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A Note to the Reader

The Boy in the Attic is a work of non-fiction and, as incredible and tragic as parts of this story are, every page documents real events.

I first learned of John Horgan’s terrible murder when reading a tiny newspaper report: one short paragraph buried in the inside pages of, not an Irish paper, but a Canadian daily. I could never have imagined that this humble report would be all that the world knew of these broad-reaching, dark, strange events – events much stranger than anyone could possibly have guessed from the bare smattering of words they had been granted in the newspapers of the day.

Uncovering the truth of what happened on 14 June 1973 was not easy. Not only was the murder barely reported at the time, the few, thin accounts that had been published were inaccurate and entirely missing many key, crucial facts. Finding the full story has been a long, difficult and at times frustrating task. It would not have been possible at all without the testimony of those people with direct recall of the case. In journalism, the practice of gathering disparate pieces of information and analysing how they might fit together is known as ‘collecting string’. I learned that this was a case with many defects: material evidence was removed from the crime scene by a senior Church cleric; the inquest into the death of the boy was finally completed more than three decades after the murder as a direct result of my investigations; and a question mark still rests over why the killer’s punishment appears not to fit the crime.

I could not tell this story without also conjuring the time and place in which it happened, and ’70s Ireland was a very different country to today’s progressive European nation. Some readers will find this book sparks vivid memories of a lost era; other, perhaps younger, readers may find the landscape very unfamiliar indeed.

For the wider world, there are lessons to be learned from this tragedy, most importantly about the need to notice the warning signs and act when a child’s behaviour deviates from the norm. Children are capable of great love, the most tender gift to any family. But, in a few rare cases, they can also be guilty of great trespass – in this case, the ultimate trespass: murder. I am the father of three beautiful daughters, now fine young adults, and I was fortunate to raise them at a time when the need to understand and nurture young minds was beginning to be properly understood and to infiltrate parenting culture. Today we are generally better at talking with our children than in previous generations; the attitude that children should be ‘seen but not heard’ has thankfully become outdated. The question of whether the warning signs in this tragic case were missed in 1973 is discussed in later chapters, however, I firmly believe that today’s child protection culture assists us all in detecting such signs.

Finally and most importantly, before beginning the telling of this story, I would like to mention the victim’s family. Though the Horgans are aware this book is being written, it was not initiated by them – and nor, indeed, was it welcomed. We have exchanged respectful letters, and though they did not wish to be interviewed, I have spoken with a number of people familiar with them, then and now, and received an overwhelming impression of a remarkable couple, good people in every sense of the word, whose conduct at the time of the murder showed a level of Christian compassion surely beyond the capacity of most people.

The writing of this book has been a remarkable journey, and the story is one that I hope you, the reader, will find as fascinating and compelling as I do.


Beginnings

As a television producer with a long track record of making crime documentaries, I can safely say I know my murders. This is not a boast of which I am overly proud; it just goes with the territory. I have met several killers (including a number associated with the Northern Ireland conflict), and their most surprising characteristic is their ordinariness. The man whose trolley bumps into us at the supermarket might years earlier have stabbed his lover to death, yet he will show no outward sign of his crime. This normality, I believe, is at the core of our interest in the mind of a killer.

Just before Christmas 2010 I was working with an Irish television production company, considering some ideas for future documentaries. One thought, which sadly never advanced much beyond first base, sent me on an Internet newspaper search for historic Irish murders, beginning in 1960. There were a number of killings reported in the ’60s, some associated with Northern Ireland, and others that had already been well documented so were of little interest to today’s audience. Working in sequence through each month, I was drawn to a small article on a page largely devoted to the shipping news in, of all places, the Montreal Gazette. The paper’s date was 18 June 1973.

‘YOUTH CHARGED WITH MURDER AFTER BOY, 7, CRUCIFIED’ was the headline. The article continued:


Dublin (UPI Agency). Police reported Saturday the arrest of a 16-year-old youth as a suspect in the slaying of a 7-year-old boy found crucified on the rafters of a neighbor’s (sic) attic. Officers identified the victim as John Horgan of Palmerstown, County Dublin. He was found dead Thursday night in the attic of a neighbor’s (sic) home several hours after his father Terry Horgan alerted police that his son was missing. Police engaged in the search found the boy’s nude and battered body with the help of tracker dogs.

‘The body was nailed by the hands to the attic rafters in a crude form of crucifixion,’ a police spokesman said. ‘It was a pretty sickening sight.’



Initially it did not occur to me that the murder had taken place in Dublin, Ireland. This was simply because I had never heard of the case – ‘crucifixion’ is not a word that is easily forgotten. After making a few calls it was clear my journalist colleagues were equally uninformed. The consensus was that if such a bizarre murder had indeed taken place in Dublin, it would be well known as one of the darker chapters in the nation’s history. Finding this disturbing account in a Canadian newspaper with no links to any of the Irish papers suggested that perhaps this was not an Irish story at all, that the killing may have happened in Dublin, Québec, which is a tiny district a few miles west of Montreal. Could this French-speaking suburb have been the site of this shocking killing back in 1973?

This theory quickly proved a dead end, so I took a walk through historic Georgian Dublin to the National Library of Ireland, next to the Irish parliament building in Kildare Street. The National Library is a treasured institution where, given enough time, one can discover just about anything concerning Ireland’s history. The expert staff pulled out rolls of microfiche displaying photographic reproductions of the newspapers from June 1973. After about an hour of shuffling from date to date, there it was: a small story in the Irish Independent dated 15 June 1973. Above the article was a photo of the victim, a fading black-and-white image of a smiling fair-haired boy wearing a smart jacket with a ribbon attached, perhaps his Communion outfit. The snapshot of the little boy, his face filled with joy, stood in terrible contrast to the words below it: ‘BOY (7) IS FOUND DEAD.’ The lurid details in the Montreal Gazette about ‘a crude form of crucifixion’ had been left out of this article, and its statement, ‘it is believed the death was accidental’, placed doubt even on the possibility of murder.

Next stop was the National Archives, where records of coroner’s court hearings are kept. A death such as this would surely have been the subject of an inquest – open court hearings that are a matter of public record. It took a week to find the file, and when it arrived it was disappointingly thin. Its contents, however, left no doubt: the newspaper report in the Irish Independent had to be immediately cast aside. This death was most definitely not an accident.

It had really happened: a little boy had been murdered in Dublin in the ’70s, his life taken by a teenager in what looked like a deeply disturbing ritual killing. Yet a more detailed newspaper search revealed little else. For the unfortunate boy’s family, this must have been a tragedy beyond words. For Ireland and for people with an interest in criminal pathology, in our extreme acts, in the culture of the past, this was a forgotten killing, a tragedy lost to our consciousness, to our national discussion, to analysis and understanding.


ONE

The Boy in the Attic

In truth there were two boys in the attic. The teenager was murmuring in English, Irish and Latin while the younger boy’s body hung from the rafters.

The date was 14 June 1973 and it should have been an ordinary Thursday in the quiet County Dublin village of Palmerstown. Though there was a bright and cloudless sky, near gale force winds buffeted men, tore leaves from trees, and made the day unseasonably cold. Such weather, though, is unexceptional: summer in Ireland has no guarantee of warmth, and a fine day is any day it doesn’t rain.

Mr Terence Horgan had risen early, as was his habit. A businessman, he was – and still is – a devout Catholic, and that morning, as was his routine, he attended the early 7.30 a.m. Mass at nearby St Philomena’s Roman Catholic Church. Before he left, he looked in on his seven-year-old son, John, who was still sleeping.

The early Mass would not have been busy. Parish curate and part-time playwright, Father Cornelius O’Keeffe (Con to his friends), conducted the Mass without undue delay, knowing that most of the men present were taking Communion before going to work. Though the world was changing, in the village of Palmerstown in the early ’70s, tradition still held strong: Irish men were the family breadwinners and women had roles as housewives.

It was just a routine Thursday for Terence Horgan’s wife, Anne, preparing that morning, as she did every day, breakfast for their son, John. The sandy-haired boy was loved and treasured by the entire Horgan clan, not only because he was an engaging, lively, loving little lad but also because he was Terence and Anne’s only child, born just a year into their marriage, in 1965. Their wedding at St Brigid’s Church in the scenic village of Hacketstown, Carlow, took place on 6 June 1964, a day when company director, Terence, and Anne, a secretary, vowed to love and honour each other till death do them part.

After their marriage the Horgans moved to number six Hollyville, a large semi-detached house on the edge of Palmerstown village. Palmerstown was popular among commuters as a rural refuge from the city yet close enough to work in the capital. Hollyville, a row of nine fine houses constructed by local builder Frank Towey, was more upmarket than most of the housing in the area. Ireland was slowly becoming more prosperous and the numbers of professionals such as civil servants, bank officials and business people were on the rise. Hollyville quickly became a small community: there were the Coffeys in number one, the McGraths in number three, up to the Boylan family in the end house, number nine. Somewhat to the bafflement of outsiders, a second row of houses, also named Hollyville, constructed by a different builder who lived close by, was also numbered one to nine. No doubt the residents were amused at the difficulties faced by visitors but, as everyone knew everyone else by name, to the locals – and, mercifully, to the postman, who knew his area well – it all made perfect sense.

A little over a year after moving into number six, the Horgans’ joy was made complete by the birth in Dublin’s Mount Carmel Hospital of a son, John Joseph, on 27 August 1965. He was baptised five days later in a ceremony presided over by his uncle, Redemptorist priest Father Seán Horgan, held in St Philomena’s Church, just a stone’s throw from their family home.

On the other side of the dividing wall of the Horgans’ semi-detached house was number seven Hollyville, home to the Bales, a family who some considered to be aloof – academics who had little time for neighbourly gossip. Kenneth Bale was a civil servant attached to the Ordnance Survey in Dublin. A fluent and passionate Irish speaker, he specialised in the history of Irish place names and had even written an obscure book on the subject. Small, slightly portly, clean-shaven and with thick-rimmed glasses, Kenneth Bale was painfully shy, but this did not stop him from being a man of strong conviction and firmly held views. Fiercely right wing, he was a member of the Irish Language section of the Legion of Mary, an association of Catholic laity who brought their faith to the destitute. He was a vigorous letter writer to newspaper editors on such thorny topical issues as contraception, abortion, divorce – all outlawed in ’70s Ireland – and what he saw as the general decline in public morals. Kenneth’s wife, Catherine, is remembered as a quiet and retiring woman who lived modestly and was devoted to her family. Five years into their marriage their first child was born: a son, Lorcan. He was followed by a daughter, Anna, a second son, Déaglán, another daughter, Máire Eithne, and finally by their youngest girl, Cáitnona.

Number seven was semi-detached and large for the time. It needed to be. It was home not only to Mr and Mrs Bale and their five children, but also to Mrs Bale’s parents, Richard and Ann Breslin. The language of the house was Irish, which was unusual for the time and place. In Ireland today the language has undergone a major revival: there are many Irish-language schools; there is the dedicated television channel TG4; there are newspapers written wholly in Irish; and a nationwide Irish-language radio station, Raidió na Gaeltachta. Most Irish people today speak at least a little of the language – this level of fluency is known locally as the ‘cúpla focail’ or ‘the couple of words’ – and the language is now a source of great national pride. But in the ’70s, although interest in the language was starting to revive, it was still not widely spoken: according to the 1971 census, 71.7 per cent of citizens spoke no Irish at all and of those who did, not that many would have used it day-to-day. It would have been somewhat unusual to find an Irish-speaking family such as the Bales in the suburbs of Dublin. The few that there were tended to be highly enthusiastic about the tongue, were often opposed to the spread of English influences in Ireland and, as in the case of Mr Bale, some were deeply conservative on moral issues.

On that cool day, 14 June 1973, the Bale family’s routine was somewhat out of kilter. In preceding weeks, Mrs Bale, who had been suffering from severe cramps for several months, had heeded her doctors’ advice and sought a hysterectomy. This is debilitating surgery even today, but 30 years ago it was even more demanding. Luckily the operation went well and on 14 June Mrs Bale was beginning her recovery in Dublin’s Bon Secours Hospital, an institution that for the previous 20 years had provided medical facilities under the ministry of a group of nuns.

Unused to fending for themselves, Kenneth and the Bale children rustled together a simple breakfast before heading their separate ways. Kenneth Bale’s views on education were as strong as his views on any other topic. He felt the mainstream education system was unsuitable for his children due to the pernicious influence of the English language. As a result, the Bale children received their education through the medium of Irish. The eldest son, Lorcan, attended Coláiste Mhuire, a school for boys set up in 1931 and managed by the Christian Brothers. The school moved to Rataoth Road on the outskirts of the city in 2003, but in 1973 it was based in Parnell Square, just off Dublin’s main thoroughfare, O’Connell Street.

That summer Lorcan was sitting his Intermediate Certificate exams, taken by all Irish students at around age 16 and an important educational milestone. On the morning of 14 June, students across the country were sitting their geography paper. Lorcan was stressed: geography was one of his weakest subjects and his revision had been far from thorough. Kenneth Bale had gone so far as to install a shed in the back garden of his home where he would individually tutor his children in preparation for their upcoming exams. Clearly Mr Bale cared deeply about his children’s academic success. Lorcan understood that his parents expected him to do well, but deep down he knew that his was an academically hopeless case. Worse still, his extended family were all aware that he was sitting exams because a photographer from a national paper had turned up at his school that same week to capture a select group of Irish youngsters on the first day of the Intermediate Certificate. Of the hundreds of schools in the country, the newspaper had to choose his. And of the dozens of pupils sitting their exams, Lorcan Bale’s was the face pictured studiously answering the questions.

For Lorcan, the pressures were great, but success in the Intermediate Certificate would need a miracle. While he did not believe in traditional divine intervention, the boy had his own highly unconventional set of beliefs, and perhaps he felt these might ensure the results he so desperately needed.

It only took a few short hours. By lunchtime the exam was over, the words on the page could not be altered, and Lorcan must have been wondering how best to explain to his father that his chances of achieving the expected honours grade were negligible.

Arriving at his home in Palmerstown, Lorcan opened the door with his key and spoke briefly to his grandmother, Ann Breslin, and his sister, Anna. The two siblings did not get along particularly well, despite being the closest in age, only eighteen months apart. They had little in common. Lorcan was a loner, an angry teenager with few real friends. Anna despised his taste in music, which ranged from glam rock to heavy metal. That afternoon Anna and her sisters, Máire Eithne and Cáitnona, were preparing for their regular music lesson nearby. Lorcan made himself a cup of coffee and went upstairs. A pale, thin, asthmatic boy, he looked younger than his 16 years; yet for all his frail outward appearance, he was physically fit and skilled with his fists. Those who underestimated him quickly learned their mistake – Lorcan seldom lost a fight.

Lorcan lay on his bed, alone in the room he shared with his 13-year-old brother, Déaglán. It was a bright bedroom, and tidy, with books piled up in stacks. That day he was casually dressed in classic ’70s bold colours: a yellow wide-collared shirt topped by a green V-necked jumper over blue trousers and white canvas shoes. Pupils past their third year at Coláiste Mhuire were not required to wear uniform and so smart casual was the norm, though Lorcan’s outfits were more garish than his classmates’. As he lay on his bed, the teenager was deep in thought. Today was a day he had been anticipating for a long time. Nothing could be left to chance.

Some months earlier, Parish Curate Father Con O’Keeffe had risen early on a spring morning to prepare for the 7.30 Mass at St Philomena’s Catholic Church in Palmerstown. As was the case across Ireland, daily attendances were dwindling, a great source of concern to the Church, and to Father O’Keeffe personally. However he knew he could depend on his regular flock of daily communicants, which included Mr Horgan.

Sunday Masses, at least, could be relied upon to turn out a full house. Father O’Keeffe took the spiritual welfare of his attendees very seriously. Those he called ‘lurkers’ – people who lingered in the entrance porch in order to make a quick getaway after Mass – obviously needed his teachings more than most, and Father O’Keeffe would make sure to herd them into the church proper, lest they miss out on any of his fiery sermons. A highly educated Irish speaker from Kerry, Father O’Keeffe was well respected, and known for his pulpit oratory, but his was no liberal message of live and let live – his voice thundered on the dangers of sin, the fires of hell, and the temptations of the devil; for the believer, he spoke of the path to redemption. This was unusual for a Catholic priest; such fire-and-brimstone messages are more characteristic of the low churches, and evangelical Protestantism.

That late spring morning, as he passed the shrine to the Virgin Mary overlooking the murky fish-pond, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. The priest unlocked the front door and entered the porch. The vials of holy water were untouched, as were the notices advocating the conservative group for laity, the Legion of Mary. And yet the cleric sensed immediately that something was wrong.

Inside the church, past the twin confessionals, Father O’Keeffe could see that the side door to the sacristy was ajar. Dread filled him. There had been rare burglaries in other churches in recent years but this was a loyal parish, one where neighbour looked after neighbour and where crime was mercifully rare. Surely it couldn’t be. Stepping forward, eyes adjusting to the gloom, he saw what had been done to his church.

The sight that met him visibly weakened the priest. The high gilt crucifix, normally the centrepiece of the altar, had been moved – it now lay upside down, in a deliberate and profane mockery, with the head of Jesus pointing to the earth. The altar appeared dishevelled, but it was only when he drew closer to the tabernacle that the true extent of the desecration became clear. The small wooden door of the tabernacle box was ajar, and Father O’Keeffe could now see what had been taken. The silver Communion chalice was missing – but worse, so were three holy Eucharist wafers. The very host itself – that when consecrated would become the actual Body of Christ – had been stolen.

In recent years there have been some high-profile cases involving the theft or desecration of the Eucharist, such as American student Webster Cook, who took Communion but later removed the wafer from his mouth and placed it in a clear plastic bag, which he refused to return until granted a meeting with the local bishop. It was a deeply divisive act – Catholics worldwide decried the appalling mockery and desecration of the very body of Christ, while many others who did not share the faith still saw it as deeply disrespectful. However others found it amusing, or puzzling, that there could be such outrage over the treatment of what they saw as nothing more than a cracker. But Cook’s stunt occurred in 2008 in America; in Ireland in 1973 such a thing would have been utterly unimaginable.

Horrified, the priest hurried to set things to rights before any of the faithful arrived. If anyone noticed his sermon that morning was unusually rushed, they said nothing. But in the weeks ahead he would consider how best to react to this appalling violation. Already, he was considering the right form of words to announce to the next Sunday’s congregation that persons unknown had stolen the Communion chalice, and the words to appeal for its safe return.

Getting up from the bed, Lorcan Bale moved to the wardrobe and started removing the clothes hung on their hangers within, laying them across his brother’s bed. This allowed him to step into the wardrobe unhindered. Reaching as high as he could, the boy was able to touch the ceiling of the wardrobe, and pushing on one 18-inch square section revealed something no one else in the Bale household knew of: a trapdoor. It hid a rope and pulley, which allowed the opening of a second trapdoor above the first. A casual visitor to Lorcan’s bedroom – and there were very few – would completely miss this construction, which must have taken several months to build. Lorcan had been careful to keep his secret: his parents certainly did not know of it, and even his 13-year-old brother, with whom he shared the bedroom, was unaware of the concealed entrance to the roof space.

With the ease of months of practice, Lorcan climbed up, through both trapdoors, and into the unlit space of the attic beyond. At one end were boxes of old books, heirlooms and the hand-me-downs common to many a roof space of the time. And at the other end from where Lorcan stood was a raised rostrum, upon which you could just about make out a number of items lit by a tiny shaft of summer sunshine sneaking into the attic. Carefully manipulating himself closer to the rostrum, Lorcan fumbled for a box of Friendly matches (instantly recognisable by their pink tip, these were the forerunner of the modern safety match and their selling point was that they could be struck on any rough surface). After running the match along an upright rafter, the flame burned just long enough for Lorcan to light two candles wedged in homemade holders placed on the rostrum. He lit a Churchman’s cigarette. As the candlelight illuminated the scene, the boy surveyed the items in front of him: several saucers brimming with white powders; a plastic container holding human faeces; a communion wafer (the platform of the Catholic Mass); and, the centrepiece, a shiny silver chalice – the very same one stolen from St Philomena’s Church weeks previously. It was the boy’s most prized possession. But there was one more offering to make. Lorcan pulled his thin body toward the far end of the attic where a rug was covering another stolen item. Pulling back the blanket, he manoeuvred its bulky metal form so that it rested close to the altar.

It was a child’s small Raleigh Chipper bicycle.

John Horgan would have been excited leaving Mount Sackville Convent School on the edge of Dublin’s Phoenix Park that Thursday afternoon. The previous weeks had been happy ones for the family; aside from visiting friends and relations, including the boy’s aunt who lived in one of Dublin’s coastal suburbs, John Horgan had just a few short weeks earlier celebrated his First Holy Communion, a rite of passage where he received his first Sacrament of the Holy Eucharist – a milestone in his young life, a cause for celebration for John and his large extended family. The summer holidays were just days away: over two long, carefree months stretching ahead. Traditionally, Irish children have received more generous summer holidays than their UK counterparts, because in an historically agricultural nation every pair of hands was needed to help with the harvest. But farming was very far from the seven year old’s mind that day. His mother had chosen to visit the recuperating Mrs Bale in hospital and John was to spend the afternoon in the care of the Bale family. Before leaving for the hospital in Glasnevin, Mrs Horgan lifted John over the low wall separating the Horgan and Bale back gardens, handing her son over to the kindly Bale grandmother, Mrs Ann Breslin.

There is no record of how young John would have felt being left in the care of the Bale family, but we do know that they were close neighbours, always willing to help each other out when needed. A curious, inquisitive boy, John was fascinated by the pet canary owned by the Bales. Shortly after his mother lifted him over the back wall that afternoon, Mrs Breslin carried the canary, which was in its cage, to the back garden, where John sat and watched the little bird. Mrs Breslin told him that the three Bale girls were all at music lessons, but that he could play with them as soon as they returned home. John was well used to amusing himself. There were not many children of his age living in Hollyville at that time – friends recall John as a likeable small boy who would watch the bigger boys playing football from the sidelines in the field behind Hollyville. The older boys did not deliberately exclude John from their games, it was simply that he was too young to cope with the rough and tumble of boisterous teenagers.

While little John’s preoccupation that day never went further than innocent curiosity about the well-being of the Bales’ caged canary, Lorcan Bale’s mind was in an altogether darker place. He had been interested in the occult for many years, an interest that had descended into an obsession; now his fascination had reached a new and chilling level. For several months he had been hurting, then later killing, animals – mainly rats but also dogs, cats and pet mice. But he had decided, in what must have seemed to him like a logical progression, that animals were no longer good enough. His needs and creed demanded something new – the sacrifice of a human child. This was not a spur of the moment decision; Lorcan had considered the idea for some time, moulding and fashioning his murderous thoughts until every detail had been perfected. As he lay on his bed early that Thursday afternoon, the teenager had already decided that today was the day he would finally carry out his plan.

Later Lorcan would confess to authorities,


I had a cup of coffee and I went to my room. I rested there for about an hour. While I was there I was considering getting John, that is John Horgan, the seven-year-old boy who lives next door. I planned how I would do it, meaning how I would kill him and hide his body. I then started getting things I needed to carry out my plan. I got the club. Then I went down to the tool shed and I got a sack and as much rope as I could find. I also brought down neck ties from my room when I was going to the tool shed.



Quite casually, Lorcan Bale entered the back garden of his house where John was still engrossed with the captive canary. Keeping an eye on the boy on that June afternoon was Lorcan’s grandfather, Richard Breslin. The teenager sidled up to the seven year old and asked him if he would like to look for rabbits in the field behind the house. All the children in Hollyville were quite familiar with the back field – it was their shared playground, accessed from the rear garden of every house. John eagerly agreed and moments later the pair had climbed the low fence into the large meadow that straddled the nine houses. In Lorcan’s pockets were the club, the rope and the neck ties, while the
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At the feet of the Christ figure is a distinctive skull and crossbones.
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The crucifix found by builders in the attic of the Horgan house.
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John Horgan’s final resting place, the family plot at Balgriffin Cemetery.
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The victim, John Horgan. (© Irish Independent)
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Days before the murder, a photographer captures a group of Coláiste Mhuire students at exam time. (© Donal Doherty)
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Lorcan Conroy deep in thought at exam time. (© Donal Doherty)

   

[image: Image Missing]

Lorcan Bale pictured during the Intermediate Certificate exams. (© Donal Doherty)
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Kenneth Bale’s grave at Glasnevin Cemetery, Dublin. Translated, the inscription reads: ‘In eternal memory of Kenneth Bale . . . Our love will survive until the forever fresh flowers die. Rest in peace.’
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The Royal Canal next to St Patrick’s Institution, pictured in 1975. It was here that a group of escapees was detained trying to cross the canal. (© Ian Bath)
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Hollyville today: the Horgans’ former house (right) has had a facelift since 1973. The exterior of the former Bale house (left) is largely unchanged.
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Stained-glass windows by artist Harry Clarke in the chapel at St Patrick’s Institution, where Lorcan Bale was held.
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The article in the Montreal Gazette that sparked the author’s investigation into the murder of the Horgan boy.
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Youth charged with murder
after boy, 7, crucified

DUBLIN — (UPI) — Police
Teported Saturday the arrest
of a I6-year-old youth as a
suspect in the slaying of a
seven-year-old boy found
crucified on the raflers of a
neighbor’s attic.
Officers identified the vie-
tim as John Horgan of
Palmerstown, County Dublin.
He was found dead Thursday
night in the attic of a
neighbor's home several
hours after his father, Terry
Horgan, alerted police that
his son was missing.
Police engaged in the
search found the boy's nude
Z'and battered body with help
< of tracker dogs.

“The body was nailed by
the hands 1o the attic rafters

in a crude form of crucifix-
tion.” a police spokesman
said. “It was a pretty sicken-

ing sight.”
Police Friday arrested the
16-year-old and charged him

with murder. A district court
ordered him remanded in |
custody until today. The

youth's name was not dis-

closed because he is under 18

‘years old.

Camper-bus crash

TOUTES AIDES. Man.
(CP) — Four persons iwere
killed in a head-on crash late
Friday night between a school
bus and a car-camper unit
near this town 150 miles
northwest of Winnipeg.
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