Extract n°4 : from « Even before… » (p.40) to « …banished. » (p.43)
[image: image1.png]Even before the crowd gathered before the Christmas of 1973,
Harriet was pregnant again. To her utter dismay, and David’s.
How could it have happened? They had been careful, partic-




[image: image2.png]ularly so because of their determination not to have any more
children for a while. David tried to joke, “It’s this room, I swear
it's a baby-maker!”

They had put off telling Dorothy. She was not there, anyway,
because Sarah had said it was unfair that Harriet got all the
help. Harriet simply could not manage. One after another, three
girls came to help; they had just left school and could not easily
find work. They were not much good. Harriet believed she
looked after them more than they her. They came or didn’t
come as the mood took them, and would sit around drinking
tea with their girl-friends while Harriet toiled. She was frantic,
exhausted . . . she was peevish; she lost her temper; she burst
into tears. . . . David saw her sitting at the kitchen table, head
in her hands, muttering that this new foetus was poisoning her:
Paul lay whimpering in his pram, ignored. David took a fort-
night’s leave from his office to come home and help. They had
known how much they owed Dorothy, but now knew it better—
and that when she heard Harriet was pregnant again she would
be angry. Very. And she would be right. /

“It will all be easier when Christmas starts,” wept Harriet.

“You can'’t be serious,” said David, furious. “Of course they
can’t come this Christmas.”

“But it is so easy when people are here, everyone helps me.”

“Just for once we'll go to one of them,” said David, but this
idea did not live for more than five minutes: none of the other
households could accommodate six extra people.

Harriet lay weeping on her bed. “But they must come, don’t
put them off—oh, David, please . . . at least it'll keep my mind
off it.”

He sat on his side of the bed watching her, uneasy, critical,
trying not to be. Actually he would be pleased not to have the
house full of people for three weeks, a month: it cost so much,
and they were always short of money. He had taken on extra
work, and here he was at home, a nursemaid.




[image: image3.png]“You simply have to get someone in to help, Harriet. You
must try and keep one of them.”

She burst out in indignation at the criticism. “That’s not fair!
You aren’t here stuck with them—they aren’t any good. I don’t
believe any of these girls have done an hour’s work in their
lives.”

“They’ve been some help—even if it’s only the washing-up.”,

Dorothy telephoned to say that both Sarah and Harriet were
going to have to manage: she, Dorothy, needed a break. She
was going home to her flat to please herself for a few weeks.
Harriet was weeping, hardly able to speak. Dorothy could not
get out of her what could possibly be wrong: she said, “Very
well, I suppose I'll have to come, then.”

She sat at the big table with David, Harriet, the four children
there, too, and looked severely at Harriet. She had understood
her daughter was pregnant again within half an hour of arriving.
They could see from her set angry face that she had terrible
things to say. “I'm your servant, I do the work of a servant in
this house.” Or, “You are very selfish, both of you. You are
irresponsible.” These words were in the air but were not spoken:
they knew that if she allowed herself to begin she would not
stop with this.

She sat at the head of the table—the position near the stove—
stirring her tea, with one eye on baby Paul, who was fretful in
his little chair and wanted to be cuddled. Dorothy, too, looked
tired, and her grey hair was disordered: she had been going up
to her room to tidy herself when she had been swallowed in
embraces with Luke and Helen and Jane, who had missed her
and knew that the crossness and impatience that had ruled the
house would now be banished.
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“You can'’t be serious,” said David, furious. “Of course they
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