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I had just turned 17 when I realised that I was pregnant. I had been in a relationship with a man for some months, he
was eight years my senior. At first it seemed exciting I was a young naive country girl. My parents had done
everything they could to discourage this relationship but he wouldn't go away. It wasn't long before I realised that
he was not for me and when f finally found the courage to tell him so he would not accept any of it and would not
leave me alone. He took control of my life and then he began to do what we now call stalking. I was very afraid of
him. Finally he went too far, so I told my parents what was going on and my Father contacted the local police in our
small town and he was then asked to leave town and not come back • Finally I was free or so I thought. At first I
could not believe that I could be pregnant surely i could not be that unlucky and so I just simply ignored it and
moved on with my life but the months went by and it became all to apparent. My mother had the family doctor
come to our house where all was confirmed and he and my mother made all the arrangements for me to go away. It
was arranged that I would go to St Josephs in Carlton but there was a waiting list so I had to wait my turn and in the
meantime I was hiding out at home. Eventually the day came when Mum and Dad and I made the five hour journey
to Melbourne, I was very worried and afraid to be going away. As we crossed the bridge out of town I remember
looking out the window at the water below and thinking next time I cross here it all be over. We arrived in
Melbourne at St Josephs in the late afternoon. I did not want to get out of the car and by this time I was in tears and
so scared of what lay ahead. My Father said "come on girl you know what you have to do" and so I did. Mum and I
were greeted at the door by the head Nun we went in and she then told Mum to say goodbye and leave and so she
did.
My time at St Josephs was lonely and I was sad and very homesick and the two sisters in charge seemed to be
indifferent to us all. I'm not sure what I expected but it was like I was invisible. They were very unapproachable and
showed no kindness whatsoever. I managed to make some friends here but at the end of the day we were all alone.
The day after my arrival I was told to go to the office of the head sister. She asked me lots of questions about myself
and also questions of my family. She also said that l was entitled to two dollars a week from the government and l
was very excited as I had very few dollars in my purse but she soon followed with the suggestion that I would surely
want those two dollars to go to the home towards my keep and of course I agreed. Because by this time I was so
far into my pregnancy f wasn.,t given any strenuous tasks to do around the home just some cleaning and setting up
in the dining room each day. Every Monday I had to go to the Royal Woman's Hospital for my pre--natal checkup.
On my arrival at the front door of the Hospital and once inside I had to follow the blue line. This would take me to
the doctors consulting rooms. Each week I would see a different doctor and each week I was given a different due
date so after a time I was very unsure of when my baby would arrive. I knew that she was conceived on the thirty
first of December and told them so, but they took no notice saying I couldn't be sure but I certainly was. One day I
was called into the office and told I had to go into the city and buy some items for my baby to wear for when she left
the hospitaL Fortunately there was another girl there who was to do the same because I had no idea of my way
around the city. We went by tram, it was a short journey and we went to Coles to buy our baby's clothes. I had to
buy one nappy, one nappy pin, one nightie, one singlet and one bunny rug. Although it took most of my money I left
there feeling like a mother and for the first time I felt important, I was this baby's mother. I took these precious
little items back to my room and put them in the cupboard with my own things but I was soon called to the office
and asked to bring my shopping with me. When I asked if I could hold on to them I was reminded again that they did
not belong to me just like my baby wasn't mine. After this time I began to have a fantasy..... There was this man that
came to the home. He was a widower with three children and he was looking for a country girl as he lived in the
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