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A Cruel Streak

On occasions, Carol came home to check on us and to

see if Mother had been back. We went wild with excite-

ment the minute we saw her as it was usually so long

since we’d had any family contact, our emotions just

poured out. She came with her boyfriend Barry, carrying

a modest bag of groceries that consisted of potatoes and

tomato soup. It was a very special time for us as she

cooked mashed potato and soup for our dinner. It was

the first meal we’d had cooked for us for months but as

we tucked into it, no questions were raised on how we

had managed to live or eat while she had been gone and

none on how we were going to survive once she had left.

It seemed once we were out of sight we were out of mind.

Carol wasn’t always the best person to have around

but it felt better than being alone. She was violent and

quick-tempered, generally ordering me to clean up the

house, often thumping me on the head and swiping me

across my face. She threw pans, knives and forks out of

anger, shouting and swearing but somehow the joy of

having someone about the house over-rode my fear of

her and encouraged a little happiness. Sometimes she

kicked me in my stomach so hard I was knocked to the
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floor yet my instincts were always to forgive her. I tried

to protect myself by holding my head tight with both

hands but she found great pleasure in forcing me to

remove them while she hurled abuse and threw more

punches in my face. I reluctantly obeyed every command

she made only to receive more punches that did more

damage than the first.

She rubbed her hands afterwards, accusing me of

injuring herself through beating me; failing to under-

stand her injuries were self inflicted. I cried out but she

forced me to stop, threatening me with more beatings if

I didn’t. My lips were cut and swollen and my nose was

bleeding profusely, but the sight of blood made no differ-

ence to her and a few hours later she behaved like she’d

done nothing at all. I couldn’t think what it was that

Carol didn’t like about me as there had been many times

when she had been so nice to me. Thinking back, I could

remember Mother punching Carol as hard as she

punched me but, I couldn’t understand the reason for

that either. Despite her faults, Carol, at that time was the

only security we had; she was the only one that remained

close to home so we looked forward to seeing her. There

had been many times I had hoped she would stay and

look after us but come nightfall she left the house along-

side Barry, leaving us all on our own, while we were in

bed asleep.

During their short visits, Barry pulled handfuls of

loose change from his pockets and threw it onto the

floor, knowing my siblings and I would fight over it. It

became a standard joke between them so, for a while

they rolled around with laughter, amusing themselves at

our desperation but they failed to realise the money they

frequently cast aside helped keep us alive. Once they had
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left, we pooled the money together to buy food for when

we felt hungry. Barry carried a strong smell of beer on his

breath and spoke with a slur but he was so much kinder

than Carol, and we loved him anyway. He often tried to

stop Carol from beating me, but she carried on regard-

less. Although I think his ingratiating pleading lessened

the power she enforced behind the beatings, he still

wasn’t strong enough to override her.

Barry had always shown kindness to my younger

siblings and occasionally took them out for a treat while

I was forced to stay and clean up our house. As they left

I followed, hoping Carol would allow me to go with

them but this just gave her more excuses to beat me. I

reluctantly turned back crying, feeling hurt and alone

knowing they would be gone all day. I was so afraid of

being in the house on my own I lost all confidence to care

for myself. When our house was empty, I felt vulnerable

and spent the whole day crying, wishing for Mother,

wondering, if she would ever come home. I cried all

evening as I cleaned the house and again when I went to

bed. I was nothing without my siblings; when they were

here they gave me the will to take care of myself and all

the strength I needed to take care of them, but without

them I was lost. I spent the whole night crying until I fell

to sleep, but when I woke the following morning, I found

my siblings sleeping at the side of me as if the previous

night had never happened. The early morning sun was

shining through the window and silence ruled our house,

no sign of Carol and Barry, and our dogs still sleeping at

the bottom of our beds.

Every morning was the same; I wandered downstairs,

hoping to find Mother and Father sat in our kitchen, just

like they used to be, but each morning my hopes were
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shattered. I was greeted with the same old mess that

covered our sink and kitchen table, giving out that

strong foul smell that lingered on my hair and in my

clothes. I looked around, paying particular attention to

the large pile of black wellington boots and old shoes

that belonged to my family, clumsily hung from the wall

cupboard beside the sink and pairs of Mother’s old shoes

that had been chewed by our dogs and abandoned in the

middle of the kitchen floor. I noticed empty food cans

with sharp, ragged edges thrown on the draining board

and discoloured potato peelings left in the sink to rot. It

was Carol’s, way of taking care of herself. She was

almost sixteen years old and clearly took a leaf from my

mother’s book – visiting our house occasionally. She

cooked herself something to eat before she fed us with

any food that remained, and then ordered me to clean

any mess that she made before I went to bed. Then she

walked away from our house just as Mother did without

any feelings of guilt or remorse.

Carol was cunning, she never forgot to ask if Mother

had been home since her last visit, but I knew her well

and understood the meaning to her question. She wanted

to know if Mother had left any money since she had seen

me last. Carol called at our house intermittently to

collect every penny which was left by Mother and to

spend the shillings my brothers left for the gas and elec-

tric meters. I was usually very careful and hid what I

didn’t want her to have but she knew when I lied and

beat the hell out of me until I gave in to her. My older

brothers, spent most of their time at the farm and knew

I was terrified of the dark so entrusted me with the two

shillings they’d put aside for the meters, confident they’d

have cooking facilities and light when they came home
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but, when Carol called, she didn’t think twice about

taking them. She had left us in the dark so many times

my brothers eventually decided to hide the shillings

before they went to work knowing I couldn’t hand them

over to her.

She had already exhausted our little green Co-op

book that gave us instant credit, so we couldn’t use it

again until the debt had been cleared. She had purchased

very little food for us on her visits back home but bought

much more for Barry’s relatives to help pay for her own

keep whilst living with them. I often saw her purchase

carrier bags full of food and cigarettes with our green

book, then, walk away from us paying no attention to

our desperately sad faces or hungry cries. I watched her

many times catching a bus to Stavely where she lived

with Barry, taking all the food with her.

Most Fridays, Mother called at our house to leave a

little money for Carol so she could purchase groceries

and put a shilling in our gas and electric meters. But

being who she was Carol bought a small amount of

groceries then socialised with the rest, leaving us without

food for the rest of the week. I remember she never

forgot to buy herself a new supply of cigarettes and the

occasional bottle of hair spray to do up her hair, but

never gave us anything more than she had to.

My eldest sister, Anne, was a little more thoughtful

and came home some Friday nights with a box of fancy

buns that she had purchased on her way home. She

always asked if Mother had been back, then contacted

her via the telephone that stood at the corner of our

street. Although she never allowed us to speak to her, she

made it clear to me it was Mother. They made arrange-

ments to speak at specific times each Friday evening but
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it seemed the call never lasted long and we never had the

chance to speak to her.

Afterwards, Anne dressed to go socializing with her

boyfriend as if nothing had happened. Ron picked her up

outside our house at the usual time of 8:00p.m, taking

Simon with them. She brought new baby clothes and

socks for Simon, knowing the clothing she brought the

week before wouldn’t be fit for him to wear. She wore

large flouncy dresses that were fit for a queen. Every-

thing she did was routine, although she spent a lot of

time dressing and doing her hair,she still spared a little

time for us before going out.

Anne was beautiful; she had lots of patience and spent

time playing the piano for us, until she left the house. We

had a beautiful piano in our front room that only Anne

could play. When Mother and Father where still together

and we lived as a proper family she taught me to sing my

first song; The B.I.B.L.E; then she taught Andrew and

Lorraine and when we went to Sunday school we all

sang it together. Anne liked to play the piano; she was

fluent and loved to hear me sing, it was always a happy

time when we were together. But when Ron called to

take them out, Andrew, Lorraine and I returned to the

streets in search of food, never giving up our fight for

survival, looking for new haunts in the hopes of staying

alive. I knew Anne would spend the whole weekend with

Ron and his family not far from our house so I didn’t feel

entirely alone.

My older siblings had lots of people they could

approach for help but we had no one and nowhere to go

and although I knew they were still close by; they might

well have been a million miles away. Sunday afternoon,

Anne left for work around 4:30p.m. Being a nanny, she
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didn’t always get home at weekends so we never knew

when we’d be seeing her again. There had been so many

times when she took the weekends off and hadn’t even

called to see us, knowing we were still on our own. Some

weeks we didn’t see anyone. There were days when I felt

so desperately hungry I thought I would die before I saw

anyone again. My siblings cried out with stomach

cramps and I begged food from people in the streets, but

following hours of humiliation I gave up and cried too. 

I don’t know if I cried for myself or my siblings but my

tears ran down my cheeks as freely as I breathed in air. 

I was a child yet I felt responsible for their hunger, their

pain and their worst fears. For every day that went by,

our circumstances became more desperate and I wasn’t

sure we were going to make it.

I wasn’t able to read or write but I was willing to try

anything to keep us alive. I remembered the little green

Co-op book that Carol used to purchase cigarettes and

food when she had no money, so I scribbled onto the

pages like Carol had done in the past; ordering food on

credit. I hadn’t the nerve to take it to Frank myself just in

case my scribble was rejected with a stern telling-off, so

I sent Andrew and Lorraine who didn’t know any better.

They had no idea my scribble wasn’t for real and called

out for me to order sweets like Mother had, in the past.

I said I would, then, prayed for it to work just for them.

But I wasn’t confident. I handed them the book with

several lines of scribble on one page and allowed them to

walk across to the Co-op happy and full of excitement,

but when they handed the book to Frank he laughed and

sent them home. They were in floods of tears when it

didn’t work so, I tried a second time amending the scrib-

ble a little. It had been the only time in my life that I’d
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wished that I could write. On my final attempt, Frank

showed concern and walked back to our house alongside

Andrew and Lorraine. He knew something was wrong!

When he reached our house, he handed me the book

and asked where Mother was. We stood huddled

together and shrugged our shoulders. For some reason I

felt a need to protect her and fell silent, terrified of people

finding out we had been left on our own; I glared at my

siblings hoping they wouldn’t say a word but, I think he

knew. A while later when he had closed the shop, he

returned to our house with a large bag of overripe fruit

suggesting it might tide us over until Mother came home;

then winked at me as he walked out the door.

Some mornings when I woke it seemed I would cry

for hours. I found it hard to entertain my younger sib-

lings, being left alone in the house made them cry most

of the day so I sang songs and played games to try and

take their minds off Mother, but it didn’t always work.

We had no clean clothes to change into and I dressed 

Simon in dirty towels in place of nappies, but his excre-

ment still dropped to the floor as I carried him. I didn’t

know how to toilet train so I found it difficult to care

for him. I wrapped soiled blankets around him enabling

me to take him to the park but the park was a good,

long walk through our estate and down long water-

pitted lanes, and past rows of slag heaps, but it took our

minds off being alone. On the way down we picked up

food that had been dropped and took advantage of

Nightingale’s sweet shop, from which we stole regularly.

We stole bottles of milk and orange juice that had been

left on neighbours’ doorsteps by the milkman and

drank it on the way. This way we didn’t feel hungry dur-

ing the day.
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We spent time playing with the piglets that were

penned opposite Nightingale’s shop, fed a horse with the

grass that we picked from the verges along the wayside

and typically spent hours throwing stones at derelict

buildings. I knew we shouldn’t have but it seemed such

good fun. Our visits to the park were a daily routine and

although we chose to vary the route, we caused dreadful

havoc whichever way we went.Unlike my older siblings,

we little ones had lived in this area all our lives, but still

knew it wasn’t free from danger for children like us. 

I recall a particular day when we made the same journey

at approximately the same time as we always had, but

this time we saw a rather ugly looking fellow riding up

and down the lane on his moped. Crowds of children

were begging him for a ride. But then he paused at the

top of the lane, a little way from where I stood. I got

excited when he offered a ride to me. I stood mesmerized

for a while, until eventually he asked me again. Thinking

how exciting it would be, I accepted without giving it a

moment’s thought. I didn’t know him, although I could

remember seeing him on our estate, but the other chil-

dren seemed relaxed with him, so I went ahead climbing

up onto the bike and sat on the seat behind him, wonder-

ing where to put my feet. Suddenly he pulled my arms

around his middle and told me to hang on tight. As the

bike’s engine started to roar the other children laughed

and I began to scream wholeheartedly. The bike built up

speed as we sped down the lane, avoiding the water-

pitted holes and he raced to the bottom where I expected

him to turn and ride back again, like he’d done with so

many others but he turned to the left and rode down

lanes I wasn’t familiar with, until we approached a small

thicket. He rode the bike as far as he could into the dense
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thicket and then told me to get off. I was scared and did

as he said. He took off his helmet, climbed off the bike

and pulled it back onto its stand. I remember I wanted to

cry as I focused on his unusual maroon tainted face but

I couldn’t. I knew what he was going to do even before

he ordered me to lay on the floor but I was so frightened

I couldn’t speak. I had experienced this sort of thing with

my brother John, so I associated it all with hate and

violence. I had learned that time passed much more

quickly if I didn’t struggle, so I laid down on the floor

and turned my head away so I didn’t have to look at him,

feeling nothing but the pain he was causing me. I trem-

bled as he rubbed furiously at my vagina. Wasting no

time,he climbed on top of me with the whole weight of

his body against mine, forced his penis inside me and

ejaculated. I lay quite still wondering what he was going

to do with me. His aggressive breathing had stopped and

he was silent, but as he removed his short, overweight

body from mine, he looked down at me in disgust as he

rearranged my clothes. Then allowing me to my feet, he

looked at me as if I was nothing.

Although it was a bright summer’s day, I felt cold and

trembled with fear. My legs where paralysed and I could

barely move but in time I struggled to make my way out

of the thicket. I wanted to run and get away from him

but as I tried to move forward the whole of my body

froze, holding me back. I tried to scream but I had no

voice and the only thought I had was, ‘Why me?’

There were lanes upon lanes all around the thicket

with slag heaps as high as mountains. As I stood and

looked around tears streamed down my face, as

suddenly my thoughts turned to Mother and just for a

second I hated her. He pulled his bike to the side of me
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and ordered me to climb back on. Too frightened not to

I did as he said. Kicking up the mud with his wheel, he

drove me back up to the top of the lane where he had

first seen me. With every muscle in my body shaking, 

I climbed from his bike wondering why I was still alive.

I had been gone for so long there were no children

waiting at the top of the lane and my siblings had gone

on without me. I felt I was to blame and hated myself for

it. I was unhappy and all I wanted to do was rid myself

of the pain. I cried at the thought of my mother not being

there when I needed her most and convinced myself it

wouldn’t have happened if she had been there. For the

first time ever I hated the place, I was sad and lonely and

full of pain - I could think of nothing but her. As he rode

away I felt my breath release and I began to cry as 

I slowly made my way back home. All the excitement of

going to the park had diminished and I told myself 

I would never go there again. I beat myself up for what

happened that day and no matter how much I tried, 

I couldn’t rid myself of the guilt I felt inside. It seemed no

matter where I was; I always brought pain and suffering

to myself.

It was hours before my siblings returned home, when

they did they asked why I’d been crying but I couldn’t tell

them. I felt ashamed of being molested yet again, it had

happened so many times I thought I might recognise the

signs before it happened again so I was angry with myself

for not being able to. Andrew was annoyed that I hadn’t

joined them at the park. He had carried Simon a long

way without taking a break so he didn’t speak to me for

the rest of the day, but I saw that as nothing more than a

blessing. I don’t recall saying much at all during that day;

I’d been traumatized by what had happened as I hadn’t
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experienced being molested outside the home before. 

I had always felt reasonably safe on the streets but that

tragic moment changed everything. I couldn’t rid myself

of the scrutiny written on that man’s face, it seemed so

much worse being molested by a stranger but as time

passed and our struggle for survival went on, my ordeal

seemed to become less significant. I became so nervous 

I had a tendency to expect the worst in all things and so

was reluctant to go out. I remained indoors, where 

I couldn’t be seen. This left Andrew and Lorraine free to

roam the streets searching for food on their own. They

found bits of mouldy cheese and rotten fruit in the dust-

bins at the back of the Co-op, which they shared with

Simon and myself but it wasn’t enough to take our

hunger away.

The Co-op was ideally situated across from our

house, so I was able to look through our bedroom

window and watch out for them but I hadn’t the courage

to go and help them. For the first time ever Frank got

annoyed with us. The stench around the bins began to

affect the tenants in the flats above the shops and each in

turn threatened to call the police. So this unnerved me all

the more.

It was some time before I dared go to the park again.

Instead, I chose to visit places that I’d remembered going

to when Mother and Father had been at home. A place 

I felt safe was the ‘Foxen Dam’. It was quite a distance

from our house but it was the only area I knew that was

isolated - where we could paddle and pick bluebells. We

took a short cut through the estate, along many lanes

and through thick woods; it seemed miles from where we

lived but it was peaceful, almost desolate. Although on

occasions we were startled by the loud shrill of birds
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echoing through the trees, we’d laugh so much that tears

of joy rolled down our cheeks.

As a child, I knew very few places where I could

escape to - this was a place where I felt free and totally

out of reach. I was at peace there. It was the perfect place

where I could reflect and forget everything that was bad;

it was my haven! My paradise!

We paddled in shallow water, skimmed stones across

the dam and picked bluebells by the armful. As the sun’s

rays glistened through the trees, the water rippled

silently around the edges producing a magnificent range

of colour. I gave sudden thought to the beautiful aroma

that filled the air and triggered the only good memories

I had of my childhood - when we walked through the

woods as a family. I recall visiting the woods after

church on Sundays with Mother and Father when they

lived at home. Like other children, I was full of inno-

cence and held all the love and happiness in the world

but suddenly it had all changed and there I was - just a

little girl, all alone.

I loved the beauty of bluebells. For me they held

something special. The vibrant colours and their

poignant scent gave me a strong sense of security,

reminding me, taking me way back to the past – there

had been good times! Most parents still visited the

woods and paddled the dam alongside their children,

taking along a picnic and walking their dogs just like we

used to, but now we visited the woods alone, going only

when other children were in school.

School was a thing of the past. I could remember

going when we all lived together, but it seemed such a

long time since I’d walked through the school gates. 

I never liked it much especially when Father left home, 
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I found it really tough. I had always found it difficult to

interact so fights broke out between me and other chil-

dren when they called me names and laughed at my

clothing. Mother couldn’t afford much, replacing our

shoes and clothing was totally out of her reach so we had

to make do. She tried mending clothing that was torn but

she wasn’t the best at needlework. Although she made an

effort to keep our clothes clean, they were un-ironed and

so discoloured they looked old and ragged. Our wool-

lens had grown so out of shape we looked a pitiful sight.

Mother told me many times, ‘You should think yourself

lucky,’ and I did, but I still couldn’t understand why it

was me who had to wear the hand-me-downs. She didn’t

realise how difficult that was for me, yet I was repeatedly

ridiculed because of it; even my siblings called me second

- hand Rose.

I can never remember Mother having enough money.

She rarely bought coal to keep us warm yet I remember

her occasionally buying some to heat the hot water for

our laundry - her budget was so tight our personal

hygiene was often affected by it.

I remember her regularly bathing as she repeatedly

reminded us “cleanliness is next to godliness” yet she

considered our hygiene far less important than hers. 

I remember my hair being in a terrible mess, regularly

matted, infested with head lice. I scratched like crazy and

she’d chastise me for it, like it was my fault. I carried the

foul smell of urine on my clothing through bed wetting

and the strong odour of sexual abuse that had now

become part of me. It was something I’d always lived

with so hadn’t realised how bad things were until my

school friends began running away from me, telling me I

stunk and refusing to sit next to me in class because of it.

L I T T L E M O L L Y

3 3



My older siblings often passed comment, pushing me

away when I got close to them. It seemed most of my

family recognised that I had an unusually strong odour

about me but gave no thought to question why.

I don’t specifically recall the first time I was abused by

my brother John, but I know it was very early on in my

life. I recall times when he collected me from Chestnut

Avenue Infant School, soon after I was admitted. My

mood changed instantly when I walked up the drive to

the school gates and saw him standing there. It was a

sign no one was at home and I knew instantly he would

be taking advantage of the situation by sexually abusing

me once we arrived home. My laughter changed to a

half-hearted smile knowing he was only there to hurt me.

I was too young to hate, but I remember thinking I must

have been the most horrible child in school. I felt trou-

bled and uneasy and worried constantly about the pain

he caused me. I didn’t know that what he was doing was

wrong, only that it was so painful, I cried all the way

through it. He ordered me not to tell anyone about the

things that he did to me and because I was too small to

stop him it became part of my life.

His inflictions were worse than torture. He caused me

so much pain performing acts of vaginal and anal inter-

course, I cried at the thought I might die. The word ‘no’

didn’t fit in to his vocabulary so when I screamed and

called out for Mother, he showed no sympathy or

remorse and insisted I would grow to like it – but I knew

I wouldn’t. My tears only seemed to add to his excite-

ment and my continued wailing provoked the most

unnatural response in him.

I’ll never forget the day when Carol noticed blood on

my pants as she undressed me ready for bed, she was in
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her teens and knew a little about womanly things so she

knew something wasn’t quite right. My stomach turned

as she began to question why, but I was terrified to tell

her how it had got there - for fear I was in the wrong. I

sensed she already knew and I was upset by it. She told

Mother she had a strong suspicion I was being molested

and pointed out the blood but, it fell on deaf ears and

nothing was pursued or changed.

He abused me at every given opportunity and created

many situations where we were left alone in the house,

even when it meant he had to take care of our younger

siblings too. He showed no suspicion of his intentions

and treated me as cruelly as the others so as not to raise

concern.

There had been many times when he came close to

being discovered by other members of the family, but he

always seemed prepared for them. He moved fast when

he heard voices and re-dressed quickly to make himself

look innocent - even after causing me hours of pain and

suffering. He staged an entirely different scene before

anyone came in, regularly getting me in to trouble for

being in places I shouldn’t be, showing no remorse when

I was being punished for being out of bed when I should

have been in it and fast asleep.

I had never been entirely happy, not even when Father

was still at home, but when he left, my life got worse.

Being one of the youngest I had a lot to put up with. I had

six older siblings each with a cruel streak, but John’s

cruelty outweighed everyone’s. He made my life unbear-

able but I was too frightened to let anyone know.

I suffered regularly when my older brothers fought.

They wrestled me to the ground, forcing my arms

around my back then sat on me so my face was pressed
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hard to the floor. They were supposed to allow me to

move when I cried ‘submit’ – it was a word we used for

surrender, but when I cried and yelled ‘submit’ I was hurt

even more. They couldn’t bear to see me walk away

unscathed as they found so much excitement in causing

pain; they were thrilled by it.

I struggled when they restrained me but I wasn’t

strong enough to fight them off. Each of them had the

strength of an ox and knew they could hurt me. 

I screamed and called them names but they laughed and

joked about my weaknesses and none of my sisters

volunteered to protect me, as they accepted the whole

routine as fun. I hated wrestling, it was painful and

distressing, and the results were always the same - I

ended up covered in bruises and crying in pain while they

stood there laughing at me. But I blamed John for what

took place! He was the instigator of the wrestling and

found as much pleasure in hurting my siblings as they

found in hurting me. He encouraged violence amongst us

all and jeered as we fought. For him it proved to be a

magnificent pastime.

I remember suffering as a child many injuries

through sibling rivalry and misconduct. I clearly recall

David and Trevor causing me unnecessary pain through

their constant rivalry as they argued and fought at the

drop of a hat. David was much older and wiser than

Trevor so had the upper hand every time. But Trevor

had such a temper he found it hard to control his whim

of picking up objects to throw at David. I remember the

object Trevor chose one particular day was heavy and it

flew through the air hitting our television screen with

such force it exploded with a huge bang and left me

screaming as thousands of tiny glass fragments shot
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through the air, piercing my skin as they embedded

themselves into my body. I gave out such a scream it

bought Mother crashing into our front room with panic

written all over her face, the shock of seeing glass stuck

to my face like porcupine’s needles stuck to its back,

brought out the worst in her and she began to scream a

huge amount of abuse at my brothers then some more

at Carol, for not watching me. Having ordered Carol to

fetch Father she screamed some more until she was blue

in the face.

I was hysterical and shook with fear yet in all the time

she stood there looking at me, she hadn’t thought to

comfort me. Father was at our neighbour’s house where

he took refuge when things got tough and we got a little

out of hand, so Mother didn’t know what to do. My

father had many weaknesses, the sight of blood being

one of them. He found any injury distressing, but on this

occasion he ran into our front room where I was stand-

ing and knelt down in front of me, pulled out the pieces

of glass that had embedded themselves into my arms and

legs then wiped my skin clean as the cuts began to bleed.

I expected pain, but he was so gentle I only felt a small

amount and cried just a little. My face hurt much more.

I screamed as he pulled at the first piece of glass, it was

obvious it was embedded far deeper than he thought and

made the pain much worse, so being a man of warmth

and feeling he wrapped me up in his overcoat and took

me to the hospital.

Although I’d spent a lot of time in hospital I still

feared them and cried all the way there. I was terrified,

but the nurse on duty was able to put me at ease and

removed every piece of glass with tenderness, leaving

thread-like cuts that smarted severely when she covered
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them with antiseptic. A few hours later she sent me home

smiling as she let me go.

By the time Father and I had arrived home our family

had returned to normal, no one asked me how I was feel-

ing and not a single word was mentioned about the

injuries or my pain. I was left on a chair to recover and

no more was said about it. It was generally the case when

one got hurt. It wasn’t important enough for anyone to

be concerned as getting hurt was so frequent, it was

taken in one’s stride. It wasn’t until I got older that 

I realised there had been so many accidents in and

around our home, the family accepted it as the norm.

k

R O S E M A R I E S M I T H

3 8


