
Jb..ANtvJAR.lb.. Z. !:>UR. TNb..66. Champlin Park High School 

The Champlin Par~ High School Humanities students visit the Minneapolis Institute of Arts to view works from the time periods 
we have been studying. Some students _have ~nly experienced art through the color plates in books, slides, videos, and posters. 
Small groups spend about an hour touring with the MIA docents, who share fascinating bits of art history and who encourage the 
s~udents t~ talk abo_ut t~e s_elected art works. Each student then has about an hour to go back and write about one piece that he or she 
fin~s p_articularly zntri$~zng. Four types of rat~er generic_p~ompt questions guide their observations to help them create an art 
review._ factually describing_ the art work; analy~zng the arti_stic design and media techniques used; summarizing and interpreting 
the topic or s_tory suggested zn the _art war~; and finally, forming an educated judgment. Students share their papers with classmates 
and ~aY_ write poem;: ~ased on t~is experience. [For examples of poems written based on this activity, see "Turning a Required Art 
Review znto a Poem in the Spring 2001 Minnesota English Journal.] 

\ VLl!Th-PLUfv1h-6 e, Y .Ub.Nl2.I tv1A Tl66b. 
E>R.IANNA C!Jlb..6. Champlin Park High School, grade 11 

Henri Matisse's White Plumes is a portrait of a 
woman. The woman is wearing light-colored clothing 
and an elaborate, light colored hat. The woman's facial 
features a~e distinct -- thin eyebrows, large, dark eyes, 
a long, thm nose, and "cupid's bow" lips. She looks 
somewhat like a mix of Anjelica Huston and Demi 
~oore. The woman doesn't have a particular expres
s10n on her face. The rosy color of the woman's skin is 
realistic. The colors used in the piece contrast - the 
woman's rosy skin and ivory colored clothing contrasts 
with her dark hair and the bold, crimson background. 
The use of color in the woman's skin and clothes, the 
feathery hat, and curved lines in the portrait give it a 
soft look. The textures in the painting are simulated, as 
demonstrated by the feathery trim on the woman's hat. 
The shapes in the portrait are soft-edged and 
biomorphic. The painting is oil on canvas. 

The face of the woman seems to be one area of em
phasis in the portrait. The facial features are shaded 
very nicely, which makes the features stand out and 
look realistic. The face is also framed by black and white 
teardrop-shaped objects, coming down off the hat. The 
hat ~s g;eatly e~phasized as well, demonstrated by 
Matisses techmque of simulating the texture of the 
feathers by using greys, whites, and beiges, as well as 
curved strokes on the trim. Matisse creates creases in 
the robe-like dress of the woman by using thick strokes 
for ~hading. The composition of the portrait is mainly 
vertical and the piece is quiet and bold at the same time 
-- the woman with her ivory dress and expressionless 
face is serene, but her hat and the contrast of colors are 
very dramatic. 

The feeling of the piece, as touched on above, is a 
contrast of emotions. The woman is calm and peace
ful, but the extravagant hat and bold color make the 
piece dramatic as well. The title, White Plumes, refers to 
t~e feathers on t~e hat, which supports the interpreta
tion of a dramatic feel. The title also has a hint of mys-

tery, because it doesn't tell who the woman is -- it fo
cuses on her hat. White Plumes was created in 1919 in 
France. Matisse was part of the Fauvism period of art. 
The Fauvist style consisted of violent distortion, bril
liant, bold, and outrageous coloring (as demonstrated 
in White Plumes), flowing images, two-dimensional sur
faces, and flat color areas. Matisse painted pictures with 
a goal in mind: to "unravel the tensions of modern ex
istence" (Sporre 537). Matisse painted with bold 
strokes, and color and line were "indivisible devices" 
(538) to him. Matisse was a "major force in twentieth
cei:it~ry art" (Cunningham 359) and was the "leading 
spmt of the fauves" (359). This piece was painted 
maybe to have an escape of the mind from the gloom 
of the war, as it was painted around the time of World 
War I. Matisse might also have painted this to contrast 
with the style of the Expressionists at the time, whose 
works were melancholy and foreboding. 

I really do like this piece. While in the room at the 
Minneapolis Institute of Arts, I was supposed to be 
looking at other Fauvist pieces of art, full of bright col
ors, but my eye was drawn toward this one. I love the 
contrasting colors and the detail, especially of the hat. 
The painting has a dreamy, pensive quality to it, and I 
like the mysterious quality to it that makes you won
der who the woman is. This portrait is something I 
would hang on my wall. This painting may not have 
been as successful as some of Matisse's other works 
which use more color, but Matisse demonstrates skill 
in the painting of texture, lines, shading, and expres
sion. This is an important work of art because it is clas
sified into a style that is very free and unique for the 
time it was painted. 

Works Cited 
Cunningham, Lawrence. Culture and Values: A Survey of the Western 
Humanities, Vol II. 

Sporre, Dennis J. The Creative Impulse. 
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fQAfvk:. E, Y c.LJuc~ CLO 6b.= PLlOTOR.~ALl6tv1 AND CONC~PTUALl6tv1 
ROE> YN 6 TARR.. Champlin Park High School, grade 11 

The subject of this painting is the face of a man. 
It's painted completely in different shades of gray. The 
colors are not true to life, but rather to a black and 
white photograph. The lines of the painting are very 
realistic. They range from very thick, like those of his 
glasses, to very tiny and thin, like those of the count
less hairs on the face, neck and head. Like the human 
face, not a single line is perfectly straight. Light and 
shadowing play a big role in conveying the illusion of 
space. It actually makes his nose look three-dimen
sional. The materials Close used to paint this piece 
were acrylic on canvas. The paint is airbrushed onto 
the canvas, and the grid technique is used to help Close 
know exactly where to paint. This technique was 
needed to transform the picture from photographed 
sized to very large. 

Reality is the most important factor in this piece. 
Attention is paid to every last detail. It has a vertical 
composition, which is quiet and static. "Frank" seems 
to be standing very still across from the viewer, and 
staring back at whomever is staring at him. The eyes 
are both solidly focused in the center, and there is no 
action taking place in the picture. The face in the piece 
is very realistic. Nothing is perfectly symmetrical, due 
to the fact that no real human face is perfectly sym
metrical. Close makes sure that even the slightest im
perfections of the human body were conveyed on the 
canvas, in such things as hair, flesh, and clothing. 

Close specifically designed the piece so that it 
would cause the viewer's eye to wander from one part 
of the painting to another. He does this through the 
careful detail that can be found everywhere on the 
canvas. Balance is emphasized through the use of light 
and shading. Human features are repeated in the hair 
and the pores on the skin. Many shadows cross the 
face, and reflections can be seen in the glasses. The 
patterns are regular and evenly dispersed. One could 
say that they are "perfectly imperfect." That is, they 
were made imperfect in order to reflect the image of a 
human face perfectly. 

There is a sort of relaxed seriousness that can be 
seen in the face. A sense of calm and confidence can 
be detected in the eyes that seem to be watching ev
erything that's going on in the room. The expression 
on the face is a bit arrogant, as though "Frank" knows 
that everyone is watching him, and that he is some
thing very interesting to look at. Elements play a huge 

role in the level of reality in the piece. Light and 
shadow, along with the fixed stare in the eyes con
vey the mood of the piece. The title of this piece is 
"Frank." This title, along with the painting itself, is 
focused on reality. It does not leave much room for 
interpretation of meaning. It lets the viewer know 
the artist wants to make the impression that there 
really is no hidden secret or mystery in the meaning 
of the work. The artist is Chuck Close, and this piece 
was collected by the John R. Van Derlip fund. Close 
is an American, and evidence of the revolutionary 
social movement taking place in the country during 
this time, can be seen in the painting. Examples of 
this are long, curly hair, an unshaven face, casual 
clothing, and the skyline reflected in the glasses. 
These things all represent a need to get away from 
conformity and getting back to reality (conformity 
as in conforming to past art periods and styles). 
"Frank" is a perfect example of 1960' s photorealism. 
"[Photorealism] plays in shaping our understanding 
of reality, and suggests obliquely that contemporary 
life is often centered more around manufactured than 
natural objects" (Sporre 600). The name of the move
ment itself shows that artwork of this time is cen
tered around the reflection of reality in everyday life. 
This is the general theme of the painting. The viewer 
can see the 1960' s fashion and culture. Urban culture 
is literally "reflected" in "Frank's" eyes. There is defi
nitely a laid-back, "do your own thing" attitude. This 
piece was created not only to make a social statement, 
but also to impress the viewer. It seems as though 
Close was challenging himself to see how real he 
could make the painting look. 

Personally, I love this piece. It looks so real that 
it's almost impossible for me to stop staring at it. It's 
three-dimensional type quality draws me in, and the 
details keep me there. It is not hard to tell that this 
painting is very successful. It is fun to watch people 
who walk by it, because they all have the same reac
tion to it. They just want to stare at it. Close accom
plished exactly what he was trying to do, and this is 
what makes him successful. It is so skillfully done 
that there is no question to his true artistic ability. I 
believe this piece is an important work of art. It is an 
example of human capability and it also makes some
what of a hidden social statement. 

Works Cited 

Sporre, Dennis J. The Creative Impulse. 
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12.b.J'.Jb._b._ Q.0 661. John Marshall HS, grade 11 

1:18 and I can't sleep 
Insomniac that should be beat 
Night reflects my eyes like day 
Midnight leaves fall where they may 

1:25 a statuette 
Of Mary glows on paper wet 
Rain on snow on windowsill 
Black on black on deep and shrill 

1:27 a waking dream 
7's lucky number scheme 
Shadows dull and pages gleam 
Reality just split a seam 

1:29 ajackelope 
Lost one glass eye and all its hope 
Ceramic scottie lying dead 
On its side without a head 

1:30 time is slowing down 
Mental loop flies 'round and 'round 
So fast my hands can't reach the ground 
So slow I lose the scratch of sound 

1:31 my mind is blank 
My chest's a home for arrow's shank 
The silver splatters on my wall 
Take on life and start to crawl 

Poetry 

1:31 and all is calm 
Except my mind with endless qualms 
Time meaning nothing more to me 
Than neverending vagaries 

1:31 I look around 
The furnace sighs the headache pounds 
Medieval sorcery in my head 
Spews forth these words of floating lead 

1:31 dust settles near 
On my head, on the mirror 
Caffeine sparkles in my eyes 
Is it that time stops or flies 

1:31 I'm falling down 
Swirling dizzy on the ground 
What does it mean, this inner gloom 
What does it mean, a life like Dune? 

1:31 and parallel 
So many authors, who can tell 
Which ones have it right or wrong 
Cacophony of fitting songs 

1:31 birds in my ear 
Morning suddenly so near 
Timeless night's been too much fun 
Sunrise. 7:31 
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Personal Narrative 

f6.PA. 
~b._'1" AN E:>ANIC~. North High School, grade 11 

As I sat there reading the last test question on 
the test, I couldn't help but smile. Every week we 
had a test and every week one of the last questions 
was, "What are the letters after my name and what 
do they mean?" Of course, after two years, I knew 
the answer immediately. I quickly scribbled the 
answer, finished the last questions and quietly 
tread up to the front of the room. When I got there, 
I placed my paper on the small stack of completed 
exams then grabbed a piece of candy from the blue 
pail sitting on a stool. These treats seemed to have 
become another weekly tradition. 

Sister Joyce was my religion teacher for the 
majority of my middle school years. Her hair was 
silvery white with streaks of dark gray, the loss 
of pigment at an early age an idiosyncrasy inher
ited from her mother. This I know because, while 
teaching us that we had many things to be thank
ful to our parents for, she jokingly used this as an 
example. Beneath that hair was a face lined with 
shallow creases that formed a maze of elaborate 
intricacy. Eyes sparkled bright beneath her eye
brow, the kind of sparkle that in a youth would 
be called mischievous, but at this wise age was 
considered simply excited and full of life. 

Looking back, I can see these details clearly, 
but when in her presence, her personality was the 
particularly notable thing about her. Sister Joyce 
was a very outspoken and loud person. If she 
had an opinion, you would usually hear it. How
ever, she was an extremely caring person, very 
dedicated to teaching her students and to God. 
Genuine concern and interest was always obvi
ous when talking to her. 

Third hour every day, I hurried to Room Five 
with a feeling of excitement. There was a rush of 
anticipation upon entering, wondering what was 
going to happen in her class that day. Lessons 
often include lectures like I had never had before 
and I haven't had since. Everything she said was 
told with so much vivacity and enthusiasm, you 
couldn't help but enjoy the show. You could see 

the eagerness and anticipation on her face; she 
was so excited to teach us everything she knew. 
It was really an extravagant scene, with stories 
from real life, student demonstrations and pic
tures on the board. If we were lucky, we would 
get to have our lesson on the carpet, a small sec
tion of blue rug at one side of the room with many 
brilliantly colored pillows, all of different sizes, 
and tons of adorable stuffed animals. Once in a 
while, her two small dogs, Princess and Chi-Chi, 
would come to visit us. Even though we had a 
lot of fun in her classroom, we always learned 
even more. She had a way of being tough on 
you while still letting you enjoy yourself. 

When, near the end of seventh grade, Sister 
Joyce quietly and solemnly announced that she 
would not be coming back to teach us next year 
because she was retiring, I was stunned. Her exu
berance had become a constant in my daily life 
and I had been looking forward to spending an
other year in her class. Her leaving meant I 
wouldn't get to experience all of the fun things 
that her eighth grade class was famous for, such 
as a mime of the stations of the cross, going on 
our eighth grade retreat or volunteering at Shar
ing and Caring Hands Homeless Shelter. I didn't 
know what I would do without this woman who 
I had unknowingly become so attached to and 
who I truly respected. In the two years she taught 
me, I learned more from her than I have from 
any other teacher. She has helped to shape the 
morals and beliefs I still cherish today. 

The next year she was replaced with a new 
teacher and I only saw her once after that. 
Though I won't be tested on them ever again, I 
have saved every notebook and handout she 
gave to me. Even as those middle school years 
fade, her memory remains bright in my mind and 
her lessons will always be in my heart. I will 
never forget Sister Joyce Miller, F.S.P.A., a 
Franciscan Sister of Perpetual Adoration. 
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~R-6. AR T.lJUR 6 TON6-
Personal Narrative 

6Atv1ANT-LlA \/ALb._6ANO, Annunciation School, grade 7 

There was this old lady I knew. You would have 
known her as Mrs. Arthur Stone. But I have always 
known her as Grandma. Mrs. Arthur Stone/Grandma, 
or whatever you want to call her, isn't here anymore. 
She's dead, dead as a doornail. If you wanted to put it 
gently, you could say that she had pa_ssed aw_at But 
she didn't leave gently, for she committed suzczde. 

Mrs. Arthur Stone seemed to have a good life. I 
really wouldn't know though. I was only a child after 
all. No one tells you everything when you're a kid. 
She took away her own life when I was eleven years 
old. As far as I can remember, she always seemed to 
be happy when I was with her. Smiling all the time, 
happy with the entire blue green world (except for the 
person who was on the television co~m_ercia_l for I 
Can't Believe It's Not Butter! She never did hke him). If 
she hadn't died, I would be able to see her smile again. 

Grandma always wore ugly pastel pants. As far 
as I knew they came in three different colors, pink, 
turquoise, and brown. Years ago I snuck into her room 
and was looking through her dresser to see if she had 
any different prettier pants. Low and behold, can you 
imagine what I found in the top drawer? Socks! Yes, 
that's right, socks! Anyhow, in the bottom drawer I 
found something that scared me beyond anything I 
had ever seen on television (though that's not saying 
much since the only thing I ever watched was Sesame 
Street). I had found a whole drawer full of ... pink, tur
quoise, and brown pastel silk old lady ... shorts! I stood 
there, my mind in a frozen state of shock. I had never 
seen my grandma wear shorts! And here was proof 
that she did, a whole drawer full of them! If she hadn't 
killed herself, I might have seen her in those shorts. 

The one thing that made my Grandma very 
strange was that she was a terrible cook! Somehow 
she always managed to burn toast and make runny 
eggs every time I was there. Have you ever had a 
scrambled egg sandwich where the eggs are wet and 
soggy? Where if you tilt the sandwich on its side, liq
uid from the eggs run down your arm to your elbow 
where it spills out onto the floor? Where the toast is 
so crisp it snaps in half when you take a single bite? 
Where the eggs taste bitter from the burnt toast, and 
the toast tastes like ... burnt toast? I have, and let me 
tell you, it doesn't taste good. If she hadn't gone away, 
I might be gagging on one of her crispy black sugar 
cookies right now. 

My grandma always gave me an extra special 
present on Christmas. Last year around Christmas 

time we were sitting down to a plate of undercooked 
spaghetti and overcooked broccoli. After I !inished 
my spaghetti, my grandma served me some hme Jell
o for desert. While I was sucking the Jell-0 through 
my teeth and pushing it back out again onto my fork, 
Grandma Stone asked me the most exciting question 
to a child my age. "So? What do you want for Christ
mas?" 

I swallowed my Jell-0 and wiped the smile off 
my face with my napkin as I said quietly, "I want you 
to stop smoking." 

She had just lit a cigarette and was raising it to her 
mouth when I had answered her question. Her danc
ing eyes suddenly turned solemn as she whispered, 
"So do I, dear. So do I." With a shaking hand she 
slowly put the cigarette to her trembling lips. I couldn't 
watch so I looked away with tears in my eyes. 

That was the last day I saw her alive. When my 
mom came to pick me up, I gave Grandma Stone a 
warm embrace and told her how much I loved her. 
She squeezed me harder and whispered gently into 
my ear, 'Tm so sorry." When she loosened her hug, I 
looked into her misty eyes and felt as though I had 
learned something that I had not known about her 
before. Words cannot describe how sad I felt looking 
into her eyes. They looked lively most of the time. 
This time they seemed to be black holes, going on and 
on forever in their twirling mists of despair. 

It was painful when I learned of her death, but not 
surprising. I knew she was going to die soon. Every
one knew it, even she did. If she loved me as much as 
she said she did, she wouldn't kill herself. I'm not 
sure if she understood how much it hurt me some
times to see her, dying. Knowing it was coming to an 
end, but there being nothing for me to do. I don't know 
how she felt; we never really talked about it. We both 
pretended that she didn't smoke, that she wasn't com
mitting suicide. 

I try to forget about the pain that it caused me. 
How betrayed I felt. I thought she loved me, didn't 
want to ever leave me. Maybe I was wrong, or maybe 
I was right. Perhaps she hated smoking, wanted to 
quit. Perhaps secretly in her heart she was crushed 
every day. Wishing for me to be able to forgive her for 
what she was doing to me. Perhaps she cared and tried 
really hard to cut back, but couldn't. Perhaps every 
time she lit a cigarette and put it to her caressing lips, 
she cried. I wouldn't know, though. For she commit
ted suicide. 
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Personal Narrative 

you DON'T .LJA\/6-TO E,b._ PR-6-TTY 

C.l.JR.16 TY tv1b._LIC.l.J. Apple Valley High School, grade 11 

The school bell, which was always a bit louder 
than it needed to be, clanged and echoed through 
the empty hallways. For everyone at Nicollet Jun
ior High, this signified the end of first period. For 
Sara and me however, it signified the end of yet 
another grueling gym class. 

Sara Turner was and is my absolute best 
friend. Even thought I'd only known her for a 
few months, I felt as if I could talk to her about 
anything. She has an overflowing source of op
timism, and she always knows the right thing to 
say. Sara's bright smile constantly radiates over 
her pale complexion, and her inquisitive eyes 
seem to sparkle in a mischievous way. 

"Will somebody please remind me why gym 
is a required class?" Sara asked sarcastically, as 
she pushed a piece of her auburn hair away from 
her face. I looked over at her and giggled, but 
didn't give a direct answer. By this time, our gym 
class was slowly making its way toward the 
locker rooms. We must have looked somewhat 
like a herd of sheep, the way we tottered along 
in one big blob, moving mechanically from one 
area to the other. As soon as we got to the locker 
room though, we completely lost the sheep men
tality. We were now scurrying around in differ
ent directions changing, primping, and generally 
trying to make ourselves look somewhat present
able. 

I looked up from the bench that I was seated 
on and noticed Sara, on the other side of the room, 
positioned in front of our locker room's only full
length mirror. Quickly, I ran my fingers through 
my hair and decided that I looked decent enou_gh, 
considering that twenty minutes ago I was spnnt
ing across the gym. 

"So, are we ready to go, Miss Queen of 
Sheba?" I asked Sara, her green eyes still glued 
to the mirror. 

TO E,b._ E,6-AUTlfUL 

"In a minute," she muttered. 
11 All right, but don't take too long," I smiled 

and gave her a sideways glance, "because Mr. 
Maronde and his exciting world of science are 
waiting for us." Sara looked over at me for a sec
ond and we both burst out laughing. Then, as if 
in a trance, her eyes were drawn back to the mir
ror. She was studying every detail of her reflec
tion intensely. Sara turned many times to get dif
ferent angles as she scanned every inch of her 
body. No matter how many times she looked 
though, her response was always the same. She 
would just sigh and frown and crinkle her eye
brows. Eventually she walked away from the 
mirror, but you could tell that she still wasn't sat
isfied. 

As we headed through the halls, I asked Sara 
if everything was okay. At first she didn't an
swer. She just kept walking with her head facing 
forward as if she hadn't heard a word I'd said. 
Then suddenly she stopped in the middle of the 
hall. She turned to face me, and for a few sec
onds we just stood there staring at each other. 
Sara opened her mouth as if she were going t~ 
say something, but then sighed and closed 1t 
again. There was a glazed over look in her eyes. 
You could tell she was deep in thought, and 
choosing her words very carefully. 

"Christy," she said slowly, "you're my best 
friend, and I think it's time I told you. I've been 
battling with bulimia for over a year now." 

I felt like I'd just been hit with a truckload of 
bricks. I had a thousand thoughts racing through 
my head, but somehow I was completely speech
less. What do you say to someone who has just 
confessed to having an eating disorder? Why 
hadn't I noticed this before? What was I sup
posed to do? Was there a way I could help her? 
My head was spinning. 
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"So, are we going to science or not?" I was 
jerked back into reality by Sara's calm voice. I 
couldn't believe it. She'd just told me her deep
est secret, and now she was acting like this was 
just another ordinary day. Science! That was the 
last thing on my mind. But I didn't really know 
what to say, so reluctantly I followed her to our 
science class. 

Weeks went on, and I still didn't know what 
to do. I wanted desperately to help her, but I'd 
never been in a situation like this before. I didn't 
even know where to begin. I felt so helpless, like 
I was wandering through an endless field, with 
no perception of where I was headed, and there 
was nobody in sight that could help guide me. 
Most of all, I was afraid of doing or saying any
thing that might make her worse. Because of this, 
I ended up not saying anything at all. 

Part of me thought her bulimia was just some
thing that she herself had to overcome, and the 
other part of me was simply in shock. It's funny 
how you can read about something in a maga
zine, or watch it on the news, but you never ac
tually picture it happening to you or anyone you 
know. I spent months ignoring the fact that my 
friend had a serious problem. Then one day, my 
world changed dramatically. 

I called Sara's house to ask about a math as
signment. Her brother answered the phone ca
sually, but his tone changed quickly when I asked 
to speak with Sara. 

"Uhhh ... she's not ... here right now," was the 
response that I was given. When I inquired about 
when she would be back, there was a long pause 
followed by muffled sounds. I could tell he was 
asking his mom, and she didn't sound too sure. 
When he came on the phone, he said in a brisk 
and almost annoyed voice, "I don't know, but not 
for a long time." 

I was somewhat puzzled by his answer, but I 
didn't think too much of it. I figured I would 
sort things out with Sara tomorrow at school. The 
only thing was, she wasn't at school the next day, 
or the day after that. A few days later I got a call 
from Sara. 

"Hi, Christy," she said in an expressionless 
voice. I was so excited to hear from her! I was 
dying to know where she was. Before I could 
say anything though, she answered my unspo
ken question. "I'm in the hospital." 

Boom! There was that "truckload of bricks" 
feeling again. I don't think I said more that a 
couple of sentences during our entire phone con
versation. It was mostly just her explaining to 
me what happened, and how she had ended up 
in the hospital. Apparently, it all began with the 
school nurse, who'd noticed a dramatic weight 
loss after a recent height and weight check-up. 
The nurse immediately called Sara's parents who 
confirmed that they'd had suspicions of an eat
ing disorder, but didn't know how to confront 
their daughter about it. After a conference be
tween the three of them, the decision was made 
that hospitalization was the only way Sara would 
be able to regain her health. I hung up the phone 
with shaking hands. What if I'd said something 
earlier? Could I have prevented her hospitaliza
tion? 

On the following Sunday, I went with Sara's 
mother to visit her at the hospital. I'll never for
get the feeling I got when I saw her there. She 
had just gotten back from some testing, so she 
was wearing a thin green hospital smock. With
out her usual baggy jeans and sweatshirt, she 
looked so bony and pale. Her arms hung limply 
like those of a fragile puppet, and she looked so 
worn out, as if it were an effort to walk, or even 
stand. What happened to the bright and ener
getic Sara that I used to know? I looked at the 
walking skeleton that stood before me. She's in 
there somewhere, I thought to myself, and even
tually she'll come out again. I know Sara. She 
can get through this. 

Three months later, my prediction proved it
self true. Sara had finally won her battle against 
bulimia. She was considered healthy enough to 
be released from the hospital, and her smile has 
never shone brighter. To this day she is still en
ergetic and full of life. 

After it was all over with, I asked Sara shy 
she did it. She immediately responded with, "I 
just wanted to be pretty, like all the celebrities." I 
went home that night and thought about Sara 
said. Then I realized that anyone can put on 
make-up and hair spray and be "pretty." But the 
people who can look at themselves in the mirror, 
smile confidently, and say, "I love myself for who 
I am," those are the people who have found true 
beauty. And according to my standards, Sara is 
one of the most beautiful people in the world. 
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