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"Doctor Simpson." my attorney addressed the man on the witness stand. "Please tell the court what your qualifications are."

"I'm a Fellow of the South African College of Psychiatrists and a registered child and adolescent psychiatrist." the doctor replied. "I'm a senior lecturer at the Department of Psychiatry at the Tygerberg Hospital."

Barry Silber, the attorney appointed by the State to defend me, had a noticeably long face topped with shortish silver-grey hair brushed back from his wide forehead and carefully blow-dried to stand up in a fashionable style. He wore heavy-framed tortoiseshell glasses and was clean shaven. His lips were thin and his mouth small which tended to accentuate his prominent chin. He wore a dark grey suit, white shirt and a pale blue tie. He spoke in a clear concise voice that modulated pleasantly. He was well over six foot tall, slim and I guessed his age at close to sixty.

"Doctor, please explain to the court what psychiatry entails."

"Certainly." the doctor replied. "Psychiatry is a medical speciality devoted to the study, diagnosis, treatment and prevention of mental disorders."

"Thank you, Doctor." Silber said." Now, would you please tell the court in as simple terms as possible when you believe that the defendant, Bruno Berger, first began to experience anti-social feelings?"

The psychiatrist wore his reddish hair combed straight forward over his forehead, neatly trimmed halfway between his hairline and his heavy brown eyebrows. The sides were closely cropped and made his ears appear to stick out further than they actually did. He sported a neatly trimmed reddish beard that covered his chin, the rest of his face being clean shaven. He wore frameless glasses that had a habit of sliding down his slim nose regularly, forcing him to push them back into position with his forefinger. He was tall and slim and wore a light grey suit, a white shirt and a red and white spotted bow tie. He spoke in a low-pitched firm voice and occasionally referred to the sheaf of notes that he held in his left hand. I guessed his age to be around fifty five.  

"From my conversations with the accused," the psychiatrist said, "and by delving into his past records, it is my considered belief that his anti-social feelings began in the very first days of his life."

"As early as that?"

"Yes. Bruno Berger was born in the Maryvale Hospital on the fourth of March, 1952. If I may, I'd like to read you a newspaper report that appeared in The Star newspaper dated Wednesday, fifteen October 1952."

"Please go ahead."

"The heading is: Woman sentenced to five years for assault on baby. The body of the article states: In the Johannesburg High Court yesterday, Elizabeth Nolene Swart, a trainee nurse at the Maryvale Hospital in Johannesburg, was sentenced to five years in prison for the assault of a two-day-old baby boy on the sixth of March, 1952. Swart was seen pinching the child and surreptitiously stabbing it with a large pin while it was away from its mother. No less that twenty five wounds caused by the pin were found on the child's body. At her trial Swart denied causing the wounds but evidence by two nurses and a doctor verified that the injuries had been caused by her. Evidence was also led that Swart had been suspected of harming several other babies but up until this incident, there had been insufficient evidence for charges to be laid. The hospital authorities had however, maintained a close watch on the suspect and this resulted in her arrest shortly thereafter. Leave to appeal was denied."

"Who was the two-day-old baby boy?"

"According to the hospital records which were confidential but had to be released to me by order of the court, the victim of the assault was the defendant, Bruno Berger."

"Are you saying that even at that age a child can register anti-social feelings as a result of an assault on it?" my attorney asked.

"Yes." Doctor Simpson replied. "The child's subconscious mind would have registered the assault and, as the child had nothing to contradict the act as yet, would have embedded in it the fact that an adult human being was an enemy that caused it pain. At this age the human mind is extremely susceptible and grasps at anything that will explain what its new environment is all about. It has no means of assessing what is taking place. It absorbs whatever is available to it. Inevitably its experiences during this stage will determine the child's later relationship to other people and to the world."

"Can this embedded perception be reversed?"

"Not easily." the doctor replied. "All abuses remain embedded as felt experiences in the psyche of the abused, but if the child is subjected to continual love and affection thereafter this perception can, over time, be changed and even resolved."

"And did the defendant, as a child, receive sufficient love and affection after the incident described in the newspaper to eradicate this perception?"

"From what the defendant has told me, no." the doctor replied. 

***
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The walls of the courtroom were a beige face brick with dark brown wooden panelling up to about shoulder height. The white ceiling reflected the concealed lighting that emanated from behind a dark brown wooden panel that stretched across all four walls. The raised judge's chair and desk dominated the panelled back wall on which hung a large photograph of the State President.

In front and below the judge's desk stood a long wooden table for the Court Registrar and his assistants. To the judge's right, as he faced the court, was the raised witness stand and to his left, the dock where I was supposed to sit, but because of my injuries I was allowed to sit at the defence's table with my attorney, Barry Silber. Next to us on our left as we faced the judge was the prosecution's table where the Public Prosecutor, Dan Dreyer, and his assistants sat. Because the trial was being held in camera the public gallery behind us and the press gallery to the left of the prosecution's table were empty.

"Doctor Jansen." Barry Silber said. "Will you please tell the court what your position is at the Maryvale Clinic?"

"I'm the Medical Director."

"Do the Clinic records show that the accused, Bruno Berger, was a patient at the clinic during the period April, 1952 to December, 1955?"

"They do."

"Was there anything unusual in these records?"

"Yes and no." the doctor replied. "There were an unusual number of visitations by the patient and his parents; altogether seventeen visitations during the three years and nine months. The reasons for the visitations were mainly injuries that could have occurred in the life of any small child. Bruises, burns, scalds, welts, cuts, scratches, three incidents of slight concussion and two accidents that resulted in fractured bones, one being the radius of the left arm and the other the left collar bone."

"That's more than one visitation every two and a half months. Isn't that a lot for a young child?"

"Yes." the doctor replied. "However, it appears from the reports that suitable explanations for the injuries were provided by the parents. For this reason no formal investigation was implemented. Unfortunately, as these records are eighteen years old I was unable to find anyone who was directly involved in the treatment of the child. As you know the defendant's parents are both deceased and he was their only child."

"Is it possible that the injuries that the child suffered could have been inflicted by another person or persons and were not accidental?"

"That's impossible to say after all these years. Child abuse can take many forms and the indications of such abuse can be extremely varied and difficult to identify. I therefore cannot make an assumption of that kind. As I said, the records show that the parents provided suitable explanations for the child's injuries."

"Thank you, doctor."

***
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My first memory is of being subjected to pain by the huge figure that I had come to recognise as someone who was an integral part of my life.

The memory begins when I see this gigantic figure that has been dominant in my short life so far and that gives me a sense of security. The figure looms over me and I'm crying loudly, something that I do that brings the large being to me. It begins to make soothing sounds but as I continue to wail the sounds become harsh and frightening. I begin to scream in fear and confusion. The sounds that the giant makes become louder and more terrifying. A part of the giant moves towards me and I feel a terrible pain. I continue to scream, almost choking with fear. More pain erupts from the giant and the feeling of security that I felt earlier disappears and is replaced by an uncomprehending fear. I continue to scream.

A second giant figure appears above me. Its presence and the loud aggressive sounds that it makes frighten me even more. I scream even louder. A part of the second figure moves swiftly towards me and I feel more pain. Each time the parts of the gigantic figures move towards me I feel more pain until the fear and the pain become too much for me and the memory ends. Today I recognise the two giant figures as my mother and father.

There is also a third figure that is somehow different from the other two and who makes friendly sounds that make me feel safe. This figure is much darker in colour and very gentle.

There are many more similar memories after that one but they are interspersed with memories where I sense love and security emanating from the giant figures that come into view above me. The sounds that they make at these times are assuring and comforting and the fear that I initially had when they appeared disappears. The urge to cry and scream in fear disappears. This contradiction in attitude is confusing and bewildering. I gradually begin to understand that if I'm crying and screaming the huge figures appear, firstly making comforting sounds and then loud aggressive sounds followed by terrible pain. I still don't understand the sounds that the giants make and it's only the feelings that these sounds convey that I can understand.

I begin to associate the appearance of the gigantic figures with both love and fear and this dichotomy only dissipates once they have conveyed a feeling of love and security or a sensation of anger and aggression. Why they behave as they do I cannot understand.

Many of these memories are directly followed by memories of other strange giants looming over me who convey a feeling of love and security. They make soothing, loving sounds as the two figures that are dominant in my life appear next to them. All the gigantic beings above me convey a sense of security but as soon as the strange figures disappear the feeling of fear and aggression returns. I still cannot decipher the sounds that the enormous figures that hover above me are making and it's only the impressions that they convey by their sounds and actions that give me an indication of what they are expressing to me. Love and fear are the constant companions of the huge figures that are so much a part of my life.

As language began to become part of my life I slowly started to understand the sounds that the giant figures were making. My confusion and helplessness was replaced with a certain understanding. The two giants that were so dominant in my life became "mommy" and "daddy" and the sounds that they made became more understandable. My crying and screaming angered them and caused them to react with anger and aggression but the resultant pain that they inflicted on me was still confusing and frightening. This subjection to pain began to instil in me something that was strange and alarming. I had coveted the love and security that my mommy and daddy gave me but the pain that they subjected me to was confusing and contradictory and began to instil in me an uncomfortable feeling that was difficult to understand. It was in direct conflict to the feeling of love and security that I felt towards my mommy and daddy and yet it was a direct result of their behaviour towards me. I couldn't comprehend love and hate emanating from the same source. At the same time I couldn't understand my conflicting feelings. I loved and hated mommy and daddy.

The darker figure that I felt safe with and that I saw occasionally was "Elsie", the domestic worker who worked in our house in the mornings.

***
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My father, Adolphus Berger, was born in 1928, the only son of Franz and Eva Berger who immigrated to South Africa from Germany after the First World War. He had been named after the German leader, Adolph Hitler who was, at the time, seen as the saviour of Germany and someone who would eventually control the whole world. From what my mother told me in later years, my father experienced an extremely strict upbringing. His parents saw themselves as their son's protectors against the evil and dishonest world that existed outside their small two-bedroom house in the southern part of Johannesburg. They chose the children that their son could play with according to the religious standing of those children's parents and at no time, until he was eighteen, was my father allowed to associate with girls in any way.

Affection was seen as a weakness by my grandparents with the result that my father never experienced the emotion of parental love or, for that matter, any kind of love. It was as if he was a robot to his parents and had to be programmed to do exactly the right things according to his parent's outlook on life. He was forced to spend long hours every day studying while other children played in the street outside their house and his parents showed their disappointment in his poor academic results by beating him and piling on more and more restrictions to his limited social life.

Eventually, after failing standard nine twice, my grandparents realised that their son would never achieve anything in the academic world and in 1946 they found him work as a conductor with the South African Railways. He insisted that people address him as "Dolph" after the world heard of the atrocities that his namesake had committed during the Second World War. 

By the age of twenty two my father had not yet dated a girl.

My earliest memory of my father depicted a man in his late twenties, already bald and with the remaining dark brown hair at the sides and back cut very short. He had a dark brown beard, also trimmed very short, that ran along his jaw line and the rest of his face was clean-shaven. The inner ends of his thick eyebrows dipped downwards towards the bridge of his nose and this gave him the appearance of being permanently angry. In proportion to the rest of his face his forehead was noticeably narrow and would have been even more so had he not been bald. His small dark blue eyes stared out at the world unemotionally, his nose was small and pointed and the lips of his small mouth were well-shaped and full. My father's most noticeable facial feature though, was his prominent ears that were made even more so by his short hair.

He was well built, having spent a great deal of time during his youth exercising with a body-building contraption that his father had bought him. He continued to use the devise occasionally, especially after the Christmas indulgences, until his death.  I later discovered that he was quite short, no more than five foot six.

***
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My mother, Cora, also enlightened me as to her history as I grew older. Her maiden name was Clarke and her parents had also immigrated to South Africa in the 1920's. They, however, came from Kent in England and had a deep dislike, possibly even a hatred, for Germans. James and Kate Clarke were very lackadaisical in their attitude towards their three children, especially their youngest, Cora, born in 1924. All three girls were allowed to do very much as they pleased while their parents were at work during the day and socialising with the other British immigrants in the evenings and over weekends. Very little attention was given to their children's upbringing especially the personal cleanliness and their social behaviour.

As girls were expected to marry and start raising a family soon after they attained the age of sixteen my grandparents saw little use in an education for their girls and they received no encouragement to achieve in this field. On the day that Cora turned sixteen she left school and found work as a letter sorter with the South African Post Office. At that stage she had just failed standard seven for the second time and had been dating boys for four years.

My earliest memory of my mother is of a tall, willowy woman in her early thirties with a long, narrow face and long blonde hair parted in the middle and hanging down the sides of her head to just below shoulder level. Like her husband's, her eyebrows dipped downwards towards the bridge of her long slim nose. Her dark brown eyes were large with long natural black eyelashes and her small mouth was thin-lipped. She always wore bright red lipstick which accentuated her pale complexion. Her small chin was slightly prominent, giving her a faint look of determination that was belied by the docile look that her eyes portrayed.

Both my parents were smoking more than twenty cigarettes a day by the time they were sixteen.

The physical features that I inherited from my parents were my mother's blonde hair, her height, her thin lips and her long eyelashes and my father's sturdy stature, his blue eyes, his narrow forehead and his prominent ears. I escaped my father's early baldness though.

We lived in the house that had been inherited by my father from his parents after they died within three months of each other in 1951. My grandfather eventually succumbed to phthisis, a disease of the respiratory system, the result of twenty years of working in the dust-filled underground tunnels of the gold mines without any dust protection apparatus.

The house was a two-bedroom semi-detached dark red face brick structure with a red corrugated iron roof and situated on the edge of the town centre in a rather rundown area. The gutters, down pipes and door and window frames were painted a dark brown and a deep veranda ran across the whole of the front of the house. A solid brick wall with a small pedestrian gate in the centre and two wide wooden gates across the driveway that led to the single garage on the right fronted the property. A rough concrete pathway led from the front gate to the three steps leading up to the veranda. The small areas on each side of the pathway were filled with a mess of uncut grass and weeds. The house faced north onto a quiet, tarred suburban street.

As one entered the front door of the house, the two bedrooms were situated on the left side with main bedroom where my parents slept, facing onto the street. My bedroom had a large window facing east that allowed the morning sun in and was most welcome during the cold winter months. Next to my bedroom was the bathroom with its large enamelled steel bath that stood on four ball and claw feet, a large enamel hand basin and a flush toilet.  Then came the kitchen with windows facing east and south. A dimly-lit passage ran down the middle of the house from the front door to the back door that opened onto a small dusty backyard with a huge old apricot tree as its only vegetation.

On the other side of the central passageway was the family lounge facing onto the street and containing a lounge suite of three chairs and a couch covered in a floral material, a thick dark red carpet on which stood a low wooden coffee table. Several pictures of rural Germany hung on the walls.

Next to the lounge was the dining room with a table and six chairs, a large sideboard and more pictures of Germany and finally there was a small scullery with a large concrete wash basin and a washing machine opposite the kitchen.

All the interior walls of the house were covered in a blue floral-patterned wallpaper and the wooden floor creaked loudly when we walked on it. The floor of the kitchen was covered with black and white linoleum tiles. All the rooms had solid oak doors and sturdy locks.

After I was born my mother took a mornings-only job with the Post Office as she and my father couldn't afford to send me to a crèche or a kindergarten. They also hired a black domestic worker named Elsie to clean the house and wash and iron our clothes every weekday morning. Her other duty was to look after me until my mother returned from work at midday.

Elsie was a short plump black woman of about thirty five with friendly brown eyes, a large flat nose and very full lips that revealed large white teeth whenever she smiled. She always wore a colourful scarf on her head and her voice was soft and gentle. She had four children of her own and she handled me with care and consideration. Because of the migratory laws at the time, Elsie's children lived with her sister in Pietersburg over four hundred kilometres to the north. As her husband had died in a mining accident almost ten years ago Elsie lived on her own in a small house in the township of Soweto.

***
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The aggressive shouting and the pain that was inflicted on me during the first years of my life continued though, and with my progress in the use of language I began to understand why. I continued to see the strangers after I had been subjected to more severe pain and I began to understand that they were there to help me recover from the pain. I also noticed that whenever the strangers were there my mommy and daddy always expressed love towards me and never once shouted or struck me in their presence.

As my communications skills developed so did my mobility. I no longer spent all my time in my cot but was allowed to crawl around on my hands and knees. This mobility progressed to my learning to walk and occasionally run and was often punctuated by mishaps that caused me much pain and resulted in the sympathetic strangers once again making an appearance in my life and soothing and alleviating my pain. I began to identify them as "doctor" and "nurse".

My vocabulary increased and more and more situations, actions and behaviours began to make sense to me. The infliction of pain by my mommy and daddy that resulted from certain things that I did was still confusing but it did have the result in persuading me to avoid such actions if at all possible. Words and phrases such as "don't", "stop that", "shut up" and "I'll smack you" became a warning to me that pain was imminent if I didn't refrain from whatever I was doing. There were many times though where I was unable to prevent myself from committing certain errors and that resulted in my being inflicted with pain by my mommy or daddy and these injustices were always followed by confusion and frustration.

Although I was beginning to comprehend the meaning of punishment and why it was necessary, I couldn't understand the incessant need for physical violence. If I cried and refused to stop I received a beating which simply made me cry even harder. If I was disobedient, instead of being reprimanded vocally and my errant ways explained to me, I received a beating. Why what I'd done was wrong was seldom, if ever, explained to me. Many of my misdemeanours remained unexplained to me for many years and even to this day some have never been clarified.  

The punishment for many of my transgressions was often unjustified as far as I was concerned, especially when I had no idea why what I had done was wrong. I was still too young to understand the concept of revenge but I began to feel a vague sense of hatred for having been unjustly punished. This sense of hatred was difficult to characterize but was always there to remind me and to develop my sense of injustice.

There were times when I questioned why my actions had been deemed to be a violation. I had not yet learnt to control my bowel movements and this attracted much anger and pain from my parents. I was often left to lie in my own excrement for long periods of time which resulted in extremely painful rashes that caused me to scream in pain. My screaming resulted in more pain from my parents and even longer periods of suffering.

There was never any pain though when Elsie was with me and no matter how much I screamed and cried she always made soothing sounds and did what was necessary to see that I was comfortable at all times.
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CHAPTER 2
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"Doctor Simpson." my attorney said, addressing the psychiatrist on the witness stand. "You say that the defendant didn't receive sufficient love and affection as a child to eradicate the perception that people had to be regarded as his enemies. Would you say that this perception was supported by later developments?"

"Yes."

"How?"

"According to the defendant he was subjected to ill-treatment for most of his formative years, his first lucid memory of this abuse being at the age of about three."

"Can you give the court some idea of just how widespread child abuse is?" my attorney asked.

"Certainly." The psychiatrist replied. "Physical punishment is common throughout the world as a method of discipline. Babies, toddlers and older children are struck and beaten by those who care for them and this violence can take the place of discipline because parents believe that physical punishment is required to educate their children. These actions of inflicting pain in anger constitutes abuse and from what the defendant has told me about his early years, he suffered a great deal of abuse from his earliest memories until well into his formative years."

"From what the defendant has told you, how would you describe his parents?"

"I would say that the defendant's parents could be categorised as "authoritarian" parents, especially the father." Doctor Simpson explained. "Authoritarian parents are highly demanding and expect their demands to be obeyed without explanation. Physical punishment is usually meted out when the child fails to adhere to these demands. I would like to add though, that the defendant's mother could also be classified as an "uninvolved" parent. This type of parent tends to neglect and even reject his or her children and this can easily lead to the child being at risk to abuse by society in general. In this case I believe that the defendant's mother applied limited discipline to her child out of fear of retribution by the other parent and later refrained from interfering in the abuse for the same reason."

"What is the risk of abuse amongst children?"

"All children, rich or poor, from all ethnic groups and at all ages may suffer from abuse." the psychiatrist said. "Studies have revealed that 67% of abused children are less than one year old and 80% are less than three years old. The percentage of children who are abused is impossible to ascertain though, mainly because of underreporting, but the World Health Organisation suggests that more than 80% of children may suffer from physical and emotional punishment in their homes."

***
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The pain that my mother and father inflicted on me increased as I grew older and more and more misdemeanours were added to my life. I lived in an atmosphere of trepidation, never knowing whether or not whatever I was doing was acceptable to my parents. What was so frustrating was that I seldom knew why I was not permitted to do certain things. I understood the obvious transgressions such as messing in my pants, not wanting to eat my food and not flushing the toilet but being punished for waking my father early in the morning, accidentally spilling my food and forgetting to close the tap properly in the bathroom left me flummoxed. Surely these things didn't deserve a beating?

What was also bewildering was my father's ability to switch instantly from friendliness to anger for the slightest reason. We could be playing on the lounge carpet and I might accidentally poke him in the eye or face or stand on his fingers and in an instant he would be transformed from a smiling and laughing father into a frightening monster filled with hate and aggression. To a small boy this instant change was terrifying and perplexing and there was never any understanding on my father's part that what had happened had been accidental. 

The level of retaliation was also vastly disproportionate to the transgression itself. An accidental poke in the face or eye usually resulted in a violent open-handed slap across my face that would leave me senseless and my nose bleeding profusely. What shocked me still further was that my mother, who was usually watching us play, would ignore the injury that had been inflicted on me or admonish me for being careless about injuring my father.

After such incidents my father would stomp away and I would be left sitting on the floor bewildered and with blood pouring from my nose. Instead of coming to my assistance my mother would shout at me for messing my blood on the floor or carpet and yell at me to get a wet cloth and clean up the blood. No attempt was made to help me stem the flow of blood from my injured nose. What had happened was my fault and I had to take responsibility for the consequences.

Other painful punishments that I had to endure included having my ears twisted, my hair pulled out in chunks, my arms pinched and occasionally being kicked in the stomach or head depending on if I was standing or sitting on the floor. After the more severe assaults I was also forbidden to leave the house until the swelling or bruising had subsided completely.

All this mistreatment doesn't mean that my whole childhood consisted of unrelenting abuse. There were many instances where the three of us played simple games together with much laughter and camaraderie and there were also many times when my parents read children's books to me and told me stories about their childhoods. These were usually very funny anecdotes and had the three of us in stitches most of the time. There were also outings to the zoo, shopping sprees and visits to the nearby park with its huge lake where we picnicked under the trees and fed crumbs to the ducks and geese. During these times I experienced a wonderful feeling of belonging; of being part of the family and of being recognised as such.

But even during these happy times there was always an underlying wariness, on my part at least, that the atmosphere of love and friendliness could instantly change to one of hate, fear and pain.

One of the worst incidents of aggression that I experienced in my early years happened when I was four years old.

I was playing with my toys on the lounge carpet when my father walked into the room. He stepped on one of my small wheeled wooden animals, his foot shot out under him, and he lost his balance. He fell backwards and hit his head on the wall behind him. I was so shocked and fearful when I saw this happen that I giggled with fright, desperately hoping that my father would see the humour in what had happened. Unfortunately my giggle had the exact opposite effect on him. He regained his balance, picked up the offending toy and hurled it at me. It caught me a glancing blow on the side of my head and opened a small cut that began bleeding profusely.

"You bloody stupid bastard!" my father shouted. "Why the fuck do you leave your toys lying where people have to walk? And what's so funny about me hurting myself because of your stupidity? Do you think that other people getting hurt is funny? I'll show you what it's like to get hurt!"  

Not satisfied with the punishment that he had meted out to me my father rushed at me and kicked me viciously near my left shoulder. The blow knocked me over onto my back and at the same time I heard a horrible cracking sound as my collar bone snapped. My left arm went lame and I hit my head on the floor behind me with a sickening thud. I must have passed out for a few seconds and when I regained consciousness I saw both my parents glaring down at me.

"So, do you still think that getting hurt is funny?" my father shouted. "I don't hear you laughing now!"

My father must have noticed my broken collar bone. He stared at it for a few moments and then punched me on the side of my head.

"That's enough, Dolph!" my mother pleaded. "You've hurt him enough!"

"Yes." my father said. "But I've broken the little bastard's collarbone so we'll have to take him to the clinic and the doctor's going to want to know what happened. If we tell him that Bruno fell down the front steps then there will have to be some other injuries and bruises to back that up. You don't fall down the steps and just break your collarbone."

I was crying hysterically. My father picked me up and carried me to the front steps. He lowered me to the ground and painfully scraped my knees on the rough concrete.

"Now he looks like he fell down the steps." he said to my mother.

My mother nodded in agreement and my father glared at me.

"Stop crying and listen to me!" he shouted. "When we get to the clinic you will tell the doctor and the nurses that you fell down the steps! If you don't, I'll bring you back here, break all the bones in your body and leave you in the road for the cars to ride over you and kill you! Do you understand?"

I was too traumatised to speak. I nodded my head as I desperately tried to stop crying. The pain in my shoulder was intolerable.

My father carried me out to his car and, together with my mother, drove to the clinic. My father explained to the doctor that I'd fallen down the steps. The doctor must have seen the other injuries and the abrasions on my knees. He accepted my father's explanation and as I was still crying with pain began to treat my injuries.

I was given a local pain-killing injection and the collarbone was carefully re-aligned and heavily bandaged to keep it in place. My parents were given a box of painkillers to be given to me twice daily and told to see that I stayed in bed for the next ten days and didn't use my left arm at all. I was then to be brought back to the clinic so that the knitting of the collarbone could be assessed and a new dressing applied.

We left the clinic.

***
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"Doctor Simpson, can you tell the court what the abused child feels emotionally during the period in which he or she is being abused?"

"Yes. One must realise that child abuse doesn't occur between equals. Abuse of this nature involves the subordination of a helpless person by someone who is in control. The person in control dominates both physically and psychologically. The abused child is physically smaller and weaker and also has far less knowledge and experience of life. Helplessness doesn't only apply to size and gender. Being unable to comprehend why the abuse is happening is possibly more frightening than the actual physical attack.

The second sense that an abused child loses is that of trust. How can a child possibly trust someone who is loving and kind one minute and violent and hateful the next?

Then there is the process of entrapment whereby an unsuspecting child is coerced into doing something as an obligation for gifts or promises received or made. The sole goal of entrapment is to gain the child's trust. Thereafter the abuser is free to do as he or she likes. Children are naturally gullible as they know no better and easily believe what more experienced adults tell them. Children are granted supposed power purposefully and in a calculated way by those who hold the actual power. This is especially true when it comes to sexual abuse.

Emotional abuse is especially difficult to recognise as there are no visible scars or proof that the abuse was ever perpetrated. As a result children have to try to cope with what is happening to them in their own way. How do they do this? They use their imagination to avoid the reality of their predicament. They block out the fact that they are being abused. This is why so many abused children deny being abused and only years later, when they reach adulthood, does the truth finally surface."

***
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"I would like you to explain to the court what the more long-term consequences of child abuse are." my legal representative asked Doctor Simpson.

"Firstly, let me say that all child abuse is abhorrent." the doctor said. "Children are dependent, inexperienced, vulnerable, trusting and sensitive and any kind of abuse has a profound effect on the way children think and feel about themselves."

The psychiatrist paused to take a sip of water from the glass in front of him.

"Not every abused child is affected in the same way but whatever the effect is, it's extremely damaging and traumatic. Factors such as the age of the child when the abuse took place, the duration of the abuse, the extent of the abuse, the identity of the perpetrator, the child's mental and emotional health and the response that the child experiences when the abuse is disclosed all have an effect on abused children.

The difficulty is that all children react differently and it is therefore impossible to predict the long-term consequences of child abuse with regard to an individual. However, we can categorise the consequences. This does not mean though, that they can be applied to any particular victim.

Some of the main consequences of child abuse are the loss of personal control, that is to say, their right to say "no" and their sense of control in the world, low self-esteem, anger and hostility, avoidance of intimacy or any physical contact, inappropriate sexual behaviour and finally, guilt and shame.

One other result that should not be overlooked but is extremely difficult to identity is revenge, although it can be categorised with anger and hostility. This particular effect appears to be rare but its consequences can be dire."

***
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It was becoming frighteningly obvious to me that my parents, especially my father, felt no remorse for the abuse that was inflicted on me. The helplessness and frustration that came with this realisation were overwhelming. I was powerless and at the mercy of two beings that cared little for the damage that they were doing to me, both physically and mentally. The harm that they were doing to me was intentional and I had no way of defending myself. How could a little boy, not yet five, protect himself against a giant that was three times his height and weight, infinitely stronger and far more experienced and intelligent than he was? My helplessness overwhelmed me and it was exacerbated by the fact that there was no rationale to my father's behaviour towards me. There were no rules that I could follow that would prevent me from getting hurt.

What also frightened me was that my mother showed no empathy towards me. When my father assaulted me she either stood and watched or left the room. My loyalty to her caused me to make excuses for her behaviour. If she stood by during a battering I believed that she did this so that she could intervene if my father overdid his attack and endangered my life and the times that she left the room was because she couldn't bear to witness what was happening to me. I also persuaded myself that my mother was too scared of my father to intervene on my behalf.

My helplessness made me frantic and even paralysed me at times. I became too scared to move when in my father's presence and would stand or sit motionless; silently wishing that he would go away.

The physical and emotional assaults continued and even increased as time went by and I found that the only way that I could cope with the horror was to blank out each incident as it happened and convince myself that it had never happened. In this way I was able to continue with my life with a semblance of normality and without the continual expectation that pain and abuse were always lurking in my future. The expectation of danger, pain and verbal abuse was too much for me to cope with. I blocked out both the memories and the expectations, pretending that everything was peaceful.

Although my mother seldom abused me physically now, her lack of empathy towards me hurt me dreadfully. She also often neglected me, forgetting to feed me, bathe me, brush my teeth and help me with my toilet training. I tried to do many of these things on my own but not knowing how to do them properly frustrated me terribly. Being neglected and ignored was extremely painful to me and I began to feel that I was worthless and a burden to my mother. There were times when I spilt my food and she would ignore it and I was left hungry or would have to eat the spilt food even if it was on the floor. As I had never been taught how to hold a spoon properly this happened quite regularly. I tried to copy my parents as they ate but my motor control wasn't yet sufficiently developed and I continued to spill my food regularly.

My feelings of worthlessness were confusing. Even at the age of five I believed that I was part of something even though I had no idea of what that something was. I longed to be recognised as part of my family and there were times when I felt this way. The times that we played together, went shopping together and those outings to the park made me feel that I was something worth while to my parents but these feelings were always negated by the next assault.

The task of educating me in the ways of life was left to my mother and Elsie. Toilet training, eating and drinking properly, learning to dress myself, brushing my teeth, washing myself and a myriad other requirements to conform to society were slowly and laboriously demonstrated to me, mainly by Elsie who had infinite patience with me. My mother had little patience with me and she would often walk away and leave me stranded halfway through the process of showing me how to do something and I would stand there helpless and confused, not knowing what to do next. Elsie, on the other hand, was quite prepared to spend hours helping me to understand a new task and I never had any fear of a reprimand if I failed to understand something immediately.

Unfortunately, Elsie didn't have a high level of academic education and was thus not able to help me a great deal in this sphere, but she still spent many hours showing me pictures in books and magazines and trying to explain to me what they meant. My mother did try to help me with language and basic arithmetic such as counting and the alphabet but my progress in these areas was stilted by her impatience with me. My lack of basic education became very noticeable when I finally went to primary school and it took many years and a great deal of effort by my teachers before I was able to compete with any success in the scholastic field.

My toys consisted mainly of wheeled wooden objects such as ducks, horses and dogs, a small collection of metal cars and a large set of building blocks. I also had a red tricycle with white wheels that I rode around the house and in the back yard at breakneck speed, often losing control of it and crashing, grazing my knees and elbows in the process. The brightly coloured tennis ball that Elsie gave me for one of my birthdays was very special but I was only allowed to play with it in the back yard or at the park. My most prized possession though, was a set of wax crayons and I was often given sheets of blank white paper to draw on. Only Elsie appeared to be interested in what I drew and would stick my drawings onto the refrigerator with tape for the rest of the family to see. I loved to draw but neither my mother nor my father had the patience to listen to my explanations of what I had drawn. Elsie listened avidly though.
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CHAPTER 3
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"Doctor Simpson. You've given us a comprehensive description of both psychological and physical abuse with regards to children. What about sexual abuse?"

"At the outset, let me point out that it's a misconception that only girls are sexually abused. The World Health Organisation estimates that 150 million girls and 73 million boys under the age of eighteen experienced forced sexual intercourse or other forms of sexual violence every year. What percentage of all children that is, the Organisation doesn't say. Children between the ages of eight and twelve appear to be the most vulnerable to sexual abuse, but the first four or five years of a child's life are also a high-risk period.

The sexual abuse of children is a progressive but often subtle process and tends to attract more attention than other forms of child abuse. It's claimed that more than twenty percent of children are sexually abused before the age of eight and mostly this occurs within the family.

Sexual abuse can be described as "an immature child being forced through intimidation or deception to be directly or indirectly involved in unwanted sexual activities that they do not fully comprehend". This sexual abuse is the sexual molestation or assault of a child or allowing a child to be sexually molested or assaulted. This is achieved by threat, force or other forms of coercion, abduction, fraud, deception, abuse of power or the receiving or giving of payments or benefits.

It's important to realise that with sexual abuse the child does not understand the hidden agenda of the adult nor does he or she foresee the consequences of these actions. The child may fear losing attention or privileges or attracting further violence if he or she does not comply with the adult's wishes. The term "entrapment" is usually used to categorise this behaviour and the goal of the adult is to gain the victim's trust. Secrecy is ensured by scaring the child or by assuring the victim that what is happening is normal and beneficial.

In sexual child abuse the victim experiences helplessness and doesn't have the confidence or power to say no. The promise of the cessation of other forms of abuse is often used to obtain the consent of the child."  

***
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I had been asleep in my bed for a long time when the creaking of the floorboards in the passageway woke me. I lay quietly trying to establish whether it was my father or my mother. I felt confused as the person in the passageway appeared to be trying to move quietly and stealthily which was not the way my parents moved about the house. They usually walked about the house after I'd gone to bed with no regard to the noise that they were making. The fact that I was asleep meant nothing to them and I had learnt to sleep through this type of noise. The noise that I was now hearing was very alien and this is possibly why it had woken me. I found it difficult to believe that either of my parents would be so considerate towards me as to walk quietly through the house. I wondered if there could possibly be a stranger in the house. Perhaps a robber.

The inside of the house wasn't in complete darkness. A street light on the pavement directly in front of the house cast sufficient light into the dwelling to enable anyone in the front rooms to see fairly clearly without having to switch on a light. It was only when one neared the kitchen area towards the back of the house that the light from the street had no effect. I lay absolutely still, my eyes fixed on the doorway to my room.

In the gloomy light I saw an adult figure appear in the doorway. It was my father and to my astonishment he was wearing only his white underpants. I froze with fright, trying desperately to think of what I had done wrong that had brought my father to my room at this late hour.

The floor creaked as he moved slowly into the room. He stopped moving and stood quietly for a while before moving further into my room. I tried to make sense of what was happening but no reason that I could think of explained what my father was doing. My heart began to beat so loudly that I was sure that he could hear it. I struggled to breathe, coming close to hyperventilating with fear. What was my father doing in my room? Was he planning to kill me? He had threatened to do so many times. Was he about to carry out his threats?

The huge figure towered over me. I could smell his musty body odour. I cringed back into my pillow, waiting for the blows that I was sure were about to end my life. In the silence I could hear his breath hiss through his teeth as he reached the edge of my bed. I stared up at the shadowy giant in horror and then, to my astonishment my father sat down on the bed beside me.

"Don't make a sound." my father whispered. "I'm not here to hurt you. I've come here to play a little secret game with you but if you tell anybody about our game I'll hurt you very badly. I may even kill you and leave your body in the street for the cars to ride over and the stray dogs to eat. Do you understand me?"

I was so frightened that all I could do was stare at the figure sitting on the bed next to me. Helplessness at not understanding what was happening filled my whole body. My father wanted to play with me in the middle of the night? My eyes were growing more accustomed to the dim light and I could see that even though he was smiling at me, his eyes were hard and unfeeling.

"This game will be our secret." my father hissed. "Not even your mother must know about it. Nobody must know."

My father stood up and to my horror slowly removed his underpants. I gawked at his huge erect penis, the tip glistening in the dim light. He sat down on the bed beside me, this time much closer to where my head lay on the pillow. His body odour was suffocating. I stared at the shiny tip of his penis only inches from my face.

"Bruno." my father whispered. "The game we're going to play tonight is called 'stroke the winky' and it's a game that is played by all fathers and their sons. It's quite normal. There's nothing naughty about it. Do you understand?"

I continued to stare at the enormous penis, still unable to move or say anything.

"All you have to do tonight is hold my winky tightly in your hand and slide your hand backwards and forwards along it." my father explained in a hoarse whisper. "My winky's nice and slippery now so it'll be very easy for you to stroke it. Do you understand?"

I stared up at my father's face helplessly. I couldn't grasp what he was saying and what was happening. Somehow I knew that what he wanted me to do was wrong but I was terrified that if I refused to do his bidding he would hurt me or even kill me. Despite my fear though, I shook my head. I couldn't bring myself to do what my father wanted me to do. I saw him purse his lips into a thin line and his eyebrows dipped into a furious frown. Hatred filled his eyes and I waited for the first blow.

"Do what I say!" he hissed. "Do what I say or I'm going to hurt you badly!"

I continued to stare at the huge figure beside me, my muscles paralysed and my heart thumping with fear. I could hardly breathe.

My father grabbed my arm in a painful grip and dragged me closer. He forced my hand onto the tip of his penis.

"Stroke it!" he hissed.

I felt my fingers wrap themselves around the piece of flesh even though I willed them not to do so. My father moved my arm so that my hand slid back and forwards along his penis. I was so frightened that I couldn't even cry. I heard my father's breathing quicken and he began to breathe heavily through his open mouth. The musty smell that emanated from his slippery penis was sickening. I gagged and almost vomited.

"Keep stroking it!" my father hissed as he guided my hand backwards and forwards along his hard slimy member. I stared at his face in horror. He closed his eyes and his mouth opened wide as he gasped. I felt a warm sticky gob of thick fluid land on the side of my face. I looked down at his penis. A blob of thick yellow stuff flowed out of the end and dripped down onto the blanket. He let go of my hand. I pulled back my hand and tried to wipe the sticky, smelly goo off my face. I began to cry quietly, confused and terrified at what had happened and scared that I would wake my mother and get a beating from my father for exposing our 'secret'.

My father stood up. I saw that his penis was no longer rigid. It sagged down between his legs. He pulled on his underpants and quietly left the room.

***
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My dad stopped the car in the car park. We climbed out, the gravel crunching under our feet. I stared at the rolling green lawns and the huge shady trees. The reflection of the morning sun winked off the tiny ripples on the lake's blue, soothing surface. White geese swam in the shallows while other plucked at the grass at the water's edge. I turned to my dad and mom who were unpacking the folding chairs, blankets and the basket of food from the boot of the car. The excitement of being at the park with my mom and dad overwhelmed me.

"Can we go and look at the fishes in the lake?" I asked excitedly. "Maybe we'll see some big ones!"

"As soon as we've found a place to have our picnic." my mother replied. "Now take this blanket and carry it to where we're going to sit. And don't let it drag on the ground and get dirty."

I took the folded blanket in my arms and, straining my neck to see over it, followed my parents across the smooth lawn. My dad selected a spot under a large shady oak tree and began opening the chairs while my mother spread the blanket on the grass and placed the food basket on it.

"Can we go and look at the fishes now?" I asked.

"As soon as we've finished unpacking everything. Be patient!" my father said sternly.

I began running around on the lawn in small circles with my arms stretched out sideways, pretending that I was an airplane. It was so wonderful to be out in the fresh air and the wide open space and not cooped up in our little house. The warm sun on my body was exhilarating. Finally my parents finished preparing the picnic spot.

"Okay." my dad said. "Let's go and look for the fishes."

The three of us walked towards the edge of the lake. I couldn't contain my excitement. It was so thrilling to be in the park. Whenever we came here I had this wonderful feeling of being part of the family and not something that seemed to simply be a nuisance. Here my mom and dad treated me as a human being and part of the family. We were all happy and content.

I ran ahead, eager to be the first one to see the fishes. As I neared the edge of the lake the geese began squawking and honking. They were much bigger that I had imagined when I saw them from the car park. I stopped and waited for my parents to catch up to me. We walked along the water's edge, the sun reflecting off the tiny ripples dancing on the surface.

"There they are!" I shouted excitedly, pointing at the small dark shapes gliding away from me towards the deeper water.

"Those aren't fishes, silly." my father said. "Those are tadpoles."

"What's a tadpole?" I asked.

"Tadpoles are little frogs with tails." my mother explained. "As they get bigger they lose their tails and become little frogs."

We walked further along the water's edge and eventually we did see some fish but they were quite far out and it was difficult to see them clearly. That didn't dull my enthusiasm though and I stepped closer to the edge to see them. My foot slipped on the grass and, although I didn't fall into the water, my foot sank into the muddy edge, soaking my shoe and sock. My mother sighed in exasperation.

"You bloody fool!" my father said angrily. "Why the hell don't you look where you're putting your feet?"

We mom and dad walked back towards our picnic spot while I circled around them on the smooth grass still pretending to be an airplane. I saw a small group of children playing under the trees a short distance away and ran towards them. My father's shout stopped me though.

"Come back here, Bruno!" he shouted. "You can't just go and start playing with strangers."

I stood, perplexed. I so seldom got to play with other children and now that I had the opportunity to do so, my father wouldn't let me. I longed to be with people my own age instead of always being with adults. I longed to laugh with them, play "catch me" with them and just have fun with other children my own age.

I looked back at my mom and dad, desperately hoping that they would change their minds and let me join in the fun. They didn't.

I turned back to face the children and for a few seconds stood watching them running about, laughing and babbling to each other. They were so happy and carefree. They took no notice of me though. I thought I saw one boy look at me. I waved to him, hoping that he come over and talk to me and that my parents would then let me join them, but he turned away. My hand dropped slowly to my side and I turned and walked slowly back to my waiting parents.

"You can't go and play with strangers, Bruno." my father said again. "You don't know who they are and they may not like you and could be nasty to you and chase you away. You don't want that to happen, do you?"

I followed my parents back to our picnic spot. My mom poured us some cool drinks while my father sat down in a chair and lit a cigarette. I watched the children playing under the trees. One boy left the group and walked towards us and then past us. I desperately tried to attract his attention by waving my hand surreptitiously but to no avail. He walked on and joined a group of people a short distance away.
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