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Smile
Trapped. A rat in a maze, a tiger in a cage, every cliché she could think of – she was trapped. If someone were to have given her the choice of never being born or living how she is forced to live now, the answer would have been easy; having no life is better than having HER life. The thing was, no one would know how she felt just by looking at her. Her name was Hanna Rose. 


Hanna was the most beautiful 9 year old girl. Golden locks of blonde hair fell just to her shoulders. Her bright baby blue eyes sparkled as though they were always being hit by the sun. She had naturally long eyelashes that fluttered ever so gently whenever she blinked her eyes.  Her cheeks; like pink roses on each side of her face. Not a flaw was seen to an outsider’s eye. 

She was in the 3rd grade. Her teacher’s name was Mrs. Taylor. To Hanna, Mrs. Taylor was more than just a teacher. Mrs. Taylor, was superman; giving the world a lighter perspective on life. She had a smile that could stop a charging bull, and a laugh that would make hyena’s envious. When Mrs. Taylor spoke, Hanna would dream of butterflies and castles; everything her life would never be. School was the place she called home. The only place that Hanna truly felt safe was in her desk under the care of Mrs. Taylor. Hanna’s desk was in the corner of the room, by choice not command. The other students whispered secrets that Hanna didn’t want to hear; she had enough of her own. Algebra, History, and Science were the only concepts running through her mind from 8:00 in the morning, to 3:00 in the afternoon. Those topics were comforting; safe. 

As 3:00 approached, the school bell rang, and Hanna got shivers all the way down her spine. It was Tuesday; which meant her mother would be at the office, and her father would be home to meet her at the door. Her mother worked at a Clinical Therapy practice in their small town. She was home late every Tuesday and Friday because one of her clients couldn’t come to the office until around 5:30. Hanna lived 12 blocks away from the school, but her parents didn’t approve of the bus. “There are a lot of people on buses,” her mother would say; “We don’t want you to get comfortable with anyone.” Hanna did as she was told, and walked the 12 blocks to and home from school every day, no matter what the weather was like.

When Hanna arrived home from school that Tuesday afternoon, her father was sitting in her grandmother’s rocking chair. It was an old chair, made of cherry wood that made a loud squeaking noise as it moved forwards and backwards. Her father was a middle aged man. His hair was balding in the middle like a cupcake missing frosting. His eyes a dark blue with specks of brown. He was averagely tall, and tried his best to always dress in his finest clothes. 

Every Tuesday as soon as Hanna got home, she saw her father rocking in that chair; staring at her as if she was walking down the street with a bomb taped to her chest, and he was the cop who was after her. This Tuesday was no exception.  “Why are you so late?” he said. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be late. There were a lot of people outside today so the sidewalks were very crowded.”  Hanna replied. “Sure there was,” said her father. He grabbed her by the arm; fury in his eyes like a tiger ready to hunt his prey. Her young body reluctantly following him. He took her into the bathroom, and started to fill the tub with water. “What are you doing daddy?” She asked him, her voice trembling. “You are dirty. Only dirty girls lie. It’s time to teach you what happens to little girls who lie to their fathers,” he said. “But I didn’t…” before she could finish her sentence, her father was yelling at her to get undressed. “Either you do it yourself Hanna Rose, or I will do it for you,” He said. Tears in her eyes, Hanna began to get undressed; her clothes forming a circle around her feet. As soon as she was fully undressed, her father picked her up and threw her in the bathtub. The icy water made Hanna’s teeth chatter. “Stop that racket,” her father said. “I… I...I cccan’t. It’s cccold,” Hanna replied. Her father shot her a look as cold as the water she was bathing in. Nobody would disobey him; especially not his own daughter. He grabbed Hanna by her hair and pushed her head under the water. Frigid water burned her throat. Hanna gasped for air, only managing to swallow a mouth full of the bodily soiled water. Her father laughed as she flailed her arms search for an escape from his grasp. “You’ll never get away from me darling, I am your father,” he said. Hanna’s mind went blank. She was sure she was dead; she hoped she was dead. 

Hours later, Hanna awoke to voices yelling in the hallway. “You could have killed her!” it was her mother. She must have just gotten home from work. How long have I been asleep? Hanna thought. “Yeah, well maybe if she wasn’t such a difficult child things would be different. Maybe if she would have just taken a bath without complaining things wouldn’t have had to go that far. You’ve seen how she is. She is uncontrollable, and something needs to be done,” her father said. Hanna closed her eyes; I’m fine she thought to herself. Hanna fell asleep to the harsh tone of their words; something she was all too comfortable with. 

The next morning, when it was still dark outside, Hanna heard footsteps coming down the hall. She looked out the window; the moon bright in the sky. She quickly closed her eyes. She didn’t want her father to know she was alright. She wanted to sink away in the sheets she was laying on; to be invisible to everyone but herself. The footsteps stopped, but no one was making a noise. Hanna decided to open her eyes to make sure that no one was coming. As her eyes slowly began to open, she saw her mother kneeling down beside her. “So, you like to play games do you Hanna?” her mother said. “No mommy,” said Hanna. “That’s not what your father told me. Are you lying to me Hanna? I don’t like liars,” said her mother. “I didn’t mean to play games. I just got cold is all. I’m sorry,” said Hanna. “No need to be sorry. I like games too. I even picked out a special game for you to play with me right now before you go to school,” said Hanna’s mother. Her voice was shrill. Her words sounded secretive; like a word puzzle that has no final answers. 
Hanna hated it when her mother got like this. Delusional and willing to do anything; even at the cost of her own child’s life. Hanna reluctantly got out of bed. As soon as Hanna was on her feet, her mother pulled a knife out from behind her back. The blade was shiny and sharp enough to cut through 20 pieces of paper. “Are you ready for our game?” her mother asked. “What kind of game is it?” Hanna asked. Her mother looked at her with glossy eyes; the kind of eyes that only come from not enough sleep, or too many alcoholic beverages the night before. “Tag. You like tag don’t you Hanna? I’ll be it first. You run, and when I catch you you’ll get a surprise,” said her mother. The idea of this game frightened Hanna. Usually when her mother thought up an activity, it was never exactly fun, and never had a good outcome. Hanna quickly got out of bed, threw on an old t-shirt and shorts. “One, two, three…” counted her mother. Hanna soon realized that her mother wasn’t joking. She really wanted her to play tag and if there was really a surprise at the end, Hanna didn’t want to ever find out what it was. So Hanna ran. She ran down the stairs, straight out the door, and around the block… 8 times. Her mother followed closely behind her the entire way. When she started to feel tired, she ran back to her house and hid under her bed, hoping that her mother would think she was still outside. “Oh Hanna dear,” said her mother from her bedroom doorway. “I know you’re in here. Are you ready for your surprise?” Hanna winced as she heard her mother come closer and closer to her bed; the wooden floor creaking with each step. Fingers clasped around her ankles; it was her mother. She pulled Hanna out from underneath her bed, and threw her onto her bed. “Hanna, why would you try to hide from me?” said he mother. “I was just kidding,” said Hanna; her body paralyzed. Her mother grabbed the knife off of the nightstand beside Hanna’s bed. Her mother’s eyes met hers; Hanna looked away. Fear filled her brain, as she tried to melt into her mattress. A sharp pain struck the side of her face. Warm blood trickled down her cheek, landing softly on her pillow. Hanna moved her hand to her cheek; her fingers turning red and moist with blood. “You better hurry up and get dressed. You are going to be late to school,” said her mother. Hanna got up, and walked to the bathroom. Tears filled her eyes, but she didn’t dare make a sound. She opened the bathroom cabinet, grabbed a few Band-Aids, and got dressed and ready for her walk to school. 

When Hanna arrived at school, she walked straight into her classroom, and took her seat in the back of the class. If anyone saw her, they were sure to make fun of the bandage on her face; and that was something Hanna didn’t want to happen. She made up her mind that if anyone asked her why she was wearing the bandage on her cheek, she would say she got clawed by a giant cat on her way to school. The bell rang, signifying the start of the school day. “Take your seat everyone. I need to take attendance,” said Mrs. Taylor. 

“Mary?”

      “Here”. 

“Sarah?”

      “Here”.

“Hanna?”

Hanna didn’t hear Mrs. Taylor. She had been thinking about the morning with her mother. 

“Hanna?” said Mrs. Taylor again.

Still no answer. Mrs. Taylor looked up and noticed that Hanna was sitting in her seat. She walked to the back of the room and tapped gently on Hanna’s shoulder. “Hanna honey, is everything alright?” Mrs. Taylor asked Hanna in her sing-song voice. Hanna glanced up at Mrs. Taylor. Just then, Mrs. Taylor became silent. Her eyes fixated on Hanna. “I’m sorry Mrs. Taylor. I must not have heard you say my name,” said Hanna. Hanna drew her hand to her cheek to cover the bandage. For a moment she had forgotten it was there; now a sharp pain submerged all feelings of comfort. “May I please go to the restroom?” Hannah asked. A feeling of nausea flowed all throughout her body. Her head started to spin. “Sure Hanna,” said Mrs. Taylor. Hanna slowly stood up; her heart pounding. She could feel warmth seeking down her cheek. She watched the floor as she walked out of the classroom and down the long hallway to the bathroom. Hanna stood at the sink; afraid to look at herself in the mirror. She was afraid that if she looked up she would break; shatter into a million pieces. She walked into a stall and pressed a wad of rough toilet paper against her fragile skin. Her cheek burned to the touch, and the paper was quickly filled with blood. A sharp tingle of pain seized any further moment; Hanna realized she was crying. Why did she do this to me?  She thought. I never meant to make her so angry. In the midst of crying, Hanna hadn’t heard the bathroom door open. She hadn’t heard the footsteps that stopped right in front of her. She hadn’t heard the gentle knock on the stall door. And if she hadn’t recognized the soothing voice she wouldn’t have heard Mrs. Taylor when she spoke. “Hanna honey, what’s wrong?” Mrs. Taylor asked. Hanna had been crying out loud. Shocked by her emotions and the soft voice at the door, her crying stopped. She was embarrassed of how stupid she must look crying over something as little as a cut. “What happened to your cheek? It was bleeding in the classroom. I was worried for you. Is everything okay?” This made Hanna cry again. She never experienced a person who cared. Her father would have yelled at her to ‘suck it up’, and her mother would have cut the other cheek to make it even. “Hanna, please talk to me,” said Mrs. Taylor. “I can’t. If I talk to you, I will get in trouble,” said Hanna. “Is that what happened to your cheek Hanna? You can talk to me. Nothing bad is going to happen,” said Mrs. Taylor. 

Hanna unlocked the stall door, but didn’t move. She wanted more than anything to be able to talk to Mrs. Taylor; to tell her everything. But she was scared. What if Mrs. Taylor didn’t believe her? What if Mrs. Taylor didn’t think it was that big of a deal? Worst of all; what if Mrs. Taylor could never look at her the same way after hearing her stories? Talking to Mrs. Taylor would be a huge risk. 

“Hanna?” Mrs. Taylor now had a clear view of Hanna. Her cut was deep, and blood was still flowing. Her bright blue eyes were filled with tears. “I’m fine,” said Hannah. Mrs. Taylor’s eyes started to glaze. Her mouth turned from a smile into a frown. Hanna had never seen Mrs. Taylor look so sad. “Why are you getting sad Mrs. Taylor?” asked Hanna. “Because I can see in your eyes how hard you are fighting. You have such anger and sadness in you, but you always act like everything is fine. You are a strong little girl,” said Mrs. Taylor. “I’m not as strong as you think,” said Hanna. “I fall apart all the time. Bad things have happened Mrs. Taylor; very bad things”. Before she knew it, Hanna was telling Mrs. Taylor everything. She told her how her about the rocking chair her father would sit in when she was getting home from school, about the horrifying games her mother would create, and she even told her how her father had tried to drown her in the icy cold bath water. The best part was that for the short time she was talking to Mrs. Taylor, Hanna didn’t care about anything. She didn’t care about the tears that were streaming down her face. She didn’t care about the pain coming from her deeply cut cheek. She didn’t care that when she got home she would probably get in a lot of trouble for talking to Mrs. Taylor. She didn’t care about anything. 

When Hanna was done sharing things, Mrs. Taylor looked at her and smiled. And for the first time in a long time, Hanna smiled back. 

