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This collection is for my Granny, who always believed in my poetry; I miss you every day.




•••




For the women who were once little girls with big dreams.




•••




For Shel who has inspired me since I was five. And for all the poets out there who pour their heart out through words in ink.







May you always have enchanted dreams.







I want my words to stab you in the heart,

aching, pain pouring onto the floor.

And then I want them to stitch you

back up once more.




•••




The poet does not write to make a living;

the poet writes to feed the soul.




•••




I was raised on Shel Silverstein; of course I love to rhyme.




•••




There are no rules in poetry. ♡







Dear Reader,

(an updated introduction)




I first published Storm of Enchanted Dreams: a poetic fairytale in January 2025, which was a compilation of poetry weaving a story of a transition, or awakening of sorts. I guided my readers along my own path as we dodged obstacles, heartbreak, injustice, and eventually found our power to fight back against the enemies in our wake. And this updated second edition is intended to give you a sneak peek into who that woman is transforming into today.




I wrote and published my first two books with my soul dog by my side. Only two months after publishing the second book, he was no longer here. I lost myself again for a while, as he was my true hero. It took some time to grieve, but I finally remembered all of those dreams that fueled me when I was just a girl. It is not fair for me to keep my magic tucked away inside, and so I am here to spread a little more.




While my writing style has always been inspired by stories and fables I read as a child, I write with intention for the strong, witchy, women who deserve to feel that same magic. Please, do not let the world dull your spark. We need you now more than ever.

 

Take care of yourself as you take this journey with me. It is my hope that as you read the last words, you feel inspired and hopeful after fighting and healing through the chaos.

 

I am but a writer and these words are my art. I promise there is a happy ending.

 

May these words enchant you,




♡ Amanda










Trigger Warning:

There are some words and thoughts scattered throughout this book that may bring up a lot of hurt and pain and trigger your own memories and grief from the past or present. There are thoughts on mental health issues, anger, pain, social injustice, and revenge seeping through these pages. Though I do not condone violence, I must understand when the oppressed choose to fight back against their oppressors. I encourage each of you to find a healthy way to manage your anger, pain, and grief. Writing has always helped me.




Please take care of yourself while you read these words, and always remember, there is no healing without the chaos of the storm. ♡

•••




To the women—Trans, Gay, Nonbinary—and to the men who are on our side,

may we never lose hope in a better tomorrow; may we never stop the awakening.







Her Story

•••

Chapter One:

She's quiet and shy

and wants to please.

"All A's Daddy!

Aren't you proud of me?"

She says yes and

rarely argues;

she just wants to be liked.

She tries to be the

perfect child,

she doesn't want a fight.

 

Chapter Two:

She's angry now,

something's changed.

Mother doesn't know

what to do.

She lost the first man

she ever loved;

she lost a bit of

herself too.

She wants to be different.

She wants to stand out.

She doesn’t want to whisper,

she wants to speak loud.

She has a voice she kept in

too long,

now it's fueled by loss

and anger.

No more shy, quiet girl.

She refuses to bow to any

person or stranger.

 

Chapter Three:

It took lots of work,

but she made it, she sailed.

She doesn't speak of the times

she almost failed.

She walked the stage,

she wore the cap and gown.

No one knew she almost

drowned.

The man who loved her first

and most,

he was there, and on her

he would boast.

But shortly after, she'd

lose him too.

She held his hand, said,

"I love you"

and watched him slip through.

 

Chapter Four:

The girl is still very young,

but life hasn't been easy so far,

and not even that fun.

The girl decides it's time

to take control,

to make big choices,

to start on new goals.

She works many jobs

and makes many friends.

She's labeled as "saucy"

and she doesn't mind

using men.

She has learned to

make her own way,

but she still loves game shows

with Granny…

until the next worst day.

The keeper of secrets,

her very first friend,

slipped away quietly

and nothing makes sense.

A new chapter is here,

there's nothing she can do.

A tear rolls down as

she says, "I'll miss you."

 

Chapter Five:

She never imagined

she'd be where she is.

Sailing the sky,

having so many adventures.

They call her "lucky"

but oh, she worked hard.

She made it happen,

the victory is hers.

This is the chapter

in which so many friends

come…and they go…

and the loss never ends.

You see, as she's changing,

others are not; or maybe

they are, but their path isn't hers.

It hurts to say goodbye

to so many she has loved.

 

Chapter Six:

Now the story

is slowing down.

She sold her home.

She left her town.

She said more goodbyes

knowing everything would

change,

not knowing who she

would see again.

Life is different.

Her health slowed down.

She doesn't feel so "lucky";

some days she almost drowns.

Starting fresh is her bravest

act yet.

Some days she's ecstatic,

other days she's scared.

But a life without change

is the life that she fears.

So she puts herself out there,

cautious of the next loss;

with unwavering adventure,

she will create the next chapter

no matter the cost.




To be continued…
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The Storm is Brewing.







A Chaotic Mind

•••

In the haze,

a chaotic state,

My mind is swirling

between love and hate.

My thoughts have horns,

my thoughts have wings,

They circle, they dive,

they stab, they sting.

The thoughts of trauma,

of pain, of love;

the memories of loss,

of struggles I have shoved

into the back of my eyes,

sitting inside

my chaotic mind.




I laugh, I cry,

I rejoice, I lie

to myself…

to protect the

little girl inside,

hiding within

a chaotic mind.




The love that's lost,

the strains that linger,

the hopes that plummeted,

the ties that were severed.

The dreams I awoke from

that I wanted to remain in…

wishing to go back to

the moments I felt loved in.




The empath mourns,

the anger is real.

I don't have to live it

to feel what they feel.

The passion for

those left behind

stirs up inside

my chaotic mind.

 

I fight for love.

I fight for hope.

I fight for the voiceless,

as a way to cope.

It's easier to fight

for them

than to confront

my own mind again.

 

My words are born

from stories I have lived,

from battles I have fought,

from the love I have been

for others who

I still have to forgive.

 

It would be easier

to let them drown,

these thoughts inside

my chaotic crown.

It would weigh less

if I allowed them to leave,

to not live in me,

to set me free.

 

But if I were to lose my words,

to lose my stories,

to lose my hurt,

to lose my worries,

then I may lose

the warrior in me,

the one whose love

and compassion

runs so deeply.

 

The warrior stands firm,

the warrior stands free.

She takes on this role

to protect you,

to protect me.

 

For when we are lost

inside a chaotic mind,

life feels like chaos,

nothing feels fine.

We lose ourselves,

when we hear the

wrong words.

We start to believe

the pain, the hurt.




And in the haze,

the chaotic state,

the predators come

and seal our fate.

We start to slip

down the slide,

on the rollercoaster

of a chaotic mind.




The warrior shall not

walk in fear,

she shall not hide

or disappear.

She will brave

the words of pain,

she will show me how

to love again.




And just when I

begin to think,

I've turned the corner,

or reached the brink…

the love and hope

spill on the floor,

and slip beneath

the lock shaped door.

 

And so I go

back to work,

solving the puzzles,

unlocking the hurt.

Looking within

to one day find

what I have kept

locked deep inside

of my chaotic mind.





•••







A Beautiful Mess

•••

Words are swirling

like a storm.

A flood of feelings

and thoughts adorn

in my mind,

safe and warm,

tucked away

so not to warn

anyone of the

mess that's there

approaching, brewing

in the air.

Words are wisdom.

Words bring hope.

Words can shield you

like a cloak.

Words inspire, and

words bring grief.

Words can rip your joy

like a thief.

Words may embrace

or shun or dull.

Words can build

empires, adventures,

and rules.

These words are stirring

up a concoction

of memories and fairytales,

of a past forgotten.

Some words are angry.

Some words are divine.

Some words are a

jumbled clutter,

but these words

are mine.

These words are my

story, and possibly

your story too.

It is imminent some

words will mean

something to you.

Words don't need to be

long or complicated;

to paint a picture,

they don't need to be

sophisticated.

My words may tremble;

my words may shake.

My words may crumble;

my words may break.

My words may rise

before they fall;

they may burn bridges

or say nothing…at all.

The words are swirling

like a storm.

It's a beautiful mess.

It's a beautiful swarm.
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Missing Puzzle Peace

•••

I am a million different

puzzle pieces;

together, I am

whole.

 

When one goes missing,

I am broken,

searching for a piece

of my soul.

 

I am lost without

my pieces,

I cannot find

my peace.

 

I am missing the

bigger picture;

I am trying to

find me.

 

All of my pieces

fit together,

the picture makes

me feel alive.

 

When a piece—or two—

is misplaced,

I am filled with

utter strife.

 

I need my pieces

like I need

the rain

and shine.

 

I need to fill

the empty gaps

that make up

my scattered mind.

 

Without my pieces

fit into place

my life is a

misshapen mess.

 

I cannot complete

the images

that are rendering

in my head.

 

I want to complete

the puzzle,

my obsessions won't

let it be.

 

I need to see

the final picture

that belongs to

only me.

 

I cannot complete

the puzzle,

I cannot rest

or sleep.

 

I cannot feel

whole again

with these pieces

missing from me.

 

The puzzle is all

spread out,

it is near completed,

though

 

I cannot complete

the puzzle;

the misplaced masterpiece

has no home.

 

I need the final

product,

the art that is

my soul.

 

Instead, I box it

right back up,

for no one displays

a puzzle

that isn't

whole.
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The Beast

•••

A thousand little pin pricks,

a thousand jabs with knives;

the pain feels easier than

the torment inside.

 

The darkness creeped in

while my guard was down.

I don't want to fall in…again,

I don't want to drown.

 

I wish I could explain it,

maybe then I could be set free

from all the angst and anger

buried inside of me.

 

It is a Beast, I say,

the worst kind—with fangs.

The Beast's claws are out,

it's coming for me, and

I can't go through this again.

 

I can't talk to just anyone,



