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Treatment of 
courageous 
Lynsey is a 
sad stain on 
our nation

BEWARE! The snow is coming 
from Siberia! What’s next, a 

plague of locusts? Look, we’ve 
been dealing with apocalypse-like 
conditions for some time now, so a 
sprinkling of fluffy white stuff is 
nothing concerning. Last week, in 
torrential rain, I threw waterproof 
gear on myself and the kids and 
whooshed us out the door. They 
found the biggest puddle known to 
man and spent a good hour knee-
deep in it. I’ve never seen them so 
happy. Snow bother at all.

THESE days, I’m jumping at any good 
news. So I was delighted to note pop 
princess Kylie Minogue’s engagement to 
her Welsh boyfriend Paul Solomons. That 
is, until the 52-year-old pop legend 
denied it. Apparently it was Solomons’s 
stepmother who started the rumour mill, 
but Minogue’s spokeswoman has 
quashed the gossip, stating that the pair 
are ‘happy as they are’. Hmmm. I’m not 
convinced – no smoke without fire, etc. 
Whatever the case, it still warms my 
heart to hear that this icon has found her 
perfect match. I’m sure Paul knows just 
how lucky (lucky, lucky, lucky) he is... 

Manson’s fall from ‘grace’

FOR someone who prides themselves on 
their ability to binge watch popular TV 

series, I’m embarrassed to admit that 
Normal People passed me by completely. 
And now it has become the first Irish-set and 
produced TV show to receive a Golden Globe 
nomination, I’m feeling the FOMO big time. 
So perhaps is Maynooth’s finest Paul Mescal 
– one half of the series’ golden couple – who 
didn’t get a nod for his role, while leading 
lady Daisy Edgar-Jones is up for a gong. 
Netflix, can you please start streaming this 
so I can see what all the fuss is about?

YET again – can you get the story 
straight, lads? Just when it seems that 

mandatory quarantine is happening, there’s 
high confusion over the specifics of it. Our 
Health Minister Stephen Donnelly is of the 
belief that people should self-isolate in their 
bedrooms, while Tánaiste Leo Varadkar 
disagrees, stating that people who have 
travelled should just quarantine at home. 
Meanwhile, Taoiseach Micheál Martin is still 
trying to get mandatory hotel quarantining 
up and running. It’s coming, it’s coming – we 
just need to come up with some legislation 
first. If only we had someone who could have 
sorted this out months ago, or who has the 
power to enforce it immediately, given the 
national emergency we find ourselves in. But 
we couldn’t skip the palaver part, could we?

HORROR OF THE WEEK: 
WAS anyone actually shocked at the 
abuse allegations from several women 
regarding Marilyn Manson, right, this 
week? Actress Evan Rachel Wood 
started the ball rolling when she 
publicly named the singer on Instagram as a 
person who began ‘grooming’ her when she was a 
teenager and ‘horrifically abused me for years’. 
Manson has said these claims are ‘a horrible 
distortion of reality’. This is rich coming from a 
man who spews hate for a living. If you ask me, it 
sounds as if his ‘art’ was imitating reality all along – 
and his grotesque disguise was in fact his true self.

T
HE young woman who 
stood before expectant 
media outside the High 
Court on Wednesday 
looked picture perfect. 

Her blonde hair was carefully 
braided to the side and her 
make-up was immaculate.

She looked far younger than her 32 
years, more like a daughter than a 
mother. In fact, Lynsey Bennett, 
 pictured below, is both. And her 
 youthful beauty belies her terrible 
truth. In fact, looking at her, it’s hard to 
believe that she is sick at all.

But she is of course, desperately so. 
She is terminally ill, through no fault of 
her own. Watching this beautiful young 
woman, who is being robbed of her life, 
sobbing in front of the nation was 
almost too much to bear. 

Four years ago, I watched one of my 
dearest friends fade away to the 
 despicable disease that is cervical 
 cancer. Like Lynsey, Emma was also 
young – just 40 when she died – and 
beautiful. It was equally difficult to 
imagine how unwell she really was. 

She was exhausted. She was terrified. 
But she put on that same brave, beauti-
ful face for as long as she could, trying 
so hard to immerse herself in the life 
she had left. We saw her, pale but never 
complaining, spending time with her 
two beloved young children, holding 
them, cuddling them on her couch until 
she was too weak to do so. 

That’s the thing with a terminal dis-
ease. It’s very difficult to savour the 
time you have left when the very life of 
you is ebbing away and it’s a struggle to 
simply breathe. Pursuing bucket lists is 
not a realistic expectation. 

For the final few weeks of Emma’s life, 
she didn’t even have the strength to 
hug her precious children, who were 
three and five at the time. She was sim-
ply too sick. She didn’t want their 
final memory of her to be frighten-
ing – of disease and darkness. 

Instead, she whispered her 
goodbyes into their hair on that 
couch: a place of comfort, love, 
cuddles and happiness. 

That’s why, when I saw and 
heard Lynsey Bennett outside the 
High Court this week, I was over-
come with heartbreak and, I’ll 
admit, pure rage. Like Emma, Lyn-
sey is trying to do the best for her 
daughters, and has but a sliver 
of precious quality time left 
to spend with them. 

Yet look what this Gov-
ernment is doing to her. 

It’s contemptible enough that they 
refuse to admit liability for the failures 
in the CervicalCheck screening pro-
gramme that led to her death sentence. 
But forcing these dying women through 
the courts, in what the late Ruth 
 Morrissey’s solicitor, Cian O’Carroll, 
described as ‘deathbed litigation’, is 
nothing short of heinous.

Leo Varadkar’s promise that pending 
court cases relating to CervicalCheck 
would be resolved through mediation, 
avoiding the courts, turned out to be 
fruitless words. And Lynsey is just 
another number on their long list of 
cases to be addressed. One of up to 200 
more women who will face the same 
plight, if – as Labour leader Alan Kelly 
spoke of in the Dáil this week – laws 
around civil liability aren’t changed.

‘Why is she being dragged through the 
High Court, fighting?’ Kelly asked the 
Dáil on Thursday, stating that she 
should be spending her time with her 
two daughters. 

And, for that matter, why did our Chief 
Medical Officer Tony Holohan express 
sympathy but not apologise when  
commenting this week? Because that 
would be an admission of liability. We 
couldn’t possibly have that.

Lynsey faced extra pressure to con-
tinue her fight. As a single mother,  

she needed to secure some sort 
of financial stability for her chil-
dren – the daughters she will 
never get to see pursue their 
dreams. But, to do that, she 
was forced to expire her limited 
energy and precious time in 
legal argument, making the 
arduous journey from her home 
in Co. Longford to Dublin, 

while undergoing hospital 
visits and treatment. 

As anyone who has had 
to spend time in a court-
room will attest, it is a 
strained and uncomfort-

able environment. It’s designed to 
intimidate, with its Byzantine language 
and period drama-type costume. It’s an 
experience that those in robust health 
often find overwhelming and exhaust-
ing. It’s hardly the place for a dying 
 person – and an innocent one at that. 

All of this Lynsey has endured – an 
inhumane and needless fight before her 
final battle – because of her love for her 
children. All of which finally resulted in 
an undisclosed figure and a shoddy 
statement of regret.

It’s a cold comfort in appalling cir-
cumstances. Now, for as long as she is 
able, Lynsey can take her children in 
her arms, cuddle them on her couch 
and know that she did the very best she 
could for them. 

To this country’s shame, I can’t say 
we’ve done the same for her.

It’s in your eyes, Kylie 
– you’re all loved up!  

Seems diamonds are 
a rapper’s best friend
SO you may not have 
heard of the rapper Lil 
Uzi Vert, right – even 
though he has almost 
14million Instagram 
followers – but that really 
doesn’t matter. This story 
is too good not to share. Uzi, whose real 
name is Symere Woods, shocked fans by 
uploading a video of him getting a pink 
diamond  - which apparently cost him 
$24million  - implanted in his forehead, 
with the telling caption: ‘Beauty is pain.’ 
Yes, you read that entire sentence 
correctly. A diamond. Worth $24million. 
In the noggin. At least potential burglars 
won’t be looking to steal the eye out of 
his head anyway. What an absolute gem.
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him. What would I say? What 
would I do? 

Would he attack me again, in the 
cold, sober light of day? I won-
dered how he felt. Was he remorse-
ful, or does that emotion exist in 
the mind of a predator? Did he 
even realise what he had actually 
done? Had he attacked before? 
Has he done it since?

In holding my silence, this last 
part is the most difficult to recon-
cile. I felt I wasn’t brave enough to 
stand up and say that this hap-
pened. As a result, this person was 
free to inflict something similar on 
another woman, on other women. 
For that, I felt like a coward. 

I also didn’t want to be seen as a 
victim. I was a strong, empowered 
female, with opinions and a voice 

and a life; a positive, good reputa-
tion. I didn’t want to be pitied, or 
worst of all, blamed.

Because when a sexual assault 
happens, whether it’s a slap on 
the bum or a non-consensual pen-
etrative act, blame colours every-
thing – and egged by society with 
a legal system designed to protect 
the defendant, it’s the female who 
will take this hit. 

I wondered, for so long, was I 
complicit. I wore a red dress that 
night. It wasn’t short, but it was 
figure hugging. 

I had drank far too much. That 
was my fault – I hadn’t listened to 
the ads. I wasn’t responsible. I 
should have minded myself more; 
then I may have remained safe. In 
my gut, I knew the truth. But, as 

in the lines of the Eurythmics song 
Sexcrime (Nineteen Eighty-Four), 
quoted by Minister Josepha 
 Madigan this week in the Dáil, I 
chose to ‘face the wall, turn my 
back against it all.’

Tragically, I’m far from the 
exception. This article will reso-
nate with countless women, who 
have, like me, been in similar situ-
ations, and yet kept silent. 

Perhaps they even thought their 
abuse wasn’t serious enough to 
complain about – a grope on the 
breast or a slap on the backside – 
but it is. We have come to excuse 
and normalise this behaviour – but 
it’s far from normal. It’s intrinsi-
cally wrong. 

We have stayed quiet through 
fear and shame and stigma, 

M
y head is throbbing 
and I feel disorientat-
ed. Super – the 
 mother of all hango-
vers, and on a work-

day too. I check my phone – 
7.45am – still a bit of time before 
I have to pull myself out of bed 
and… wait. Something is wrong. 
 Something has happened, some-
thing bad – and I’m not sure 
what, until my blood runs cold 
when I do. 

My body is stock still, my mind trying 
to pick apart a blackness, an uncon-
sciousness that is impossible to this day 
to decipher. Too many drinks, a party in 
an apartment, needing to lie down, a 
man following me. Then – nothingness. 

I have been sexually assaulted. I know 
this, but I have zero recollection of the 
attack – so what was I going to do? My 
absence of memory on the night in ques-
tion has proved bittersweet. On the one 
hand, I am eternally grateful for not 
knowing, even though in reality it meant 
for me, and for so many others, justice 
would never be served. 

Almost 15 years after my attack, 
there’s still such stigma, shame and 
indignity burdened by the female, all 
reinforced by the stereotypical views we 
continue to hold about sexual assault.

I wasn’t pulled into a dark alleyway by 

dogged by the stereotypes and 
misconceptions we continue to 
hold as a society about sexual 
assault, the fear of judgment, the 
lack of support. Sexual assault 
continues to be, as Josepha said, 
the one crime that goes unre-
ported. Is it a coincidence that it 
happens to be much more preva-
lent an issue for women? Hardly. 
In fact, when Josepha revealed 
that this week that she was a sur-
vivor of sexual assault, I could 
hardly believe my ears. 

Not that I didn’t think it could 
happen – as the minister clearly 
stated, most women at her age, 
and mine at 42, will have suffered 
the trauma of sexual abuse in 
some form – but I was stunned 
that a politician verbalised the 
issue at all, especially her personal 
experience of it. 

When Josepha says that it is a 
lot more common than many 
believe, she is correct. And when 
she states that sexual assault is 
not always the random monster 
lurking in the middle of the night, 
once again, she is bang on. 

This last part can’t be repeated 
enough. The majority of women 
know their assailants, so can we 
once and for all understand that 
it’s not always the masked mad-
man in the dark, forcibly holding 
down their victim, a knife at their 

throat? It could be a husband, 
relative, a neighbour, an acquaint-
ance or a supposed friend. And 
the pandemic will have exacer-
bated the trauma caused by these 
heinous actions. 

And when Josepha says that 
sexual assault remains a corrosive 
blight on female safety and morale, 
once again, this is the truth. In an 
age of virtue signalling and empty 
rhetoric, her words this week 
could herald a real opportunity to 
change the script. 

Ireland has waited and watched 
as the rest of the world has spoken 
out about sexual violence against 
women, as the MeToo and Reclaim 
The Streets movements called for 
change. As a country, we have a 
shameful track record of how 
 society has treated women. 

It’s still shoddy. But in using her 
voice, Josepha Madigan has pro-
vided a catalyst for change, to fin-
ish ‘the unfinished democracy 
that is Ireland when it comes to 
the representation and treatment 
of women’. Her personal revela-
tions have begun to chip away at 
long-ingrained beliefs and stig-
mas. Now, we must take action. 

We desperately need a judicial 
system that supports and empow-
ers women. We need legal reform 
so women can trust and feel sup-
ported when reporting these 
crimes. Let’s become a country 
that encourages the female voice 
to speak, without judgement, 
without shame, and without fear. 

Josepha has started the conver-
sation, and in doing so, she’s given 
a voice to the rest of us – to break 
the silence, to share these stories, 
as difficult as they may be to tell, 
and uncomfortable to listen to. 

The question is, are we finally 
going to be heard?

i was advised 
to report  

the incident 
to the guards. 

of course  
i didn’t

josepha’s 
words 

herald a 
real chance 

to change 
the script

We’re finally 
talking about 
sex attacks – 
but will we  

be heard?
ervation, I reasoned. 

Of course this was a lie.
I battled. I asked my friends: 

what should I do? One would say 
I should report the incident. 
Another would disagree. 

‘Why would you put yourself 
through that?’ they would ask, 
and my most vulnerable self would 
nod. The legal system doesn’t 
exactly protect sexual assault 
complainants when they are in 
court. ‘You’ll be the one on trial. It 
will be so traumatising.’ 

I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It 
would be easier to compartmen-
talise, tuck it away, get on with 
life. Stay silent, keep on trucking.

This took time and practice, 
especially since I knew what my 
attacker looked like; where he 
lived. I was terrified of meeting 

a sex-crazed deviant sociopath. It does 
indeed happen, but it didn’t to me. 

I had no physical injuries. In fact, if 
you looked at me, you wouldn’t have 
noticed anything particularly wrong at 
all. Those bloodshot eyes were as a 
result of too much partying, right?

Right. And that shake in my voice? 
Definitely the fear. That’s what you get 
for going out on a school night! 

I wasn’t carted into the sexual assault 
treatment unit in Dublin’s Rotunda 
Hospital, all black eyes and broken ribs. 
I drove myself, outwardly composed as 
a nausea rose in my stomach that had 
nothing to do with a hangover, into a 
Well Woman clinic. I was advised to 
report the incident to the guards. 

I didn’t. Of course I didn’t. I went into 
work, my hangover now superseded 
with a far more sinister presentiment, 
which would linger indefinitely. 

During those early days I would con-
tinually try to remember, question, 
doubt and wonder. And when I did, I felt 
repulsed. I wasn’t going there. 

My mind had blacked out for self-pres-
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