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  Foreword



Altar of Ink & Ash: The Fire in Her Bones




This book is an altar built from words, an offering of what remains after the burning.




Within these pages are the fragments of a woman remade in her own flame: grief and rage, tenderness and resilience, and faith in the quiet power of survival. Each poem is a spark pulled from the ashes, inked with truth, transformation, and the sacred defiance of being.




The Fire in Her Bones is not a story of destruction, but of transmutation, where pain becomes art and sorrow becomes song. Here, the divine feminine rises through smoke and shadow, reclaiming her voice, her power, and the magic that was never truly lost.




This collection is a hymn for every soul who has been undone and still dares to rise. An invitation to lay your own truths upon the altar and remember:

Even from the ashes,

we burn bright.








  
  One

  
  
  The Writer’s Alchemy

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




I’m a writer, a weaver of dreams,  

Building worlds from heart-bound streams.  

Poetry dances in my veins,  

A rhythmic pulse, creative chains.  




From soul to page, the stories flow,  

With whispers only I may know.  

Each character, a life I’ve met,  

Born of moments I can’t forget.  




Ink-stained fingers, mind ablaze,  

Through shadowed nights and sunlit days.  

I sculpt the tales, I bear the flame,  

In every line, I sign my name. 








  
  Two

  
  
  Daughter of the Divine Mothers

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




It wasn’t the big G god who stood, 

when the shadows crept and stole my good.




No throne of gold, 

no heavens high, 

just the ancient mothers, 

earth and sky.




Ashera whispered through the trees, 

“Haven’t I always answered your pleas?” 




Hekate’s torches lit my way, 

guiding me through the darkest gray.




Gaia’s arms, 

the cradle of all, 

caught me each time I feared the fall. 




Brigid’s flame, 

a fire divine, 

burned in my veins, 

made the world mine.




Isis sang of love’s rebirth, 

reminding me of my endless worth. 




Pele raged, her lava streamed, 

filling my soul with strength I dreamed.




Lakshmi’s grace, 

Oshun’s sweet kiss, 

life’s abundance wrapped in bliss. 




Freya’s wild, 

untamed embrace, 

the pulse of freedom, 

the goddess’ face.




I am their daughter, 

fierce and true, 

of wind, of earth, 

of fire, of dew. 




Without women, 

there is no life, 

no breath, 

no love, 

no end to strife.




The mother of all where blessings flow, 

from womb to sky, 

where spirits grow. 




Through ancient voices, 

I stand tall, 

a child of the mothers who birthed it all.








  
  Three

  
  
  I Can’t Relate to You

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




You say the world is cold and gray, 

no magic left, 

no brighter day. 




Your words are chains, 

your thoughts a wall, 

a fortress built to never fall.




But I’ve seen light in shadows deep, 

in broken dreams where secrets sleep. 




I’ve walked through fire, 

I’ve danced in rain, 

found healing hiding in the pain.




You cling to ghosts of what once was, 

a past that traps, 

a cause because. 




But I’ve learned love, 

and I’ve known strife, 

you can’t grow roots without the life.




So take your doubt, 

your dark refrain, 

I’ve let it go, 

I’ve left that pain. 

Every step I take, 

I shed, 

the echoes living in my head.




I can’t relate to your closed view, 

the fear that holds and shapes what’s true. 




I believe in sun, 

in wind, 

in glow, 

and let the dark of doubt let go.




I’m moving forward,

growing free, 

leaving the shadows that tethered me. 




You can stay behind, 

but know it’s true, 

I can’t relate to the past like you.








  
  Four

  
  
  Hands That Hold The Season

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




These hands take flight,

stitching dreams beyond the night.

Needle and thread, they twirl and spin,

creating magic from within.




These hands, so tired, yet full of cheer,  

become an elf’s but once a year. 

Each knot tied, each seam held tight,  

wrapped in the glow of twinkling light.  




Though weary now, they press on still,  

fueled by joy and quiet will.

Each gift a wish, a quiet cheer,

wrapped in the glow of holiday gear.




A busy elf, a secret art,

pouring love in every part.

The Christmas rush, a frantic race,

yet joy still lingers in this space.




For gifts aren’t just what’s bought and sold,  

they’re hearts in hands, a warmth to hold.  

And though these fingers ache and fray,  

they’ll rest when the season ends.  




So here’s to the makers, the late-night crew,  

the ones who bring the magic through.  

With tired hands and hearts sincere,  

they craft the spirit of the year. 








  
  Five

  
  
  A Whimsical New Moon

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The old year bows in a final sigh,  

as the new moon rises in a velvet sky.  

Silent seeds of wonder wait to bloom,  

in star-kissed dreams within.  




Of midnight’s hush and tender glow,  

where wishes dance in hidden snow.  

We call on fortune, we call on grace,  

to guide us forward in this sacred space.  




Soft incantations, a flicker of light,  

draw abundance from the silent night.  

With hearts aglow, we plant our cheer,  

and greet tomorrow without any fear.  




So let the new moon cradle our hopes,  

as we weave fresh paths, uncharted slopes.  

The year’s end whispers of magic to come..  

may abundance unfurl for everyone.








  
  Six

  
  
  Nocturne of the Forest’s Breath

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




In the forest’s heart, where shadows cling,  

And the wind hums soft, a ghostly thing,  

No moon to guide, no stars to trace,  

Only whispers in the sacred space.  




Breath turns to fog, a fleeting wraith,  

Drawn from lips with quiet faith,  

The chill bites sharp, yet hearts stay warm,  

Sheltered from the tempest’s form.  




Fingers graze like leaves in flight,  

Kisses bloom in endless night,  

Soft as dew on sleeping bark,  

Bright as flame in endless dark.  




The wind weaves songs through cedar and pine,  

Carrying whispers that intertwine,  

A melody sung without a word,  

By lips where secrets are softly stirred.  




Their sighs rise high, the night takes hold,  

A forest spun from frost and gold,  

And though the sky wears shadows deep,  

Lust keeps watch where silence sleeps. 
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