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Questions of
Torture

"Why?" the innocent voice of my nephew asked, only this
time | had enough. My fingers clenched the book knowing
that | could have been having the time of my life at my best
mate's party. But instead | was stuck with a three year old kid
asking questions that had no answers.

He sat comfortably on his bed watching me with his large
brown eyes expecting my truthful answer. What am | suppose
to do? | didn't know the answer. Yet again | was forced to lie.

It had been like that since the beginning. After he had enough
annoying the life out of me, he had promised to go to sleep if
| read a story to him. | agreed not knowing how awful it would
become.

| reluctantly picked up the smallest story | could find and start-
ed reading.

"Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall," | read aloud, overjoyed by
the shortness of the nursery rhyme but then the questions
came.

"Why?" my nephew asked.
"Why what?" | asked confused by the unexpected question.

"Why did Humpty sat on the wall?" My mind went blank.
There was no answer for this. | doubt even the author knew
it. My nephew stared at me and | knew | could not let that
innocent face down. | had to make it up.

"Ah... He was tired after taking a walk in the park and couldn't
find anywhere else to sit," | replied making sure | didn't leave
anything else to question. | continued the story, "Humpty
Dumpty had great fall."

"Why? Why did Humpty fall off the wall?" he asked again like
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he had prepared it. | was getting wrestles. | wasn't supposed to be
here. | am 18 and not suppose to be babysitting a kid. | took a deep
breath to settle my anger.

"Why what?" | asked as | clenched the book and began to cower
behind it preparing for the worst.
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"A nasty spider had scared him so he fell," | answered. "Ok?" and he
nodded, so | continued, "All the King's horses and all the King's men
couldn't put Humpty together again," | finished satisfied by the quick
conclusion but my nephew wasn't finished.

"How come the King's horses and men couldn't put Humpty together
again?" Every muscle in my body wanted to leave. My mind
screamed in frustration but | had to resist. With a struggle | replied to
his question.

"He broke into too many little pieces and they didn't have glue." The
statement was partially true in the sense that it was the way | imag-
ined it as a little boy.

"Does that mean he died?" | nodded realising how overrated the
rhyme was. "Would | fall apart if | fell down?" he asked another.

"No," | replied still blowing steam out of my ears but at least he had
reduced down to short answer questions. However it did not last
long.

"Why?"

"Why wouldn't | fall apart if Humpty did?" | tightened my jaw to stop
myself from crying out in anger. This was torture. How many more
questions could he have up his sleeve? | fought to keep my body in
control and as | struggled | saw something from the corner of my
eyes. A wide, evil grin had spread across his face. My temper rose
out of control as | realised what he had been doing. He knew! He
knew from the very start! He knew the questions were torturing me
and he only did it to annoy me. My temper reached its peak. |
stormed out of the room before | did something | will regret. What
did | ever do to deserve this?
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