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Excerpts - 2 

Triumph! A Battle Plan For Joy 
Gladys Simmons Carson 

 
 

Excerpts 2 – Chester 

 

The front door slammed! My heart jumped, recognizing impending rage. Chester’s unmistakable 

footsteps pounded the graveled pathway, growing louder and louder. Soon he would be in the 

backyard where I was playing. “What have we done now?” I hastily picked up the ball and jacks, 

eased inside the house and closed the door without making a sound, hoping he would not find 

me. As he neared, a crack in the door gave me a clear view of him holding that dreaded razor 

strap in his right hand, and tapping it on his left. That meant a beating for one of us, maybe all of 

us. 

I decided to put more distance between Chester and me by tiptoeing toward the room 

where my brothers and I slept, but my legs became heavy and stationary, and my feet would not 

move. Then I heard him yell: “W. C., where are you?” I knew then on whom trouble had fallen, 

my little brother; but why? W. C. made a slow appearance from the other side of the house. I 

tried to stop looking, but like my feet, my eyes ignored me, fixing themselves on the unfolding 

scene. 

I didn’t want to look because I knew the ritual too well. That razor strap had been a 

source of pain and embarrassment for me. But I received mild beatings compared to what W. C. 

endured. Likewise, our three-year-old brother, Bobby, received less severe beatings. 

Chester flopped his lanky body down on the nearby bench, which we called “the 

whipping bench.” “Come here, boy! Now drop your britches and your draws! You can give your 

heart to God, ‘cause your butt is mine.” 

W.C. complied. Putting on his best performance to look brave, he slowly inched his little 

five-year-old body toward the whipping bench. With flaring nostrils and stony eyes, he glared in 

Chester’s direction. 

The bright sunlight showcased the incident with unnerving details. As W. C. took the last 

few steps, he began unbuttoning his pants. Chester’s eyes became a deep, dark expression of 

nothingness—just two black expressionless spaces mounted between two boney cheeks. I called 

it evil. 

My eyes refocused on the thick razor strap. It was long enough to wrap around the hand 

for a good grip, with enough left for a good beating. It had big jagged holes in it that served a 

definite purpose. Chester used a pound-and-pull technique that caused the holes to suck in the 

tender flesh of our small bodies, intensifying the pain, and guaranteeing lacerations, bruises and 

blisters. 

Standing at the whipping bench, W. C. pulled down his pants and shorts. Then he leaned 

his small body across Chester’s lap, so his head could be placed between Chester’s legs—a 

technique of bondage. Chester rolled up W. C.’s shirttail to expose his back. Then the beating 

began. The razor strap landed repeated blows with painful speed, without regard to precision. 

Sometimes it struck his back instead of his buttocks. During the beating, Chester’s eyes widened 
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with an expression I interpreted as sick delight. It seemed he derived fiendish pleasure from 

beating us. 

Again I tried not to look, but couldn’t turn away. I closed my eyes and prayed without 

words, hoping God understood the language of pain. W. C.’s back and bottom would be 

lacerated anew, and sitting would be painful for a while. But the toughness he had acquired from 

prior beatings would enable him to bear the pain in silence. He would not let Chester or any of us 

see him cry. 

I shook with anger, anger directed as much at me as at Chester, because I did nothing. My 

stomach knotted up with pain to protest my weakness. Tears disobeyed me and ran down my 

cheeks. Fear shook its fist in my face, daring me to even make a sound. I trembled. The slightest 

noise might reveal my presence and subject me to a beating. I did not want to hear: “You want 

some of this too, gal?” So I put both hands over my mouth to muffle any unintentional whimper. 

I had a second reason for remaining quiet. As a big seven-year-old, I wanted to protect 

my little brother from the embarrassment of knowing I had witnessed the beating. He deserved 

the dignity to steal away and cry in private. That way he could continue his face-saving lie: “It 

didn’t even hurt.” 

You need to know the awful crime for which W. C. was beaten. He was hungry—I mean 

hunger-pang hungry. So he ate an apple that had fallen from one of Chester’s apple trees. 

With hunger pangs jabbing at his ribs, and the sight and tantalizing aroma of luscious apples 

delighting his senses, a little kid could no more resist them than Adam and Eve. So W. C., and 

Bobby as well, would sometimes succumb to the temptation and eat an apple. They knew the 

consequences, a severe beating. But they were hungry. 
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