
TIME FOR REFLECTION 

Mirror, mirror on the wall  
I used to wish I was blonde, tanned, skinny and tall,  

but I’m short, I need glasses,  
my hair’s not the best, 

I used to hate my reflection: 
each day was a test.  

I was told I needed bronzer, ‘more colour’, ‘some gloss’. 
I’d read magazines that would tell me: 

‘How to look like Kate Moss!’ 
I’d have to grow several inches and cut away half my thighs… 

and then I might have stood a chance  
in society’s eyes.  

But if I’m being quite honest, 
I find it unfair: 

there’s enough beauty for all,  
it should be equally shared -  

among all heights and all weights, 
every colour and race, 

for real beauty is more than your body and face.  
It’s the strangers you smile at 

each day when you walk, 
or the smart, kind, sweet things 
that you share when you talk. 

It’s the childlike wonder 
that you’ve kept though you age,  

and the story you tell  
as you write your next page.  

So, this one goes out 
to girls young and old  

who don’t feel pretty or feminine, 
courageous or bold: 

you are more than your looks 
and the clothes that you wear,  
every one of you is different, 
and each one of you is rare.  

Society, we’re ready, 
it’s our time, we’re right here, 

to rise against all your standards, 
we won’t show any fear!  

Every young girl out there  
has the right to ‘fit in’, 

no matter her size 
or what covers her skin.  

Our scars and stretch marks  
should not be something we hide, 

for we should wear our ‘tiger stripes’  
with strong womanly pride.  



We are pretty and feminine, 
courageous and bold, 
we have to believe it  

no matter what we are told.  
Articles all tell us ‘how to look good’ 

rather than building us up,  
as we are,  

like they should.  

A 'nondescript’ girl with words in her veins  
spills these words with a hope that society will change, 

for the sake of all people who don’t quite fit in 
to the small box that society says ‘beauty’ is in. 

So you know what, mirror mirror? 
I’m done looking to you. 
Some glass in a frame? 

You’re just judging the view! 
But I’m more than you see, 

more than bone, more than skin,  
for there’s something you can’t see: 

the beauty within. 

- Rachael Louise Smith. 


