


SUMMER  
You should be making tea 
 
Hanna was a pretty girl with a pretty name. She liked to 
wear her hair tied in a ponytail. Her facial features 
were sculpted in detail and her eyes seemed like they 
could see deep into people’s souls. She had a certain 
air about her that made everyone willing to follow her 
forever. She had many admirers who always praised 
her poise and her grace. She was always used to 
praise, since she was little. Her looks were always a 
source of pride for her entire family.  
 
She very early started wondering about why everyone 
always praised her physique. Every bit of praise was 
about outward beauty. She knew she was more than a 
pretty face, but all those compliments felt like they 
were reducing her to an ornament. In the beginning 
she didn’t understand, but then, growing up in a 
conservative family in Western London, she started to 
understand how society was shaped, and what it meant 
to be beautiful.   
 
She decided very early that she would never be a 
trophy, she was meant for much more.  
 
It all started in the eighties when she was thirteen and 
playing outside in the garden with all her cousins. It 
was a bright summer afternoon. Everything around 
Hanna was so full of life and color. The entire family 
was at her parents’ house working hard to digest a 
very heavy lunch. They seemed to be discussing a very 
important matter.  
 



Meanwhile the children, for whom the hardness of the 
meat pie didn’t matter, always played football in a 
small garden outside the flat.  
 
Hanna remembers having so much fun kicking the ball 
around and beating all the boys. She was the best at 
football and children always seemed to praise her 
football skill rather than her beauty. This made her feel 
a very strong sense of belonging; she had more 
purpose and was more than a pretty face.   
 
One hour into the game, Hanna’s parents called her 
from the porch. She walked slowly. She took her time 
to let the colors in the garden sink in. She always did 
love their house garden, especially when it was full of 
life in summer. It was always filled with birds because 
Hanna loved to throw breadcrumbs around in the 
garden. She couldn’t help but notice something 
unusual walking back. On this day there were no birds 
flying anywhere near the garden.    
 
Hanna’s parents were standing together looking very 
stern. She wondered what was wrong. She knew 
instantly that something big was going to happen 
because her father was the first to break the silence:  
 
“We need to talk.” 
 
Every syllable filled Hanna with dread. She loved her 
parents and had a great relationship with them, but 
she could feel something big coming. She tried not to 
show that this entire situation was getting to her and 
failed at hiding her trembling voice:  
 



“Of course, is something wrong?” 
 
It was her Mother’s turn to break down the subject for 
her:  
 
“Honey, you are a woman now, it’s not normal for you 
to play in the dirt with boys.” 
 
Hanna was confused. What did being a woman have to 
do with playing football in the dirt? And what was not 
normal about it? Why is it a problem to play with boys? 
She always did it. No one seemed to mind before. Why 
is it coming up now?  
She didn’t speak and felt like her mother had just 
slapped her. She didn’t know why she felt this way. So 
many feelings were boiling inside her, so many 
thoughts were racing through her brain, but she still 
stayed silent.  
 
Her mother continued: 
 
“It’s about time you start always minding your 
appearance and start behaving more like a woman. 
You are a beautiful woman and we need to start 
preparing you for when you will be a mother yourself 
and take care of a family of your own. It’s very hard 
work you know, to be a good wife and a good mother. 
It needs a lot of practice and I can help you. Your 
father and I were talking with the rest of the family and 
we all think… well not all of us” she paused and 
launched a thunderous look at Hanna’s uncle James 
before picking up where she left off:  
 



“Well I was saying that we all think that we should start 
slowly, but there are many things that you can’t do 
anymore, like playing football in the dirt with boys. For 
example now, what if you help me prepare tea and 
biscuits for our guests instead?” 
 
Hanna was struggling with so many different emotions 
before but now it all got focused on anger. The rest of 
the family is it? What say did they have in her life? She 
didn’t want to prepare tea and biscuits she was happy 
playing.  
 
Her cousin Megan was two years younger than her but 
wasn’t called. She was still in the garden with the boys. 
Hanna again failed to hide her anger when she said: 
 
“I don’t understand. I don’t want to make tea and 
biscuits. I want to play. And why is it okay if Megan 
plays?” 
 
It was her father’s turn to speak, and he was calm and 
emotionless when he said:  
 
“She is still a girl, she is not a woman yet. Please go 
clean yourself up and help your mother.”  
 
Both her parents made way for her and pointed at the 
door. Hanna stayed rooted to her spot. Her mother 
asked as if nothing had just happened:  
 
“What’s wrong Hanna?”  
 
A voice in her head was telling her to say no. Just say 
no to the whole thing and go back and finish the 


