
The Project-Cate Beresford 

His dad had always told him to suck it up. Don’t be a cry baby. No one likes a spoilt child. 

The beatings were hard, long and cruel.  

“For Christ’s sake stand still child and stop running about, I can’t aim properly if you don’t 

stand still.” His dad would say. He was four. After that, he was tied to the bed where he couldn’t 

move. Stripped of clothing, his body succumbed each night to the pain and suffering. 

Even his mother couldn’t stand to hear. She knew it was her child or her and she was weak. 

His mum had suffered enough before he was born. She was surprised he even came into the world 

after one particularly vicious attack where she was hurled down the steps to the house. Raped and 

bruised, her body a ragdoll as she hit the bottom. The neighbours heard the cry and called the police. 

They found her lying lifeless, in a pool of blood. His mum was rushed to the hospital and he was born 

early. 

“We don’t know whether he will survive” was all they said. But he had. And now he was 

there to take the punishment instead of her. So instead, she would leave the house when the 

punishment began and go into the garden, trying to drown out the cries.  

Eventually, the pain became a normal part of his life, and though the welts would eventually 

fade, anger built. It was enough to get him through. Anger and hate. 

 “That’s it”. He would think to himself as he steeled his mind and body to the continued 

tortuous beatings. Each night grew more savage than the previous and he overcame the cruelty by 

playing mind games.  

Outwit, outsmart became his mantra.  

“It’s her fault.” His dad would say as his bottom became raw and ugly with the scars and 

bruising. “If she won’t give it to me, then you have to.”  

 “Think of something else, anything, sunshine, teddy.” It was all the small boy could do, use 

his mind to help drown the searing agony.  

Somewhere Over the Rainbow became his favourite song and his mantra and he would sing it 

over and over. Eventually “revenge” was added to his mantra. It was the cure. At seventeen, his first 

revengeful act occurred. It helped. 

 


