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You’re allowed to fall apart.

Gently. Wildly.

Your way.
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With Love for the Earth

As you hold this book, I want you to know that it is more than a collection of words, it is a living prayer of reciprocity. One tree will be planted for every copy sold, breathing life back into our sacred Mother Earth. This act of giving is rooted in the Andean concept of aini, the sacred principle of reciprocity. It is my way of honoring the balance between receiving and giving, and together, we can nourish the earth that holds us so tenderly.

P.S.: No matter if you’re reading the digital or printed version, a tree will be planted for every copy.




For the one who prays, plays, protects,

and burns with grace.

Soft. Unhinged. Unbothered.




I didn’t come here to fix you.

I came to remind you, of the softness you buried.

Of the wildness you silenced and the parts of you that went into hiding when the world got too loud.

This is not a manual.

It’s a reclamation.

A hand extended through the smoke and noise, guiding you back, not forward, not higher, but inward.

To the place where your nervous system exhales for the first time in years.

Here, we speak in lowercase truths and uppercase love.

Here, your survival is not measured in milestones but in moments you choose yourself over the noise.

Here, we burn the scripts that told you healing had to be glamorous, photogenic, or quick.

You are not here to perform your becoming.

You are here to inhabit it.

With a trembling, unapologetic Yes.

So take a deep breath,

shake the glitter out of your hair,

and meet yourself where you are,

not where they told you you should be.

This is your permission slip to slow the hell down.

To let the edges fray.

To stop curating the mess and start loving the real.

Because we are not climbing ladders here.

We are planting gardens.

With all my love and blessings,

Ophelia Amaru

P.S.: Just like you and I, this book does not strive for perfection.

As a self-published author, I consciously chose not to have it professionally proofread, embracing the rawness of its creation. It is as imperfectly perfect as the journey of life itself. If you find any grammar gremlins or typo trolls, they’ve found a home in this book.




Trigger warning

This book holds stories stitched together with truth.

My truth.

It speaks of anxiety, depression, trauma, dissociation, and other experiences sometimes labeled as “disorders.”

It explores pain. It doesn’t hide grief. It invites shadow into the light.

And sometimes, these pages may stir something inside you.

If at any moment a sentence feels too sharp, too tender, or too heavy, please pause. Breathe. Step away.

You are not required to finish anything that overwhelms your heart.

This book isn’t a test of strength. It’s an offering of softness.

And your nervous system always gets the final say.

Some chapters are heavy. Some may feel like home.

All are shared with care, devotion, and the hope that you’ll meet yourself more gently through them.

Take what serves. Leave what doesn’t.

And remember: You are the sacred author of your own healing.

If you ever need someone to talk to, you’ll find a lovingly curated list of emotional support and crisis lines on page 449.

Please use them. You matter too much to carry everything alone.

And my mailbox is open 24/7.

With love,

Ophelia




PATHWAYS

usually called “Introduction”

If you picked up this book because you’re not feeling okay. GOOD.

You’re not lost, you’re just here, trying to be a human.

And now you’ve found a safe space to be, a place where “to be” is enough.

This book isn’t a roadmap.

Not a “how to be happy 101”.

Not a Pinterest board of aesthetic recovery.

Not a shiny self-help manual wrapped in productivity glitter.

It is a confession booth,

a love letter,

a place to cry without apologizing.

And I’m talking about the ugly kind of crying, sobbing with no tissues nearby.

You don’t need to be “better” to belong here.

You don’t even need to believe in healing right now.

You don’t need to fix your sadness.

Just breathe. In and out.

Let go of the performance.

Take off the armor.

Lay down your sword.

This book will not tell you who or how to be, or shower you with “good vibes only.”

She will sit beside you while you remember: You are never lost.

You are always on your way home—to yourself.

And if it feels dark where you are, know that:

I’m walking this path too— since 1987—trying to be a human and a soul in a chaotic world.

I lit some candles along the path.

Maybe my book is one of them.

The Moment Everything Shifted – April 2025

I was tired.

Not “I could use a nap” tired.

Tired like my soul was dragging its feet through the days.

Tired like my body had forgotten how to ask for rest.

The kind of tired that hums beneath the skin and leaves playlists playing in the background—just to keep the silence from swallowing you.

I was scrolling through my own mess of music, trying to keep from disappearing. Somewhere in a conversation with a friend, (I honestly can’t remember anything else we said), they said the words: “Soft but unhinged.”

And something in me shifted. I gasped. Maybe even squeaked. Goosebumps.

The kind of knowing that doesn’t come from the brain. The kind that erupts from your gut and your bones and screams:

THIS.

This is the title. This is the book.

Write. Her. Now.

And just like that, the downloads began.

She wasn’t gentle. She didn’t ask for permission.

She demanded to be born.

But before she arrived with her name, Soft but Unhinged, there was a different kind of moment.

Not one of clarity. But one of tears.Slumped shoulders.

A shattering truth in my therapy session when I finally admitted:

I’m not just ascending.

I’m exhausted.

Not-broken. But stretched thin between worlds.

I didn’t want to glow up. I just wanted to lie down.

I didn’t say it with power.

I said it like a confession.

Like something I wasn’t supposed to feel on the healing path.

My therapist just nodded and handed me tissues.

And then he asked me questions I didn’t know I’d been waiting to hear.

Some questions don’t heal you.

They reveal you.

They mirror back what you’re not ready to admit, but need to.

On the next page, you’ll find a glimpse of what he asked me and how I answered.

The full list of all questions, can be found at the end of the book.

What kind of tired are you? (choose as much as you feel)


	Body tired

	 Brain tired

	 Heart tired

	 Soul tired

	 Tired of pretending I’m okay

	 Tired of trying


I checked ANY.

When was the last time you felt rested… without guilt?

I blinked. I couldn’t remember.

What are you afraid will happen if you actually rest right now?

That one landed like a stone in my gut.

What would your body say if she could write you a letter?

I think…she would’ve just sobbed.

After that session, I crumbled.

I cried for hours. Maybe days.

I let all the exhaustion pour down and out, not in a pretty way.

Not in a cinematic moment of enlightenment.

But ugly soul sobs and deep sighs over my laundry basket.

Over the next two days, I did something I never thought I’d allow myself to do.

I told my community on social media I was taking a break. Maybe I’d come back new.

Maybe not at all.

I deleted the apps. Unpublished my offers.

Muted everything I could mute.

Not to escape, but to hear myself again.

I know not everyone can do that.

We’re not all walking the same path.

Some of you have jobs, kids, families, laundry mountains, and people who need you.

But I want you to know:

Your mental health matters.

Your nervous system is not negotiable.

If you’re exhausted like I was, please…

Talk to someone. Your doctor. Your boss. Your partner.

Your friend. Your ancestors. Your God.

Just talk.

Let someone hold the weight with you.

And if you can, even if it aches, even if it feels like failure.

Rest.

Delegate.

Ask for help.

Let someone else stir the soup or answer the email.

You’re not weak for needing time.

You’re wise for knowing you do.

You are healing if you admit it.

But it took me nearly a year to admit, to acknowledge, and to listen so closely.

I was trying to “heal” my sensitivity.

I called it too much.

I called it a wound.

I believed if I could just be less easily overwhelmed, less fragile, less soft…

…I would finally be okay.

I flipped through my old journal from 2024, and there it was in ink.

I want to overcome this.

I feel too much. It’s exhausting.

I want to be stronger.

But oh, darling.

I didn’t need to overcome anything.

I needed to come home.

Now? A year later?

I don’t see my softness as a curse. I see it as sacred.

I no longer run from it.

I no longer armor up at the first sign of a tear or tenderness.

I build temples in its name.

Because this, this book, these pages, these poems, these truths, they weren’t born from my fight.

They are born from my softness.

I no longer run from my softness,

I build temples in its name.
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