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Reminiscences by Ann

I am sure that my obsession with spankings all started when I was nine and witnessed a girl who lived across the street get taken out on their front porch for a whipping by her father. The experience was a great shock for me and left a strong impression on my young mind. I just couldn't get it out of my head. I have reproduced my memory of it in this drawing.                                          [image: image1.jpg]



~~~I think it was one of those defining moments one has in one's life. It was all so unexpected. Everyone sat speechless, kind of expressionless as I remember. The room was filled with crisp whacking sounds, and a girl's voice pleading, “No Daddy No!!...No Daddy!!" Everyone left to go home after that. I asked my mother "What did she do?" but got no answer. I never got to know the poor girl. They moved away. It was said that they were German in origin.                 

I am again sure that as a result of my childhood experience having to do with seeing the girl across the street whipped on their front porch, I have long had a recurrent fear (a terror, really) of that happening to me. I recently made a drawing of the kind of scene in my mind. I called it “Shirley's Whipping”, but in my mind that is really me getting it out on the porch. I have waked up in a cold sweat some nights, in a state of panic, dreaming, or half awake, thinking of me in this kind of scene. It all shows vividly the effect of childhood trauma on one's mind, vividly there for years. I guess things like this are how shrinks make their living.                       
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Daddy gave Sharon a spanking when she was thirteen years old.  She had started thinking she was a grownup, and could make her own rules, but she was wrong. I'm sure it came as a great surprise to her when Daddy took her across his lap and proceeded to give her the spanking of her young life! We stood silently and listened to her squeal and cry and beg him to stop. Daddy was getting that girl straightened out, and was not wasting any time doing it. In the years that have followed, at times when she has sometimes seemed to be getting the big head, we have subtly reminded her of that day she got that spanking, and she then becomes very quiet and pensive. I guess things like that happen to us to teach us humility, a real virtue.

There is nothing like being spanked out in public for all the world to see!  My father gave me a good spanking a J.C.Penny's when I was eight years old. Many watched. I'll never forget.
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My bottom wasn't bared, but I got my panties spanked, which hurts just as much.  
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This is the kind of luck I often had. No boys in the house all day long.....until they wander in just in time for my spanking! In the wrong place at the right time.
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Probably the worst that can happen to a kid is to be stripped for a spanking with other kids watching. Doesn't get any worse than that!

When I was growing up, when one of us got a spanking there were nearly always other kids around to see it. We had big families, houses close together, and many kids coming and going. It could be terrible embarrassing, especially if your pants were taken down or off.
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The above is a favorite of mine.  Spanked for throwing clods at a bus. (The older boys who talked her into it and did it too got away. But the policeman saw her doing it and took her home to her father...for some correction.)  Sometimes life is unfair. This happened to a girl in our neighborhood. Her brother said she got the spanking of her life.

I got one probably as bad for throwing eggs against a neighbor's house. The girl who talked me into it got off unpunished. I got a wearing out.           

I must confess that when a kid in our neighborhood got a good switching, I loved to see it. So much action! It was most often on someone's porch. Often it would be an older kid. Here is a drawing of such a scene. I was always glad it wasn't me!  (At least, when it wasn't.)

Sheds are popular in our part of the country, where there is much rural influence, even in town. Our sheds are used more for tools, and sometimes for discipline. Although more often boys, we also got some trips to the shed. The trip out was a big part of the punishment, especially when a switch or belt was in use. Another thing that would happen to us was when we had wandered off somewhere. We might be intermittently switched all the way home, howling, and with other kids watching.   

Ann
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