
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Without seeing your defects 

Author: Alanys Valentín  

 

Broken legs  

Broken arms. 

Broken pieces  

Of  your heart. 

  

Everybody looks at you, 

with different eyes. 

Everybody judges you, 

On the outside 

 

Burns or scars. 

Illnesses or diseases. 

Time that doesn’t go, 

Time that stays and hurts like sores. 

 

Everybody looks at you, 

with those broken eyes.  

Everybody expects less from you, 

and you just don’t know why. 

 

But, am I  

letting those eyes 

prove me wrong? 

No! 



 

My marks and my eyes, 

My color and my size, 

My illnesses and my defects 

These are the things, 

That make me different. 

 

I’m not going to let you down. 

I’m going to make you proud. 

You’re going to be among the crowd, 

and on this round, 

You will give me the crown. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Solo quisiera ser yo  

Ashnellie Gonzales Vargas 
 
 
 
Soy una muñeca 
intentando ser humana 
queriendo cumplir mis metas 
para poder ser amada. 
 
Todas las muñecas 
pretenden ser amada. 
Yo soy esa muñeca,  
que quiere ser humana,  
para sentir emociones, 
sentimientos y experimentar  
el amor real.  
 
Soy una triste muñeca,  
que no quiere ser desechada. 
Queriendo ser útil,  
para no ser botada. 


