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Frostbite 

Walking home from school every day I felt a knot in my stomach. My legs felt like cinder 

blocks, frozen. I was physically paralyzed, but mentally I was sprinting. Running a race I had 

never agreed to. I was not given the option to consent; if I was I’m sure my reply would have 

been never in a million years. Had I known then what I know now I would have fought it, fought 

the annihilation of my childhood. Fought the end of everything most children held dear to their 

hearts, family, innocence, free will. But all of that died a long time ago. 

 When something inexplicable happens to a child you hear about it on the news or read the 

paper and think, “How could nobody notice?”. As that child you hear about on the news and read 

about in the paper I can tell you our exact thoughts are, “How can nobody notice? I am literally 

dying here, trapped in this house, suffocating. You can see the bruises and hear my cries and yet, 

somehow, you care more about Desperate Housewives than my existence.” You see, the funny 

thing about suffering is, we would all like to see it end, however, nobody is willing to do 

anything about it. We rather say “Oh what a shame” than “What can I do to help?”. Thinking 

about it now, it is not so much funny as it is sad. We like to think we are empathetic and yet the 

real truth is nothing but apathy fills our hearts. I’ve experienced this first hand. All it took was 

for two people to die for anyone to notice. The man who set his house on fire, and the girl who 

witnessed her mother take her last breaths. Even after this nobody really cared.  

 Mine is a story of survival. A story of abandonment. A story of a girl who witnessed her 

mother take her last breaths. A girl who couldn’t walk home from school. A ten-minute walk 

made to feel like hours, filled with contemplation and unrest. A mind divided, to run, or to stay. I 

should have ran. The snow beneath my feet, wind at my back, pushing me further and further 

from my struggles. Further and further from a place which was not my home, or my salvation, 
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but my prison. But it was cold outside and we couldn’t afford mittens. So to avoid cold fingers I 

stayed, this didn’t help much, my hands were still cold. I only spent time outside when I was 

forced to, and when I was forced to spend time outside it wasn’t really outside. It was in the 

garage, cold, but out of sight of the rest of the world. Out of sight out of mind, a mantra to my 

childhood.  

 The time I spent in that garage will be the time I relive over and over again for the rest of 

my life. Pinned down against the cold cement, knees bloody, arms bent behind my back, 

paralyzed. Used and abused. And yet all I would think about was my hands, frozen, probably 

turning blue. They were behind my back so I couldn’t see them, but I could feel them. One hand 

around both of my wrists pushed into the small of my back. So tight it could have cut off my 

circulation, but my heart was beating so fast it didn’t matter, nothing mattered. I could feel the 

seams on his palms pressed against my veins, they were rough like sandpaper, scratching me, I 

would have sworn he drew blood. The warmth of my own blood dripping down my arms, onto 

the cold floor. Every ounce of hope, of life, pooling onto the dirt below me. My life was no 

longer mine, my will to live fled with the blood that was still spilling from my veins. There was 

silence. The cars on the road and the children playing outside seemed to just vanished. Just me 

and him. Every breath, every crack, and every scream was amplified. They rang loud, like 

thousands of needles piercing my ears with every breath.  His nails slowly dug deeper and deeper 

into me right before it was over he was squeezing so tight he probably would have just been 

making a fist with his hands, and then he just let go. He was finished. I was stone. For minutes 

after I was still laying there on the frozen concrete. My face pressed against the dirt, motionless, 

not even one tear. My hands were still fixed to the small of my back. They were so cold, even 

when every other part of my body was sweating. He left. I was alone, in the cold, on the ground, 
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bloody and sore. “Maybe if I close my eyes I won’t have to open them again” At this moment 

my childhood was stripped from me. I would no longer fight for breath, I closed my eyes and 

prayed to die. 

Soon I learned to stop fighting, to go completely numb and allow my mind to wonder, my 

hands. I don’t know who told me to stop fighting, well actually I do, but let’s not think about 

that. I was daddy’s little girl and I would do anything to make him happy. To make him proud of 

me. This is what I was told was right. I gave him what he wanted so that he wouldn’t hurt me 

more than this. I could take it. I was strong. I could handle the cold hands, painful, but less than 

what I knew he was capable of. Burn scars and black eyes. A daily occurrence, something that 

over the years, I had grown accustomed to. The lit cigarette against the back of my palm 

somehow did not cure my frostbitten fingers. No matter how much I prayed for mittens my 

hands would never be warm enough.  

 I could have fought for my survival. I could have ran. Why didn’t I just run? What was I 

waiting for? No superman would ever come to save me. Nobody really cared about that 12 year 

old laying on the ground, abandoned, left for dead. Nobody cared then and now 4 years later they 

still don’t care. It’s in the past. None of that really matters anymore. I’m safe now, right? Get 

over it. Get over it. But my hands are still frostbitten, unable to feel warmth. Maybe it’s for the 

best, after all, there aren't enough mittens for everyone. 

 


