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Telling the truth has always been vitally important to me as a value, even to a fault, and that includes stringent 
standards of accuracy. I have been called a liar on the national broadcaster 

and derided by two ministers from the floor of the Dail for 
telling the simple truth. That being so my need to be honest might be a case of “everyone is out of step but my 
Johnny” perhaps only bad crazy people tell the truth and it is a virtue to lie? Do I have anything in common with this 
species at all?  

There is always help…but where do I go to get help that is based on the reality I exist in terms of, not the lies that 
boosted well-heeled careers and designated me as a crazy liar? There is none…so all the “help” is focussed on telling 
me how wonderful Ruhama, et al are, and how crazy and wicked I am to cling to the truth instead, the 
exact same kind of gaslighting games I was raised with and destroyed by in the first place…because everybody can’t 
be out of step except me, can they?  Which doesn’t get me past the fact that I still only remember the reality they 
call a lie, not just as a semantic exercise but in ways that, in terms of reality will harm the real people li9ving in the 
real world. That’s what goes around my head 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. There is no social time in my life now, 
the cognitive dissonance is too great. There is no-one I can talk to or share any part of my life with. Since 2013 I have 
developed chronic fatigue syndrome that leaves me more useless and helpless than ever. 

Now there is a new dimension whereby a man ended his life 
in minutes while  nobody wanted him dead, but look at all the 
wonderful, worthy people who wanted me dead so badly that they tried to push the matter…all of civil society can’t 
be wrong…all of my life I have sacrificed everything to trying to be a good person, do the right thing, tell the truth… 

Even I have no idea what form the cluster effect will eventually take, nor even how much conscious control I will 
retain over that. I do not believe you are capable of the slightest concern about this, just as you were incapable of 
the slightest concern for 8 sex workers in Beirut or 1,500 sex workers in Ireland. 

I am convinced your whole life is dictated by self interest and appearances. I am not saying this for sympathy, I am 
saying this for me, to break out of the conditioning to accept abuse as my just desserts. 

Gaye Dalton 

 

 

 

 

 

 




