



































wait until she had cleaned the baby up before I took
photographs. The midwife too was anxious about
proper beginnings.

To HAVE A DAUGHTER. What does this mean? Of
course it meant at once another beginning - a
chance to rewrite the history of gender politics. s
the parent always like the witch in Hansel and
Gretel’s story — always caging the child or pushing
the child into that oven where the child will be re-
made into all that’s desired, all that’s correct? We
spend so much time feeding them - food, stories,
information, lies, speeches, values, history, preju-
dices and the rest of it. We thought we would give
her a name that was not gender specific, a name
which was strong and would have enough varia-
tions to give her a choice later in life. Though we
had joked that she was Sophie Brophy before she
was born, we decided to call her Josephine. Then
she could be Jo, Josie or even Joe if she wanted. |
rang the newspapers and dictated the birth an-
nouncement with her name as Josephine Jane
Lloyd. An hour later we decided to call her Sophie
Jane Lloyd so | rang the newspapers back and
changed the announcements. Even in the naming
of the child we could not be sure how much con-
trol we had, what our motives were, why one name
should come before another.

At the beginning I thought it would be a relatively
simple matter to play ball games with Sophie, take
her to the football, give her confidence in climbing
and running, and generally save her from some of
the more obvious social and physical restrictions
imposed on girls. We did go to the football together.
The Carlton football ground is a short walk from
our home in Brunswick. But by the time she was
three she made it clear that she did not want to
keep going to the football because she could not
see any women out there playing. Sophie now has
marvellous skills in running, jumping and climbing,
but she is not yet interested in ball games and she
has put football aside as a game that only (merely?)
boys insist on playing. Sophie also made it clear to
us after only a few days at creche at the age of eight-
een months that her favourite colour was pink and
all things feminine would be explored thoroughly.
Dolls, cheap jewellery, dress-ups, fairy wings, make-
up, treasure-boxes and beads galore litter her room.
[ am a bystander to this world and [ see that in it
she hzs found a freedom and a confidence which |

had not considered possible. | am that clumsy witch
at the oven door who is pushed into his own trap
and dismissed while the children get on with their
adventures.

She calls herself Sophie and she says she is a girl.
There is no sophistry in her. When we tried to cor-
rect some bad-mannered talk, we put it to her that
we might disapprove of what she says, but we still
love her. She pointed out that what she says and what
she is are the same thing. When she was upset last
week at something someone said to her at school |
reminded her of the rhyme, ‘Sticks and stones’ and
she told me that her version of the rhyme is:

Sticks and stones can break my bones

but worms can never hurt me.

... because words can hurt her.

E DECIDED THAT if Andrea spent the first twelve

months at home with Sophie then it was only
fair that I should spend a similar time at home as
Sophie’s carer. Our agreement was that after
Andrea’s year at home | would spend two years
caring for Sophie so that Andrea could then take
another year’s leave to have our second child. This
arrangement appealed to my sense of symmetry as
well as a sense of justice. During this time [ asked
other couples why they hadn’t come to similar ar-
rangements and almost always the reason was that
families did not want to forego the higher income
the father earned. The decision was made easier
for us because we earned similar incomes. We
agreed that the cooking of meals, washing of clothes
and the cleaning of the house would still be shared
or divided equally. We treated caring for Sophie as
the equivalent of a full-time job.

When | explained at work that [ was taking leave
to care for my year-old daughter the women
laughed and warned me that my [Q would immedi-
ately drop by fifteen or twenty points.

Blake wrote that the fool who persists in his folly
will become wise. | don’t know if this is so — it seems
unlikely that it could be true — but I've comforted
myself with this thought when about to try some-
thing that might be foolish. [ went wholeheartedly
at the task of caring for Sophie. Within a week [ was
exhausted. When Sophie slept | would watch her
with my emotions wavering between love and fear
~ love of the outlandishly beautiful child in front of
me and fear of this child renewing her energies for
an assault on the next day’s activities.
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