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Karma Ford
Academy for Academics & Art Middle School
“The Brightest Day of My Life”
Artist Statement
This artwork/literature relates to the theme because it gives a hopeful statement that is actually from my very own life. Specifically, how my mother is about to get surgery. Yes, it scares me, but I just know that our future will be better.
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I woke up one morning and heard my mother screaming from her room. I printed across
the house faster than he fastest racehorse toever have been ecorded in humanhisory. My
eart had almst dropped ot what saw. saw my mom, hlding  sheet ofpaper, ying.I
stopped at herroom doo frame and spoke o her throughthe room.

“Mommy, what' going on? Are you hurt? Are you n pain,”  asked inasot and curious
tone.Like  small confused kite, squinted my eye o herface. Despit only being able to

seethecomers of her face, [ could el tht er expression was true.“Are you. smiling? |
thought you were hurt”

My mom looked inmy dircton and confrmed my thoughts Shehanded me the paperand
ugged tightly before whispering “not anymore._not anymare..”

Hooked at her withconfusion efore reading the papershe had just anded . Iopened it
Sy toread the conent nside and gsped an exatsecond ftr. What 1w was asim
piece ofpaper. But not Justany paper, utachck A ter siwly ran down my et chek,
hen another, and then anothr, And beore [ knew it washokding ontomy mothertightly
andrying s wel

1 can'beevethis,” [ shouted. “How, Where didyou getall of this money from, 1
asked my motherin an ecitd one

“Let’s ust say, tht momimy always makes t theough'”

smiled at my motheraftershe spoe. Her wordshe one, the alwayslving ook i her
ey, cverythin intha moment ust et . hopefu? Could thatbe 1 Was hisall st o
Tightof hope shining down spons? dd'c wan o questionthe moment any further,
thoughidid have something 0 cskmy mom.

“So does this mean that you ave enough money tobuy the supplie fr your
surgery, askd he at o fust pace

‘She amiledoncemore before riging me loser andsying, “Yes, sweetheart. We have
enough.”

I couldn't beleve ! This wasal o ivigorating. Tis was s excing This wasall o
opeful Hopefu tha my mother would soon returnt g anormal .




