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  Peter was horrified as his father forced him to sit down on the chair next to the kitchen table and picked up the large garden clippers laying on the oak table.




  His mother grabbed his arm and held him in a hard steel grip he knew he'd never break. Warm tears streamed down her face.




  “Hurry up Al, do it,” she snapped at her husband. Her mouth was set in a thin determined line.




  Peter swallowed hard as he realized this time his parents were going to do it.




  “No!” Peter screamed. He jerked his hand away from the oak table. His father quickly closed clippers with a loud snap and lobbed off his foot long fingernails and the tips of three of his fingers with them.




  Bright hot molten pain flow through Peter's fingers into his hand and up his arm. He watched in shock as




  dark crimson blood, smooth, and shiny like jellybeans pooled on the tips of his fingers and then dripped off the edge of the table pooling on the floor.




  He took a ragged breath and focused on the pain, the unbelievable searing pain. His mind would not, could not focus. His parents had done it. They had finally put words into action. Something he had been confident they would never do.




  His mother picked up a clean, green-stripped kitchen towel and gently wrapped it around his hand.




  “Peter, you know you have to get clean. Your fingernails are a foot long, and your toenails have grown through your shoes. Your long matted, tangled hair is a home for lice, and who knows what else.” His mother's eyes pleaded with him. Trying to appeal to her only son to understand they had done it for his own good.




  Peter head lolled in shock, and his vision blurred from the pain.




  He looked at his father, “Big Al”, with hatred.  He dismissed his mother with a shrug. He knew his father, a big city politician, and mobster controlled the city’s East Side.




  Their façade of being a respectable upper class family was a sham, something he had been fighting against his entire life.




  Pete decided then he had to get away. To leave parents comfortable West Vancouver home with its pool, tennis court and privilege. He should have left a long time ago, but he had just turned twenty-one and recently graduated from the University of British Columbia.
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