Me as a baby,
with Dad

up, threw me into the freezing-
cold water.

‘No, please..!’ I begged, as
he began to row away.

Every time I got near the boa
he'd row away again.

! Just a little 5-year-old.

| It never took much to set him

. off — maybe his dinner hadn’t

| been cooked just how he liked

E it, or the cushions weren’t in
—— line on the couch, or perhaps

THE CRIME

When Chip
St Clair, 34, from

| Oakland County,
Michigan, was
23, a violent row
with his abusive
father, David,
uncovered a
terrible secret.
His father was
revealed to be
Michael Grant
— an escaped
child killer.
Grant had been
imprisoned in
1971 for killing
a 3-year-old
boy — and had
previously been
prime suspect
in the death
of a toddler...

18 Chat

| shopped him
to the police...
and I'll fight
to keep him
behind bars
THE STORY

rom my hiding
place behind
the armchair,

I could hear my
mum sobbing.

‘Shut up! my dad,
David, snarledy

Another day, another
violent argument.

I peered over the
armchair, and saw my
mother curled up in a ball
on the kitchen floor, with
Dad standing over her,
kicking her in the ribs.

Storming out of the
kitchen, he loomed over
me, his face twisted
with rage.

‘Don’t you dare cry, he
threatened. So I swallowed
back my tears.

Difficult — when you're

there were
too many ice cubes
in his drink.
I lived my life
on a knife edge.
Petrified of his
violent mood swings.
I was just 8 when
my father took me
rowing on Lake
Michigan. As we
drifted further from
the shore, he noticed
I was getting nervous.
“You need to face your
fears head on, he told me.
With that, he picked me

I lived my
lifeona
knife edge. forced me to hang off

‘See you later, alligator,
he’d taunt.

By the time I got to
shore, I was shaking
with exhaustion.

Another time, he

our 28th floor balcony

Petrified of bymy fingertips, hit
his violence

my knuc
‘Stop, I'll fall?’
I screamed in terror.
But I didn’t know
any different, thought all

families were the same. And, as

cruel as Dad was, he was the
only father I knew.
Then, when I was 17,1
noticed a beautiful girl at
school, with long, dark hai:
and sea-blue eyes.
‘I'm Chip,’ I smiled.
‘T know,” she smiled back
‘I'm Lisa.
After that, we

n New Year’s

Eve 1968,
the 18-month-old
son of Grant’s
girlfriend stopped
breathing while
in Grant’s care.
Two days later,
he died from










