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Foreword

When I began investigating the abuses that were perpetrated against young girls in the dreadful Magdalen laundries for Irish Crime magazine, I had no idea of the horrors that would unfold. I had to ask myself: how was it possible for such widespread abuse to remain hidden for so long? Was it a matter of see no evil, hear no evil – that peculiarly Irish attitude which permits the unspeakable to live comfortably alongside the ordinary? There were Magdalen asylums in most large towns and cities in Ireland. These grim places could be found right in the heart of the community. It seems now that the community just looked the other way.

For much of the twentieth century, Ireland was a fearful, priest-ridden place where those unfortunates who transgressed the strict moral codes were punished most severely. We had our own brand of Taliban theocracy. Young girls could be imprisoned in filthy psychiatric hospitals or in Magdalen asylums even, as I have discovered, if they were the victims of sexual abuse. They had to be locked away to protect the guilty. Thousands of girls lived out their miserable lives in such places and then when they died their bodies were dumped into mass graves.

The laundries, the industrial and reformatory schools are now closed down but the miasma of that shameful past lingers on. In many public psychiatric hospitals all over Ireland, there are scores of ‘Maggies’, as the women became known, eking out a pathetic twilight existence. They are our forgotten people, degraded by Church and State, and now consigned to oblivion. Not all of these Maggies are institutionalised. I have spoken to some who are very sane indeed and who live in desperate hope that one day they will see freedom.

Kathy O’Beirne is a truly remarkable woman. After all that she endured within the industrial school system, she has now devoted her life to the welfare of other Magdalen survivors. Her mission is to draw public attention to the dreadful crimes which were committed against these women. Since she went public about her experiences under the vile regime, Kathy has been threatened and intimidated on numerous occasions. But her resolve is unshakeable. This brave woman has no intention of stopping her campaign until all the forgotten are reclaimed and true justice is done for her and all the other victims.

The evening before she made her Holy Communion, Kathy was raped. She was only seven years old. Then she was ‘diagnosed’ by a team of doctors and a leading psychiatrist as having a ‘troublesome mind’ and was dispatched to a children’s reformatory school in Dublin run by nuns.

She spent two years in this place and received only a rudimentary education – the mere basics of reading and writing. She was beaten regularly by the nuns and was also sexually abused by a visiting priest. When Kathy told the head nun about the abuse, she was immediately transferred to a public psychiatric hospital. A child who made such an accusation against a priest had to be mad. Such was the twisted thinking of the good sisters at the time. But this was also a way of covering up the abuse. Who would believe the word of a child that had been consigned to a mental hospital?

While detained in the psychiatric hospital, Kathy was used, in her own words, ‘as a medical guinea pig’. Trial drugs were used on her. She was given electroconvulsive therapy (ECT), or shock treatment, with and then without sedation to see the effects it had on her. She was also given massive doses of Largactil and other experimental drugs. One can scarcely imagine the terror of a helpless child locked up in the company of seriously deranged adults and at the mercy of a brutal and amoral system.

After two years in this hellhole, Kathy, now aged twelve, was transferred to a Magdalen laundry in Dublin. One of the first things she noticed on her arrival at this latest institution was the stained-glass panel above the entrance door depicting St Mary Magdalen with the word ‘Penitent’ underneath.

She was trapped in a ruthless system. Since her father had signed the order to have her confined, there was no escape. This was the early 1970s, Ireland was rapidly modernising but the civil authorities colluded in the widespread practice of imprisoning young girls and women in Church-run institutions where they were treated like slaves.

On Sundays, members of the Legion of Mary came to lecture these most-sinned-against girls on the subject of sin. Other Holy Joes came as well and some were involved in abusing the girls. Naturally, they were terrified of complaining about this sexual abuse, as they knew they simply would not be believed. They would be considered mad and therefore consigned to a mental hospital. If a girl was missing in the morning, the Maggies knew that she must have complained and been sent to an asylum.

Many of the girls in these Church-run institutions were raped and if they fell pregnant, their babies were then sold off to wealthy couples in America. A taxi driver who remembered driving some of these babies to the North (from where they were shipped to the US) contacted the Joe Duffy Show on RTE in 2004 to talk about what he had witnessed.

Kathy believes that the Church ran a lucrative baby industry for profit, ignoring the human misery caused to the deprived mothers. But many of the babies died and their bodies were dumped into mass graves. There is one badly neglected baby site in Glasnevin Cemetery.

Kathy’s story is one of many which the Gardai have been investigating. It is a dreadful story that shames the name of Ireland. The crimes might have been committed by priests, nuns and certain lay people but we all stand accused – the silent majority who bore cowardly witness to these terrible deeds and looked the other way.

Aodhan Madden

Chief Investigative Journalist, Irish Crime

Dublin, February 2005


Author’s Note

For legal reasons, I have not been able to name any of the institutions in which I was incarcerated or any of the people who abused me. I hope that one day the situation will be resolved and I will be able to tell my story in full.

Also, I recognise that while it is my own personal choice to come forward to tell my story, there are many who would prefer to avoid the glare of publicity. Out of respect for them, I have changed the names of the other girls and women with whom I spent time in various institutions. The only one for whom I use her real name is my friend Liz, who sadly died last year. Liz desperately wanted her story to be told and I am proud to have been able to call her my friend.


Prologue

I am running down a long corridor. At the end of it there is a door with a bright shaft of sunlight shining through a glass pane. It is like a light from heaven. Beyond the door is the sunlight, the deep-blue sky and a golden beach that stretches on forever beside the rolling white waves. It is where I want to be, making sandcastles, feeling the heat of the sun and swimming in the sea. My happy childhood. My heaven.

When I reach the door, I am almost blinded by the light. I try to open the door but there is no handle and there are bars on the glass. I bang my hands against the bars and scream but no one can hear me. I hear the echo of the footsteps on the floor of the corridor slowly coming towards me. I close my eyes as I kneel and clasp my hands.

Tears flow down my cheeks as the footsteps stop behind me. Above me, the light fades and the sun, sea and sand disappear into a black night with no moon. I am plunged into the darkness of my unhappy childhood. I grip the bars and scream with pain, humiliation, anger and hate. I am a child in the cruel grip of an unending nightmare.

A child should have happy memories to balance the normal pains of growing up but I have few or none. I never made it to the sea or my childhood heaven; instead, behind the locked door, I was consigned to a hell of beatings and abuse.

Tears replaced laughter, pain replaced pleasure. Love was destroyed by hate. There was darkness instead of light. My childhood was one long scream of suffering which has haunted all of my adult life. Although I am now able to express myself more clearly, when I recount my early experiences it is in the stark voice of the tortured child I was then. I had great difficulty in recalling some of the worst experiences because for most of my life I had repressed the memories. This is the natural self-defence mechanism of the abused. There are still some events that I find it impossible to talk about.

A child who lives in constant terror of its surroundings, with the prospect of beatings and sexual abuse around every corner, has a very narrow focus of vision. You try not to engage on any level with the things that frighten you, particularly your torturers – in my case, the nuns, priests or the lay people who posed an awful, filthy threat to my body and my being. You spend a lot of time wincing inwardly and squeezing your eyes tightly shut. No child wants to look at the instrument of torture, whether it be a leather strap, a cane, a piece of rubber piping, a fist or boots. You want to be blind and long to disappear. I was acutely aware of the sounds of what was being done to me but I was afraid to put my hands over my ears because the torturers would never allow that. They had to be heard at all costs, while the child was to be seen but not heard.

As a result, the memories of my childhood come in flashes and images that are not always connected and which often make my flesh creep and emotions spill over during the act of trying to express them. The voice of the damaged child echoes unbearably in the mind of the adult. More often than not it is impossibly painful to hear, like the moaning of a feverish child to her mother, and there is little or nothing that can be done to relieve her suffering.

When I started to receive counselling, I was once asked what I had learned from life. I said I had learned a lot: how to hate, how to be bitter – and a whole lot of other negative things. I once thought that being so angry and having all those feelings was not normal. That I was not normal. But somehow I am, even though the pain of my past is so strong some days that I think that I am going mad.

How could anybody fix what had happened to me, mend what was broken? I didn’t believe that anybody could help. So, at first, I was sceptical about counsellors and what they would be able to do for me. But I have to say that now, after several years of counselling, things are a little better. And hopefully one day I will be able to let go of all the pain, sadness and anger about my past. Maybe I will be able to look back and not feel this great loss as intensely as I feel it now. I might be able to release the little girl inside me and let her be free the way she was meant to be in the first place. Free to open that door at the end of the corridor and feel the heat of the sun. Open her eyes to the world, look up at the deep-blue sky, smell the light salty breeze and thrill at the sight of the rolling waves as she runs across the golden sand.

This book is that little girl’s story.


Chapter 1

Daddy’s Girl

Small child crying

I feel inside me a small child crying

I have got to help her

She is on my mind

I went back to the past to see what was wrong

And I noticed she had suffered for far too long

I have never before listened to that little girl inside

I keep her bottled up and block her from my mind

I even tried to hurt her

And to get rid of her

Because I was afraid of the frightened child in me

I am taking time now just to see how to release her

And how to set her free

I am now in my 40s. I was the fifth child and first daughter in what would eventually be a family of nine: six boys and three girls. We lived in Clondalkin, a sprawling working-class suburb of Dublin. Our home was on a big housing estate where large families were the norm: one of the houses accommodated no fewer than twenty-one children. In the centre of the estate was a large green where the children met and played. Beyond the green was a big house within its own grounds that was occupied by the local GP. Dr Keane was a kind, lovely man who did not mind the local kids stealing apples from his orchard. On summer afternoons, the women would stand on the steps of their houses and catch up with all the news. It seemed that they were always pregnant and the kids used to mimic their appearance by stuffing the stolen apples down their jumpers and waddling rather than walking.

My mother, Ann, was a small, delicate woman. She was beautiful and I thought she looked like a film star. She was very quiet and ladylike, and was religious without being boring. She was adorable in every sense and worked day and night to keep her home in order. Her only concern was for her children and she had a lot to be concerned about.

To the outside world, my father, Oliver, a builder’s labourer, presented an image of respectability. He was a handsome man, well-built at 15 stone, and when he was not at work he dressed immaculately in a nice suit, snow-white shirt and black shoes polished to such a shine that you could use them as a mirror. He went to Mass every day and was a daily communicant. To the people in the estate, he appeared to be a highly religious pillar of the community. But inside our small three-bedroom home, he became a cruel and violent man who gave his family a terrible life of mental and physical abuse.

He worked from seven in the morning till six at night. He was always up at the crack of dawn and I don’t remember him ever missing a day’s work. After he finished, he would come home to eat his dinner before heading out to the pub.

At first when the door closed behind him, we would all feel relieved that he was gone but that would soon be replaced by the fear of what he might do to us when he came back. There was no pattern to his behaviour, so we never knew what to expect. He could be all right for a while but then something would set him off and we would endure days and weeks of continual cruelty.

He regularly beat us with his belt. The buckle would cut into my legs and the flesh wounds often turned septic. He put our hands in the crack of the kitchen door and pressed it with his foot until we passed out with the pain.

One night when he was in a particularly bad rage, he held my hand in a pan of hot grease. The pain was unbearable. I closed my eyes and screamed, so he threw me out of the kitchen and made me sit on a wooden orange box outside the back door while he was eating his dinner. I shook all over from the burning feeling in my hand and I could see the skin beginning to peel away. The cold made me shiver even more, which made the pain worse.

He made me sit there for hours and would not allow my mother to let me in, even though she pleaded with him. I could hear her begging him to take pity on me but he would not budge. He just ate his dinner as if nothing had happened. I cried and cried until there were no more tears. I was so lonely and so sad. My heart and my body were aching, and I wished that I could die so he could never hurt me again.

When I was about four or five, one day one of the neighbours gave my mam a wicker box for me in which I could keep my clothes. It was sitting in the back kitchen when my father came in from work and started to give me a hiding, for what I can’t remember now. He went to punch me and as I fell awkwardly over the box I felt a terrible pain in my hip. Of course, my father took no notice of my cries and carried on thumping me but after he had finished I was left in agony and barely able to walk. After a few days of this, when I couldn’t get out of my bed, he finally allowed my mam to call the doctor. On seeing me, Dr Keane immediately made her take me to hospital, where X-rays revealed that I had a hairline fracture to my hip. I was in hospital for well over a week and had to go about on crutches. My mam came to visit me as often as she could and my father even made it in to visit me once. He didn’t say sorry for what he had done but he made a big show of saying in front of the nurses that I was always falling over myself and never looked where I was going. Once I got home, life continued as before.

Sometimes when he came back from the pub at night, he would drag us children out of bed, line us up in the hall and make us stand there all night in the freezing cold. On one particular occasion, I remember hearing him yelling as he came through the front door that we were all to get out of our beds and down the stairs double quick or there was going to be trouble. We were all so scared of him that we were up and on the move before we were even properly awake. We rushed down the stairs, trying to move as fast as possible so as not to provoke him further, and once we were all in the hall he told us to get down on our knees and stay there for the rest of the night. He then lumbered past us up the stairs to his warm bed and left us there, shivering in our thin nightclothes.

There was no carpet in the hall of our council house and the floor was covered in stone tiles. It was agony to kneel there on those cold tiles but we were too afraid of what he might do to us to move. After a while, we could hear the sound of him snoring, accompanied by the occasional mutter; then, eventually, the bedroom door creaked open and my mother appeared, tiptoeing her way down the stairs. She whispered to us all that we were to go back to our beds and she led us up, motioning for us to be as quiet as possible. Once we got back into our beds, Mam then put our duffle coats on top of the covers in an attempt to warm our freezing little bodies and once she had snuggled us in we were finally able to get back to sleep.

The next morning, my father obviously noticed that we were no longer in the hall when he got up but he didn’t say anything. We were thrilled, as we thought he had forgotten about his punishment and that we had got away with disobeying him. He came home from work and had his dinner as usual, and still nothing was said. So when he went out to the pub, we were convinced we were safe. Later that night, however, we were woken by the roaring of his voice telling us to get out of our beds and downstairs, as he was going to teach us a lesson in obedience. ‘You thought you could get the better of me, but now youse are going to learn.’

Once again we were made to kneel in a line in the freezing-cold hall. But this time, instead of going to bed, my father took a blanket and pillow from his room and lay across the top of the stairs so that there was no way my mother could rescue us. Despite the fact that he never once lifted his hand to her, he had my mam living in such terror of him that she dared not defy him again, most likely for fear of the punishment he would inflict on us.

There was no reason for his cruelty. We were no different from any other children: we played, fought and made noise but we were not bad kids. If anything was going to make us bad, it would have been the beatings he gave us. It was horrible to hear cries and roars of pain echo around your own home and be unable to comfort your own brothers or have them comfort you.

It is very hard to describe what it is like to live in constant fear of your father, the man a child thinks is there to love and protect them, not batter and bruise. I began to fear and loathe his presence. He reminded me of the horrible monster in ‘Jack and the Beanstalk’. I was not only hurt physically but I also felt humiliated and unwanted, as if I was a stranger in my own home. My hurt was added to by the fact that I could not understand why he was doing this to me.

He never said sorry or showed any love or affection towards me. But in spite of everything, I hoped that someday he would change and give me a hug and kiss like my mother did. It never happened. I used to lie in bed and pray that I would wake up in the morning and my father would suddenly love me but it was like wishing to awake from a never-ending nightmare.

Even at such a young age, I was well aware that my mother had a very hard and sad life. She was a kind, caring and gentle woman whose husband gave her nothing but grief and abuse. She was so frightened of him that she would start to shake when one of us told her that he was coming up the road. Some nights, in sheer terror of what he might do, she hid in a big old wardrobe and slept there until the morning. She tried desperately to shield us from him but there was little or nothing she could do in the face of his temper, and our suffering broke her heart.

Her pain increased my sadness and anger, as I could do nothing to protect the person I loved most in the world. My mother was desperate to return that love but my father did everything he could to prevent us becoming close. If I ever got sick and had to stay in bed, when he came home from work he would not let my mother take care of me. All any child wants when they are ill is their mother’s love and attention. But he would not even allow me that comfort. When he went out, she would try to console me and I knew that she did not dare stand up to him. But I was just a little girl and during the hours that I lay in bed alone and miserable, I would look up at the ceiling and wonder what I had done to make him hate me so much.

My father wanted complete control over our lives and one way to do this was to keep us all hungry. When he left to go to work in the morning, he would lay out two slices of bread, two eggs and one tea bag on the table. That was meant to feed five children and our mother for the day. My mother ate very little and divided most of the food between us kids. Her health was never strong and she became weaker after the strain of giving birth nine times. No doubt due to stress and her poor diet, she was always tired and sick.

When I was five years old, two boys, one much older than me, began to lift up my dress and touch my body. They pretended that this was a game in which they were doctors examining me. I did not know what was happening but I felt very uncomfortable. I was told not to tell anyone and because I was afraid of them and did not know any better, I kept quiet.

Soon their games became rougher and I was abused on an almost daily basis by the two boys. The things they did to me made me feel dirty but I did not know why. I was sickened by their creeping hands and came to dread the sight of them but I could not seem to escape their horrible mauling of my tiny body. They warned me that if I told anyone what they were doing, I would be taken away from my mam, put into a home and never let out.

Between this abuse and my father’s beatings, I became a very nervous child and was easily upset. I was afraid to go out to play, to walk down the street, and I began to hate going to school because I felt different to the other girls. I was in such turmoil that I found it impossible to make any proper friends in whom I might have confided. I just wanted to curl up in a ball in my bed, pull the covers over my head and never wake up. But when I did go to bed, I was usually unable to sleep.

There was nothing beautiful or wonderful in my world. What was there, I wanted to shut out. I did not understand why all this was happening to me but I knew that I was being punished, as my father continually told me that I had the Devil in me and that I would end up in hell. At school, the nuns and priests told us that if we were good, when we died we would be taken to heaven by angels. But in the Catholic tradition of instilling fear into children, they also made sure that we knew all about sin and warned us that whatever pain we suffered on this earth, it was only the size of a grain of sand compared to the vast beach of eternal suffering and torment that waited for us in hell if we did not do penance for our sins. I was terrified of ending up in a place where my poor little body would be burnt in the Devil’s flames and I couldn’t understand why I had to be punished, as deep down I knew I was a good girl.

My life was becoming unbearable and I was given to fits of crying and bad temper. I started to refuse to go to school and so my mother took me to see Dr Keane. I remember him asking me questions about my life at home but I couldn’t answer him. I was too terrified to talk about my father. I was sure that he would somehow find out and then punish me even more. Nor could I tell Dr Keane about what the boys were doing because I would be sent away to a home. As bad as things were, I didn’t want to be parted from my mother and forced to live in a strange house, so I was rude and told him to shut up and stop asking me questions.

He asked me what was upsetting me and why I was so defensive. I stared at the floor and kept my silence. The doctor had no idea what was going on in my life. Nor did my mother know about the sexual abuse. How could I tell her what the boys were doing? I knew there was no point in complaining to her about my father – she was also his prisoner.

The doctor diagnosed a kidney infection and told my mother that I was delicate, underweight and needed good nutrition to build me up. Of course, she could not tell him that this was unlikely to happen because my father rationed the food.

After the visit to the doctor, my behaviour continued to deteriorate and it appeared to the world that I was a very difficult child. In reality, I was simply reacting to the horrible things that were being done to me. I was wrapped in chains of fear, terror and humiliation. How could I explain this to a doctor? As a child, I did not have the words to express what I was feeling and all I could do was lash out in anger and frustration.

As the abuse and ill-treatment continued, I became more and more disturbed. I started breaking things, screaming and getting totally out of control. I would cut up dresses and dolls: everything I liked, I wanted to destroy. I began to hate everything I loved. My whole world had been turned upside down. Instead of love I got beaten and punished, and my poor little body was tortured by the cruel boys.

I was confused, frightened and isolated. I had little support or understanding from my brothers; we were all just trying to escape my father’s wrath. Brian was the only one who ever looked out for me and it was like survival of the fittest in our house. Whenever our father called us, we would fight over each other to get to him first, as whoever got there last would endure the worst of his temper. I was the smallest and weakest, making it easy for my brothers to push me out of the way, and so I became the regular target of his fury. However much my mother loved me, she was unable to protect me. I was a small child trapped in a web of increasing horror. Unlike the fly struggling for life in the spider’s web, I actually wanted to die, for as long as I was alive I would have to endure more and more both inside and outside the house of horror. A child should look forward to every day with its possibilities for excitement and new adventures but I began to dread every waking moment. There was no escape, no tricks or games I could play to avoid what I knew would be coming next. Cruel beatings and sexual humiliation had become a way of life. I knew no other.

Like all little girls, and probably even more so because of my situation, I was desperately looking forward to my First Holy Communion. It seemed like a ray of light in the darkness of my existence, an opportunity for a cleansing, even temporarily, of the dirt that I felt I had become. At least I could dress up like all the others, in the lovely clothes that my mother had scrimped and saved to buy, and take the body and blood of Jesus Christ for the first time. One day of joy, to be the centre of admiring attention just once. But I was not even to be allowed that tiny reprieve.

The evening before my First Communion, one of the boys went further than he had ever done before. This time he held me down and seemed to be trying to push himself inside of me. He was so much bigger than me that I felt he was going to smother me. Now I know that the word for what he did is rape but back then I didn’t have any way to describe or understand what he had done. I just knew it was wrong and that the pain was worse than anything my father had done to me.

The next morning, all dressed up in my lovely white dress and veil, I remember everyone saying how pretty and nice I looked. But I did not feel pretty and nice; I felt dirty and soiled. My dress was white but my body underneath was coal black. I was in agony from what the boy had done to me. It hurt just to put one foot in front of the other but I couldn’t let on why I was shuffling about. I was seven years old and all I wanted to do that day was cry. And I thought God knew. God had to know because He knew everything.

It was supposed to be the best day of my life but instead of feeling happy I was anything but in a state of grace. I hated myself and was convinced that I did not deserve those beautiful snow-white clothes. My mother could not understand what was going on in my mind and she nearly had to drag me down the road to church. She kept on asking me what was the matter with me but I told her that nothing was wrong.

I looked up at her and knew that she was proud of her little girl, beautifully turned out. My mam desperately wanted me to be happy on this special occasion but she did not know what had happened the day before and was frustrated by my attitude. For her, too, it should have been one bright day in years of darkness. But there was far too much badness going on.

The ceremony took place in the Church of the Immaculate Conception in the village of Clondalkin. There were 40 other girls there and they all looked so happy. I was burning inside with shame. When I received the host for the first time, I wished, and still wish now, that I could have partaken in this landmark in every Catholic child’s life in a spirit of innocence and grace. When the priest put the piece of bread on my tongue, I first of all stuck it to the roof of my mouth, as part of me was terrified that I might destroy it. Another part of me desperately hoped that it might make me clean again but I didn’t feel any different as I walked back down the aisle, keeping my eyes to the ground.

I wanted to be anywhere but in that church. I wanted to be in an open field running after a butterfly, following its beautiful coloured wings and listening to the songs of the birds. I wanted to be far away. On this day that I should have wanted to remember for the rest of my life, I just wanted to forget where and who I was. The dress that made the other girls feel special felt like rags on me, which in turn made me feel guilty and ungrateful. I was isolated, different and unholy.

After the ceremony, the Holy Communicants were given money by their neighbours. I hid my coins under the blanket at the end of my bed but my father took them away. He said that the money would be put towards clothes for me but he just kept it. I was too sad to care; it was just one more humiliation I had to bear. It should have seemed awful, to be robbed of your Communion money, but there were far worse things I had to live with.

A few days after the ceremony, my father started to put me in a shed at the end of the garden all night and only allowed me to be taken back into the house after he had gone to work in the morning. I was terrified of the dark and jumped at every rustle of the trees and the sound of the wind. I was also freezing and I cried as I thought of the warm house and the covers of my bed.

I curled up in a corner and our dog Teddy came in and lay down at my feet, keeping them warm. When I cried from the cold and loneliness, she came up from my feet and lay beside me. I put my arm around her and fell asleep. Another night I was so cold that I got into Teddy’s box and the two of us curled up together for the night. I felt that she knew what was going on and it was as if she was minding me. The only food I got while I was trapped in the shed was from one of my older brothers. He would sneak heels of bread and a mug of tea through the window before he went to work in the morning.

When I inevitably became ill as a result of being left out in the cold, my father had to let me back into the house. It seemed like heaven but little did I know that over the next year I would spend more time in the shed at the end of the garden than I would in my own house. There was no particular reason for this treatment. I wasn’t being punished for something that I had done wrong; it was just another way for him to demonstrate his unrelenting cruelty and his power over us all.

That winter, when the snow was thick on the ground, I got up early one morning and sneaked down to let Teddy in. I opened the back door and called for her but she did not coming running as usual. I then heard the sound of her whining and so I began to dig through the snow in the spot where I could hear her. When I found her, she was shivering and in a terrible state. I cleared away all the snow from her fur and took her back into the kitchen. My mother came in and got very upset, as she knew our dog was dying. When my father walked in, he gruffly said that it was only a dog and told us that there would be no fire in the range for a dog. My heart sank but I
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