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Smile

–verb (used without object) 
1. To assume a facial expression indicating pleasure, favour, or amusement     

    characterized by an upturning of the corners of the mouth. 

2. To regard with favour

3. To have a pleasant or agreeable appearance or aspect

“Smile and the whole world smiles with you”
But does it really? Does the entire population smile when a single individual smiles? And what is a smile anyway? Is a smile not deeper than what appears on the surface, does a smile not come from inside and gently caress the very depths of the eyes, of the heart? The truth is a smile can be used to hide a lot; pain, anguish, stress. It sometimes seems easier to face the world with a smile rather than to crumble under the pressure, crack under the strain. What on the outside appears to be a happy contented person, smiling to the world, may in fact be fighting a losing battle inside, fighting the overwhelming burden of stress and pressure threatening to come crashing down and reveal the inner devastation. The mask might just slip, revealing what I, Laura, actually feels, what’s hidden under the smile.
But it’s hard you know; it’s hard to reveal what’s actually inside, because showing it to the world means admitting it to yourself, physically acknowledging that there is a problem and that it needs to be addressed. But the cracks are beginning to appear, people can see that maybe I’m not coping as well as it appears, as well as I make out. “Laura is her own worst critic” (an extract from a recent report card) and this pressure slowly chips away, grinding and moulding my life to fit around it, until my whole life is centred around, my whole life becomes based on this overwhelming presence. But if I don’t who else will? I want to succeed, I need to succeed, and this burning desire to be perfect, to be recognised and commended for my achievements is slowly making me regret all of my aspirations to be a successful.

Everything I work for, everything I do has become centred around “will it look good on a CV?” My hobbies have become non existent; yes I go sailing, I go horse-riding, I go to Drama, but these aren’t hobbies. A hobby is something you enjoy, something to relieve the pressure; an escape. No, these activities these “hobbies” are to show I am a well rounded person, to demonstrate my ability to be able to cope with a heavy workload and still be able to participate in extra-curricular pastimes. Ironic really, when I come to think about it, these so called “stress alleviators” may actually be the things which are going to end up tipping me over the edge.  The things I used to enjoy have stopped; they held no value once I’d got the piece of paper or certificate to prove I achieved a certain grade or level.  I now fill this extra time up with work experience, studying or another image enhancing activity. 
Yet, despite this obvious resentment towards my future career path, I would be utterly lost without a focus. I “love to hate it” and it gives me a goal to achieve, to strive for, but I’ve come to the harsh  realisation that I’ve got myself stuck  in a rut. The thought of failing is inconceivable, of not leaving Forres Academy with at least five A’s at higher level, with a wealth of work experience, opportunities and experiences tucked neatly in alphabetical order in my smart leather “Filofax”.  Sometimes I sit at my desk, textbooks, formula sheet, data booklet all spread out in front of me and think to myself; “I’ve made a terrible mistake”, I question my motives; “What have I got myself in for” and picture the years at Vet School, sat at desk stacked high with piles of books, pouring over; “BSAVA Veterinary Manual” and “Mosby's Comprehensive Review for Veterinary Technicians”. If the pressure now is getting to me, how will I cope away from home, fending for myself?  At least here I don’t have to think about the mundane things in life such as cooking, washing, housework.  God knows how I would cope if I had all that to think about as well.
But then I remember; the little girl, who ten years ago saw a nice lady in a white coat make her guinea-pig better again. And it all comes flooding back; the sheer awe and admiration that filled me as I thought “This is what I want to do”. And I remember all of the relationships I’ve formed, the skills I’ve gained. The respect and sense of achievement that stay with me as I raise my first vein, or take my first blood sample. And it’s those times that I realise; that is what it’s all about. Yes, it’s difficult. Yes, it’s stressful. And yes, there are going to be times when I feel that I can’t do it, that it’s all too much. But the times when I can, when I learn something new, when someone looks at me and trusts me with their most valued and treasured companion; that’s when I know that it was worth it. 

So, as I stand; looking at myself in the full length mirror, dark circles around my eyes caused by the sheer exhaustion of sitting up for half the night writing this essay; I smile to myself. A real smile. Because I know I can do it, I know I can succeed, that all of my hard work and effort is going to pay off. That I’m going to get that envelope through my letterbox and see that I can make something of myself, that this is what I want to do, that I’m not losing what it is to be me, because this is me.  
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