
TORTURES 0F CHILDHOOD
Some of thze Sorrows of the Sma// Person

"Oh happy days of childhood
That are forever past !"HOW the poet does rave 1 1 wonder if lie lias

forgotten the Saturday niglit's bath! Per-
liaps lie neyer liad one; then lie lias one
briglit memory the less. More hikely lie

sings in spite of it, to show art triumphant over
adversity, or'to supply the popular demand. Any-
way, let himi sing, but return witli me to those early
days of stern reality, so frauglit with tragedy, that
was none the iess terrible because it appears so lighit
to us grown-ups now in these contented days of
maturity.

We always came in turil. Tliree liad passed
tlirough the ordeal, and lived. I was, fourth and
last. How I envied themn snuggiing under the warm
cavers as 1 marched solemnly out of -the nursery
clad in niglitie and bedroomn slippers, and so down
the cold stairs to tlie kitchen and the. scrubbing.
Then aur house didn't contain that extravagant
luxury-an enamnel bath-but the big wooden tub
that rejuvenated the family wash. did 'double duty
and received aur littie pink bodies alsa.

The kitchen was bot and full of steam. TËhe
stave wa 's red-liot 'in patches, and close beside it
across two chairs waited the overworked tub.

SIt hadn't long to wait. The gown was snatched
over my head, and as I kicked free of the slippers
I would bie picked bodily up and placed in .the
water.

Ouch 1 but it burnt. For a few seconds one wpuld
have ta shut his teeth ta keep from being a cry-baby,
until the body got used ta, the' feel Of it. 1 don't
suppose it was really very bat, but cubs have tender
skins and sensitive nerves.

Ifow the soap did skate up and down one's back,
along legs a 'nd arms, with marvellaus rapidity, until
finally a sud would ladge in each eye, and enforce a
momentary pause. W\ýhen the smart eased the con-
flict would recommence, but now you had learned a
lessan and obstinately kept yc>ur eyes shut tight.

.Then came the rubbing-tbe greatest hardship
of all. Staniding shivering beside the tub in a tem-
preature that bad suddenly dropped around zero,
the rougb towel comimenced its work with a vigour
that left the skini red and sm-arting in its wake. The
ears must be dry, and that meant keen agony, as if
a corkscrew was boring around in one's head. -You
always wondered if your scalp was fastened on tight
enough ta withstand the touseling. Finally the
towel reached the soles of your feet and there was
more torture. When the stiff, cald nightgown was
at last dropped aver your hecad you feit as if you
had passed none too successfully through a Turkish
bath, a football gande and an inquisition. But, joy
of joys, for a wbale blessed week it was a thing of
the past, and you held your littie red face up ta be
kissed and taddled on ui ta bed.

Saturday was the one glaonos day of the week,
in spite of the dismal endiiçg. One toiled to this
Mecca in the awe-inspiring presence of Miss Moore
with a dirty siate craied with flsh-hooks and
dashes. But though Sunday meant freedom from
sucli tyranny it also meant a series of miseries that
before the day was doue made anc long ta again
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prayerbooks, and long after every one else had
arrived and in a desperate stillness we would file in,
mnardi way up ta the front where&all could see us
and sit stiff and erect in those bard, cold pews.

When yau stoad up your legs grew tired; when
vou kneeled your knees aclied horribly, and tlie
sermo n period was worst of ail. You soon grew
impatient of studying the saints and apostles in the
coloured windows, 'in counting the number of sheep
one long-haired, shepherd had and in wandering liow
angels could take off their niglities wlien they wore
wings. But the venerable gentleman in the pulpit
droned along (year after year 'it seemed) with his
Meaningless jumble of words and waving of arms.
Even the sermon had an end, and then it was sort
of fun dropping aur cents inta the cake-dish that was
passed around. -The air always tasted sweet and
nice after the stuffy, churcli, but instead of rushing
abou t and playing games yau had to, walk sedately
back the way yau carne, twa and two, with tic huge
starched bows tickling your chun and your shiny
sboes squeaking loudly.

AIl day it was just like tbat-couldn't do any-
tiing. It wauldn't be secmfly to romp on tlie Sab-
bath,; besides, it would mhuss .your best clothes.
Riglit after the cold miid-day meal the older ones
wouild have to shat -themselves in separate roomns
and learn the collect for the day-; so youi were dri-ýen
to take, refuge in the nursery and play with a much-
-abused rag-stuffed pug that the maleers liad evidently
intended for a crat.

Usually a- few digpified dames would call in tic
afternoon, and no matter how careful yau had been
in biding yourself away, wien the voice of autiority
eclioed through the bouse you would corne mcekly
fortl4 and go shyly in ta, be presented. Sometimes
they would kiss you and you must grin and bear it,
wvith your rage bottled up in your little velvet coat.
You hated 'almost everybody on Sunday.

"ScWlo's sick? 1 ain't one Iiîtt1 bit." But
yau hiad ta stick out your tangue aud that gave you
away. Tien you werc in for 'it. I neyer could
learru to swallow a pi11. It invariably stuck in the
back of nmy mroutb, no miatter how mucli water 1
gulped dawn, and for hours the taste of it made lue
miserable. If the daoctor came he would always run
a spoon dawn my throat and almost strangle me, then
leave the best assartment of awful-tasting medicines
yet devised. Added to ail this there would Be a
mustard plaster that did na goad unless it parboiled
your cbest. My playmate, Dick, used ta pretend
sick sa hie wouldn't have ta go ta school, but the
tortures he bad ta aubmit ta always cured himi witb
marvellaus rapîdity, and lie wauldn't try the game
again until the remnembrâlnce grew dim in bis mind.
I always prcferred school ta castor ail.

One day when we were playing Indians in the
woods back of the bouse, Dick discovered samne red
berries that hie said were mighty fine eating. We
bath ate a. lot. Then lie thouglit again and said
that perhaps after ail they were poisonous. We rau
home as fast as we could and told an ourselves.
But when the Lord of Destiny reached up ta the
medicine closet and gat the bottle of castor ail, we
decided they weren't dangerous after ail and knew
they were only pigeon-berrnes. However, it was too
late. Just in case we had miade a mîstake we were
forced ta take it-a linge tablespoonful, toa. Gee
whizz! I can taste the stuif naw. Not as it really
is, for it isn't so anwfuJJy horrible, but as it felt ta,
us, as between our long-drawn sobs we forced it
slowly down.

There was anc occasion when, tbaugh we were
vcry sick indeed, we neyer did let on, bu t suffercd
in seclusian and silence. That was after wc had
committed one of the seven dcadly sins and receivcd
aur flrst experience witb tobacco. When men came
ta visit the lard they would sit iu the study, smoke
innumnerable cigarettes and throw tic butts throughi
the open window out on the terrace. There iu aur
path was a temptatian impossible ta resist. We had
often been told that cigarettes wouid put a suddeni
end ta our growth andi doa ther terrible things ta us,
and we belheved theni in all faîth, just as we dared

the window above and, catch ýus red-banded; but
luck was witli us that day and we won the seclusion
of tlie woods witbout discovery.

Dick had a few matches (we were neyer allowed,
to toucli tiem) and with breathless excitement we
commenced aur puffing, just as we liad seen the
Big People do. For a short time we reveled in aur
sin-and tien-!

Well, it was a long, long tirne before we dared
the tiing again, and then witb dlay pipes and iayseed
or tea, believing tiem to be muci less patent than
the ialf-smoked tobacco. We were neyer caugit
at it; or the wratli of tlie gods would have descended
rnost vigorously on the seats of aur "pants."ý

Dick wvas a mucli bigger boy than I was,, and
used ta improve spare moments, especially wlien
there were onlookers around, by devising ingeniaus
methads of bullying. I always resented the treat-
ment and fouglit back fiercely, but with scant success.
Sometimes lie wauld get me downýon the ground and
sit on me. He would caîl me ugly niames and
endeavaur ta make me the butt of every practical
j oke. And yet lie liked me better than any of the
other boys around and strange ta say I reciprocated
the feeling. But just the samne lie made life miserable
more often than any other one abject of all my cub
days.

Every little wiile one of aur playmates would
have a birtliday, and of course a party. These events
we would look forward ta witli keen expectation,
counting tic days tliat intervened. And yet how
mucli disappointment and bcartburning came in their
wake!1 Same anc else always seemed ta get the
ring and five-cent piece in the cake thougli you tried
yaur best, acceptîng a piece every time it was passed
aro.und, and after you simply cauldn't stuif another
crumb down yaur tbraat, breaking it up inta minute
particles in search of the hidden prizes. After you
rose from your chair, gloomy at leaving so many nice
tiingys uneaten on the table, hide-and-seek would bie
started. A table seemed ta offer anc af the best
refuges, and you'd crawl under softly on liands and
knees. In a little while the anc who was "it"'would
go by on somebady's trail, and bere was yaur chance
for a dlean run for home. Now, it is a curious faël
that you neyer once seemied ta get quite dlear f romn
under the table before you j umped ta, your feet.
There would be a violent collision, that your.,head
bore the, full bruùnt of, followcd by a thousand bniglit
stars, and a bumip the sizle of a bhen's egg, ta say
notliing af gctting cauglit arid liaving ta be "it" next
time.

Ce! the way onc gat scratched and cut and
banged and bruised, no matter bow careful you were!
You couldni't rig up a see-saw, or slide dawn a tree
like a monkey, or play slip witli packing-boxes
witbout gctting cauglit on a splinter or a nail aud
baving a pirate-like wound in your skin and a rient
in your clothes that it was impossible ta bide from
the grawn-ups. One of aur favourîte amusements
was sliding doWn stairs on the largest tea-tray.
Sometimes it would stick fast while gaing at full
speed, but yau would keep right an gaing and
inevitably land on yaur hcad. Sliding dawn thc
banîsters it was the samie way. I can tell you thc
arnica bottlc was kept busy I Sonietimes yau would
feel a little bloadthirsty and bebead yaur sistcr's pet
doll-the one that would ,go ta sleep wben yau laid
it down.-ar you'd tic an empty can ta the kitten's tail
and watch the excitemnt, or hide your brother's
clothes in the moruing, or pour a dipper of water
into bis bcd at night. Swift retribution usually
foilowed, the scvenity according ta the affence. It
wasn't always the slipper or the hair-brusb. Often
you bad ta climb Up on a chair, your face ta the wall,
and not spcak ta anyone for an awful long tiue.
Even when you heard Dick wbistling ta you ta Corn-e
out and play, you couk1lnýt mnove. Tt wasn't mnucli
fun being bad after ail.

At night every dark rooni would lie full of ghosts.
If yon were sent into the dining-raam for a chair,
you wouild try and persuade anc of the other dhildrcnl


