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  Foreword


I CAN’T REMEMBER any more than I have given my publisher. Except for that which is private or that I wish to forget. The totality indeed of what I do not recall would fill ten thousand libraries, so it’s probably just as well I don’t remember.

Chiefly I don’t remember because I wasn’t really present until about six months ago. And as I write this, I’m fifty-four years of age. There are many reasons I wasn’t present. You can glean them here. Or most of them.

I was actually present before my first album came out. And then I went somewhere else inside myself. And I began to smoke weed. I never finally stopped until mid-2020. So, yeah, I ain’t been quite here, and it’s hard to recollect what you weren’t present at.

Making music is hard to write about. I was present then. In the place deep inside myself that only I know. But if you could talk about music you wouldn’t need music, so perhaps the things I talk about here are not always music. But they are the sum of what I can recollect and tell from my youth until now.

I have left some people out because I know they prefer privacy and others because I want them to be pissed when they look for their names in the book and don’t find them.

That I wasn’t present explains why there are two very distinctly different voices in this book, one leading up to the tearing of the pope’s picture in 1992 and a new one afterward. This is because it took me four years to write anything after “the pope chapters” (the night before and the night of SNL), years during which I lived in and out of mental-health institutions sorting out my reasons for not being present. Afterward, a new voice began speaking. And I hope this is acceptable to the reader. (It’s pretty much the best I can do.)

I see the first voice as a ghost’s and the next as a living woman’s. Both are equally important. There was a symbolic death and rebirth. And you can hear it. I am, in fact, rather proud of it.

Now, I ain’t gonna be winning the Booker Prize anytime soon. And I ain’t Bob Dylan or Shakespeare or even in the class of my amazing brother Joseph as a writer. But I’ve told my story as I remember it and tried to tell it the way I speak. I imagined a certain person I was talking to as I was writing or talking the chapters. Never gonna tell you who that was, though.

I was very young when my career kicked off. I never had or took the time to “find myself.” But I think you’ll see in this book a girl who does find herself, not by success in the music industry but by taking the opportunity to sensibly and truly lose her marbles. The thing being that after losing them, one finds them and plays the game better.

I am an older woman now with a different voice. So this is only my first memoir. My intention is to live a long life and keep diaries this time so I won’t forget. However, it was necessary for me to let the child inside me speak because she needed to speak. And because I did, she is older now and chooses to remain about seventeen.

Please know that I have deep and infinite love and compassion for both my parents, who did their very best in what was a very difficult time for Ireland and for Irish people. And my father remains my idol, having borne more pain than any human being I know and having borne it so heroically. We are a family made of soldier DNA. There are military great- and great-great-uncles. And this has stood to both my father and myself.

I especially hope that by letting the child speak I do not cause offense or upset to anyone in my family. I haven’t discussed anyone’s experiences but my own. And I apologize in advance if anything I’ve written does cause upset. It was not my intention.

My intention was to put all the pieces of the jigsaw that was me out on the floor and see if I could put it together. To be understood was my desire. Along with that was my desire not to have the ignorant tell my story when I’m gone. Which was what would have happened had I not told it myself.

If I hope for anything as an artist, it’s that I inspire certain people to be who they really are. My audiences seem to be people who have been given a hard time for being who they are. It ain’t easy being green—maybe they don’t know they are the reason I get to be who I really am. Onstage, I can always be who I really am.

Offstage, not so much. I never made sense to anyone, even myself, unless I was singing.

But I hope this book makes sense.

If not, maybe try singing it and see if that helps.





  Part One




  Prologue



  Hey, Hey, We’re the Monkees!


BEFORE WE BEGIN, for the purposes of clarity, here is the architecture of my family and when I was with whom.

My mother, Marie, and father, John, married in 1960 and set up home in Crumlin, Dublin, where they had been raised. Three years later my brother Joe was born and they moved to middle-class Glenageary, far away on the other side of town. Then in 1965 came my sister, Éimear. Then me fourteen months later, in 1966. Then in 1968, my brother John.

In 1975, my father sensibly left my mother for reasons this book will help you glean. He was given custody of us and we went to live with him and his new love, my (lovely) stepmother, Viola. But me and my little brother stayed only maybe six months because we missed our mother.

At that point I was nine. I stayed with my mother until I was thirteen and then I went, by choice, back to live with my father. I was unable to adjust after what had been going on in my mother’s house, so toward the end of my thirteenth year, I went to what is politely called a “rehabilitation center for girls with behavioral problems.” (I think the whole world knows a refund is owed my father for that, as it clearly didn’t work.)

At fifteen I left the center and went to a boarding school in Waterford. I joined a band that summer, and when I went back to school, I missed the band. So in December, after I turned sixteen, I ran away from the school and got myself a studio apartment, a bedsit, much to the horror of my poor father. He eventually agreed to let me stay once I agreed to remove the nose piercing I’d also gotten. He paid my rent but none of my bills, so I had to get jobs. He’s a genius.

My father’s second wife, Viola, has three daughters from a different marriage. So I have three stepsisters. Viola and my father also have one son, Eoin. So he’s my brother also.

In 1985 my mother died in a car crash. I was eighteen. Later that year, after being invited by Ensign Records to sign a contract with them, I left for London.

My first child was born when I was twenty, three weeks before my first album was released. I have three other children and, so far, two grandchildren.
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Sinéad, at about age five
 COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR






  The Piano


IT’S CHRISTMAS AND WE’RE at my paternal grandma’s house, the one that usually smells of cabbage (the house, not her).

The lights around the tree mean the other downstairs lights are off. The grown-ups are in blue shadow with their backs to the parlor, concerned with one another, running all up and down the stairs. I’m little enough that they won’t notice me if they don’t look any lower than straight ahead. My grandma’s parlor is verboten for me without adult supervision. The Christmas tree is in here. I got away with sneaking in to feel the presents, but something else is what I really want.

Against the wall rests an old piano. The keys are yellow, like my granddad’s teeth. There are echoes in the notes, a strange sound, like the ghost bells of a sunken ship. I sneak in here often by myself because the piano summons me. It makes the air around itself vibrate in huge waves with just the slightest suggestions of colors so as to catch my attention.

When I play the notes, it sounds so sad. The thing is desolate. Once, at dusk, I asked it why. It answered, Because I’m haunted, and told me to put my ear against its underbelly, the flat panel of wood that’s in front of your shins when you’re playing. I pressed my right cheek against it, and the piano said, Now play some notes. I played, stretching my left arm up so my face would stay where it was. Underneath the notes above, I heard a lot of voices jumbled together, all whispering over one another. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, there were so many of them.

I shot up and said, “Who are they?” The piano answered, History. It said, They’re stuck. They can’t get out if no one plays me and I can’t breathe with them all in here. It said, I don’t mind if you play me badly, I just need to be touched. Play me very softly, gently, gently, only barely, because I am a very tender thing, and the ghosts are very sore.

I said, “You still didn’t tell me whose voices they are.” It said it didn’t want to tell me. I asked it why. It said, Because of war. It said, A child shouldn’t know about war. It said, People don’t talk, so their feelings fly into musical things. It said, The ghosts are things people don’t want to remember.

 


In my parents’ house on Christmas Eve we knelt before the crib in the hall to place the Baby Jesus in the manger, because he can’t be there before midnight, and we sang all the songs that make me cry.

My father had to help me off my knees and up the stairs to bed. I couldn’t walk right because the Christmas songs were in my body. They bent and twisted me so I couldn’t stand straight. My father understands about songs making me cry. He doesn’t think it’s weird. I’m always worried it means I’m weird, that songs make me cry and be crippled and I’m only a child. He sings me “Scarlet Ribbons” when I’m all tucked in. His voice sounds very sad. He feels sad a lot. Like me.

 

Lovely ribbons, scarlet ribbons

Scarlet ribbons for her hair


 

I’m mind-blown by the song. That there are such things as angels, and that angels left ribbons, and that children’s prayers get answered, and that the capo di tutti capi can outrank parents.

But it isn’t ribbons I want, I want songs to take me away to that other world. I don’t like reality. I don’t wanna find myself back in it after three minutes and have to hang around in it until the next chance comes to have it vanish.



  My Grandfathers


MY FATHER’S FATHER is a cabinetmaker. He keeps canaries and homing pigeons in a wooden-and-wire-mesh birdhouse he made that runs along the bottom of his garden. I really like him. He’s plumpish compared to my mother’s father, and he’s a giggler, a smoky laugh he has.

I used to wrap my whole hand around his index finger and drag him to the birdhouse so I could see him make the pigeons fly off with messages in little barrels tied to their feet and then fly back to him empty-footed. Once he asked me would I like a fat bird to send a message for me, so I got him to write Hello, God, from Scamp.

When I asked him, my granddad said Scamp is my nickname because a scamp is a rascal, a bold thing, and I’m the boldest of all my mother’s children. But he threw his head back and cackled smokily after he said it. Looked like a big child himself, his eyes got so happy. He likes me for being bold. Maybe he was the boldest of his mother’s children.

In the evenings, he and my grandma go out on their own together for a glass of porter because they’re in love. I like seeing them going down the road when I’m swinging on their gate in the summer. They met on the same street, which was Francis Street, in the Liberties, an inner-city part of Dublin, historically a working-class neighborhood and home to Guinness and other breweries. But when my father was twelve, his people had to move out of the Liberties to Crumlin, a more residential neighborhood near the city center. That’s how come my father’s parents live on the same street as my mother’s parents, which is Keeper Road, so my parents met on the same street they grew up on, just like my father’s parents did.

My mother’s father is a bread-delivery man and wears an old-style black waistcoat with a pocket watch and a long black coat and black pants. He is very long and skinny, so all in all he looks like de Valera on a diet.

His and my granny’s house is like most of the houses of old people. There are worn-out pictures of popes all over the wall and above the fireplace, along with Padre Pio and Mary and Jesus. Halfway up the narrow stairs, there’s a glowing red Sacred Heart lamp on the wall. It’s really scary; no one wants to go up there when the other lights are off.

My mother’s dad doesn’t like women who wear makeup. Says they’re “Jezebels.” His insults are usually biblical. “Judas!” he’ll shout when so-and-so’s name is mentioned. Or “Creeping Jesus!” The only thing he wants in life is quiet but he can’t say quiet properly because he’s from Westmeath. He roars, “Quite! Quite!” at us over the top of his newspaper when we’re being too noisy, which makes us giggle, so he has to roar it again.

To make up for tormenting him, I stand behind his chair and rock him real softly in the evenings when it’s just me and him so he can fall asleep. I make music in my head to the rhythm of the chair so that I keep my movements gentle and don’t wake him. It goes One-two, three, one-two, three, one-two, three, over and over.
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Kitty O’Grady, Sinéad’s maternal grandmother
 COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR





  August 1977


ELVIS IS DEAD. I’m crying so fucking much I can’t make my bed. My body won’t work. I keep trying to throw the sheet across the bed but I can’t, my arms won’t work. I try crawling across the bed with a corner in each hand but I can’t, my legs won’t work. I’m in trouble with my mother because I haven’t got the bed made. I’m too embarrassed to explain why I’m dripping snot and tears all over the clean sheets or why I keep falling on my knees and standing up again. I think she likes Elvis too. Figure she secretly knows why I’m a mess. She doesn’t get very cross about the bed. She doesn’t get cross at all, actually, which is most unusual.

I need a new father now that Elvis is gone. My father isn’t dead, I just ain’t seen him for a very long time, because my mother doesn’t like him. Fact, they pretty much can’t stand each other. It’s scary when they’re together. It’s not much scary on our own with our dad, though. But she’s different.

I don’t go looking for any father because I have God. And God sends me stuff because I talk to Him. Naturally He’s the number-one father. But I’m a kid. I need a father’s voice, and poor God don’t have a voice. I like voices for some reason. I dunno why. Sometimes people’s voices make me want to cuddle them. But I’m really scared of cuddling.

My body won’t work if someone tries to cuddle me. I like my aunt Lily and it hurts her feelings I won’t cuddle her. I really want to. But I freeze and in my head I see a mountain of wolves all covered in blood, so much that they can’t move, and only one wolf is running about, the one who was at the very bottom of the pile when whatever happened happened and it has no blood on it. It’s looking for help.

I ain’t seen my granny, my mom’s mother, for a while either. She has a gentle nice voice. She likes me. She says I’m honest and never to say sorry if I don’t mean it. She lets me have everything I’m not supposed to have to eat. She can make me fall asleep by just gazing in my eyes when I’m tucked up in her bed. I like her clock’s ticktocking. Makes me hear music. Ain’t seen her since I was maybe six. She came all the way from Keeper Road on all the buses with my birthday present. My mother wouldn’t let her in. My granny cried and stood at the door looking at me sitting on the stairs. I was big-eyed scared. She begged my mother. She wanted to see me. She had on her tan coat. She gave the present to my mother. My mother said I could open it on the stairs and then Granny would have to leave, but she still couldn’t come in the door out of the December cold. My granny likes my birthday because it’s a holy day as well and she loves God as much as she loves me.

It was white pajamas with tigers all over them. I loved them. I made my eyes smile at my granny because I knew I wasn’t allowed to let my face smile. She did the same. But her face was tear-strewn. And like I said, I ain’t seen her since. I started smoking properly because she does and I like the smell of her. I pray a lot, like she told me. I love God, like she told me. I only ever ask for Him to be with me.

I come downstairs one morning, after Elvis, and hear a kind man’s voice singing to a girl that she needn’t cry anymore. I go to the record player. I make my brother Joe play it again. I say, “Who’s he?” “Bob Dylan.” I see from the album cover he’s as beautiful as if God blew a breath from Lebanon and it became a man.

I’m not allowed to touch the record when my brother isn’t home. I wait at the window every day because he has a summer job. I run out into the street and around the corner to watch for him. I never know when he’s coming home. Things aren’t safe at all when he’s out. My mother doesn’t like little girls.

I like this Dylan man’s singing. In my head I call him Lebanon Man. He has an empty baby carrier hanging open across his chest. I slip myself in. His voice is like a blanket. He’s really tender and he loves girls. I have his chest to fall asleep on.

So I’ve stopped knocking on doors around Glenageary asking people if I can be their child. Been doing that on and off since I was about six. They always only bring me home anyway, imagining my mother to be like other people’s mothers. Dylan’d never be deceived. Though some of them did give me cheese balls and such. One family was having a Tupperware party when I knocked. The nice lady let me in because I was crying. She said she couldn’t keep me but I could stay for a while. So I chose to sit under the table because there were so many people. She gave me loads of food. I would have liked to stay with her. When she brought me home, my mother acted all nice at the door. Bob is a way better dad than Elvis anyway. That’s what I thought about all the time her knee went into my stomach up against the wall.
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Sinéad in her communion dress
 COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR





  Lourdes


WE JUST GOT back from Lourdes five days ago. Bit dramatic. Let’s just say an “episode” was had by my mother, after which a priest was cajoled by me and dragged by the arm to come and help her on account of that’s the whole reason we went there.

Well, it’s the reason I went there; the others had to come because the trip was my requested confirmation present. Deal being, Jesus’s mother might see about helping mine. I didn’t tell anyone I was thinking in such a way. They just put it down to my being obsessed with the whole Lourdes thing because I’ve been reading about it for years. My granny told me about it because of my birthday and because my second name, Bernadette, is the same as the nineteenth-century maiden who saw the Virgin Mary there.

On the day before we were to leave Lourdes and return to Dublin, no cure had been found for my mother’s madness, so I decided to go priest-catching at about four p.m. My chosen victim was dragged by his sleeves in protest (mine) at his not being as eager as I was for him to go to work, ambling as he was along the basilica gates in the sunshine with his newspaper. He relented at length because I was too much for him (I did the big eyes), had him gawggling at me like it was insane to believe miracles could happen in Lourdes even though that’s the whole deal his bosses employed him to sell.

I’d told my mother I was going for ice cream, so as I shoveled him up the road with one hand on his back and one still on his sleeve so he couldn’t escape, I told him the bullshit story he was now to sell to my mother regarding how he met me, hoping he’d sell it better than he seemed capable of selling the Lourdes story.

So up he goes to her room. I sit in the little hotel lobby watching the pretty French ladies trying really hard not to look pretty because they’re in Lourdes.

He comes down after a while with his newspaper under his arm, his cowboy-looking black hat on his head, his green eyes watery-looking and fixed to the floor. As he brushes past my chair he signals with his head that I’m to follow him out. “There’s nothing I can do for her,” he says and tells me I’m to pray until I’m eighteen and can leave home, unless I’m able to leave any sooner.

I’m thinking, Oh, great. A hopeless priest. How the fuck did he get stationed here?

See, I had a Lourdes miracle of my own some years back. I had a verruca, a wart. On the left foot beside the little toe. Big painful thing with a black center. It was like the girl who loves Anachie Gordon in the old folk song—its heart would not remove.

So I was booked to go into hospital to have the verruca surgically removed, a thing of great glory, for it meant I’d be spoiled rotten for at least two days and have a ton of sympathy and everyone having to be exceedingly nice to me, not to mention I’d have a fair few days off school, and there would be ice cream and jelly for certain at the hospital.

The night before I was to go in, my mother took me into the bathroom and put some Lourdes holy water my granny had given her years back on my verruca. In the morning, the verruca was gone. Utterly and completely vanished. No one would have guessed it had ever been there; there wasn’t a trace of it. So I know Lourdes miracles do happen, unlike my priest friend.

We had gone to Lourdes via a travel agent. Picked up at the airport by a tour bus. We drove with about twenty other people who were on our tour. We didn’t do just Lourdes; we first went to a town called Nevers to see the convent where Saint Bernadette lived and died after her visitations from Our Lady.

They had her tiny body in a Snow White glass case on display, and people filed in there every day to see it, a grotesque tableau. It reminded me of the Dublin zoo. They had a crocodile in a glass enclosure the exact length and width of its body, so it couldn’t move, with enough water to almost cover it while leaving its back exposed. At the top of the glass there was a gap with the ceiling. The grown-ups would throw coins through the gap so they’d land on the crocodile’s back to see if they could annoy it because it couldn’t move. I wonder what the zoo people did with all the coins.

Bernadette’s body was dug up three times in the first thirty years after her death, in 1879, so people could take parts of her bones for altars. An altar isn’t sacred, apparently, if it doesn’t contain some part of the body of the dead. Sounds more devilish than God-ish to me.

On the tour bus we had a guide called J. He worked for our local travel agency back home and he was very kind to me. He sat up front and had a microphone for telling people what they’d see if they looked left or right out the window. He started loads of sing-alongs, though, and my mother nominated me a bunch of times to sing “Scarborough Fair,” which I duly did, with much feeling, because I had secretly fallen in love with J. I was sad when we all got back home, because I missed seeing him every day.

I’d been pining and singing the song all alone. Today I got sick of doing that and decided to walk the two or so miles down to the travel agency to declare my love and ask him to marry me.

It was lunchtime when I got there but J. was sitting at his desk, talking on the phone. My heart began pounding with fear. It had never occurred to me he might have a wife. Maybe he was talking to her. He finished his call and saw me in the doorway. He beckoned with his hand for me to come in, looking surprised that a child had made her way alone to arrange some possible trip through a travel agent.

I said I needed to speak with him in private. J. brought me into a small kitchen, sat me at the little round table, poured me a glass of milk, and asked if I wanted some biscuits, but I couldn’t eat because I was so sick with love.

Not having the courage to speak and having prepared for this eventuality beforehand, I produced a written declaration. He read it, smiling the whole time, as sunlight shone through the open window onto his lovely brown stubble. When he finished reading, he folded my letter carefully and asked me if he could keep it. He said it was the loveliest thing he’d ever read but that he was way too old to marry me or even be my boyfriend because he was thirty, but that one day I would meet a boy of my own age and that would be better.

He also said he was the kind of man who loved other men. I’d never heard of such a thing before, so he had to explain a little. He said sometimes God just makes men who fall in love with men, or women who fall in love with women. He asked would I mind keeping what he’d told me to myself because he said people didn’t really agree with men loving men. He said people didn’t often recognize what God loved, and he said they sometimes didn’t love what God loved.

J. told me I was never to believe any kind of love was wrong if it was true love and to always be brave enough to tell someone I loved them, because it was brave of me to have told him, and it had made him feel very happy. He said that if a grown-up ever behaved like a boyfriend with a child then that was wrong, so I was not to be telling grown men I loved them after today because not all grown-up men were as safe as him.

When he asked me why I loved him I said it was because he was gentle. So he said I’m to always make sure anyone I love is gentle. Then he said I could come and see him anytime I liked for milk and biscuits and he was gonna be my friend.

So I wasn’t upset because I made him smile and because he was so nice to me. I walked home very proud I’d been so brave and already imagining what my future boyfriend might be like. There’s a boy called Gary who lives near me who keeps asking me to go to the roller disco with him. I haven’t asked my mother because she is very strict, but maybe I will.



  My Aunt Frances


SHE’S SIXTEEN AND I’m six. She has Down syndrome. She lives all week in a care home on the Navan Road with the nuns because my granny and grandfather are too old to look after her properly. But she comes home every weekend and I love her. She is like a big walking heart; she loves everything and everyone. She hasn’t any badness in her, only good. She’s very dainty and ladylike. She has tiny hands like her sister—my mother—and she’s the only person my mother adores.

I’m often at my granny’s when Frances comes home for the weekend. Frances takes my granddad’s yellow suitcase-looking record player and drags me upstairs to Frances’s room and locks us in. She has a stack of records, all by the Irish pop singers Danny Doyle and Luke Kelly. Frances is in love with Danny Doyle. She’ll say to me, “Isn’t he lovely? Isn’t he lovely?” in that funny way she has of talking through her nose. I have to agree he’s lovely or she’ll swat me softly across my head. But he isn’t lovely at all. He has a beard and he looks like he drinks too much beer.

She puts the record player on the bed and every time she plays an album she makes me hold the cover and read out loud every word of what is written on the sleeve and labels, back and front, inside and out. If I can’t say a word, she helps me, pacing about the room like a schoolteacher. She makes me feel every millimeter of the record’s packaging too, with my fingers and palms and even the sides of my face. If I don’t do it slowly and touch every millimeter, she swats me.

She has lots of baby dolls, which she loves. She makes them dresses. My mother helps her because my mother was a dressmaker before she got married, but in Ireland you can’t work anymore if you’re a married woman.

Frances’s favorite doll is called Brenda. But me and my sister accidentally broke Brenda and Frances hasn’t forgiven us. Every time she sees us she says, “Youse broke Brenda.” I understand how she feels because my cousin bit the beak off my favorite cuddly toy, which is a penguin called Charlie that my father got me when he was away working somewhere. I don’t like my cousin now and I’m never going to speak to him again. Frances is a lot nicer than me.
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  The Train


I WENT BACK to school this week after three months off. And then I pretended to faint a bunch of times at my desk so the nuns would send me home again. They’re so worried about me after what happened that I got away with mere Golden Globes–worthy performances; they didn’t have to be Oscar-winning.

Sweet! If I so much as blinked too much, seems like they would have sent me home. Usually I’m the bad girl, because I’m always stealing people’s lunches (particularly peanut butter sandwiches) or shoplifting from the dress shop or stealing money for the candy store from the teachers’ handbags in the staff room.

Sister Clothilde brings me to the chapel regularly to pray that the urge to steal will leave me. So far it hasn’t worked. But that’s because my mother likes me to steal.

Mrs. Sheils, who was a teacher, used to ask me if my mother made me do it but I said no. She’d ask me where the welts on my legs came from or about the massively swollen black eye I once had.

She’d say, “It’s your mother, isn’t it?” But I’d deny it.

If my mother found out I’d told, she’d murder me. I felt bad lying to Mrs. Sheils because she’s lovely. I don’t know why she likes me, but she does. I’d like to be her girl. I’d like to be going home with her every afternoon. She’d look like she was about to cry whenever I said it wasn’t my mother. Her face would go all red and she’d reach deep into her handbag and give me money for sweets and pat my face all gentle like my granny does.

 


I’m jealous when I see the other girls walking down Merrion Avenue after school with their mothers’ arms around them. That’s because I’m the kid crying in fear on the last day of term before the summer holidays. I have to pretend I lost my field hockey stick, because I know my mother will hit me with it all summer if I bring it home. But she’ll just use the carpet-sweeper pole instead. She’ll make me take off all my clothes and lie on the floor and open my legs and arms and let her hit me with the sweeping brush in my private parts. She makes me say, “I am nothing,” over and over and if I don’t, she won’t stop stomping on me. She says she wants to burst my womb. She makes me beg her for “mercy.” I won the prize in kindergarten for being able to curl up into the smallest ball, but my teacher never knew why I could do it so well.

I love Jesus because He appeared in my head one night when my mother had me on the kitchen floor. I was naked and had cereal and powdered coffee all over me. My mother was saying all this scary stuff, and I was curled up so she could kick me on my bottom. Suddenly, there Jesus was in my mind, on a little stony hill, on His cross.

I never asked Him to come; He just arrived. He had on a long white robe and blood was flowing from His heart all the way down His robe and down the hill and onto the ground and then onto the kitchen floor and into my heart. He said He would give me back any blood my mother took and that His blood would make my heart strong. So I just focused on Him. When my mother was finished with me, I lay on the floor until I knew she had closed her bedroom door. Then I tidied up all the stuff she’d thrown about and set the table for breakfast.

Once the Holy Spirit came and sat with me too, though I didn’t ask it to. It happened this way:

There was a button missing off my dress, which used to be my sister’s dress. And we were supposed to go away for the weekend to my mother’s friend’s house. I got beaten up naked again and my mother took the light bulb from my room and locked me in and went away with the others. When I
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