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FOREWORD 

 

Feeling deeply in this life is a gift, but it isn’t an easy gift to navigate. 

Through this book, Melanie Lambert beautifully shows how people who have felt 
broken, lost, unworthy, lonely, still have a chance at healing. That the voices within us cannot 
drown us when we fundamentally understand that we always have a choice, to stand up, as 
many times as needed, over and over again, despite the odds. 

With no text book being able to cover the permutations and combinations of curved 
balls that life can throw at us, many a beautiful soul succumb to their feelings of not being 
good enough and their fear of not belonging. 

More than the judgement of others, it is the judgement of ourselves that causes us the 
greatest pain because it is easy to assume that something must be wrong with us when we 
don’t feel like everyone else out there. In Melanie’s case, her pain became a gift through 
which her poetry has flowed. 

A heartfelt read for all who are looking to find the power within and a message of 
self-love, self-compassion and that there is always hope… always! 

Sami Wunder 
Leading Global Relationship & Self Worth Coach 

www.samiwunder.com 
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PREFACE 

 

My life changed irrevocably with my Mother’s death. Our relationship was never an 
easy one, nevertheless with her passing, the cracks in my armour crumbled. I fell apart inside 
from the pain of grief and unhealed traumas.  

Mum loved writing poetry. It wasn’t a hobby of mine until she was gone, where it 
became a way to channel my sensitivity and imagination into verses, I could almost feel her 
presence and hear her encouragement in each word.  

Furthermore, to experience what I was going through and to express it all with my 
writing has enriched me in a way hard to describe. Daring to share my life story in this book 
has significantly helped me put the pieces back together.  

This is what writing these poems (and re-reading them) give me: 

 The ability to soothe my grief and to feel that my Mother and Grandmother haven’t 
really died when I hold them in my heart and memories. 

 To hear my own guidance as the wisest counsel. 

 A reminder to follow my joy and how important this is for my well-being. 

 To feel the kind of love that knows no bounds inside. 

 A way to trust in my own inner heroine as the antidote to fear. 

I share these poems, letters, artwork, selfies, and my story with one wish. May you be 
inspired by your own heroism. Especially if you have gone through any kind of suffering, 
may they remind you how amazing you are to have endured.  
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THE STORY SO FAR… 
 
 
 

“How closely women clutch the very chains that bind them!” 

Margaret Mitchell, Gone with the Wind 
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This is a very different kind of hero’s journey. 

It is about a broken girl. She grew up feeling unwanted and shattered by trauma and 
fear. Life eventually became a fight to keep breathing. To not give in to the mind whispering 
to her that it would be better to die as an escape from the pain of abandonment and the 
tortuous belief she was worthless. Instead she wanted to listen to her heart that kept her faith 
in magic alive.  

One day she accidentally fell into a job that perpetuated the violence and fear, but it 
gave her a purpose. She became a good little helper and rescuer, all the while struggling as a 
single mother lioness. She was such a good hunter and provider who worked hard to save 
others, also fighting bravely in a pointless struggle for justice and righteousness.  

It became easy to hide her own pain behind a warrior’s mighty sword that she wielded 
with pride. Until this burden beat her down too and told her she was only full of flaws. 

Then one day, she tried to find love and happiness with a man and was confronted by 
the prickly suit of armour she herself was wearing. Dropping her defences and being 
vulnerable to abandonment again made her choke with fear of a fate worse than death. She 
couldn’t do it. Complete failure weighed her down like a curse.  

She had an enemy to slay first. The enemy was the harsh judgement of blame, that fire 
breathing dragon in her head that turned every incident in life into ammunition to shoot 
herself down. It deceitfully kept her own treasure hidden under the darkness of the dragon’s 
belly.  

The daily battle to see some light through this darkness made her physically ill. Bad 
bugs and nasty gremlins began to invade her body. The enemy looked like it was winning in 
its effort to destroy her life and being. Her spark had nearly flickered out, but she was 
courageous to not give up, even though she felt so weak. 

Until one day, at her most dire moment, salvation appeared in the form of a real-life 
fairy god mother who told her to believe in herself and showed her what she is worth. Not 
with words, but through giving her something so valuable it made her aware of the sparkling 
jewels buried deep within. Her life turned around.  

She found a haven of safety and privacy in a peaceful forest. She felt beautiful for the 
first time, no matter the ugly scars and battle wounds. She felt important enough to spend 
gold on herself and bought her own diamonds. Miraculously, she found love when nearly all 
her adult years she was single and felt alone in life.  

Finally, she faced the monster as her own creation born from her pain and realised it 
was not something to kill, but to heal with love. Thus, her treasure hunt had yielded the 
biggest prize. It was her self-worth.  

Like all superheroes she already had the power to fulfil her own wishes. The enemy 
trying to drag her down was merely a distorted self-image as a helpless girl, alone in a brutal 
world, hiding behind a tough mask. Her disguise kept her blind to her innate strength and 
value.  

She is not just an imperfect mortal, but a soul powered by the gods with the gift of 
wonder. After all, imagination can create anything. Magic is real and it was in her all along.  

She became her own hero and learned to save herself. She finally felt she was worth 
it.  
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SUCKED DOWN THE WHIRLPOOL 
 
 
 

“You will meet your fears on the road you take to try and avoid them. What we fear can be 
our fate.” 

Justin Miles 

 

 

“Bran thought about it. ‘Can a man still be brave if he is afraid?’ 

That’s the only time a man can be brave,’ his father told him.” 

George R. R. Martin, A Game of Thrones (A Song of Ice and Fire, #1) 
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MY NIGHTMARE 
 

 
Loneliness is a disease that taunts,  

alone is a curse that haunts. 
A lifetime of abandonment and dread of harm, 
nightmares are the dreams that refuse to charm. 
 
 

I’m having trouble with my fear, 
this anxiety I face leaves little cheer. 
I question my reality that shatters into shards, 
not realising I hold all the cards. 
 
 

Life’s lessons can be overwhelming, 
death looming over me is overbearing. 
I strive to fight fear with the weapons in my arsenal, 
perhaps I am merely killing myself in this bizarre carnival. 
 
 

I dream of better as much as I fear to lose, 
walking the tightrope between, I pray for the chance to choose. 
Being weak and broken, I seek healing, 
give me the magic of love, that divine feeling. 
 
 

I marvel I can still hope for a miracle I’m not sure even exists, 
my heart and spirit are boundless in their efforts to persist. 
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FEAR TO FIGHT 
 

 
So scared to be afraid, 

fear demands to be paid. 
 
 

Slaying invisible demons within, 
violence to myself is no way to win. 
War is pain and death, 
life is a heartbeat and breath. 
 
 

Am I merely born to expire? 
perhaps I will die, to inspire? 
That’s nothing but a contradiction, 
yet for me, love remains a hopeful prediction. 
 
 

How easy for vulnerability, 
to label my capability. 
When I am so much more, 
and I’m worth fighting for. 
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THE MASK 
 

 
A lifetime of pain, 
loss, 
betrayal. 
 

 
I have faced it all as mine alone – 
but it is everyone's story. 
 
 
There’s a faint flicker of hope… 
magic will save me! 
I’ll wave my wand, 
incanting a spell for good. 
 

 
Put my brave armour on, 
survive another day, 
feel strong. 
 

 
Be grateful for a new beginning – 
love my life. 
 
 
Sometimes pretending is enough. 
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PONDERING MY WORTH 

 
 

A purposeless existence, 
no desire for persistence. 
Just give up and give in, 
no need for strength within. 
 
 

Like a knife that can’t cut, 
useful to serve with, it is not. 
If value lies in function, 
worthless is the assumption. 
Chuck it away or apply a fix, 
the only decision in the mix. 
 
 

Moulding myself to fit others, 
painting over the scars, it smothers. 
When pain and suffering is like crack, 
feeling death coming, I pack. 
 
 

Wait, says a voice, there is a life of greater use! 
The soul of you is an artist’s muse. 
It takes a creator’s eye to see, 
you are so much more meant to be. 
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SEEKING TRANSFORMATION 
 

 
I am alone in facing my shame, 

created from all the self-blame. 
Believing it’s all my fault, 
feeling so worthless I try to halt. 
 
 

Lack of love causes me so much pain, 
others’ approval being the balm to gain. 
A mere temporary fix to a disease, 
a slave to beg for it and say please. 
 
 

Knowing better should mean doing better, 
stuck in attaining perfection to the letter. 
Oh lord, but what if I am not wrong, 
that self-loathing is my only song? 
 
 

The elusive union I seek so desperately, 
why do ugliness and beauty live separately? 
The cure is to accept myself warts and all, 
still in me, I think loveliness takes a fall. 
 
 

To transform one’s self like a butterfly, 
is to bury the “not good enough” lie. 
Becoming aware I am enough to exist, 
with growing strength of will, I persist. 
 
  



15 
 

CONTROL IS A FREAK 
 
 

Following the urge to control and demand, 
puts my level of happiness in another’s hand. 
 
 

When the power to have what I want and desire, 
is in being grateful what I already have and admire. 
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Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed the preview. You can purchase Wonder 
Woman in Disguise at www.wonderwomanindisguise.com or your favourite online book 
store. 


