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I AM BEAUTIFUL, I WAS
(Dedicated to the women at Mission Creek Corrections Center)

INSTRUCTIONS: The purpose of this writing activity is to explore both beauty and the way our life experiences can affect how we think about ourselves. Read the poem below, then fill in the blanks on the next page to create a poem of your own. 
I AM BEAUTIFUL, I WAS

by Vicki

I am beautiful. 

Once I was afraid to be beautiful.

My eyes are beautiful like lights that illuminate a garden at night.

Once I was afraid to see a shadow floating past my door. 

My hair is beautiful like a dancing halo.

My neck is beautiful like a marble statue.

My lips are beautiful like the kisses they offer.

Once I was afraid of sleep and cruel dreams. 
My heart is beautiful like a French pastry. 

Once I was afraid to feel life’s sweetness. 
I am beautiful. 

I was afraid to be beautiful.

I am beautiful. 

I was.

I AM BEAUTIFUL, I WAS  continued

INSTRUCTIONS: Use the words suggested in italics or choose your own words to communicate your thoughts as clearly and powerfully as you can. Feel free to add or remove words or lines to make this poem meaningful for YOU.
I AM BEAUTIFUL, I WAS
I am beautiful. 

Once I was afraid to be beautiful.

My eyes are beautiful like ________________________________________________________



                     (lights that illuminate a garden at night, ???)

Once I was afraid to see __________________________________________________________



                  (a shadow floating past my door, ???)
My ________ is/are beautiful like __________________________________________________

     (hair, ???)

                    (a dancing halo, ???)
My _______ is/are beautiful like ___________________________________________________

     (neck, ???)
                               (a marble statue, ???)
My _______ is/are beautiful like ___________________________________________________

     (lips, ???)
                             (the kisses they offer, ???)
Once I was afraid of _____________________________________________________________


              (sleep and cruel dreams,???)
My heart is beautiful like ________________________________________________________



                   (a French pastry, ???)

Once I was afraid to feel _________________________________________________________



                 (life’s sweetness, ???)
I am beautiful. 

I was afraid to be beautiful.

I am beautiful. 

I was.
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