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    This book is dedicated to the people who saw something in me that I still don't see, to those who never gave up on me, to the ones who loved me when I didn't even love myself, and to the people who love me still. I couldn't have done it without you.
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INTRODUCTION
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Welcome to my story— my life. What you hold in your hands are my memoirs, if you will. If a traditional poetry book is what you’re searching for, this is probably not the book for you; I rarely follow the rules, and this book is no exception.
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The words within these pages are printed just as I wrote them: real, stripped down, and brutally honest. There’s no sugarcoating here so, please pardon the verbiage and the poetry that may not be up to par— my intention was never perfection, only honesty.
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As for me, while I am a lady, I’m no genteel Lady as the title might suggest. I am loud, rebellious, eccentric, and deeply flawed. I strive to be a good person and not “do unto others,” but it’s difficult and I do stumble on occasion. Writing, for me, became both refuge and reckoning. This book is not for the faint-hearted. It’s not for children, nor for the prim, proper, or strait-laced. You will be offended. These poems are not polished or neat— they are raw, full of sorrow and despair, sometimes bloody, torn from my chest and soul. Yet within these words, you’ll also discover hope, friendship, love, and humor. Drama and adventure await you, dear reader, through rant and ramblings, letters and verse. This is the unfolding story of courage: the story of how a warrior was made.
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With love,

Lady Meg
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Not suitable for children under 18.

Contains: sexual content, foul language, violence, drug references, and themes of love throughout.
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BRAVE SOULS
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I was forever on the lookout for my knight—

the one in shining armor,

riding his horse,

ready to save the day.
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We would fall in love

and live happily ever after,

just like a fairy tale.

It would be a dream come true.
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One day, I realized

there would never be a knight

on a white horse

riding to my rescue—

because he is me.

I am the white knight,

always rescuing everyone else.
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In that moment, I knew:

I didn’t need to be saved,

not really.

I needed someone

to understand me—

I’m damaged, damaged goods,

badly bent, but never broken,

and I needed them to love me anyway.
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I’m a warrior, a survivor.

I’ve walked through Hell

and been victorious.

I may have lost a few battles,

but the war rages on.
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Like the Shield Maidens of yore,

my sword and I stand on the field of battle—

another challenge accepted,

another opponent to beat.
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Whether I win,

or whether I’m defeated,

I will stand tall and proud,

for I have no fear.
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When my time comes,

as it does for us all,

and the Valkyries

carry me to Valhalla,

I will take my place

amongst the other brave souls

sitting at Odin’s table.
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A FRIEND LIKE NO OTHER



[image: ]




He’s a man on a mission,

strolling down city streets—

worn-out sneakers, grungy tee,

laughing through the concrete jungle.
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A rebel spirit with a heart of gold,

Never a dull moment when Jake’s around.
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He’s a friend like no other—

a soul so true,

a shining star.

A brother.

Forever and more.
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DARK NIGHT OF THE SOUL
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Voices and ghosts

haunt my soul,

driving me insane.

Guilt.

Shame.

Hatred.

Anger.

Madness slowly closes in.
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Am I crazy?

Who can say?

Will I ever really know?

My imagination plays its tricks—

can’t tell fiction from reality.

Is it day or night?
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Who can I trust

when it’s my own self

that’s against me?

My eyes, my memories—

all out to deceive me.
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My gut, my heart,

abandoned ship

when I started sinking.
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Terror.

Agony.

Untold horror.

Darkness has taken its hold.
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My mind has snapped—

the last to go.

My soul, finally broken.
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ADDICTION
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I wake up slowly,

hoping to feel the weight of you

pressing into my back—

the warmth of your lips on my neck,

that familiar ache

as your hand slips between my thighs.
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The low buzz of “good morning,”

whispered in my ear,

opening my legs wider

to accommodate you.
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But alas,

to my dismay,

I woke alone once more.

No missed phone call,

not even a good morning text—

nothing to show

I’ve been on your mind.
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I guess this is how it goes

when a woman seeks love

from a man

lost to addiction.
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HOPE
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What do you do when all hope is gone?

When the one you love no longer loves you,

when friends turn their back,

when even family betrays you?
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You try to keep from falling apart,

but it’s hard to do alone in the dark.

You replay every word, every action.
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You never claimed to be perfect.

You know you’re more flawed than most—

but what did you do to deserve this?
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You gave everything you had to give-

your love, your time, your energy.

Why wasn’t it enough?

Why are you never enough?

What’s wrong with you?

––––––––
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