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Chapter 1,

Curve?

Wednesday January 5th 1971

My fifth birthday, well, that simply came by and then it was gone! In fact, I would be six this year. And soon coming to the uncomfortable reality, that promises, however well-intentioned when they are made, sadly are just as quickly broken, especially when I really didn’t matter.

For me it is rapidly becoming an excepted normality, and with very regular occurrences, no longer could it be seen as a disappointment. That was something which sometimes was unavoidable, this was simply because.

Perhaps the only brief interval from that which I knew, was in itself very unnerving.

It’s always the uneasy silences, they screamed the loudest in their ominously overbearing moments.

As I have explained previously, it was always ‘the when.’ It terrified me, forever in fight or flight mode, being ready to, … often I didn’t know what, yet instinctively I would find a momentum.

It played its part in orchestrating my fears, the anxiety too, having an effect upon me, the constant fears carve their own reflections and personas begin to take shape within.

To say it’s not easy to weather the storms, is in short and understatement!

Moreover, the atmosphere not only within the house, but worryingly it’s the attitude which I’m presenting.

I’ve become an ‘evil little born bastard’ so daddy says. His temper is getting worse when I’m around It has begun to cause very difficult questions; apparently the glares I give are that of something very nasty. “I would be really stupid to utter, or even to tell anyone”.as to why my loathing of them is growing into something far darker!

I’ve learnt to hide the marks, it’s not something that I want to do, but the need to feel pain even at such a young age is addictive, a way to understand the blame.

It makes the hurt ‘go away’, even if only for a while.

‘Things are quiet in my head, for a time.!

I sit and rub the cuts and scratches and even bite marks where I sank my teeth into my forearm to stifle my sobbing screaming rage at myself.




Chapter 2…

Shifting Shapes

So where, or how do I try to get used to having ‘NO GRAMPS?”.

He’s very much alive, but it’s been decided that him being around me is a ‘bad idea.’

My Gran was if nothing officious in the detailing of the issues, and never missed a beat in ensuring that I fully comprehended how I had driven my gramps away., with my evil ways.

“Fights break out whenever he’s here” Gran’s barbed words are a constant, her spindly nicotine finger cuts a swathe through the air, apportioning blame; it would be for me, unnatural to ‘not be in trouble.’

I’m allowed to call my grandmother, ‘Gran’ now, something of a jump from saying nothing, this came about one day when one of the teachers came to call.

I had once again succumbed to another strange cold, therefore was off school. The truth is that I had received another hammering, a thrashing with a stick, it had bruised my legs.

I listened one evening after the beating as she and Daddy plotted how to convince anyone who asked why I wasn’t in school or even in the window, for some reason that I didn’t know, my sitting in the window was becoming noticed.

It seemed to come about after one of my teachers called to the house, ‘when I was unwell again. ‘I was beaten into a silence as the teacher had called twice previously, but no one answered.

I didn’t even dare tap the glass of my window, instead as the teacher looked up for any sign, panicking I duck behind the broken net curtain, my heart pounds violently.

The truth of course, is of being beaten yet again, but unable say anything weighs heavily upon me.

A voice within me screams wildly, in torment to say something, but I know better.

The raging inside my head, continues, so many chances to speak out, but I won’t and they know it too.

“Tell, tell, quickly tell, I take a deep breath, but the words just won’t come out.

“No, no you won’t, you’re too scared, they’ll take you away and lock you up like your gramps.

Mummy reminds me frequently what will happen when she tries to bathe the bruises away.

This time the bruises weren’t going as quickly, I had been thrashed with a bamboo.! “Daddy hurt my legs” the bamboo stick was like hot flames it burnt into my backside, my legs too and even across my toes, where he had hit me as I tried to run, but tripped in the doorway scuffing my toes against the door frame.

He lifted me by the scruff of my pajama top, it gathered tightly around my throat, then as I dangled helplessly Daddy threw me on to my bed and thrashed the backs of my legs because I had an accident in it.

I thought back to that day, I had tried to clean the stain off, but it smudged, and got worse when I spat on my ‘pajama’s sleeve.’ Panicking breathing heavily.

I don’t know how he caught me, or found the stain on my bedsheet at the time, because he was never home much, a small blessing.

Unfortunately for me this time he was home. And checked my bed almost immediately.

The voices, they’ve told on me, how did he know?

I could hear him raging and thundering around upstairs. “You filthy, lazy little bastard” he hissed from up the stairs, “Get up here, move it you filthy fuck.”

Mummy didn’t say anything, just stared at the television, then pretended that Carol needed her.

He made certain of punishing me, as his looming figure stood atop of the stairs, his hand bunched into a fist as he lent against the banister, faint stains of dried blood where previously I had been thrown against the spindles or hid cowering often nursing a split lip.

These stains had been hurriedly wiped away, but I could still see them and recount how and why. It was fair to say that between my bedroom and the landing, I could map out the punishments with terrifying accuracy.

The flashbacks, or as I call them away times stand as a testimony.

I’m back, but …without my Gramps to turn to, I’m so very scared!

It’s my fault he’s locked up!

I need mummy or gramps or …. too late.

The marks on the back of my legs, raised, I can feel the lines, but it’s the shouting of “my Daddy” that hurts ...

Being hit is really part of everything, I’m used to having to cover up ‘the marks.’

`You fell over if anyone asks`

This stark message from ‘my Mummy.’ Otherwise, she would be in trouble, and “Daddy would be angry at her.” ringing inside my head.

“I understood” ...I know what I must do and say in school, when I’m better again.

But for now, I must stay hidden, and force a cough to get me out of school.!

When my teacher came, I heard from over the stairs, my grandmother saying that “she’s my Gran”. So, from there I was allowed to call her ‘that way’.

My teacher did press her as to when I would be returning to class, as he felt that ‘I was a bright boy, eager to learn, and very helpful.’

Gran readily agreed of how helpful I am, and how I like to ‘draw and read’.

She painted a picture of something or someone else.

‘I’m lost with this’.,. who was she talking about, not me, I am evil or so she says?

A voice chimes in “you’re shit, that’s why he beats you.”

“I want to run to my teacher, tell him about ….’but I won’t”.

“He will see what you are, pushed your gramps away didn’t you.”

“This voice knows what I am, how I feel inside”. I cry into my pillow at night, “hope not to wake up!”

My teacher comes out of the living room, looking around the passageway, casts a glance up the stairs.

I cough loudly, hoping to convince him that I’m not well.

Did he see me.?

Seconds pass as I wait, the silence deafening, my ears pound.

‘Gran’ actually smiling ushers him to the front door. “I shall see that he’s back to school, this virus is raging I’m told.”

“Thank you for coming.” she smiles awkwardly as the door closes.

By the time my gran, comes up the stairs, I’m back in my bedroom, creeping to the window, watching my teacher see him close our gate.

Sighing heavily, thankfully “no one saw me” ....

In some way ‘a good thing’?

My coughing must have been enough.

For the next two weeks I was out of school.no one else came to ask questions;

I wanted to go back, to see the teacher, to draw and paint, to listen to stories read to us, but I’m not allowed over the stairs.




Chapter 3…

‘Friends.’

I have some friends, I often play in their garden, ‘when Daddy isn’t here, Mummy takes me down to see them.

Graham and his brother Alan.

Graham likes to play with little toy soldiers, he has packs of them, and we always have fun lining them up, putting them in different places.

“There’s three types of ‘toy soldier’,

“One a sniper, he lays on the ground.”

“Two one kneeling, pointing a rifle.”

And then, I wait anxiously excited.

“Three”, he counts, one standing up shooting, there’s also one standing up with a smaller gun”.

“He’s a captain” says Graham, holding up a plastic soldier.

I listened while he told me about them, pouring them out onto the path.

There are two types of green ones, Graham explains to me,

“These are British ones.” “These are American ones, they’re friends with these.”

Both kinds were painted green, but one was darker than the other.

Then he showed me some more soldiers.

“These blue ones are Germans.” And these are Japanese ones.” They were brown. I noticed that every soldier was the same, laying down, kneeling or standing.

The ones laying down, are like me hiding away, I held it for a while, staring at it, I could see myself. Graham wasn’t there, I’m immersed in my thoughts, rehearsing the pain.

“You gonna play then? He asked, “Which sides do you want to play?”

Kneeling on the grassed turf of a hill, with cut out areas to hide soldiers in we play, positioning opposing forces.

“He can pick them”.

“I don’t like going first.”

The voices always tell me “I’m not good enough.”

So, “I wait until its ok.”

This was on a Saturday, ‘Daddy is still a taxi driver.’ It means he’s not always around, and when he’s home, I’m in my bed. Most, Saturdays, Mummy takes me down to ‘my friend’s house’.

I don’t always win our games as we play on the scrub ground, but the noises we both make of guns shooting,

“Piawn piawn” of a rifle, or “drrrr drrrrrr” of a machine gun, and the wail of a soldier falling, exaggeratedly falling from an imaginary cliffside.

Holding up the fallen soldier, showing that he was hit by a bullet.

We make a lot of noise, but we’re laughing too.

Graham has an older brother,

Hi name’s Alan, he’s mischievous, getting into scrapes, climbing trees.

“I wish” ….

They had sisters too. Susan and Glennis, they’re nice. Susan always smiles at me, and Glennis sneaks sweets into my pocket when we go into “The Matchbox” shop.

“Gramps used to take me there, but now.”

“I mustn’t tell anyone, even Graham!”

Having friends is good, I like playing, imagining different battles and strategies.

His Mummy’s name’s ‘Muriel’, I already know her as ‘Aunty Muriel’ she’s a very kind lady.

The time which I learnt to call her ‘aunty’ came about when she called into the house one day, I was sat on the floor watching Tele.

‘Picture Box’ was on, I sat quietly watching the box turning, shing as it moved around.

Gran knew her too, but wasn’t very friendly towards her, though didn’t ignore her, just busied herself in and out of the living room. Mummy was sitting on the sofa, sharing a cup of tea and a chat with Aunty Muriel, though wary of what to say in front of her, she made certain not to say anything which caused trouble for her.

Ensuring I stayed quiet about …” it’s not worth it.”

My Gran saw to that, everything scripted, so that no one knew.!

I think that Aunty Muriel had a good idea of what was happening.

I saw her one day looking at my legs.

Before she had a chance to ask, I explained that

“I fell over.!”

She decided not to ask anyway, instead she sipped her tea quietly, and eyed my Gran as she made her excuse to leave the room.

“If you ever hurt yourself or fall over again, you come to Aunty Muriel, ok?” …she smiles.

There’s something about the way she said it.

She gave me a sweet, offering the paper bag to me.

Inside bright yellow lemon sweets were sticking together, “pull then.” She smiles and winks at me.

Mammy looks panicked at the sight of me having sweets, “quickly put it in your mouth, there’s a good boy.”

A hurried tone in her voice.

I spat them out, pretending they weren’t very nice, even screwing my face up.

Gran hasn’t come back in.

I kick them away to the edge of the carpet, they come to a rest by the fire grate and remain silent.

Mummy is quick to pick them up and toss them into the fire. No more is said.

If my Gran knows I’ve had some sweets. She`ll tell on me, or when no one saw, hit me for defying, waiting to punish me.

Then tell Daddy, I trembled with this thought of just how bad it will be for me.

Suddenly I snap back to what’s happening, I’ve been away again.

I want to go home; I don’t want to play anymore.

Mummy was talking with ‘Aunty Muriel’, I tugged at her to go, desperately.

At first, she tried to ignore me, but I kept on tugging at her hand.

`Aunty Muriel`, I think could see that I was afraid, she also knew that soon my father would be home from work, so to save me from being punished, she said to Mummy!

” Aww bless, he’s still not quite well is he, best take him home I think, she smiles at me, almost knowingly the relief washing over me as mummy nods her head.

“Time to go then mummy concedes, a sense of fear and anxiety hit me, I feel sick.

Beads of sweat gather above my eyebrow, one trickle down the side of my face, but at least Mummy is taking me home.

She catches a hold of my hand and we head of down the path.

Graham is collecting his soldiers, I really want to stay and play another game, but Daddy will be home soon?

I NEED TO BE IN MY BED, I’m practically running up to our garden gate, the cool air is soothing to me, pushing the cold metallic bars, panicking with the catch as it clicked noisily.

Daddy of course knew that Mummy takes me out down to see Graham, he can’t stop that from happening, but if he ever catches me out on the street he’s warned me, that ….

It`s enough to cause me to run along the broken tar coated pavement, almost tripping, worried that Daddy would be home before us.

From the bottom of our path, the figure of Gran, standing on the front door step

A blue curl of smoke rose from between her pursed lips, then she spoke warning Mummy.

“Keith will be home shortly, you’re lucky, that you’re back in time” she hissing as she drew on her cigarette.

Mummy and I had reached the top of the path by now, she was taking her coat off even before she had got through the front door.

She looked ashen, her hair straggling over her forehead, she swept it back behind the frame of her glasses after she had hung up her coat.

Without a word to me, Mummy went into the kitchen.

Gran grips me in her claw like fingers, the stench of cigarettes surrounds me as they sink into the back of my neck, squeezing me roughly, she ushers me towards the stairs.

“I hope you kept quiet” …her baleful glare cuts through me as I begin to climb the stairs.

I stare aimlessly at her through the banister rail. My silence seemed to speak for me.

“YES, THAT’S RIGHT, YOU KNOW DON’T YOU”. She was right about that.

“NOW GET UP THOSE STAIRS UNTIL FOOD IS DONE, AND NOT BEFORE”.

As I finally sat by my bed, I fished in my pocket, there was plastic soldier that I had forgotten to give back to Graham.

I’m very worried, he will think I pinched it. But I couldn’t do anything about it now.

I recall how I’ve been threatened to shut my mouth, turning the soldier over in my fingers, I imagine him shooting them, then I see myself hating them, even planning to hurt them.

Tears fill my eyes, I can’t see the soldier anymore, I feel bad about hating so much, yet it feels right, doesn’t it?




Chapter 4.

Back to school.

Wednesday January 12th, most children had been back in school long before me.

When I awoke, it was still early, I pushed back the net curtain to see that leaves are being swept along the roadside, one or two manage to rest in the gutter briefly, before twisting and dancing along, they are being ushered down the street, the wind howls menacingly. I can hear it roaring outside of my window, and blowing above me.

My bed is clean, it’s hard to contain my nervousness, pulling back my blanket I can see that I’ve not made any mess, old stains and the smell of damp sheets that had dried urine on them still remind me, that I stink.

That feeling sticks to me, even if I was clean, with fresh clothes on, it wouldn’t matter, the stench is always there!

I can’t do anything about it now, I can’t show excitement as that would be seen as ‘nothing to be proud of’ my Gran says that by now I should have stopped dirtying the bed, she uses other words, which are heavy upon me, the shame of it is bad.

I must get dressed, especially if I want to go back to my class and my teacher will be waiting for me?

But I mustn’t say too much to anyone.

It was agreed that I should go into school, Daddy and Gran had decided that the only way to stop the teachers knocking the door was to send me in to school, apparently, I was better.

I’ve got no problem with this, just so long as I don’t say anything that would cause trouble for them. By now a lot of the bruising had gone, there’s no marks on my leg, as I stare at the skin, even the welts have gone down.

I breathe a sigh, at least no one can see anything.

By the time Mummy comes into the bedroom, I’m dressed except for my shoes of course, they are down stairs where the coats are hung.

It’s a rule in the house “NO SHOES UP THE STAIRS”.

The carpet on the landing was bare in some patches, and the stairs carpet only covered the middle of the steps, held down by some sort of metal clip it looked like a beak, angrily grabbing the material of the carpet.

I thought that I could feel the pain as it was stretched between the jaws of this clip, there were clips on every other step. It’s my bad luck or because I’m naughty that in the past I’ve caught my toes on them, running up the stairs crying after yet another punishment, while Daddy hollers, tormentingly.

His anger chasing after me in my panic, I’ve often tripped, once I cut my toe as the nail was ripped as I ran and the clip with its jaws open caught me, there’s still a stain of blood on the carpet.

Though amongst the other stains it made no difference, except only to me.

Mummy interrupts me, “come on breakfast’s ready, it’ll get cold if you don’t get a move on”.

She half smiles at me, awkwardly shifting her gaze to my bedroom door. As if waiting for something or someone to burst in.

Obeying my Mummy, following her out of my bedroom and onto the landing. There’s no sign of Gran, but somewhere she’s waiting, I’m nervous but follow Mummy down the stairs, into the kitchen.

Carol’s, sat at the table, so is Andrew, he is playing with his toast, Carol meanwhile is wiping her mouthy in her sleeve.

They’re not dressed yet, they’ve not started at school, Gran looks after them both, especially as Mummy has gotten bigger again!

Gran did say something about this time it will be different when it comes, I didn’t quite understand the whole thing, but I won’t ask any questions, I remember sitting on the floor by the fire as they spoke to each other.

“Keith wants another girl” Gran said to Mummy, it’s all that I could make sense of. But Mummy is definitely bigger again, and she moves slower.

I see a lot, but say nothing, the times that I’ve engrossed myself in some sort of imaginary game with a little toy car, following patterns in the carpet, until they ‘Criss cross’ and I have to go another way.

Yet all time I’m listening, “children should be seen and not heard” Gran’s sharpened tongue often spat those words at me, If I was stupid enough to be caught earwigging.

She’d know straight away, and her baleful glare always ensures me of the consequences.

But now’s not the time to think about anything except getting to school.

Bolting my toast down. I can’t eat it fast enough and as there’s dripping fat on it, my face is covered in crumbs and grease, but I do like dripping on toast, it makes me feel warm inside. I’m waiting to put on my shoes and heading for the front door.

Mummy gets her coat on, “say tata to Nanny then, there’s a good boy” she ushers me back into the kitchen.

Gran is sat at the table, cigarette in her mouth, the ash threatens to drop off of it, she’s sorting Carol out, washing her face, but my sister’s having none of it, protesting and spitting as Gran wipes her mouth.

Andrew is still playing with his toast, rubbing the crust along the table top.

I swallow hard, draw in a breath,” um tata g-gran I manage to stammer out, and breathe a sigh of anticipation, expecting I didn’t know what.

She grunts at me, then flicking her ash at me, goes back to Carol.

In my mind I murmur “I tried”.

That was a
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