

"My first marriage failed and ended in divorce.  The only good thing to come of it was my son who I love no-end.  On Christmas Eve, 1995, my son Pete asked me if he could use my phone to call his dad in New York and wish him a Merry Christmas.  I said yes.  After a few minutes, he said mom, dad needs to talk to you.  I wasn't crazy about this idea; but after all it was Christmas.  As I answered the call his voice was familiar and didn't invoke any pleasant memories for me.  The voice said, “So I guess you weren't lying after all.”  The papers are full of it.  What the hell are you talking about I said.  I think he was forgetting that I lived 3,000 miles away and I didn't get the local New York paper.  The Nuns he said.  The papers say they killed a kid.  I said nothing just handed Pete the phone and walked away.   

My first trip was to the bathroom to empty my stomach.  I thought that I had too much eggnog, which my younger son, Orion had talked me into drinking.  I didn't much like the stuff but it seemed important that I toast the Christmas spirit with him.  After I went to bed that night, I had nightmares so often that I got practically no sleep at all.  The vision was always the same.  A young boy of about ten or eleven was curled on a black and white tile floor.  He was in the fetal position and he was screaming over and over, please, please, please!  I sat bolt upright in the bed, bathed in a cold sweat.  The picture was so real and for some reason terrifying.  Rest was useless and I got out of bed and went into the living room and sat in my chair waiting for Orion to wake up and find that Santa had been there. 

Christmas day turned out to be a very stressful one.  I thought that I was really losing my mind.  It was broad daylight and I was sitting in my living room.  I own and operate a facility for disabled adults who live in my home and Christmas was in full swing.  Wrapping paper was flying everywhere.  The clients were in a great holiday mood.  Voices were saying thanks Auntie Sue I love this and oh boy just what I wanted.  But there still I sat with what looked like flash bulbs going off in my face.  All images of this dark curly haired boy and someone was beating the shit out of him.  If I had to lay down odds on my own sanity at that point, I would have to say zero to none.  My God what was wrong with me?  It took about a week for all of it to come back.  Some of it in my dreams and some coming back flashed while I was awake.  The words that they killed a kid unleashed a memory block that God had mercifully allowed me to have.  I saw the murder of Mark Longale.  I buried it so dead in the back of my head that I could never let it surface. Unfortunately for me this hiding was now over and I, myself, questioned my own sanity. 

Who is God's name can see a child beaten to death by a nun and not remember it?  My hold on my sanity was very tenuous at best.  When I remembered it all, I was appalled and shocked. How the hell could I be 45 years old, see a child murdered and not remember it.  It was a Sunday evening in September 1963.  There was another burned pot at dinnertime and I spent my customary extra hour with my trusty paring knife scrapping the burn off.  When I was done, all the other KP kids were long gone.  I was going by the library, which as a high school freshman was now open to me.  I stepped into the room to get a book.  As I closed the door behind me I heard it.  The sound I will never again forget.  The library had a door at one end that connected to the retarded kids classroom.  There she was, Sister Regina, standing over Mark Longale.  He was curled into a ball screaming, please, please, please!  She kept kicking him yelling shut up, shut up, shut up!  I could see that Mark had vomited and his head, face, and body were covered with it, while he lay squirming in it.  When he brought his head up, about 3 inches from the floor, there strings of slime clinging to his face and the floor.  Sister Regina brought her pointed black shoe down on the side of his head and forced his head back down to the floor.  I heard it smack. I think I must have made a sound or something.  Sister Regina turned and stared at me.  With a malicious look on her face and evil emanating from her body, “I don't think you need to be in here minding other people’s business, do you?” she said.  Cowardly little bastard that I was, I just ran. To this day, I don't know why I didn't try to help him.  Sister Regina had severely beaten me before and she would do it again.  So why didn't I even try to help him.  I don't know and to this day I am deeply ashamed." 

 


