Responses to The Ugly Duckling by Frank Cadogan Cooper

I would love to say that I look up to her, as someone I would love to be. But it’s not like that….I’m jealous. People call her pretty and beautiful, polite and funny. I’m the opposite. I’m known as the ugly sister – in my head anyway. Everyone comments on her eyes, apparently they are the perfect brown with a tint of red.
By Lucy Clarke, Barnwood Park Arts College

My cheeks are burning and my lips are sore. I need to take in a very deep breath to replace my shallow ones or I fear I might faint. He is barely looking up at me; paintbrush to canvas constantly. It makes me doubt the fact his is painting me and instead I begin to believe his is painting something else from memory.
Forget my worry of fainting because I think the stool is starting to wobble under me. I am almost losing my insanely innocent smile worrying about this stool. Stupid stool.
WAIT
His is watching me again so I know now he must be painting me. He drops his head again and I let go of my smile, allowing my body to gasp in its very-much-need oxygen. Now I won’t faint.
I see his brush dive into the murky water and I feel my lips curl downwards at the edges, desperately trying to stretch out the pain. The pain is horrible. 
It feels like someone is squeezing at my cheeks, forcing me to smile again. I obey this pain and curl my lips upwards again as his eyes trace mine. He is focused on me.
Jessica Hunter, Barnwood Park Arts College

The painting, said to be the ugly duckling;
Ironically named, the girl naturally smiles towards the artist, 
Her brown eyes twinkling, perfectly straight nose perfectly symmetrical to her oval face.

An intricately detailed painted rose in her hair, its golden brown strands,
Curled to perfection coiled and pinned by the delicate bloom.

Her waist, narrowed by the corset of the dress, is in line with the
Three roses blossoming by the small swell of her slender chest,
Her neck like the swan’s her name sake becomes.

A delicate fan in her slender fingers, pink like the lacy dress she wears,
a dull background, lillies and mud, does no justice to
the beauty of the so called ‘ugly duckling’.

Sad then, she’s nought but a façade, a fake.
Starved herself to fit a dress destined for the scrapyard.
Her hair falling out, only held by the blooms,
Her legs marked by harsh red lines, covered by the dress.

Weeks after the picture is taken she collapses on the floor.
Dead. She is found wearing the same dress, The Ugly Duckling.
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