. As I looked at her face I knew it would 
change and improve, but I thought in another eighty 
years or so, she will look exactly like this again. I wrote 
a note to Tony saying the baby was sweet, but rather 
ugly. She wrote back saying “ Please bring Miss Ugly 
home. I can’t wait to see her.”

When Keith was bom, Tony thought I should have 
had another daughter, because although boys are all 
right when they are very small, they’re horrid when they 
get a little older. But Frances and Patrick were simply 
delighted that our family had come out two boys and 
two girls. Patrick took it as some sort o f personal 
compliment that Keith was a boy with red hair, and 
looked like him, and called him “ Patrick Number 2 

They couldn’t wait to hold him, squabbled over 
whose turn it was, examined his fingers and toes with 
the loving concentration of a mother, wanted to prepare 
the bath, the pram, reported every whimper or murmur. 
Even if I had wanted him, Truby King would have been 
completely banished from our home. They would not 
let him cry—not even for a moment. It distressed them 
very much. If I was not on the spot to pick him up and 
cuddle and comfort him, there were plenty of other 
arms just waiting to hold him.

They expected him to do everything long before any 
other baby, and possibly because they expected it, he 
responded in a remarkable way. It was as though he 
couldn’t disappoint them. Among his presents was a 
set of coloured bone rings on a silver chain. This they 
tied to his pram when he was four or five weeks old, 
although I said he was much too small to play with it. 
“ Never mind,” they told me, “ perhaps he’ll just like

to lie and look at it.” But they were confident that he 
was ready for the toy, and lo and behold, long before 
he was six weeks old he reached out and rattled the 
rings with his hand. “ There you are,” said the children, 
“ we said he wanted something to play with!”

They boasted shamelessly about his accomplishments 
to all friends and visitors, and did not hesitate to 
exaggerate. Patrick claims to this day that Keith sat 
by himself at three months, which is completely untrue. 
At four months we would prop him up with pillows so 
that he could better enjoy the world around him. But 
whenever new babies are discussed (“she started 
walking at 10 months; ” “ he cut his first tooth at 4
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The Form ula from  page 97

months ”) Patrick was there ready to say “ Keith sat 
by himself when he was three months old.”

I f you think that all this attention simply spoilt him, 
you are quite wrong. Keith was like a flower unfolding 
in the sun. His world was always peopled with little 
folk, with friendly smiling faces to lean over him, 
chatter to him, make him smile and chuckle. They 
covered him with love, but they did not smother him, 
because it was love freely given, undemanding, not 
all-absorbing.

Tony usually bathed him when he was small, and 
became an expert, although she didn’t like changing 
soiled napkins. Her teenage friends came to watch 
and admire. Keith could say Tony’s name easily; it 
was one of his first clear words. And “ Patty ” was also 
simple to master. But “ Frances ” was much too 
difficult. He got round that by calling her either Tony 
or Patty at first, and then later on, Shushin.

He had various digestive difficulties that kept him 
waking constantly for the first eighteen months of his 
life, and after a particularly troublesome night I would 
stagger into the kitchen in the mornings, half-dead, 
and declare I was prepared to sell him for a shilling, or 
even give him away. At once there would be an 
indignant outcry from the children, who each declared 
they would take him and look after him.

He took his first steps one Sunday evening when we 
were all having supper together in the kitchen. He was 
standing next to his little table, then he let go, and took 
two faltering steps towards our table. Five people 
watched him, breathless with joy and excitement, then 
urging him on and shouting with delight. He must have 
known that he was terribly, terribly clever to have 
walked two steps all by himself, for he was as proud and 
noisily excited as we were.

In no time at all he was too big for the little chair- 
table where he had his meals, and once he could walk 
around freely he began to pester us for titbits at dinner
time, even though he had just eaten his own supper. 
We therefore promoted him to the big table when he 
was about eighteen months old, where he handled his 
food and eating implements with remarkable skill. 
He had, in any case, fed himself long before he was a 
year old. There’s nothing remarkable about that with 
a fourth baby. The mother who gets her first to feed 
himself so young can boast about it. But with the 
fourth you’re much too busy to fuss and bother, and 
the child takes over without any prompting.

When he couldn’t manage to get the food on to his 
fork, he would lift it carefully with his fingers, impale it 
on the fork, and then convey it to his mouth. If his 
table manners were not impeccable, they certainly were 
not much worse than those of the other children, and 
considering the differences in ages, they were probably 
a lot better.

He did fail to observe some o f our table rules, such
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as waiting until everyone is served before you start 
eating (even when absolutely starving to death), and not 
singing at table. His irrepressible enthusiasm for 
everything sent him rounding up the family as soon as 
supper was ready, demanding food before anyone else, 
asking for bread and butter, for water, for meat, for 
more of this and that, singing and chattering at the top 
of his voice.

His dexterity with knife and fork and spoon amazed 
visitors, who did not realise that his tremendous interest 
in food had caused him to master everything connected 
with eating with the minimum possible delay. And 
when he had finished his first course, he bounced down to 
see what else was coming, and to clamber back on to his 
chair and report to us. Our mealtimes have never been 
very quiet at the best of times, but when Keith joined us 
at the table they bordered on the rowdy.

He had a habit when he was still at that young, 
staggering around stage, of doing the round of tea-cups, 
particularly when there had been visitors, and drinking 
the dregs, including the tea-leaves, after which he would 
throw the cup away. We were reduced to two cups, 
one without a handle, before he could be restrained 
from this habit, as he usually chose to throw them 
outside on the tiles or stones of the verandah. Fortu
nately he grew out of this, but he still likes to finish off 
what others leave in the cups or on their plates.

At two he has established himself so firmly as an 
important unit in our overcrowded house (“ four 
children, two dogs, one cat, four hens, one cock, one 
rabbit, one hamster, one guinea-pig and ten thousand 
silkworms—this place is like a zoo! I’m leaving 
home! ” Tony shouted in disgust after a particularly 
crowded afternoon), that one just can’t picture what it 
was like before he came.

It must have been awfully quiet with only three 
children. Several times during the past few weeks 
Frances, who was the only one who felt a little out of 
joint when Keith arrived (after all, she had been the 
baby for five years) has said to me: “ When I’m old 
enough I’m going to have a baby boy exactly like 
Keith, the same big round eyes, the same coloured hair, 
the same fat cheeks—exactly the same.” “ I’ll try and 
give you the formula,” I told her.

W h a t  was the formula? Having the fourth when 
you’re over forty? Having him at the most difficult 
possible time, from the point of view of the way our 
lives were going, finances, and other problems? Having 
the most troublesome baby, the one with all the 
digestive problems—so that for a year I did not have a 
proper night’s sleep—having him last? Or is it simply 
that there is a treasure-house of love stored up for the 
one who comes later into a family already established? 
Such happiness to be born late and la st. . .  such rewards.
I doubt if very many other women have them—at 
my age.

I f  you cannot get PAREN TS on the first o f the month from  
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help him to get his copies punctually.
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Continue here with Mrs. Bernstein s family saga

Switch off the pantry light
by HILDA BERNSTEIN

6. Reading in the bath

One of the hazards of reading in the bathroom 
or lavatory at night in our house is that you 
may be absorbed in a most thrilling part of 
your book, when suddenly you are plunged 

into complete darkness.
Reading in the bath is a habit that Tony and I share. 

Rusty prefers to shower, and so do I on hot summer 
mornings, but a glorious, steamed-up, lobster-making 
bath on a cold winter’s evening and reading a book in 
it are two of life’s pleasures. 1 agree with Ogden Nash 
who said there are two disadvantages to taking a shower: 
you can’t get wet all over at the same time, and you 
can’t read a book.

Every evening shortly after supper Tony fills the bath 
up and lies there reading until the water gets too cold 
for comfort. Every now and then she is plunged into 
darkness, and screams at the top of her voice: “ Switch 
o ff the pantry light! ”

This seemingly irrelevant instruction needs a little 
explanation.

We had a double switch in our kitchen, the top part 
operating the kitchen light, and the bottom part the 
pantry light. After some years, a spring inside gave 
way, and the switch had to be replaced. Rusty had a 
sample switch made by an Italian firm, a really beautiful 
white thing. Instead of pushing a lever back and forth, 
you simply press lightly on one side of the white, 
enamelled plate. One Sunday evening he operated on 
the switch, removing the old, faulty one, and replacing 
it with the new.

A strange thing happened that evening. Every now 
and then we found that the bathroom light—or the 
lavatory light—or the dining room light—or the light 
in Tony’s bedroom—was not working. It did not take 
us very long to find out that each time someone switched 
on the pantry light, all the lights in those rooms men
tioned—that is, all the lights on one side of our house 
—went off. When you switched the pantry light off, 
the lights went on again.

I don’t know exactly what Rusty did. I don’t think 
he knows, either, and I think it’s one of those things 
you just couldn’t do if you wanted to and were trying. 
But some of the wires must be joined wrongly. Now  
this fixing of the pantry light is one of those jobs that 
Rusty simply hasn’t the time to attend to. In any case, 
it doesn’t cause a great deal of inconvenience. It even 
has its advantages. For instance, if I think Tony is 
reading in bed too late, all I have to do is switch on the 
pantry light.
N o v e m b e r ,  I 9 6 0

So if you happen to be in our house any evening and 
the light goes off suddenly while you are washing your 
hands, all you have to do is to yell at the top of your 
voice “ Switch off the pantry light! ” and then your 
light will come on again.

I mention this as only one of the many hazards of 
taking a bath in our house. You are liable, in the first 
place, to find the bath so full o f various objects that it 
will be quite some time before you can even let the 
water in. There will be several sponges, in various 
stages of decay; plastic cups, boxes, ducks, rubber fish; 
plastic tooth-brush boxes; beads, bits o f wire; disinte
grated paper boats; nail brushes; I don’t know what.

Bathing seems to have become a social occasion. 
You can take a bath at night when all the children are 
in bed, and have comparative peace and quiet; although 
for the first 18 months of Keith’s life I never once 
stepped into a nice hot bath without that very act 
triggering off the night’s howls. But that part is over

A FAIRY DOLL

FREE!
W IT H  EV ER Y

CHRISTMAS 
TREE
THE LAST  YOU'LL  
N E E D  TO BUY

This E V E R L A S T IN G  T R E E  w ill last 
for Christm as after Christmas.

#  Strong realistic well spaced 
branches— ideal for decorating

#  No mess from earth or failing 
foliage

#  Stands firmly on heavy log base
#  Folds for easy storing

PR IC ES BY  H E IG H T :
3ft.............  14/6 4ft.............  17/6
5ft............. 26/6 7ft. 7 in .... 38/9

Post and Pkg. 2/6 C .O .D . extra

M U L T I- C O LO U R  E L EC T R IC  
F A IR Y  L IG H T S

16/6 set of 30. Com plete  w ith  flex 
Post and Pkg. I /6

LONDON'S

ross CHILDREN’S

^TTlr,. ST0RE
87 OXFORD ST., LONDON, W.l 

AND BRANCHES THROUGHOUT LONDON AND KENT

93



now. At any other time of the day, taking a bath is 
disastrous. The bathroom becomes as busy as Grand 
Central Station or Clapham Junction. People of all 
shapes and sizes pass in and out, some of them ignoring 
you, some of them staring and asking intimate questions.

Or else, finding that you have decided to take a bath 
or a shower, other members of the family decide to do 
the same, at the same time. They scatter their clothes 
on the floor and climb in next to you, until soon you 
find it so crowded you have to climb out and leave it 
to them. Or if you are having a shower, they come 
under the shower with you; then find it is too hot for 
them, so they turn the cold tap on full blast and squeal 
with delight.

Not only children crowd into the bathroom—animals 
come as well. Fluffy, sniffing and coughing, settles 
down behind the door and will not be moved. The cat, 
Tin-tin, jumps up on the clothes box at the head of the 
bath, and rubs himself lovingly against your face. Tin- 
tin, by this time, is practically water-borne. Failing to 
profit by experience, he invariably climbs on the box 
when Keith is having a bath, and Keith as invariably 
seizes him and flings him into the water. Keith also 
frequently threw him into the swimming bath, from 
which we have, fortunately, managed to rescue him so 
far. But he always returned for more, balancing on 
just that bit of wall that enabled Keith to throw him in 
deep water while safely paddling in his own small pool.

Keith’s present idea of having a bath is to fill the tub 
up with everything within reach. While you are un
dressing or dressing him, if you are not very quick, 
towels, clothes, shoes, talcum powder and objects of 
every kind are flung into the water. Catching them in 
mid-air produces roars o f delight, but the real triumph 
is to get them all in.

It is more difficult to get Keith into the water. This 
usually involves a chase around the house and bribes 
about taking plastic cups in with him. But once in the 
water, it is equally difficult to get him out. First, of 
course, he soaks all the sponges and cloths, then sucks 
them!

The older children bath from time to time, usually 
after an argument that begins “ I had a bath yesterday”. 
“ N o you didn’t, you haven’t had one since Saturday.” 
After being press-ganged into it, they then spend hours 
and hours in the bath, covering the whole bathroom 
with dirty clothing, damp towels, muddy patches and 
pools of water, only to emerge later with dirt still 
clinging to certain portions of them, notably from the 
neck upwards.

They also “ borrow ” those little bath luxuries that I 
use from time to time, such as scented talcum powder. 
Tony, in fact, makes a habit o f giving me the loveliest 
bath cubes for my birthday, and then “ borrows ” 
them during succeeding weeks.

The habit I dislike most of all is failing to pull out 
the plug, so that some hours later when you go to have 
a bath you find it filled with scummy, muddy water, 
ice cold, with a rim of dirt positively ingrained all 
round the bath.

One day (that never-never day when we are rich) I 
shall have my own private bathroom, opening off my
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bedroom, with a phone and a book-rack. Our tele
phone always rings as soon as I get into the bath in 
the evenings when everyone else is out or in bed. 
Cursing and draping a towel around me I rush down 
the long corridor to the telephone at the other end, 
leaving wet slippery patches all the way. Then some
one engages me in a long conversation, perhaps saying 
“ I hope you weren’t busy? ” By that time I am shiver
ing, have probably caught a terrible cold, and am 
standing in a pool o f water. But it doesn’t seem right 
to say “ N o, not at all, simply having a bath.” Then 
when I get back to the bath, the water is cold and the 
whole thing no longer desirable. Now if I had a tele
phone handy, I could lie in the bath when there wasn’t 
anything to read, and phone all my friends and talk to 
them for ages, and say “ I hope you weren’t in the 
bath when I phoned? ”

However, that would have its disadvantages as well. 
I can imagine the children, just when I had switched 
the phone to the bathroom, coming in to use it, stretch
ing all over me, and standing talking like that for 
hours. Or else it would ring, but not for me. I don’t 
know whether that is such a good idea after all.

The other night I took with me into the bathroom 
the pages of this manuscript as far as then typed. My 
sincere apologies to the publisher’s reader. In the 
middle, inevitably, the light went off and some of the 
pages became very damp while I fumbled around in 
the dark and yelled at the top of my voice, “ Switch o ff 
the pantry light! ”
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Our final 
dramatic 
instalment o f  
Mrs. Bernstein s 
family saga
Mrs. Bernstein with her three 
younger children, Patrick, Frances 
and Keith, photographed after her 
release and when Tony, the eldest, 
was having a well-earned holiday.

We go to gaol as political suspects

w
Johannesburg

h e n  Keith was three, both his father and I were 
arrested one night—or rather, at 3 o ’clock one morning 
—under the State of Emergency, presumably as politic
ally dangerous people, and taken away to the Fort.

We women who were detained—there were at first 
21 of us—organised ourselves as soon as we arrived to 
keep busy. We conducted classes in a variety of sub
jects, including languages, mathematics, shorthand; we 
had daily lectures in subjects ranging from politics to 
hormones; we exercised conscientiously every day; we 
spent a great deal o f time preparing petitions and 
memoranda, both about the conditions of our deten
tion, and also about our release. Friends sent in games 
such as chess, Scrabble, jig-saw puzzles; we prepared 
play and poetry-readings, and many other things to do 
each day.

In this way we kept ourselves so busy that we could 
not sit around and brood. I don’t think that any of us 
would have cared very much about being arrested and 
taken from our homes, if it were not for the children.

This was the nagging thought in each mind, the heart
ache that descended each night, the worry we lived with 
throughout the day. Most o f us had children. Seven 
of us were “ double detainees ”—both husband and 
wife having been arrested.

Each of us had our own worries, and who can say 
which was the most acute? I had four children to be 
cared fqr by friends, but at least Tony was 16, while 
Myrtle, whose husband was also arrested, had four little 
girls, all under ten years. Molly had three children, two 
girls o f 16 and 20, and a son of 13 who suffered from two 
incurable diseases, diabetes and cystic fibrosis, and who 
required constant attention, day and night. Gert had

by HILDA BERNSTEIN

two small children, neither of whom she had ever left 
for a day from the time they were born, and her son 
suffered badly from asthma.

We laughed and joked a lot, we complained a lot 
about the disgusting food, the onerous restrictions, our 
difficulty in getting in books. We were not allowed 
newspapers. But we didn’t really mind about those 
things. All we worried about was the children.

At first, it was the intention of the Special Branch to 
hold the detainees completely “ incomminado ”, with
out any contact whatsoever with the outside world. 
Gradually, however, the restrictions broke down one 
by one, either through Court orders or through general 
inability to make them work; and soon we were all 
looking forward to the most exciting day in our lives— 
visiting day!

Children under 16 were not permitted to the prison 
to visit their parents, but those o f us fortunate enough 
to have children of 16 or over looked forward to seeing 
them with tremendous excitement.

I was hoping, o f course, that my daughter Tony 
would come, but at the same time felt emotionally 
wrought up and tense at the prospect of seeing her. 
How would she have taken this second disruption of 
her life, the disorganisation during her last year at 
school (she was doing matric.), the responsibility of the 
three younger children?

I remember walking into the visiting room, twisting 
at a handkerchief and just about ready to burst into 
tears. There was a barrier of thick wire mesh between 
us, then a space, then bars. I was behind the mesh, and 
in walked Tony, behind the bars, as pretty as a picture, 
lively and smiling, as though the depressing atmosphere
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o f  the Fort, the long, tiring wait outside, the para
phernalia of the prison, had no effect on her whatsoever.

“ Hullo M a!”
Trepidation was washed away. My spirits rose 

immeasurably. We had a wonderful half-hour of lively 
chit-chat. I went back to my quarters feeling on top 
o f the world.

For the three months of my imprisonment, and the 
five months of her father’s, Tony thereafter visited us 
twice a week without fail, except during one week when 
she was writing exams. After a month, we were all 
moved to Pretoria Prison, 40 miles from Johannesburg, 
and she travelled the 80 miles twice a week to see us 
there.

She was unfailingly cheerful. She never complained. 
She brought news about the little ones; she told us of 
her own social activities. She did not reveal the strain 
she was under. Keith was waking at night and dis
turbing her sleep. Patrick and Frances needed her to 
supervise their homework, help with the innumerable 
lost objects, school books and clothes, the preparation 
of lunches. She was supposed to be studying hard. 
But twice a week, there she was, invariably smiling, 
sweet and pretty.

Some of the other women had tearful parents or 
morose husbands whom they had to cheer up. Rusty 
and I had Tony, who amply repaid us for the love and 
care we had given her in the past.

She and some of the other teen-age children of 
detainees organised a demonstration outside the 
Johannesburg City Hall, with the little ones carrying 
placards asking for the release of their parents; while 
Tony and three of the older children went inside and 
presented a petition to the Mayor. The police arrested 
all the children, about 20 of them, and carted them 
away to police headquarters at Marshall Square.

When Tony and the others found out what had hap
pened, they ran all the way to Marshall Square, asking 
the way as they ran, burst into the Charge Office, demand
ing to be taken to the children. While police stood 
around in astonishment, they ran from room to room, 
asking for the children, until they found them, and when 
the officer in charge tried to keep them out, demanded 
that they should stay and look after them.

After a couple of hours, the children were released, 
none the worse for their experience. And quite excited 
the next day to have their pictures in the papers.

F i n a l l y , after about two months, the great day 
arrived when we parents were to be permitted a “ con
tact ” visit with the younger children. This came about 
as a result o f repeated requests and petitions. The 
prison authorities would not allow the little ones to see 
their parents behind mesh or bars, so they made special 
provision for a half-hour visit in one of the prison 
offices.

Again we were all tensed up. Those of us with small 
children, like Keith, were worried about their reactions 
to our continued absence from home. Would they be
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resentful of us, would they reject us, would they be 
tearful, would they be angry?

My name was called, the wardress unlocked the door 
of the yard, I was escorted to the office. And there 
were the children, Keith, Frances and Patrick, under 
Tony’s care. I ran to them, positively bursting with 
emotions, and hugged them. “ Don’t cry,” Tony 
warned me in an urgent whisper, “ you will upset the 
children.”

Patrick was very tense and quiet, and had difficulty 
in controlling himself. Frances was beyond herself 
with delight, just to be near me and hold on to my 
skirt. But our Keith was the most casual character of 
them all. “ Hullo M ummy!” he greeted me, as 
though we had parted only an hour or two ago. Then, 
looking around with great interest: “ Is this what the 
inside o f a prison is like? ”

He sat on my lap, he chatted, he played, and when 
the half-hour was over and they had to go, departed 
quite happily with a tin of sweets, more interested in 
them and the picnic they had all been promised than 
anything else.

Finally, the Emergency was over, and we were both 
home, picking up the loose ends of our lives, and 
trying to organise ourselves back to normality again.

Although I felt the older ones did understand why we 
had been arrested, and why, in our opinion, it was not 
a disgrace, and in many ways unavoidable, it seemed a 
bit too much to expect Keith, who was now three and a 
half, to have the faintest idea why his parents had 
deserted him for so long.

However, he accepted us both back in that same 
casual way, without the slightest show of resentment or 
tempers, and settled down after a few nights’ restless
ness, and was as sweet and loving as ever.

I wondered if he nursed secret fears. One day, driving 
along in the car, he said quite casually, and quite un
connected with anything that had immediately gone 
before: “ I didn’t want you to be arrested and go away 
to gaol.”

“ I didn’t want to leave you and go, either,” I replied.
“ And Daddy,” he asked, “ did Daddy want to go to 

gaol? ”
“ No, Daddy didn’t want to go either.”
The conversation ended there.
The next occasion that he mentioned the subject was 

when he had been nagging me to buy him some sweets, 
and I had refused.

“ If you don’t buy me sweeties,” he warned me, 
“ I’m going to get a policeman and tell him to take you 
to gaol again! ”

I felt, in the light of that remark, that there was no 
need to be unduly anxious about him and his sense of 
security.

O ne night, when I was in Pretoria Prison, I dreamed
I was home again, and that Keith at first refused to 
come to me. He began to cry and said “ You’re back 
with me now, but how will I know that it won’t happen 
again? ”

We women detainees gave a lot of thought to that
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while we were “ inside We felt that this same 
situation would inevitably arise in the future, that the 
crisis in South African life would get worse, and we 
would most likely once again be victims.

Those of us with small children often discussed the 
ethics o f our behaviour, whether we had any right to 
impose such a situation on them. This is not intended 
to be a political article, and I do not want to bore 
readers with a treatise on the structure of South African 
society. But this must be said—otherwise the criticism 
can be levelled against us that we were irresponsible as 
parents, with no consideration for our children: We all 
decided, painful as it was to us, that we had no alternative.

We had committed no crimes. Although we were 
told we were going to be charged—with what, we didn’t 
know—none of us were ever charged. Our “ crime ” 
was really an attitude, and in many cases, an expressed 
attitude of mind towards problems basic to our country 
—race and colour.

Some o f the women had been inactive in political life 
for up to 15 years. This had not saved them. Others 
had been guilty of having non-whites in their home, 
sitting at their table, treating them as equals. This 
appeared to be the only offence committed by Hannah 
Stanton, the sweet-faced missionary worker, who was 
arrested and later deported to England. Others, like 
myself, were implacable opponents of the government’s 
policy and everything for which it stood.

In other countries perhaps, you can put family first, 
and having had children, give them their due—unre
mitting care and protection until they are old enough 
to care for themselves. In South Africa you cannot 
live with yourself as a human being if you accept the 
racialism, the racial hate, the perverted attitude towards 
human beings. You cannot hide from it in your home: 
it confronts you every day.

This conclusion I came to after many painful hours 
of heart-searching thought, lying at night and weighing 
up the possibilities o f the future. I could run away, or 
try and hide myself in my kitchen. But what kind of 
parent would I be, then? What kind of moral attitudes 
and beliefs would I be imparting to my children? With 
what standards of behaviour would they grow?

The alternative was to face whatever would come 
again, whatever it would mean to them in pain of 
separation, insecurity, loss of care.

In fact, there is no alternative. Once having arrived 
at this conclusion, there is a certain peace of mind. In 
spite o f everything, I feel we are a normal and happy 
family, with far less “ child-problems ” than many 
parents I know.

Keith has been initiated very young. I hope he never 
has to visit us in gaol again. But if he does, I think he 
will suffer less because he has had two sisters and a 
brother, and the fun, the excitement, the love, and the 
basic security that goes to children in a reasonably- 
sized family. And he and the others will at least grow 
up in that atmosphere of respect for human beings, of 
basic principles, without which their personalities 
would, in this country, indeed become warped.

They will be proud of us, as I am proud of them.
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