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Pinguin

· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·

The day you departed

shattered my world,

my life no longer

revolved around yours.




You gave me purpose

every single day,

especially when I wanted

to just hide away.




You snuggled up on me

when I was sad;

you nestled into me

each night in bed.




I was your safety

and you were mine,

promising to always

protect your life.




I almost lost you

a year before;

I still can’t fathom how

I brought you back to me.




You were always my light

at the end of every tunnel,

my guiding star leading me

to my purpose.




Loving you has been

my greatest joy yet;

your soul will always be

one I won’t forget.




I carry you with me

etched into my skin,

and I will miss you endlessly

until I take my last breath.




“It’s just a dog”

some might say,

but you were my hero

in every single way.
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To all of the animals I have loved and cared for. You have always given me purpose.




To my soul dog, Pinguin; you saved me from myself and I will miss you deeply forever.
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To the women who were almost drowned by other women.




To the women burned by toxic men.




May no one ever underestimate you again.




Find the women who get you. Find the women who protect you.




Most importantly, find yourself.




♡
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May we all, one day, know freedom and love,

no longer battling the evil of the world.




· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·




We have been fighting for peace for so long,

I’m afraid I would’t recognize it if it ever arrived.




· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·




I am connected to the Universe through

all of the animals I have loved.




· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·




May the wonderland you create for yourself

be one you never want to escape from.
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Dear Reader,

 

I wanted this book to encapsulate everything I am—who I once was, the madness I journeyed through, and the power and magic I discovered within myself along the way.

 

I have loved stories and books since I was a little girl. I wanted to weave this poetic adventure into a story of childhood fables and nursery rhymes, reimagined for the middle-aged adults who may be journeying through a transformation as I have done recently.

 

I forgot about the magic that comes with being a child for a while. It’s a shame, really, that we are expected to “grow up” by a certain age. They took away our picture books, made us feel weird if we sleep with stuffed animals, tell us we’re crazy for believing in a fantasy. They may never stop telling us what to do while their capitalist world strips our magic away. And so, I am here to reclaim it; that is my mission.

 

While some of this adventure is inspired by my own life, it is also an insight into my mind—the social justice warrior, the heart three sizes too big, the empathy that boils over within me, and even the scars I once attempted to bury, now visible in my words; and a call for us all to remember we are not alone in this adventure called life.

 

As in Alice’s story, we are forced into a world of confusion where change is never-ending. But Alice also learned to embrace the quirks in life—the odd creatures she meets, the madness we all keep, and to keep on her journey no matter how strange it may be. And on the other side, we learn who we are truly meant to be…and we embrace it fully.

 

I hope you find your own meaning within these words. And I hope along the way, they may help you to heal, to hope, to laugh, to find joy, and to never stop dreaming or believing in magic. Never stop reaching for your own fairytale ending. And don’t forget to enjoy the strange and wondrous journey.




♡ Amanda
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The Dream Witch: Wickedly Ever After

· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·

Now I lay me

down to sleep,

my soul to rest,

so please don’t weep.




I battled demons

and almost drowned.

What I had lost

could not be found.




I walked galaxies,

I fought the dragons—

those I could see, and

those hidden in shadows.




Fueled by fire

inside my soul,

my light almost out,

no longer feel whole.




Going to bed each night

manifesting a dream land

that I could fall into,

not to awaken again.




A peaceful slumber—

all I craved,

not this hustle,

this weight,

the burdens,

the graves.




Just like Alice,

I kept awakening

knowing that the magic exists

in another place,

on another plane.




Finding my escape—

getting lost in a book,

turning pages too fast

to get to the good.




I want to read the ending,

I want to know the answers.

I don’t want the hardship,

the fighting,

the distance.




I just wanted the

happy ever after.




Instead, I found

the haunted woods,

the bears in houses

I sought for food.




I met the wolves

who bore their teeth,

waiting for their time to strike—

to take the meat.




I saw them blow

the houses down—

those made of straw,

not rock or stone.




I saw them laugh

as the piggies scattered—

as they screamed, and bled,

as their lives shattered.




And the wolves

built castles—

such powerful structures,

while they threw

the piggies morsels,

with no paid lunches. 




I walked the road—

made of yellow brick.

I danced with lions,

with tigers,

with bears…

I allowed them to

guide me

into their lairs.




I begged to see

behind the curtain;

I pleaded,

I wished,

I hoped,

and I screamed.




I cursed the man

inside the moon—

his face a reminder

of a long ago youth.




A little girl

grown up too soon.




I searched for the witches

inside the forests—

offered to lure the children,

so they could teach

while I learn.




I basked under the moon—

I never felt freer.

I steered myself

toward fun…

and danger.




I made deals with the devil,

and met the underworld

goddess—

she had it all,

the beauty, the grace—

she was my karma.




I convinced the emperor

he had on fancy robes;

pulled him into my spell,

only to leave him, unclothed.




I fought alongside

Robin in his hood—

taking from the rich

to give to the poor. 




I fed the starving children,

while I cursed evil men.

I saved all the creatures,

while I hurt some close friends.




I thought those old bruises

of that long-ago girl

meant she deserved

a payback—of sorts.




I turned into the villain

staring into the mirror—

on the wall—in my tower;

believing I deserved

to hold all the power.




I weaved my web,

I lured in my victims;

I scattered my hurt

like it was seasoning.




I understood villains—

in the light—

in the dark.

I began to appreciate

their macabre art.




I hooded myself

in a silky, red robe.

I searched for my

granny

in the stars,

in the woods.




And when I needed

to find my way home,

she would protect me

from the monsters;

she would never

leave me alone.




I nuzzled up into

Papa Bear’s lap,

asked him for

just one

more

story

before I take my nap.




Just one more chance

to watch them laugh

to watch them dance.




I begged to them—

please, bring me home.

Don’t leave me here,

I can’t do this alone.




I watched the princess

grow up too soon,

I watched the evil

lock her in her room.




In her mind

she dreamed up

a place

where dogs play

in rainbows,

where little girls’

daddies are safe.




Where kids don’t

have to 

grow up too soon;

where you can 

always 

wish on the moon.




Where genies are

brought

right out of

a lamp.




Where magic is real. 




Where fireflies dance.




Where every miracle

comes from my hands.




Oh, she dreamed so big,

that long-ago girl,

of magic mermaids,

of a unicorn world.




So if I shall not

tomorrow wake,

do know that I

am in a place

where little girls

are writing

on their beds

in their rooms.

Where little girls

sleep under the stars

inside the moon.




I’m stirring up villains,

writing the scripts

to give the next little girls

some dreams

and inspiration.




For good and evil

are the same—

on the same seesaw—

up…down…again.




And so, mama,

don’t worry,

if your little girl’s soul

leans a little bit dark,

a little more bold.




Your little girl has fire

deep inside her bones;

she will one day awaken

to all the power 

that she holds.




And she will be okay

after you’re long gone.

She will make her way—

as she’s always done before.




You can rest in peace

knowing she is strong.

She has always carried

mountains—

in heels—

in the snow.




Yes, they call her a rebel,

but if you look deeper, still,

you will find that her heart

is three sizes too big. 




She carries it all—

she writes it all down;

not always on paper—

some thoughts lost,

never found.




Maybe she will rise like Gretel—

overturn the villains

to free the children.




Or maybe she will be Snow White—

surrounded by friends—

by the forest—

by light. 




Maybe she will fall,

like Ariel swooned,

in love with a man

who will give up too soon.




Or maybe she will dance

like Beauty

in love with her beast,

in love with his fury.




Maybe she will get lost,

like Rapunzel—

in her own stories,

as she’s locked in her tower. 




Maybe she will obey,

like Cinder-elly.

Maybe her [fairy] godmother

will grant all her wishes.




May her prince—

who is charming—

never make her sleep

on a pea,

just to prove her worth,

just to be believed.




May she not fall into

a spinster’s trap,

never fall into a deep sleep

in an unknown bear’s lap.




May she explore

the seven seas.

May she bring kings

to their knees.




May she rise

more than she falls.

May she always

heed her own calls.




May she follow every dream.




May she become the heart

fit for a queen.




May she follow a rabbit

down into a hole.

May she not always do

what she is told.




I will plant these seeds in their heads.

As you tuck them into bed.

Read these words

as they go to sleep.

I promise all

of their secrets

I’ll keep.




I will nurture their minds

of possibilities—endless;

I will teach them of love.

I will teach them of vengeance.




I will teach them courage—

unlike the lion;

I will teach them of

the real-life tin men—

the ones with no heart—

the ones who are lying.




I will teach them of witches

who might eat little children—

but if you get to know them,

they’re actually sweet, like a kitten.




I will teach them of adventures

out on their own—

not next to a man,

but next to a coven.




I will teach them that animals

deserve more love than humans,

but we should never forget

to help all of the children.




I may feed her a darker tale—

of huntresses—starving—

turning predator on

the evil monsters.




Slithering through the trees—

like a snake—

beady eyes

waiting to strike.




Of course, I’ll tell them,

“not all men”,

but many

many

many

many of them.




I will teach her to

go for the throat.

With her claws

with her teeth

with her soul.




But I will also bring her

out of the dark—

a nice, cozy place

under a blanket

by the fire.




A memory of wishing

up on the stars

and believing that she

can fly up to Mars.




Reminding her

there are no limits,

there are no milestones

or goals to hit.




The only goal

is to stay alive—

to dream of a night

filled with fireflies.




To remind her to not

grow up too soon.

To always say “yes”

to dancing under the moon.




To remind her to cherish

every laugh with a friend,

every tear,

every celebration.




To honor the moments

where she feels most alive.

To always tuck herself

in at night.




To show her that there is no

“right way”;

to ensure she always

stands in her place.




To help those behind,

even if it’s a little—

it’s not such a burden

when you’ve already

had dinner. 




To light up the world

with all of her fire,

with her breath,

her soul,

with her earthly desires.




To believe in a world

much better than this.

To remind her she never

has to have kids.




She can be whatever

she chooses to be—

a wise old witch,

run an apothecary.




Or that white picket fence

she can also choose—

that is, if

she really wants to.




But I will not let her forget

that her path is her own—

not mine, and not yours.




So read her the tales

of the witch who grants wishes—

inside little girls’ dreams—

not inside kitchens.




Where Alice is waiting

in a room full of cats,

surrounded by books

as she slips into her naps.




Pulled in by

a queen gone mad,

ready to chop off

every traitor’s head.




I might weave fables

of chilling with caterpillars

wrapped up in their arms

when my head’s a bit hazy.




This is the job of the Dream Witch,

you see—

the girls dream what they want,

believe what they choose to believe.




I hope every single one

in every galaxy

in all the universes

in all the minds

in every star—

on every moon,




know that they hold their own power 

they know their own truth.




That there will always be

other girls out there

who will have what they need.

Friends are the essence

of life, dear girl—

friends hold the key.




Love who you want,

but always lift

other girls up.

Pour into others,

but don’t drain

your own cup.




If we allow them,

they will win—

pitting us against 

one another

to control us again.




I am here to tell

the secrets that are

tucked away—

hidden well.




The tales of lists—

that don’t exist—

of evil rich kings.




The tales of women

rising up

standing in

their power.




She may go home

each night

to slip into bed

with him




but she will always

be reminded

of who and what

she has always been.




As she closes her

lids each night,

I will greet her

in the light.




Guide her through

the forest

down the dark path

to remind her of

the witches’ past.




To ensure they never forget

that long ago

witches were our friends.




Before man wrote the stories

that turned them into crooks—

burned at the stake

for knowing their worth.




For seeing their magic

built right inside,

before we were cursed

into a menial life.




The spell can be broken,

it says in this book;

so come closer,

dear girls,

come, have a look.




Fall asleep each night

tucked in by the moon;

may you never have to

grow up too soon.




And if your soul—and heart—

is a little bit darker,

may you always dream

wickedly

ever after.
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For the mama bears.

And the witchy women.




Love,

The Dream Witch
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A Magic World

· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·

It is now time

to envision a world

where all is fair and equal

for little girls




Where women are

never forced

into a life 

that is worse

than the one

they always dreamed of




A world where greed

never wins

where cruelty is not

a word we understand

where the water we drink

and the air we breathe

is free from pollutants

and always free




This is not a fairytale wonderland

I’m painting a picture of

but a true possibility

if women were to rule the world 




We have allowed men

to tear us all apart

for centuries now

destroying our earth




It is now time for

the caretakers and nurturers

to lead the way

for all the others




We need a world

not fueled by money

where the coins you have

mean absolutely nothing




A world where women

do not fear

to walk alone or have to

choose the bear




No child goes hungry

no bombs are dropped

onto innocent people

who just want

to survive long enough

to watch

their children grow

to live a life of their own




We wake up each

and every day

into a world filled

with anger and hate

and so many of us

just want to escape

into a far, far better place




We keep hoping for a carriage

that will whisk us away

to where magic exists

and where no laws can say

what we can do

with our own bodies

where we make our own rules

and men cannot haunt us




I am here to tell you

that magic is here

right where we are

within our own hands




We hold the power

to take back our land

from the evil greed

controlling it




We deserve a world

where we believe in magic again




So, rise up with us

as we all

march forward

and break down the walls

that have been barricading us

within a cage they think

is taming us




Remember your soul

comes from the stars

and you hold your own magic

right there in your heart
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Wonderland Words

· · ─ ·✶· ─ · ·

My words may be sad,

or silly, or mad;

they may be grim and dark.




They may empower

or make men cower,

and they definitely throw some sparks.




They may send you down

a rabbit hole,

have you shrinking

before you grow.




And they will

most certainly

introduce you to

characters so quirky.




No matter where

these words may take you,

I hope by the end,

you are chasing




the dreams that

you once had—

even if the journey

makes you feel a bit mad.




Stand up to the traitors,

make friends with the hearts

who show you kindness

in their deck of cards.




Help all the little ones

and others left behind,

and enjoy the parties

where you can dine




with the witchiest,

most untamed friends

who will be with you

until the very end.




Chat with the cats

inside of the tree,

as you follow the roads

that will lead




you into places

you never dreamed.

Never, ever forget

the magic you keep.
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