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    Dedication:
 
This book is for those who are still finding their way, still healing, and still rising. 
May you trust the process, honor your scars, and move at your own pace. 
Remember that, like the moon, every phase of you is worthy of beauty and light. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            These pages hold reflections shaped by the struggle, from the point of view of the strength.
My resilience built my story slowly and quietly…
There were years and years where the nights felt too long and the moon was there to speak to me. These were the days when growth felt impossible. When healing felt more like unraveling and breaking, rather than like true progress.
I learned that, like the moon, phases are not failures- they are part of the unique and beautiful design. Waning does not mean disappearing. Darkness does not mean defeat. And even when you are whole and bright, there will still be moments when the light gently fades. And that, too, is part of the beautiful and inevitable cycle.
For the nights when you are questioning yourself, and for the mornings where you rose anyways. If you are still finding your way or still piecing yourself back together- I hope you can start to find yourself here.
May these words remind you that healing is never linear, strength can be soft, and even the smallest light can be bright enough to bring you back to happiness.
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Thank you.
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To the moon-

You are constant in your cycles and patient in your becoming. You reminded me that even in the darkness, the light will return, regardless of which phase you are in.
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To those who believed in me-

You spoke my name in confidence before I could hold it within myself. You saw strength where I felt doubt; and courage where I felt fear. When my voice trembled and shook, your faith in me was unshakeable.
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To those who did not believe in me-

Your doubt became my fire. Your discouragement and disbelief became my strength. I refused to shrink beneath the shadow you cast on me.

And under this same beautiful moon, I rose anyway.

Again, and again.

––––––––
[image: ]


Thank you.
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For Little Me-
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I have lived in the shadows of my own thoughts for most of my life.

I carried the weight of suicidal ideation like a secret that was stitched so deeply in my skin.

There were attempts made.

There were hospital stays.

There were ceilings stared at angrily as I questioned,

“Why am I still here?” 

I never imagined I would make it this far.

And yet, 

I did.
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I used to stay for my protective factors-

My family,

My job,

My dogs that snuggle up beside me,

My future that I wasn’t even sure I wanted.
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But then something shifted.

Now I stay for me-

For little me.

For the younger version who didn’t deserve the pain.

For the younger version who felt alone and scared.

For the younger version that needed someone to fight for her when she didn’t have the strength to fight for herself.
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I am happier and healthier now.

I am happier and healthier than I have ever been.

Not because life became easy,

But because I decided that my existence is beautiful.

Every accomplishment,

Every struggle,

Every win,

Every loss,

It all has purpose. 

––––––––
[image: ]


I heal out loud because I almost lost that little me in my own silence.

And today, when I look in the mirror-

I see survival.

I see growth.

I see a woman that chose to stay.
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Little me would be so proud of that woman.

And maybe,

Just maybe,

I can be proud too. 
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Just a Girl
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I’ve always been 

just a girl

Who loved looking at the moon

During all her phases.

I would tilt my head up to the night sky

As if that sky were a mirror.

I was searching for pieces of myself

As the moon hung round and glorious

In her unapologetic glow.
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Just a girl

Who is still learning that phases

Are not failures.
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Just a girl

Who still finds reassurance

In a sky that never stays the same.
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Just a girl

Who loved looking at the moon

During all her phases.
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Because somewhere 

between the waxing and waning,

I realized that I may be 

Just a girl

Who is still allowed to change too.
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Silence:
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You drown me without water. You flood and invade the hollow spaces that no one else can reach.

My mind races when you arrive. Barefoot and breathless, you circle the same shadows over and over. You settle in our minds the way smoke fills our lungs. You are unseen, but impossible to ignore.

––––––––
[image: ]


We say we want you. We call you peace and we call you rest. But when you finally sit beside us, we shy away at the simple discomfort you bring. 

You never come alone. You carry echoes of old voices, unfinished grief, and memories that pierce our hearts. It is not the emptiness that we fear, but the quiet truth that is revealed.

To avoid you, we fill the room with noise and distractions. 
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But still, you wait. 

You slip in in the spaces between heartbeats, and you live in every pause. You hide in between who we are and who we pretend to be. You make the world louder without even making a sound.

You are constantly following us. We can never outrun you.

Whether we welcome you or put ourselves at war with you, you remain. 

If we dare to sit long enough with the demons that you bring, might you soften? Might your weight ease? 

If we stop fighting, might we begin to feel like we are healing?
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