
Negative: Only my body matters
Positive: There are those who look for whats within

Great Gatsby Excerpt:
He smiled understandingly — much more than understandingly. It was
one of those rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that
you may come across four or five times in life. It faced — or seemed to
face — the whole external world for an instant, and then concentrated
on you with an irresistible prejudice in your favor. It understood you just
so far as you wanted to be understood, believed in you as you would like
to believe in yourself, and assured you that it had precisely the
impression of you that, at your best, you hoped to convey.

He smiled understandingly — much more than understandingly. It was
one of those rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that
you may come across four or five times in life. It faced — or seemed to
face — the whole external world for an instant, and then concentrated
on you with an irresistible prejudice in your favor. It understood you just
so far as you wanted to be understood, believed in you as you would like
to believe in yourself, and assured you that it had precisely the
impression of you that, at your best, you hoped to convey.

I Worried by Mary Oliver:
I worried a lot. Will the garden grow, will the rivers
�ow in the right direction, will the earth turn
as it was taught, and if not how shall
I correct it?
Was I right, was I wrong, will I be forgiven,
can I do better?



Will I ever be able to sing, even the sparrows
can do it and I am, well,
hopeless.
Is my eyesight fading or am I just imagining it,
am I going to get rheumatism,
lockjaw, dementia?
Finally, I saw that worrying had come to nothing.
And gave it up. And took my old body
and went out into the morning,
and sang.

I worried a lot. Will the garden grow, will the rivers
�ow in the right direction, will the earth turn
as it was taught, and if not how shall
I correct it?
Was I right, was I wrong, will I be forgiven,
can I do better?
Will I ever be able to sing, even the sparrows
can do it and I am, well,
hopeless.
Is my eyesight fading or am I just imagining it,
am I going to get rheumatism,
lockjaw, dementia?
Finally, I saw that worrying had come to nothing.
And gave it up. And took my old body
and went out into the morning,
and sang.

Freewrite Re�ection: �e most impactful moment for me was hearing the positive
feedback on my poem. It made me feel validated and heard in many ways.



Inaccurate thought: I do not feel like the beauty standard. I do not feel that I look how the women
on social media look which makes me see myself as ugly.

I Don’t Feel Beautiful Anymore (Poem 5)

I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I woke up this morning and thought,
I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I don’t know when it changed,
but, you did this,
you gave me this anymore.
Instead of strong and whole and beautiful
I feel weak and fractured and nothing
The opposite of beautiful isn’t ugly
It’s nothing
Beauty is a feeling you feel
It’s a perception you have about yourself
Something other people do or don’t have about you
Absence, of that place of feeling and perception
Is nothing
I feel nothing
I feel incapable of loving the fractured thing I’ve become
I look at me,
and I am too broken to register this sad thing in the mirror is light’s perception of me.
Because light is all that perceives me anymore,
and it has no opinion.
I’m left only with light’s perception
and my own nothingness
I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I feel nothing.
What I would give,
for just one day,
to even feel ugly.
Maybe then I stand a chance
at changing my perception.
Feelings change all the time, but, nothingness,
nothingness stays.
You can’t scoop out nothingness.



You can’t change it into something.
Only fill it with something more.
The problem is I had it almost filled before you showed up.
I was filling it with me and life and struggle.
Then you came and ate everything inside.
You curled yourself up there
for your own
warmth and comfort
Which was fine,
until you weren’t there anymore,
and I came out with even less.
I can’t find a way to fill the nothingness you left.
Like a jelly donut you sucked out the jelly filling and threw away the fried piece of nothing used
to transport it.
Now I can’t figure out how to fill myself up again.
I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I wish I felt ugly.
All I have left
Is nothing.

FINAL RESULT:

I don’t feel beautiful
I woke up, I don’t feel beautiful
I changed
Instead of strong,
I feel weak
The opposite of beautiful
Beauty is absence,
I feel incapable of loving me,
What I would give,
to feel warmth and comfort
All I have is nothing.



Accurate thought: I love certain things about myself that make me unique, I'm beautiful
regardless. There's beauty in uniqueness so although I don't look as these models do, I am still
beautiful.

I Don’t Feel Beautiful Anymore (Poem 5)

I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I woke up this morning and thought,
I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I don’t know when it changed,
but, you did this,
you gave me this anymore.
Instead of strong and whole and beautiful
I feel weak and fractured and nothing
The opposite of beautiful isn’t ugly
It’s nothing
Beauty is a feeling you feel
It’s a perception you have about yourself
Something other people do or don’t have about you
Absence, of that place of feeling and perception
Is nothing
I feel nothing
I feel incapable of loving the fractured thing I’ve become
I look at me,
and I am too broken to register this sad thing in the mirror is light’s perception of me.
Because light is all that perceives me anymore,
and it has no opinion.
I’m left only with light’s perception
and my own nothingness
I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I feel nothing.
What I would give,
for just one day,
to even feel ugly.
Maybe then I stand a chance
at changing my perception.
Feelings change all the time, but, nothingness,
nothingness stays.



You can’t scoop out nothingness.
You can’t change it into something.
Only fill it with something more.
The problem is I had it almost filled before you showed up.
I was filling it with me and life and struggle.
Then you came and ate everything inside.
You curled yourself up there
for your own
warmth and comfort.
Which was fine,
until you weren’t there anymore,
and I came out with even less.
I can’t find a way to fill the nothingness you left.
Like a jelly donut you sucked out the jelly filling and threw away the fried piece of nothing used
to transport it.
Now I can’t figure out how to fill myself up again.
I don’t feel beautiful anymore.
I wish I felt ugly.
All I have left
Is nothing.

FINAL RESULT:

I feel beautiful this morning
I don’t know when it changed, but,
Instead of ugly,
It’s beauty,
Now I can fill myself up again.
I feel beautiful.



Idea – Childhood Naivety Versus Adulthood Realizations 
 

This is the first and last page of the Novel Heartless by 
Marissa Meyer, which is one of three books I’ve ever read more 
than once. I used the first excerpt to create a poem about 
childhood, and the calm happiness one feels when they’re too 
young to understand much else. The second excerpt is more of a 
darker energy, where the poem is about sadness and 
understanding of the harsh realities of the world. This book really 
resonates with me as I’ve read it once during childhood and once 
during a dark period of my life, and each time I think I’ve shifted 
my perspective on the protagonist. I think I understand her 
character development more, now that I’ve gone through my 
own, except I have a new chapter written, one last page where 
I’m not as sad and depressed with my ending because a) I’m 
choosing my story to write rather than it be chosen for me and b) 
my story is still unfinished.  
  



 
 
THREE LUSCIOUS LEMON TARTS glistened up at Catherine. 

She reached her towel-wrapped hands into the oven, ignoring the 
heat that enveloped her arms and pressed against her cheeks, and 
lifted the tray from the hearth. The tarts' sunshine filling quivered, 
as if glad to be freed from the stone chamber. 

Cath held the tray with the same reverence one might 
reserve for the King's crown. She refused to take her eyes from the 
tarts as she padded across the kitchen floor until the tray's edge 
landed on the baker's table with a satisfying thump. The tarts 
trembled for a moment more before falling still, flawless and 
gleaming. 

Setting the towels aside, she picked through the curled, 
sugared lemon peels laid out on parchment and arranged them like 
rose blossoms on the tarts, settling each strip into the still-warm 
center. The aromas of sweet citrus and buttery, flaky crust curled 
beneath her nose. 

She stepped back to admire her work. 
The tarts had taken her all morning. Five hours of weighing 

the butter and sugar and flour, of mixing and kneading and rolling 
the dough, of whisking and simmering and straining the egg yolks 
and lemon juice until they were thick and creamy and the color of 
buttercups. She had glazed the crust and crimped the edges like a 
lace doily. She had boiled and candied the delicate strips of lemon 
peel and ground sugar crystals into a fine powder for garnish. Her 
fingers itched to dust the tart edges now, but she refrained. They 
had to cool first, or else the sugar would melt into unattractive 
puddles on the surface. 

These tarts encompassed everything she had learned from 
the tattered recipe books on the kitchen shelf. There was not a 
hurried moment nor a careless touch nor a lesser ingredient in 
those fluted pans. She had been meticulous at every step. She had 
baked her very heart into them. 

Her inspection lingered, her eyes scanning every inch, every 
roll of the crust, every shining surface. 

Finally, she allowed herself a smile. 



Before her sat three perfect lemon tarts, and everyone in 
Hearts-from the dodo birds to the King himself--would have to 
recognize that she was the best baker in the kingdom. Even her 
own mother would be forced to admit that it was so. 

Her anxiety released, she bounced on her toes and 
squealed into her clasped hands. 

"You are my crowning joy,"' she proclaimed, spreading her 
arms wide over the tarts, as if bestowing a knighthood upon them. 
"Now I bid you to go into the world with your lemony 
scrumptiousness and bring forth smiles from every mouth you 
grace with your presence." 

"Speaking to the food again, Lady Catherine?" 
"Ah-ah, not just any food, Cheshire." She lifted a finger 

without glancing back. "Might I introduce to you the most 
wondrous lemon tarts ever to be baked within the great Kingdom 
of Hearts!" 
  



“We have reached a verdict, Your Majesty" It was a toad 
who spoke, standing up with a slate in his webbed fingers. On it he 
had drawn a picture of Peter Peter standing on top of an enormous 
pumpkin and grinning. "We the jury find Peter Peter not guilty!" 

The cheer was deafening. All around her, the people of 
Hearts embraced one another; hollered ecstatically. Even the King 
giggled with relief. 

The Kingdom of Hearts had never seen such a ghastly trial, 
and everyone was thrilled that it was over. The man was not guilty. 
They could all go on with their silly, pointless lives. 

Except Catherine. From the corner of her eyes she saw 
Raven puff his feathers. 

She snatched the gavel from her husband. "SILENCE!" she 
screamed, pounding on the railing so hard a crack formed in the 
polished wood. 

The ballyhoo stopped. 
A courtroom of faces turned to gape at their Queen. Her 

reddened face, her livid eyes. A turtle ducked into his shell. An 
opossum rolled into a ball. An ostrich tried, but failed, to bury its 
head in the polished quartz floor. 

"I reject the jury's verdict," she seethed. "As the Queen of 
Hearts, I declare this man guilty. Guilty of murder. Guilty of thievery 
and kidnapping and all the rest, and for his sentence--I call for his 
head. To be carried out immediately!" 

Her words echoed through the courtroom, casting a cloud 
over the stricken faces. No one dared to breathe. 

Catherine had eyes only for Sir Peter, whose face was 
furious beneath streaks of dirt, whose teeth were bared. 

The numbness began to settle over her again. 
"You deserve no mercy," she said. 
Peter spat again. "I want nothin' from you" 
"B b but, darling" said the King. Soft, patient, terrified. His 

finger brushed against her arm, but she ripped it away. “We…. We 
have never. In Hearts, we don't... Why. sweetness, we don't even 
have an executioner." 

The corner of her mouth twitched. Her gaze shifted to 
Raven. “Yes, we do." 

Raven lifted his head. 



“You were the White Queen's executioner," she said, “and 
now you will be mine. Serve me dutifully and we shall both have 
our vengeance." 

He remained silent for a long while, still as a statue. Then he 
spread his wings and stepped off the rail. Like an ink splatter on 
stone he transformed into the hooded figure. His face cast in 
shadow, his gloved hands gripping the handle of the glinting ax. 
Now, in the light of the courtroom, Cath could see that his hooded 
cloak was made from raven feathers. 

The guards drew back, leaving Peter Peter alone in the 
center of the room. Though he held fast to his defiance, Cath could 
see him beginning to shake. 

Raven's shadow lengthened across the floor, dwarfing the 
murderer. He hefted the ax onto his shoulder. 

"For the murder of Jest, the court joker of Hearts, I sentence 
this man to death." She spoke without feeling, unburdened by love 
or dreams or the pain of a broken heart. It was a new day in Hearts, 
and she was the Queen. 

"Off with his head." 



Found Poem

Inaccurate Thought: I am not enough for anybody in my life
More Accurate Thought: I am enough for myself

He smiled understandingly—much more than understandingly. It was one of
those rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may
come across four or five times in life. It faced—or seemed to face—the whole
external world for an instant, and then concentrated on you with an irresistible
prejudice in your favor. It understood you just so far as you wanted to be
understood, believed in you as you would like to believe in yourself, and
assured you that it had precisely the impression of you that, at your best, you
hoped to convey. Precisely at that point it vanished—and I was looking at an
elegant young rough-neck, a year or two over thirty, whose elaborate formality
of speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he introduced himself
I’d got a strong impression that he was picking his words with care.

He smiled understandingly—much more than understandingly. It was one of
those rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may
come across four or five times in life. It faced—or seemed to face—the whole
external world for an instant, and then concentrated on you with an irresistible
prejudice in your favor. It understood you just so far as you wanted to be
understood, believed in you as you would like to believe in yourself, and
assured you that it had precisely the impression of you that, at your best, you
hoped to convey. Precisely at that point it vanished—and I was looking at an
elegant young rough-neck, a year or two over thirty, whose elaborate formality
of speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he introduced himself
I’d got a strong impression that he was picking his words with care.

Excerpt:
He smiled understandingly—much more than understandingly. It was one of
those rare smiles with a quality of eternal reassurance in it, that you may



come across four or five times in life. It faced—or seemed to face—the whole
external world for an instant, and then concentrated on you with an irresistible
prejudice in your favor. It understood you just so far as you wanted to be
understood, believed in you as you would like to believe in yourself, and
assured you that it had precisely the impression of you that, at your best, you
hoped to convey. Precisely at that point it vanished—and I was looking at an
elegant young rough-neck, a year or two over thirty, whose elaborate formality
of speech just missed being absurd. Some time before he introduced himself
I’d got a strong impression that he was picking his words with care.







Found Poem

Thought: I am not smart enough and I am lower value than the people around me.

Revised thought: I don't need to compare myself to others, and I am more than capable enough for myself
and to succeed in whatever I choose.

Negative thought

I worried a lot. Will the garden grow, will the rivers
flow in the right direction, will the earth turn
as it was taught, and if not how shall
I correct it?
Was I right, was I wrong, will I be forgiven,
can I do better?
Will I ever be able to sing, even the sparrows
can do it and I am, well,
hopeless.
Is my eyesight fading or am I just imagining it,
am I going to get rheumatism,
lockjaw, dementia?
Finally, I saw that worrying had come to nothing.
And gave it up. And took my old body
and went out into the morning,
and sang.



Revised
I worried a lot. Will the garden grow, will the rivers
flow in the right direction, will the earth turn
as it was taught, and if not how shall
I correct it?
Was I right, was I wrong, will I be forgiven,
can I do better?
Will I ever be able to sing, even the sparrows
can do it and I am, well,
hopeless.
Is my eyesight fading or am I just imagining it,
am I going to get rheumatism,
lockjaw, dementia?
Finally, I saw that worrying had come to nothing.
And gave it up. And took my old body
and went out into the morning,
and sang.

Joseph Grotts
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FOUND POEM:

Negative: For a long time, I saw

everything in life as something

negative. Getting out of bed often

felt like a chore and the sky was

often dark and cloudy in my eyes. I

never enjoyed the pleasantry of the

bright sun in the beautiful blue sky.

Excerpts from The Book Thief by Markus Zusak
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Positive: After lots of healing and

self-care I learned how to love and

appreciate both myself and the

good things around me. I learned

how to value the world around me.

I no longer dread looking up at the

seemingly cloudy sky because

now all I see are the beautiful

colors the world has to offer.



Negative thought: I am not enough in the eyes of others
Reframed thought: As long as I am content with myself, that is what truly matters

Underneath the water,
My flaws are clear and tough,
I am forever shrinking,
but never thin enough.

My reflection is distorted,
Or so they tell me so,
But they don't understand,
They don't see the things I know.

So its time to stop speaking out,
I'm too far gone to save,
I don't hear the words I need,
The answer that I crave.

And every day, so carefully,
The numbers slowly rise,
Despite the suffering I do,
They tell me only lies.
It makes no difference what I do,

Underneath the water,
My flaws are clear and tough,
I am forever shrinking,
but never thin enough.

My reflection is distorted,
Or so they tell me so,
But they don't understand,
They don't see the things I know.

So its time to stop speaking out,
I'm too far gone to save,
I don't hear the words I need,
The answer that I crave.

And every day, so carefully,
The numbers slowly rise,
Despite the suffering I do,



They tell me only lies.
It makes no difference what I do,

Joseph Grotts



Negative: I recognize my worries more than my accomplishments
Positive: What I can do is enough for me

Shouldn't Worry So
James Whitcomb Riley

O heart of mine, we shouldn't

Worry so!

What we've missed of calm,

We couldn't have you know!

What we've met of stormy pain,

And of sorrow's driving rain,

We can better meet again,

If it blow!

For we know, not every morrow can be sad;

So, forgetting all the sorrow

We have had,

Let us fold away our fears,

And put by our childish tears,

And through all the coming years,

Just be glad.

Positive One

O heart of mine, we shouldn't

Worry so!

What we've missed of calm,

We couldn't have you know!

What we've met of stormy pain,

And of sorrow's driving rain,

We can better meet again,

If it blow!

For we know, not every morrow can be sad;



So, forgetting all the sorrow

We have had,

Let us fold away our fears,

And put by our childish tears,

And through all the coming years,

Just be glad.

Joseph Grotts



Something I used to believe was true was, being polite is
better than being comfortable.

Sea-Fever
BY JOHN MASEFIELD

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking,

And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted knife;

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/john-masefield


And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.

Continue on next page



But now I believe in making sure I am ok with something even if I
have to say no, I prioratice my mental wellness before anything
else.

Sea-Fever
BY JOHN MASEFIELD

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking,

And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/john-masefield


I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted knife;

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.


