
The Story of Petiedink 

My father, Paul Kelly, was a cruel and sadistic man.  He 
took his pleasure in the pain and suffering of other beings, no 
matter, human or animal.  He would trap stray cats and dogs, 
and an occasional rabbit in order to torture them.  He general-
ly did not kill them right off; for that would have been far to 
kind.  But he practiced the ‘art’ or ‘science’ of torture:  He 
would beat them just short of the very point of death, leaving 
them to suffer until death would ensue some hours or days 
later.  He delighted to hear their moaning and groaning.  The 
best thing that I can say about my father is that, I no longer 
hate him. 

He beat my mother, Hila (Hy’-la) Kelly, until she was a re-
tarded, broken, and brain damaged woman.  My mother finally 
died a brain damaged, broken, old woman - she was ninety 
years old – but she died in victory, looking forward to the pre-
cious promises of the Creator God.  Herein, and recorded with-
in the context of this witness and testimony - in the previous 
sentences and first paragraph - of my father’s sadistic cruelty, 
is the story of Petiedink – P’ëë-tëë-dink. 

As long as I can remember, from the age of a toddler, I 
have been fascinated by birds.  When my mother would take 
me with her to do the shopping, she would park me in front of 
a bird cage, knowing full well that I would still be there in front 
of that bird cage watching those birds in sublime fascination 
until she was done with her shopping. 

We lived in a tar-papered shack on Gambrinus Road just 
outside the city limits.  Diagonally across the street was the 
Ashland Oil Refinery.  Immediately and right next door to our 
shack was a bar.  The space between our shack and the bar 
was barely wide enough for two cars to park and still be able 
to open their doors:  because it was outside the city limits, it 
was a rough place, an ‘anything goes’ kind of place.  Prostitu-
tion, cock fights, gambling, and dog fights were the common 
place events and the pass times of the bar’s patrons.  Two 
miles further down the two-lane, black topped road was the 
Timken Roller Bearing and Steel Plant in Canton, Ohio.   



Often in the winter when it was so cold, and we had no 
money for fuel to heat the shack because my father had spent 
his wages on gambling, cock fights, and/or dog fights, my 
mother and I would take the long walk to the railroad tracks 
and pick up pieces of coal dropped from the train cars that 
were loaded with coal – most likely, some of or all of which 
was destined to be delivered to Henry Timken’s bearing and 
steel factory.  We would carry the coal home to burn for a lit-
tle warmth.  We patched up the leaky walls with pieces of 
scrap tin, paper, and/or cardboard to keep the wind and rain 
out. 

Outside of the bar; the oil refinery; and the Timken bear-
ing and steel plant, for about a five mile radius from our shack 
there was nothing but thick brush and woods.  Across the 
street from our shack and the bar, back in the brush and 
woods, was a swamp.  The whole area was very sparsely popu-
lated.  There were, perhaps, ten houses in ten miles.    

‘Grandma’, Biddie Sharp, Hila’s mother lived on the out-
skirts of Canton, and she raised a flock of chickens.  I loved to 
hold and pet those baby chicks.  I would pet them to death.  
That is not a euphemism, a saying, a proverb, or an idiom.  
Literally, the little chicks were not strong enough, or sturdy 
enough to withstand my affectionate manipulations, and they 
would die from being over-handled too much and too vigorous-
ly.  I did not mean to kill them.  I just only wanted to hold 
them close, love them, and pet them.   

Grandma understood the problem, but did not care to 
have anymore of her little chicks become the victims of my af-
fection.  So she promised to give me a chick of my very own – 
if I would not ‘pet’ her chicks anymore.  As roosters are con-
siderably sturdier and stouter, they are able to withstand and 
survive more vigorous handling:  Grandma gave me a baby 
rooster in exchange for my promise not to pet her chickens 
anymore.  I had my very own little chick that I could pet until 
my heart was content and satisfied.  I was so very young, just 
a toddler.  And I named that little White Rock rooster – 
Petiedink.   

Petiedink was my very first pet.  He was my best friend, 
companion, and playmate.  There were no other children my 
age anywhere close to where we lived.  I taught Petiedink tricks.  



I taught that little White Rock rooster to crow on command.  I 
would place him in a doll carriage and take him for walks.  I 
even taught him to jump up into the doll carriage.   

Petiedink earned his keep.  The neighboring bar patrons 
thought it cute to see Petiedink perform his tricks for his pretty 
little mistress, and would give us candy, chips, peanuts, and 
whatever kind of snacks they sold at the bar.  Often it was all 
we had to eat.  Sometimes we had to forage for our food.   

One day a particular customer came out of the bar to 
watch Petiedink perform.  He told me that he had a car in the 
swamp across the street.  And in the car there was a young 
little girl with whom I could play.  He asked – ‘Did I want to go 
and play with her?’  ‘Yes’, Petiedink and I went with the man.   

That day Petiedink save me from death, or a fate worse 
than death.  There was no little girl in the car – and neither 
was there any car; nor any way a car could even have gotten 
in there - as he had promised:  He had lied to me.  Then the 
man roughly took hold of me.  I struggled.  Petiedink cried in 
alarm, a shrill loud crowing, unlike any normal crowing.  It was 
the cry of alarm!  He would fly up against the man’s back and 
spur him.  Between my struggles, Petiedink’s shrill crowing, flying 
at and/or jumping up and repeatedly spurring the man from 
behind, he was kept from his purpose.  Hila, my mother, heard 
Petiedink’s shrill alarm, and came to investigate.  She found us, 
and struggled to free me, but could not.  My mother told the 
man to, ‘Let my daughter go, right now!’  But he would not.  
My mother then ran to the bar, and got the bartender to follow 
her.  And I, at last, was freed from his clutches.   

A short time following the incident with the man in the 
swamp, my father went out to ‘play’ his ‘games’ with Petiedink 
the rooster.  By some means my father would restrain his vic-
tims that they could neither flee, nor protect themselves.  The 
game that my father would play with Petiedink was an open-
handed very brutal slapping game.  He would place his hands 
on either side of Petiedink’s head and alternately slap his head 
from one side to the other.  I could hear the endless and bru-
tal slapping – Slap!  Slap!  Slap!  Slap!  Slap!  Slap!. . . .  He 
would continue this until he tired of the amusement or until his 
victim was at the point of death.  Father enjoyed their groans 



of agony and pain.  This time he beat Petiedink nearly to the 
point of death and left him there.   

After my father had left off from taking his pleasure in his 
vicious ‘play’ with Petiedink, I ran to help.  When I had found 
other creatures, my father’s victims, in the same hopeless con-
dition and there was no hope or help I could give I would mer-
cifully put them out of their misery.  But, I loved Petiedink so 
much that I could not kill him.  My mother and I hid Petiedink 
from my father; knowing full well we were risking the same fate 
as Petiedink suffered or worse should our deception be discov-
ered.  For five days I took care of him, and nursed him.  But 
there was so little I could do.  It wasn’t enough.   

On the last day of Petiedink’s life, he went into spasms, 
one after another.  I ran outside to my mother who was talking 
with a neighbor man.  I urgently interrupted her conversation.  
She curtly told me – ‘Children are to be seen, not heard – that 
was the way she was brought up!’  My mother’s thoughtless 
and sharp rebuke and reproof injured me nearly as much as 
the spectacle of watching my father’s brutal beating of Petiedink 
- my best friend, companion, and only playmate.  My heart 
ached!  I ran back in the house in bitter rejection, taking 
Petiedink in my arms, and held him until one of the spasms fi-
nally killed him.  I was all alone, so utterly alone, and how I 
grieved for that chicken! 

My mother took note of my grief and mourning, and she 
helped me prepare a ‘coffin’ out of a cardboard box made soft 
with grass and leaves.  Hila allowed me to dress Petiedink’s 
corpse with my very best doll clothes.  I laid Petiedink in that 
box, placing a doll blanket over his face; and buried him in a 
hole my mother helped me dig under the old peach tree in the 
back yard.  I planted the only flower available at the time, a 
Dandelion, over his burial place and grave.  

I have not previously wanted to write or publish this story 
because it was too pain filled to write, and it seemed to have 
no uplifting value of any sort – only a story of hatred and bru-
tality.  But now I can see that God creates even his lowly crea-
tures with the capacity to love:  And in that love they possess 
a willingness and capacity to protect those whom they love.  As 
I say this, I think back to that day when that evil man from the 



bar lured me into the swamp; and how Petiedink, risking his 
own life, saved me from death or a fate worse than death.  

 
Notes from the editor and publisher: 

As sister Patricia recounted to me the Story of Petiedink from 
her wheelchair in the rest home, at the conclusion she excused her-
self saying she had to cry.  She bawled and sobbed with a quantity 
of tears flowing down her face.  I would have thought that, that was 
so many years ago that the memory of the pain might have lessened.  
But her sharp memory, of that pain, no amount of tears, now or 
then, could wash away.  Only the Christ will ever be able to wipe 
away those tears and heal that wound! 

When men put the perfect ‘law of liberty’, the ‘law of perfect 
love’ of their Creator, Yahweh, behind them; and will not heed His 
commands to love their neighbors as themselves; they open their 
souls wide, and turn themselves over to the working of the enemy, 
Satan.  The serpent and the devil Satan has no trace of inhibition, 
but only sly, devious cunning that he may perform his works.  There 
is no limit to the depths to which a man may succumb to as he who 
wholly turns himself over to Satan’s workings.  The most vile and 
vicious behaviors that he elicits from his subjects; the hatreds and 
cruelties that Satan is able to instill in the hearts of men are only a 
clear reflection of himself, the wily serpent and devil. 

It is only by joyfully and willingly taking the law of our God 
upon us that we may have a hedge of protection from the wily 
works of the devil Satan.  But when YAH’s people willingly cloth 
themselves with the righteousness of Christ – the law of God – they 
have the sure promise:  “Wherefore He is able also to save them to 
the uttermost that come unto God by Him (Yeshuah - Jesus), seeing 
he ever liveth to make intercession for them.”  Hebrews 7:25   

Without this constant intercession and protection every man is 
subject to the whims of the devil, who goes forth seeking those 
whom he may devour.  “Be sober, be vigilant, because your adver-
sary the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking, whom he 
may devour.”  1 Peter 5:8  Satan, yet, exercises great power in the 
earth, and mortal man is not his equal in strength of mind, power or 
might, nor cunning.  He, easily, is able to take captives all those 
who do not continuously cover themselves with the perfect law of 
their Creator, Yahuah, and Y’shua who is also able to save us to the 
uttermost!  Allelu-YAH, and Aw’-mane!   

. 
 


