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“Life, for all its agonies … is exciting and
beautiful, amusing and artful and endearing … and whatever is to
come after it — we shall not have this life again.”

— Rose Macaulay


In Memory Of My Brother-In-Law

Paul Edward Magrath

1946-1979

Served in the united states army Vietnam veteran in
the 82nd Airborne Division-Tet Offensive 1968 and 101st Airborne —
your memory lives on — father, son, husband, brother and proud
soldier.


Reviews

A great storyteller, Genovese grabs the reader into
the family saga of the O’Brien family-capturing the changes in the
social and domestic landscape of the last twenty-five years. Two
Weeks Since my Last Confession enables the reader to see where
children-turned-adults find their voices and say things that
weren’t allowed to be said in past generations.

— Dr. Richard Darling, Author of Coma Life CEO of
FAIR Foundation

www.FAIRfoundation.com

* * * * *

The best upbringing in the world doesn’t foolproof
one from a terrible life. “Two Weeks Since my Last
Confession” follows Molly O’Brien, daughter of a senator and
raised by a devout catholic. To the public, she had the perfect
upbringing. But at thirty, she has a crippling heroin addiction and
her life is on the rocks. What went wrong? Her family holds deep
secrets, and only they can come to terms with them to set Molly on
the right path in life again. “Two Weeks Since my Last
Confession” is a moving novel of dealing with one’s dark
past.

— Midwest Book Review

* * * * *

Journey back in time to a familiar era, fraught with
issues like war, drugs, and family dynamics. Then, add flawed
characters to the storyline who keep evolving, and you have arrived
at Two Weeks Since My Last Confession. Just when you think
you know where Kate is going with the plot, she weaves another
thread into the tapestry of the O’Brien clan, which is tyrannically
ruled by both a politically ambitious father and a fanatically
religious mother. You’ll want to savor the richness of the main
characters as you cheer them on to resolve their multi-faceted
issues they face. Like Kate’s other two books, this novel is both
memorable and a most enjoyable read-worthy of a sequel!

— Marcy Ragucci, author of whimsical Wonderings,
publisher, Big Apple Press, and freelance writer, Daily Times
Chronicle.

* * * * *

The Irish-American O’Brien’s seem to be blessed with
good fortune; Dad is a popular politician and Mom is a religious
woman, devoted to her family. But under the surface there is a lot
to cover up, including addiction and sexual abuse. Kate Genovese
has done a masterful job with this family saga. There are no good
guys or bad guys here, just people struggling in times when mores
are changing in American society. The complex characters are all
extremely well drawn, but without a doubt, you will grow to love
Molly O’Brien.

— Andrea Cleghorn, LCSW, is the author of Life in
Lexington, and Rosie’s Place: Offering Women Shelter and
Hope.


Prologue

November 1977

Molly O’Brien slid her frail body into the
last pew of the Arch Street Church in Boston, Massachusetts.
Several members of the congregation gave her critical looks as she
knelt down to pray. She was late for Mass, the gospel had already
started, and Molly had been told many times in her youth to never
arrive after the gospel lesson had begun. Her mother had drilled
that into all the O’Brien children at an early age; Mass wouldn’t
count, in God’s eyes, if one missed the gospel.

Molly leaned back in her seat after kneeling
and saying a quick prayer. She looked around at the congregation
and wondered what really brought her to church. Safety, she
thought, and warmth. It was a blustery cold November morning.

She was homeless, hungry and malnourished.
She had bruises on the side of her face and an open gash on the top
of her head that had finally stopped bleeding. Molly had fought
with her boyfriend Charlie the night before. He had been drunk, hit
her across the face and thrown a beer bottle at her head. He
wouldn’t let her leave the apartment to get help. But when he
finally passed out, Molly grabbed her backpack and what little
belongings she had and fled the apartment. It was the third time he
had injured her, and she knew she had to leave before he killed
her. Running out the door, feeling the blood trickle down the side
of her face, she knew she needed an emergency room. But she didn’t
want anyone to see her in that condition. So she had walked around
Boston all night. Had gone into a MacDonald’s restaurant and
cleaned up in the bathroom.

One of the workers there cared for her. She
remembered his kindness as he put ice on her swollen face, giving
her a cup of coffee and telling her to go home or to a hospital.
Instead, she simply wandered around the city for hours, finally
ending up here.

“Give beer to those that are perishing, wine
to those that are in anguish.” The priest’s loud, stern voice
brought Molly back to the present and the sermon, which made her
think of her own dilemma. She looked at her shaking hands. They
were raw and red, the hands of an eighty-year-old instead of a
young woman of twenty-six. Molly looked at her arms, with their
twin sets of track marks. Reality hit her once again. Heroin
addict. Her Church and her parents would frown upon her: why is a
nice Catholic girl hurting herself like this, why is she giving
into drugs? It is the devil’s work, her mother would say. The
priest was talking about alcohol and drug abuse, and how now in the
1970s it was reaching epidemic proportions. How appropriate,
she thought bitterly. I could be the poster child for
it.

She felt sick: physically, emotionally and
spiritually drained. She had nothing left to give and no longer
cared what God thought. She had been riddled with guilt her whole
life. She had failed her mother … she had failed the Church. She
didn’t wait for communion, the reception of the body and blood of
Jesus Christ, the most important part of the Mass. What was the
point? She slipped out of the pew, feeling the condescending eyes
watching her as she left. She knew she didn’t belong there and she
was too sick to care.

She needed a fix. Smack — heroin — was her
God now; it was the only thing that could make her feel normal.

Molly found a phone booth and dialed her drug
dealer’s number. “No, I haven’t got any money,” she replied to the
disembodied voice on the other end of the line. “But, wait, please
wait. I can do other things, if you want. I just need a fix. Larry,
please …”

Her pleading worked. Relief and guilt, those
intertwined emotions, washed over her as she hung up the phone.
Relief that the heroin was waiting for her and guilt because she
would commit a mortal sin in order to get it … fornication, whoring
herself out and hating herself even as she did it.

She was powerless over her addiction. Shame
washed over her as she passed the church and heard the congregation
singing one last song before the Mass ended. It didn’t matter: soon
it wouldn’t matter at all, no shame, no guilt, no caring. Heroin
would replace the unworthy feelings and give her euphoria in the
place of shame.

Molly glanced at the homeless people sleeping
on benches on the Boston Common, huddled together under trees, worn
out gloves and ripped clothing their attire, their uniform. She
could smell alcohol as she passed one of the benches. And I am
no better then these people she thought. I am homeless now. This
may be me tonight. I can’t go back to my family. I would rather
sleep on a bench than face my father again.

Uncomfortable with her thoughts and longing
to have them silenced, Molly picked up her pace. Soon she wouldn’t
have to think of her family, of the people who had been her
friends, of the life she had been living for the past five years.
Soon she wouldn’t care. Caring hurt, and she was tired of
hurting.

Tears streamed down her face as she ran to
catch the train. The doors opened and several people looked up as
Molly entered. No one reacted; drugs and homelessness were an
epidemic. Molly took a seat, shut her eyes and felt the train’s
movement.

She had loved train rides when she was a
little girl — going into Boston when she was in grade school,
back-to-school shopping with her brother and sisters, meeting their
father in town and having lunch. Such happy days she thought. So
what happened? Look what I’ve become: a junkie. She was feeling
the effects of having no drugs in her system — jonesing for a fix.
Her nose was running, her body was starting to ache, soon her
organs would be screaming for narcotics.

“Last stop, Harvard Square,” the train
attendant yelled. Molly exited and climbed the stairs to the
street. She looked over and saw Nini’s Corner, a little store that
was the heartbeat of Cambridge. Her dad had loved walking to the
square and taking Molly there when she was little, buying her a
treat along with the Sunday paper at Nini’s. Her dad, she thought;
her home, only a mile away.

She could go there. Give in and get help. But
she knew she wouldn’t. Her parents didn’t even know where she was,
and she couldn’t let them see her like this. The sin of pride, her
mother would say. No forgiveness, no compassion there. No — she
couldn’t go home.

Her stomach started to ache and she knew she
needed a fix. Her hands were cold and her gloves were ripped. She
stuck her thumb out to a passing car and it immediately stopped.
Molly ran to the vehicle and peered in.

A middle-aged man and his daughter looked
back at her. “Where to?” he asked, his voice kind. Molly hesitated.
Cambridge, my home, I could give in and go there.

“Well?” he asked, looking at her curiously.
“Newton,” she replied, hopping into the back seat. “Newton Corner,”
she amended quickly before she changed her mind. The need for a fix
was too great and Larry was waiting.

The car started up and she looked out the
window, all the familiar sights of her childhood passing before
her: the playground and her elementary school, the hospital where
she was born. What have I done with my life? She wondered
silently. How in God’s name did I end up an addict? She was
dropped off in Watertown Square, about a half-mile walk to Larry’s.
She still had time to back out, go to Cambridge. But the monkey on
her back was getting heavier and she was getting sicker. She broke
out into a jog up Galen Street. The wind was getting stronger, a
biting wind that was clearing her mind, even as it made her still
more miserable. She visualized the needle going in and reaching
mental euphoria as the drug took effect. She slowed down as she
turned onto Larry’s street. She heard a little voice in her head,
turn back, Molly, turn back, don’t do this, be strong. It
was the voice of the emotionally sound Molly, the voice that had
kept her straight on and off over the last five years.

Larry was at the door to greet her. He
smiled, and there was a gleam in his eyes that she recognized as
lust. She had conveniently forgotten her promise to him; sex for
drugs. She dropped her head in disgust as she entered his
apartment. No turning back now, the other voice said, no
turning back.

 


 



Chapter One

October 1951

Maureen Bridget O’Brien — Molly — entered the
world on October 19, 1951, at nine twenty-one in the morning. John
O’Brien immediately shortened his new daughter’s name to Molly,
after her great-grandmother. Her cry, her round cherubic cheeks,
reminded John of his maternal grandmother, Molly O’Hara.

His wife Marie tried to rebel, not wanting
her seventh child named after a relative, especially an Irish
relative, an in-law with whom she had never been happy. If it had
been on her side of the family, the MacGregors, it would have been
a different story; she would have been more accepting. She would
have also accepted a biblical name such as Esther or Rebecca. But
her husband had balked when he heard those suggestions. “There is a
time and a place for religion, Marie, those names don’t fit now!
It’s the fifties, don’t you know? Molly’d be the school’s
laughing-stock in no time. Besides, she looks like an O’Hara —
don’t you see it? You couldn’t get any more Irish than our Molly,”
he said, laughter in his voice as he picked up his daughter,
admiring her features.

Marie was, naturally, furious. After all, she
carried the baby for nine months and was in labor for ten hours.
Didn’t she have a say? But there was no use arguing with her
husband, he always won in the end. She had not wanted this child,
coming as she did after six others one of whom was retarded. Marie
had begged the parish priest for a dispensation, for permission to
use birth control; not only had he denied it, he had instilled in
her deep guilt for even asking. The natural consequence of all this
was resentment, resentment toward her husband, resentment toward
this unwanted new baby.

Her husband was equally ill prepared for
another child: at fifty, John O’Brien was just coming into his own.
Recently elected the mayor of Cambridge, he had been thinking of a
lovely young intern the night that Molly was conceived; but he felt
his guilt over that transgression disappear as he looked into his
tiny daughter’s face.

 


 



Chapter Two

July — 1957

Molly’s first memory was of being five years
old, sitting on the picnic table in the O’Brien family’s back yard
on Marion Road. She was a chubby child, adorable with her long
black hair, cobalt-blue eyes and sweet smile. Although overweight,
she had a natural seductive aura, unusual in such a small child, of
which she was unaware. Adults would look at the girl, noticing her
enticing gait and flirtatious personality, and shake their heads,
picturing her in another ten years, knowing the opposite sex would
be extremely attracted to her.

Her brother Sean, however, taunted her
endlessly about her fat little body, embarrassing her in front of
his thirteen-year-old friends. He teased her, trying to get under
her skin, frequently bringing Molly to tears. Sean was also mean to
his twin brother Teddy.

Born ten minutes after Sean, Teddy had been
deprived of oxygen coming down the birth canal; this left him with
a severe type of retardation. Teddy was in a wheelchair: his spine
wasn’t fully developed and although he could walk at times, his
gait was so unsteady that his mother kept him in the wheelchair at
home. During the week he lived at a long-term care facility; he
came home a few weekends a month. Sean resented Teddy and was
embarrassed that he had a twin who was retarded.

He was supposed to be watching Teddy and
Molly for a short time that day while his mother took a nap.
Instead, he forced Molly away from the picnic table where she was
playing with her dolls. “Move it, Fatso,” Sean screamed at her.
“We’re playing baseball here. Get lost, you piece of lard! It’s bad
enough I’m stuck watching that retard!”

Teddy had no idea what his brother was
saying. He sat in his wheelchair, expressionless, drool coming out
of his mouth.

Crying and defeated, Molly reluctantly went
into the house. She generally avoided it because of Erin, her
sister who had been born when Molly was four. Erin, like Teddy, had
special needs. Sick with asthma, needing oxygen at night, the baby
had been in and out of the hospital for all of her first twelve
months. She had been cyanotic at birth because of the severe
respiratory problems, and the doctors were worried she might not
improve. But within six months she became a healthy child — a
miracle, everyone concurred. So she had become everyone’s favorite,
even though she cried constantly and repeatedly got her way. Molly
was jealous beyond words. She had loved being the baby, the center
of attention; and then along came Erin, pathetic little Erin who
continued to cry at the slightest problem, manipulating her parents
from an early age. Yet at the same time Molly loved her sibling,
would help change her diapers and try to read books to her baby
sister.

Now as she ran away from Sean’s verbal abuse,
she was glad to find the house quiet. Peeking in her parents’ room,
she saw Erin sound asleep on the bed with Mrs. O’Brien next to her.
Her mother signaled her to be quiet and to go downstairs. Molly
fumed: she had wanted to tell her mother about how Sean had been
taunting her, embarrassing her and making her leave the backyard,
and about how he was treating Teddy.

Defeated, she walked downstairs and into the
sun porch where the family kept a daybed. Although the sun was
shining brightly through the bay window, Molly fell into a deep
sleep. An hour later, she woke up slowly, groggily, to the touch of
a hand going up her back, inching its way to her stomach. The feel
of the warm hand on her body was comforting at first; lazily she
opened her eyes and realized it was Sean’s hand that was touching
her. It wasn’t the first time. Sean sometimes invaded her room, her
world, her space, scaring her and trying to do “bad” things. But
are they such bad things? She wondered. Sometimes his touch
felt good, and it was a way of getting attention that she so
desperately needed; yet she always came to the conclusion that
something wasn’t right about the way he was touching her.

“Go away, Sean,” Molly said groggily as she
pushed his hand away. “You’re scaring me.” The creak of the stairs
announced their mother’s arrival, and Sean immediately moved away
from the daybed.

Marie didn’t notice anything wrong. “Erin’s
finally asleep,” she said. “Both of you be quiet. I want her to
sleep for a while so I can have some lunch before I take Teddy back
to the hospital.” She looked tired as she turned to go outside and
retrieve her son’s wheelchair.

“I’m going out with Fred and Dave anyway,”
Sean shrugged, heading out the front door. “I’ll be home for
supper.”

Molly was once again tempted to tell her
mother about Sean, how he touched her. She had tried talking to her
about it before; her mother blamed Molly’s imagination and told her
not to tell tales. I’ll tell my father tonight, she thought.
He’ll take care of me.

Every night, John O’Brien read in bed before
dropping off to sleep. He glanced up from his book as Molly entered
the room, an indulgent smile already playing with the corners of
his mouth. “What are you doing up, Miss America? It’s well past
midnight,” he said, pulling the covers down and signaling her to
get into bed with him.

The house was quiet; even Mrs. O’Brien was
asleep in the next bed. John loved these moments when Molly would
wake up, snuggle next to him as he told her a story or read her a
book. But tonight was different; she looked as if she had seen a
ghost.

“What’s wrong, Molly? You look scared to
death,” he said, tucking the blanket up around her neck, making
sure she was cozy and warm.

“I’m scared of Sean, Daddy,” Molly said
hesitantly. “He does things to me I don’t like.”

Her father was well aware of the animosity
between the two siblings, which he had always thought natural. He
put his arm around his daughter. “Is he calling you bad names
again, Molly, and teasing you?”

“Well, yeah,” she said. “But there’s
something else, Daddy, he tries to touch me in funny places, places
I don’t want him to go near.”

Mr. O’Brien hesitated. “What do you mean,
sweetie? Does he hug you like I do? Maybe deep down he really loves
you as much as I do. Maybe he hugs you to make up for teasing you
when he’s in front of his friends.”

“No,” Molly said emphatically. “He touches me
where I go to the bathroom.” She said the words fearfully, afraid
that her father wouldn’t believe her.

His face was red, suffused with anger. “Did
you tell your mother about this?”

She nodded, miserably, starting to cry. “She
said Sean’s a good Catholic boy and a good big brother, that maybe
it’s my imagination.” Molly hesitated, and then went on, an ache in
her voice. “It’s not my imagination, Daddy.”

To her surprise, her father slammed his fist
down on the bed. He took a deep breath and regained control. “Of
course it’s not. What Sean did was wrong, and I’m glad you told me.
I’m going to take care of this, sweetie, and it will never happen
again. I promise.”

Molly stifled her sobs. “He is so mean to
Teddy, too, Daddy. He makes fun of him and I’m afraid he’s going to
fall out of his wheelchair when Sean pushes him, he goes fast and
twists and turns all over the place.”

Ah, Sean, thought Mr. O’Brien.
You’re turning into a real troublemaker. “I’ll talk to him
about Teddy as well, then.”

A new fear coursed through Molly. “Please
don’t tell him I told you this,” she pleaded.

“You have my word.”

The house seemed to shake as Sean’s lanky
frame was thrown against the closet door. John O’Brien was making
sure that his son was learning his lesson. “How dare you touch your
little sister? How dare you do something so despicable, so evil,
especially to your sister!” he shouted as he released Sean from his
grip, leaving a red mark on the boy’s neck and the side of his
cheek. “Don’t you ever, ever, touch your sister, any of your
sisters for that matter, again, Sean Michael, or I will have you
put into a reform school so fast you won’t know what hit you!”

Sean recovered quickly. “I don’t know what
you’re talking about! I never touched Molly like that! Sure, I
tease her, what’s the harm in that? Everybody does it to their
little sisters. But she’s lying if she’s told you anything
else!”

Mr. O’Brien looked into his son’s eyes and
realized sadly that he didn’t believe his son. “You’re the one
lying, and that’s the truth. You’ve been a pain in the ass since
you turned twelve. Hanging around with those juvenile delinquents,
your grades are going down. I should have done something way before
this. You’re to go to confession on Saturday, you’re to tell the
priest what you did and suffer the consequences. And you won’t be
going to St. Anne’s to confess your sins, you will take the train
into Arch St. Church, go to confession there!”

“In Boston?” moaned Sean. “I have a baseball
game Saturday! Summer league! I’ll miss the game!”

“Tough!” Marie had just come back from
shopping and heard her husband yelling. Not again, she
thought. Those two are always at each another’s throats; there
hasn’t been a moment of peace in two years. She slowly walked
up the stairs and entered the room. “What now?” Her voice was
frustrated.

“I’ll talk to you about it later, Marie,”
said her husband without looking at her. Right now, your son has
punishment chores to do. Get going, Sean.”

Marie looked at her husband. “Why can’t you
two get along? Why is Sean so distasteful to you, John?”

“He overstepped his bounds this time,” John
bellowed. “As a matter of fact, so have you.”

“Me?” Marie said in astonishment. “What are
you talking about?”

“It’s what you didn’t do.” He shook his head,
sitting down heavily on Sean’s bed as he repeated his conversation
with Molly. “ I’ve been awake all night worrying about the girl,”
he said. “This is worse than anything else that boy has been up
to.”

Marie stayed perfectly still. “Molly has a
vivid imagination,” she said slowly, emphatically, as if willing it
to be true. “She’s just looking for attention.”

“The girl’s barely six, Marie. How would she
know about something like this unless it had happened to her? How
do you explain that?”

Marie took another tack. “And you think its
okay to slap your son around? What decent father would do something
like that to his child?”

He stood up. “He deserved a good beating as
far as I’m concerned. Maybe it will knock some sense into him and
he’ll leave his sister alone!”

“Well, I’m on Sean’s side,” Marie said,
dusting her hands together as if dismissing the entire situation.
“Molly is just crying for attention and you’re falling for it.”

John looked at his wife, feeling an
overwhelming sense of sadness. She always turned the other cheek
when it came to Sean, her son the rebel who could do no wrong, the
special child, the favorite child in Marie’s eyes. And her
religion: Marie was becoming more and more fanatical with each day.
His wife prayed constantly, spread holy water continuously around
the house, especially if one of the children did something wrong,
attending daily Mass, talking with the priests. The Church was
taking up time that should be spent with her children; Molly and
Erin were often left with a babysitter. Dinner was often late, or
else cooked by Jean, the oldest of the O’Brien children, her
homework open on the kitchen table to catch as catch can.

He continued feeling sad as he followed his
wife out of the room. Once again, she wasn’t going to be there for
supper; there was a sodality meeting at the church. Dinner would be
left for Jean to serve. John had a political dinner engagement that
Marie refused to attend, so he would go alone.

He felt he didn’t have a wife, companion, or
lover any longer. Sure, they slept together — she was too religious
not to have sexual relations with her husband, knowing it was a sin
if she didn’t — but she was clearly disinterested. It’s no wonder
that his thoughts often strayed to other women; he was tempted,
very tempted to commit adultery.

John thought of the evening ahead, of the
need to get a sitter. He sighed. He didn’t want to leave the girls
with Jean again, and Sean was clearly out of the question. There
was always his oldest son, Thomas, his pride and joy. Tom would
baby-sit in a flash if he were asked, but that would mean missing
baseball practice; no, he wouldn’t ask Tom. His two other
daughters, Susan, ten, and Isabel, seven, were staying at their
aunts for the night so he only had his two little “cherubs” Molly
and Erin to find a sitter for. He knew if he asked his wife, she’d
simply leave them with Sean, thinking there was no problem, even
after Molly’s disclosure of what Sean did to her. What was wrong
with his wife? Somehow he’d have to get the “old” Marie back,
rekindle their love and help her comprehend their present
situation, understand that there was still hope. John wasn’t ready
to give up.

 


 



Chapter Three

May 1958

Molly walked sheepishly down the aisle of St.
Anne’s Roman Catholic church with thirty other seven-year-old
children, about to embark on the most important of all sacraments
in the Church; First Holy Communion. Receiving the body and blood
of Jesus Christ would now qualify them to be true Christian
warriors in the Church. They would have to perform their
obligations as Catholics, including weekly mass, receiving the body
and blood of Jesus. Week after week, Molly had watched her sisters
and brothers receive communion; now it was her turn.

To be honest, Molly was not feeling it was
that special. Her stomach was queasy from not having eaten
breakfast. She had been fasting, abstaining from food or drink for
three hours prior to receiving communion. Her stomach was growling,
crying out for a Sunday breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon and
cinnamon toast. She thought she would throw up if she didn’t eat
soon.

Molly turned her head in the pew and looked
at her entire family. Sean was trying to get her into trouble, get
her to laugh by making ridiculous faces at her; her mother signaled
for her to turn around, pay attention to what the priest was
saying. But Molly’s mind was elsewhere, breakfast she had been
denied that morning; she felt as if she was going to be sick. I
can’t, she thought. Mama made this dress especially for
today. It was a knee-length white silk dress with a white
taffeta veil and white knee socks. If she threw up on it, her
mother would never forgive her.

She was feeling faint and nauseated. She
turned once again to her family, wanting to get her father’s
attention, tell him she was sick and needed to leave. But her
parents were scolding her sister Erin for kicking her brother in
the shin. There was no way out, the bile was rising as she heard
the priest continue with the sermon. Finally, her mother looked up
and saw Molly mouth the words, “Help me.” Marie was of no help:
again, she gestured for Molly to turn around and pay attention to
the priest.

But it was too late. The room started to
spin. The last thing she heard was the priest saying, “You have to
be in the state of grace to receive communion.” With that, Molly
vomited all over the boy in front of her, and onto her beautiful
white dress as well. The white suit jacket the little boy wore was
now soiled with Molly’s vomit. He started to scream as Molly passed
out in the pew. Most of the kids receiving the sacrament started to
scream. Molly was aroused and taken to the back of the church by
her father. All the O’Brien’s were mortified as they watched their
father carry a limp Molly to the back of the church with the rest
of the congregation staring at them, as if what had just happened
was all their fault!

“I fainted because I’m hungry, Daddy,” Molly
mumbled as her father sat her in a chair and handed her a glass of
water. “The priest wants us all to starve to death; I can’t do this
every week!” Mr. O’Brien couldn’t help but laugh; Molly was
definitely developing a drama-queen side to her as she placed the
back of her wrist on her forehead.

The rest of the children received the
sacrament without Molly; the priest gave her a communion wafer all
alone when the mass had ended. The procession of children left the
church.

Mrs. O’Brien wasted no time in heaping guilt
on her daughter. “You embarrassed our family!” she said in the car
on their way home. “How could you, Molly? You’re not just another
child, you’re the child of the mayor of this town, and we have an
image to keep up.”

“I felt sick, Mom,” Molly retorted. “Not
eating for three hours is a dumb rule! I won’t do it!” She
immediately felt the sting of her mother’s hand across her face and
heard her brother Sean say over and over, “fatso, fatso, fatso,
needed to eat.”

“Enough,” yelled Mr. O’Brien. “No one is to
say another word until we get home. Is that understood? And Molly,
we’ll discuss this further when we get home, after you get
something to eat.”

“She shouldn’t be allowed to eat at all, in
my opinion,” Mrs. O’Brien said angrily. “It was all an act. Molly
needs to be the center of attention.”

“Of course, she is going to eat,” he said in
astonishment. He felt that his wife’s values and excesses were
getting more and more extreme every day.

When they arrived home, Molly went right to
the refrigerator, grabbed the milk and proceeded to pour frosted
flakes into a large bowl. As she was eating, feeling better with
each bite, her mother looked at her with disgust.

“Were you in a state of grace when you
finally got to receive communion, young lady?”

“What does a state of grace mean?” Molly
asked as she took a gulp of orange juice.

“It means that if you were thinking of
breakfast when you were getting ready to receive the body and blood
of Jesus Christ then you weren’t in a state of grace!”

“Oh,” replied Molly guiltily, knowing she was
thinking of cinnamon ladyfingers and cereal. She wanted to lie to
her mother, tell her she was thinking of Jesus the whole time but
she knew that would be a lie, a sin, and she was afraid that too
many sins would force God to punish her — she could end up in the
fires of hell! So she remained quiet, hoping her mother would just
go and leave her alone.

No such luck. Marie O’Brien had more to say.
“You know I hope you’re going to be a good Catholic girl and follow
the examples of your older brothers and sisters. You’re not off to
a good start; nobody else was obsessing about food … nobody else
threw up. If you were old enough I’d have you go to confession to
repent your sin, but that will have to wait until you’re old enough
to receive the sacrament of penance. In the meantime, I want you to
go to your room and spend the rest of the day there.”

Jean was doing the dishes and had heard the
whole conversation; she watched Molly slowly walk out of the room
and head upstairs. “Weren’t you a little hard on Molly, Mom?” she
asked, then hesitated. “People do get hungry and she’s only a
little girl, can’t you give her a break?”

“No,” said Marie firmly. “Absolutely not! The
rest of you never got sick. Molly is simply an actress and wanted
to get her own way, plus she’s overweight and shouldn’t always be
thinking of food, food, food!”

Her husband entered the kitchen at that
moment. “What’s all the screaming about? What’s the problem in
here?”

Marie threw the dishcloth down in disgust.
“Molly and her episode today is the problem, that, and your
daughter, Jean, sticking up for Molly,” she said angrily as she
glared at her oldest daughter, trying to make her feel guilty.

“You need to ease up on these kids, Marie, or
they’re going to go the other way, not believe in anything. Keep
pushing religion down their throats the way you’re doing and it
will turn them off!”

“You’re wrong,” Marie said furiously. “I am
simply doing what my mother did for me. People need to fear the
Lord.” Jean rolled her eyes at her father, and they exchanged a
secret wry smile. Seeing that he was getting nowhere with his wife,
John decided to change the subject.

“Why don’t we go for a ride today?” he
suggested, walking over and wrapping his arms around his wife. “Get
your sister Joan to baby-sit for a while, we’ll pack a lunch and
have a picnic, just the two of us.”

For a moment, Marie felt the desire, the need
to be with her husband, to reconnect. She looked into his gorgeous
blue eyes, realized once again how handsome he was, despite the
fact that he had recently turned fifty-seven. He still desired her,
she could tell, but for how long? She was gaining more weight, had
never lost the pounds put on during her pregnancy with Erin; she
was looking more and more her age while her husband looked younger.
Finally, she replied. “I don’t think so. Not today. I promised
Father Malone I’d set up for the Catholic Men’s Club banquet
tonight. You should be attending it, in fact!” She pulled away from
him and the gesture, the attempt at intimacy, disappeared with the
touch.

John sighed and shook his head, feeling
hopeless. It isn’t going to work, he thought sadly. It’s
never going to work. “In that case, I’m going to take the girls
for a ride and picnic anyway. And I’m bringing Molly. She isn’t
going to spend her First Communion day in her room.” With that, he
left the kitchen, leaving Marie wondering if she had made the right
decision after all.

 


 




Chapter Four
March
1965

Molly and her mother were arguing again. “I
absolutely refuse to go to a parochial school next year! You can’t
make me leave all my friends!” shouted Molly. “I’m not going to
spend my high school years being taught by nuns and having religion
shoved down my throat!”

“You’ll do what I say, and what your father
says, young lady. From what I’ve been seeing of your behavior
lately, you could use a good Catholic climate. Look at yourself!
You’re looking cheap!”

“What are you talking about?” Molly was
enraged. “White lipstick! Teased hair! You look like you hang
around the bowling alley; I don’t even recognize you as my daughter
anymore!”

It was true that Molly had been having a
difficult eighth grade year. She had discovered that she liked boys
the year before, and had spent the summer at various places where
high school boys were known to hang around and get into trouble. On
more than one occasion, Molly’s brothers had dragged her out of
some of the boys’ cars and brought home to face the wrath of her
parents. Once she began eighth grade, she attended dances and
focused mainly on boys — and her grades inevitably started to
tumble.

She chose to make friends who did not appeal
to the O’Brien’s. Boys began calling her at all hours of the night.
Moreover, she was maturing physically more rapidly then her older
sisters at the same age. Already five feet eight inches tall, Molly
was a slim and voluptuous teenager who acted much older then her
age. Her once chubby body and cherubic baby face had turned into
the physique of a young woman.

“You’re losing your values,” Marie was
continuing now. “All those good religious morals you were brought
up with. Dad and I are being forced to draw in the reins before you
get into deep trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“What do you call what happened the other
night?” Mrs. O’Brien was referring to an episode that had occurred
at their house the week before. She had been cleaning Molly’s room
and saw her diary, wide open on the bed. She couldn’t help but
glance at some of the pages, and certain words started catching her
eye. Finally, giving in, she sat on Molly’s bed and read some of
the entries. Molly had written that her friends had been over the
house the week before; a couple of beers were shared among them all
and the Burke brothers (who were sixteen) had grabbed Molly and
thrown her into the shower with some of the other males in the
group. Her girlfriend Sandy took pictures as they all hooted and
howled and frolicked together.

Now she said, resentfully, “It didn’t happen
the way you think. I was thrown in the shower but we all had our
clothes on, we were just goofing around.”

“And drinking beer, and sneaking kids in the
house when we weren’t home,” Marie said angrily. “You were supposed
to be babysitting for Erin, Molly! Some example you were setting
for your younger sister.” She had shown the diary to her husband
when he got home, and for once, they were in agreement over
something.

Together they decided Molly would be taken
out of public school and enrolled at St. Anne’s Academy where she
would start her freshman year in the fall.

That evening Mrs. O’Brien chopped off all of
Molly’s hair, which included her long bangs that was the style,
hair that went right into her eyes. “There,” she said when she was
finished. “Now no boys will look at you again.”

“Did you tell her where she’s going next
year?” Mr. O’Brien asked, wincing at Molly’s new hairdo.

Marie turned to her daughter. “She’s well
aware that she will be at an all-girls Catholic school next year,”
she said with a slight smile. “ It will be the best thing for you,
get you away from your so-called friends.”

Tears stung Molly’s eyes as she pictured
going to a Catholic school, being taken away from her life, her
friends and the popularity she had been enjoying so much. How
dare they, she thought, they can’t make me go! She
started to scream, threatening she’d run away if she had to go to
St. Anne’s.

“You’re going!” her mother shouted back. “And
now you’re going to march yourself upstairs and change your clothes
and get ready for church. You‘ve probably forgotten that Erin is
making her confirmation today and we’re all going. Now go get
dressed! And afterward you will go to confession, tell the priest
all your sins and ask his forgiveness.”

“I just went to confession last week, Mom,”
Molly said in sheer frustration. “You said we have to go every two
weeks.” Since Molly had started to go to confession after receiving
the sacrament of Penance, her mother had kept her to the O’Brien
practice of going every other week.

So. for the last five years, Molly had gone
to confession every other week, as she was told to do. She could
recite exactly what she said to the priest each week. “Bless me,
Father, for I have sinned, it’s been two weeks since my last
confession and these are my sins.” Molly would give him a list of
small, venial sins, like fighting with her brothers and sisters, or
swearing at her older siblings under her breath. She didn’t take it
as seriously as her mother.

Now she said, “I’ll go to Erin’s
confirmation, but I am not going to confession, its stupid,
it doesn’t make one bit of sense to me, telling a priest behind a
curtain all you’ve done wrong … Why can’t I just tell God?” Molly
took a deep breath. “The priest gives you five Hail Mary’s and five
Our Fathers to say every time. I’m tempted to commit a mortal sin
to see what he’d give me.”

Mrs. O’Brien barely even looked at her
daughter as she stormed out of the room and headed up the stairs.
“I hope you make Sean go to confession!” Molly screamed up the
stairs after her mother.

Marie paused at her bedroom door. “What are
you accusing Sean of now?”

Molly had an answer ready. “He’s a pervert, a
weirdo! He was leaning over my bed the other night and I woke up
and he had his hand on my back and he was breathing really
hard.”

“It sounds like your imagination again,”
Marie retorted. “You get carried away with your thoughts, Maureen
Bridget!”

Molly was beside herself. “Okay, if it’s just
my imagination, then ask Isabel or Susan if it’s their imagination,
too! The other night, Sean put his grubby hands on them, and the
three of us had to throw him out of the room.”

Marie’s denial was too deep for her to accept
this new evidence. “Don’t involve your sisters in your fantasy,”
she said coldly.

Molly knew it was useless to continue the
conversation. She knew her sisters; they would back down if
confronted by their mother. Mrs. O’Brien had a way of twisting
stories and manipulating a conversation so that the girls would be
fearful of her and not dare disclose that their brother was indeed
night prowling, trying to “cop a feel” in the middle of the night.
As Molly was getting ready for church, she wondered why Sean was
still living at home. He was twenty years old, a sophomore in
college; why couldn’t he live away from home? Live in a dormitory
far, far away from them?

As Molly slipped on her nylon stockings and
smoothed out her new pleated skirt, she realized she would have to
talk to her father again about Sean. It was becoming more and more
difficult to live in the same house with him since she had started
to develop physically. Often she’d catch him leering at her,
staring at her chest, and she knew that wasn’t normal; her friends’
brothers didn’t act like that!

But John O’Brien had had a heart attack the
previous year, and Molly knew if she told her father, he might have
another. That was Marie O’Brien’s secret weapon: “If your father
hears any of this he could die! Another heart attack could be
fatal.”

So, Molly stayed silent, and wondered what
she could do.

Little did Marie O’Brien know that a mortal
sin had already been committed in her family, and it had nothing to
do with Sean or Molly.

John O’Brien’s political career had been on
the upswing; after being mayor of Cambridge, he was elected to the
Senate in a political landslide. As his career flourished, he
started feeling more and more limited by his failing marriage. His
heart attack had proved to be a wake-up call, and he began jogging
and caring for his health; he had become a very attractive,
powerful man.

Women were very interested in him, and
eventually the temptation proved too strong for him. Unfulfilled at
home, John found his fulfillment in a series of affairs. His most
recent was with a woman named Natasha, a fabulous lover who was
quite content to remain his mistress. She lived in Washington,
where he spent much of his time now that he was representing
Massachusetts in the Senate.

There was a state dinner, and John was taking
Natasha, who by then was working in his office as an intern; it was
logical to take her to public functions that his wife could not
attend due to distance and lack of interest.

As John was adjusting his bow tie and
straightening his tuxedo, he was thinking about his problems at
home. Molly, his sweet yet rebellious daughter, was acting out. He
was not particularly surprised; she had always been the rebel, but
he had assumed that it was her friends who had been a bad influence
on her. Good thing she’s going to St. Anne’s Academy the following
school year, a new school would straighten her out. She was growing
up way to quickly physically and emotionally and her maturity level
surpassed her older sisters. Molly would be the one he’d have to
keep an eye on. His older children were quiet and obliging as far
as he could see and were settling into their routines as the
Senator’s children. The older children were following the right
path. Jean, a senior at Boston University would be graduating in a
few months and doing an internship at the Gardner Museum. Thomas, a
junior at Boston College was very cerebral and athletic, and
planned on following in his footsteps. Even Sean, as far as he knew
was turning himself around and doing well at University of
Massachusetts. But he was still toying with the idea of sending him
to Amherst where the University had a larger campus and where his
son could live away and grow up and get away from under his wife’s
apron strings and stop being babied so much at home.

Besides, John was intuitive. He had an uneasy
feeling about Sean at home. Ever since Molly’s early confession
that Sean touched her in funny places, he always kept his eye on
those two. And now that he was away so much of the time, he
couldn’t monitor what was going on in their household, he knew he
would plan Sean’s transfer when he was home at Christmas. He felt
lucky that Susan and Isabel were well-adjusted high school girls
and little Erin, still in elementary school, seemed to be the
“bookworm” of the group.

And of course Teddy, poor Teddy with his
physical and emotional problems, lived in a world of his own and
seemed to be doing better living away at the institution and coming
home on occasional weekends. The only child who seemed to care
about Teddy’s departure was Molly. She always felt the sorriest for
her brother and didn’t understand why a loving God would create a
child with such disabilities if he were so “loving.” He knew his
daughter was very sensitive and that he would have to spend more
time with her.

He should have known all along that Molly
would be a rebel. She was a fiery and feisty child, always
questioning authority and arguing. When she was six, John
remembered being called to the religion class because Molly was
disruptive and questioning Sister Therese because she didn’t know
why God was the Supreme Being and called him a “string bean”
instead. She had caused so much commotion with the other children
laughing that the nun couldn’t control the rowdy six-year-olds.

Two years later, in religion class once
again, Molly refused to believe in the Holy Trinity. She had
angered Sister Martina with her question: “how can there be three
people in one? That’s stupid!” Molly was always rebellious
regarding her religious upbringing, complaining about being made to
go to mass every Sunday and confession every two weeks.

At first, John had thought it was funny,
being so young, making a statement at such a young age, learning to
question authority. But now it needed to stop. His daughter was
getting out of control. He knew he needed to spend more time at
home and he promised himself he would, especially this summer when
Sean would be home. He thought of Sean once again, the problems he
had. He had almost sent his son to a psychiatrist but after careful
consideration, he decided not to. What if it got around town that
the mayor’s son had “mental problems?” John had thought it wouldn’t
look good in the public eye, especially if — when — he moved up the
political ladder.

The following week, after John returned home,
he spent some time with Molly, trying to figure out what was
troubling his daughter.

“We need to keep an eye on her, Marie,” John
said in a worried voice. “Something is going on with that
girl.”

“The fact that she doesn’t want to go to St.
Anne’s in the fall is what’s going on with her,” Marie said with
disgust. “I’ve about had it with her, she’s constantly battling
with me, constantly trying to get her way.”

“It’s more then that.” John rubbed his
forehead tiredly. “That Sean business is all in the past now. Isn’t
it?” he asked suddenly.

Marie turned away from her husband quickly to
finish the dishes. “Of course, that ended a long time ago.” It was
a lie. She didn’t dare tell him of Molly’s latest complaint a few
months before regarding her brother. She didn’t dare speak a word
about “the incident” as she called it, in fear the news would anger
her husband and bring on another attack or stroke. So, she lied.
Omitted is a better word, she thought, omitted the truth.
I will handle this myself, no need to worry my husband.

“Don’t worry about Sean,” Marie said now.
“He’s doing well, his grades are good, he has lots of friends;
Molly is our problem, that girl will be the death of me yet!”

 


 



Chapter Five

September 1965

Sean Patrick O’Brien tossed his book bag on
his bed, lit up a cigarette and angrily pushed the clutter off his
desk so he could prepare for a night of studying. He was in his new
dorm room, and he was angry at having been forced to move out of
his parents’ house, to transfer in his junior year to a college two
hours from home. He had been so content, taking the train into
Boston every day to school, being able to continue with his life in
Cambridge. But Christmas rolled around and his father suggested he
move on, live away from home and learn to grow up, get from under
his mother’s apron strings.

Sean was livid. He knew Molly-the-bitch must
have said something to his father about him, even though his father
denied his accusation

He didn’t know what she was talking about
anyway. Sneaking in her room was not something he would do. Sure,
he wandered in there a few times, thinking he was going to the
bathroom and opening the wrong door; half-asleep, getting screamed
at by Molly, saying he was hanging over her bed. What a
liar, he thought. Sure, he looked at her blossoming figure now
and then. What brother didn’t cop a glance at his sister? But
saying he touched her was an out-and-out lie!

Sean’s thoughts came back to the present and
the French test he had to study for. He hated foreign languages but
nevertheless, he opened the book and began to do his homework. His
love was politics. As much as he hated to admit it, he loved law,
government and politics.

He was actually enrolled in a pre-law program
and was hoping to go to law school right after graduation, in the
Boston area, maybe. If he was allowed to live at home, he thought
with a new surge of anger.

Maybe he was better off away from his
father’s Irish temper and the hypocrisy of pretending that
everything was all right. He’d beat the shit out of me then all
of us would go to church, the ten O’Brien’s, we’d look like the
perfect family, while fresh cuts and bruises were hidden under my
clothes.

Sean was so angry he threw his French book on
the floor, his notes falling on the shag and his overstuffed
beanbag chair. He just couldn’t concentrate. He headed out the
door, thinking he needed some fresh air.

The University of Massachusetts had a huge
campus in Amherst; it was like a city. At first, he had had a hard
time meeting people but as the months passed, he slowly got
involved with school functions and now had an abundance of friends.
At twenty-three, Sean was six feet tall and weighed two hundred
pounds. Girls noticed his good looks, and he fit right in with his
shoulder-length black hair pulled back in a ponytail. He worked out
and took care of himself even though he was known as one of the
bigger potheads around campus.

Sean had started dabbling in drugs a year
before; friends of his who were in Vietnam sent home really good
weed on many occasions, they even wanted to send back quantities so
he could sell it. Sean knew that was risky and he didn’t want to
get caught. But the money would be good and he wouldn’t have to ask
his old man for any cash. The less he asked, the better off he was.
He wanted to be free from his father’s grip and move on in his
life, be independent.

He was getting a little concerned about his
drug use of late. Pot was one thing. He had started smoking pot in
high school on occasion; but once he got to Amherst, it was a whole
different scene. Smoking dope was a way of life and taking LSD was
certainly accepted on campus. The first time he “tripped” on LSD,
he was with his latest girlfriend, Sally. She was into getting
stoned and having “psychedelic sex.” So for hours they made love,
which brought Sean to a new awareness of sexuality, one he had
never known back home with Sarah who would only go to “second
base.”

As Sean walked across campus toward Sally’s
dorm he knew he’d get high, maybe even get laid. Sally was too hard
to resist. He’d keep Sarah as his girlfriend at home but for now,
in his college life, he’d enjoy himself every way he could.

Yet he knew he’d need to be careful. Do well
in school, not neglect his academics and watch his drug use,
especially if he wanted to go to law school. Sean often thought of
canning that idea, just graduating and hitchhiking cross-country,
getting the hell out of Massachusetts and starting a new life in
California, away from all the sick O’Brien’s politics and religion.
If his mother called him one more time to find out if he was
attending mass every week, he swore he’d choke her. Mass? He hadn’t
so much as entered a church since he had been away at school. Come
to think of it, he should be grateful he was here and not living at
home with his family.
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