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Dedication
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For the versions of me who learned to speak gently after surviving loudly.

And for those who read these pages and recognize themselves before they recognize the words.
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Author’s Note
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I never meant for my pain to become poetry, but it had nowhere else to go. The walls closed in, silence grew heavy, and still, I had to speak. 

That’s how Bonnet Therapy was born. It wasn’t a brand, or a plan. It was survival. Me, under my bonnet, whispering to myself what I needed to hear until those whispers became poems, and those poems became lifelines.

This book is a collection of those lifelines. They are not polished confessions or perfect words. They are the echoes of a woman who chose to breathe, to heal out loud, to take up space even when silence felt safer. 

You will find shadows here. Heavy moments, sharp edges, the weight of grief. But you’ll also find sparks, the moments where light broke through anyway. And if you’re reading this, maybe you need a spark too.

I hope these words remind you that healing is messy, that you don’t have to be graceful to be growing, and that even in your darkest nights, there is still poetry in you.

Welcome to Bonnet Therapy. Take what you need. Leave the rest. And remember, you are never alone in this room.

With love,  Michon
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SECTION I

The Mirror 

A mirror doesn’t just reflect—it reminds. It holds the pieces of us we’d rather forget, and the ones we never want to lose.

Sometimes it shows the cracks, the tired eyes, the scars we thought time would erase. But if you stand there long enough, you’ll see more than what’s broken. You’ll see the light that still lingers, the resilience stitched into your smile, the quiet beauty of surviving and still choosing to love yourself again.

The mirror may reveal your wounds, but it also whispers: you are still here, and that is enough.

Do you know what people think?

People think depression means crying or being sad all the time

But sometimes it feels like I’m stuck in a weird in-between space...

like the world is moving and I’m just there.

Not really thinking, not really feeling... 

just existing

Nothing grabs my attention, 

I don’t react too much, I feel blank.

Not sad... 

just numb.

And some days are really hard like that

Sometimes it’s not tears,

it’s not rage,

it’s not even silence—

sometimes it’s a mixture of thoughts and noise that gets really loud in my head,

and I just wanna turn it off...

and be still.

And some days I feel everything,

I feel the wind brushing past my skin

I feel the beat of my heart in my head

I feel the road under the tires in my soul.

That’s the problem!

I feel everything...

And sometimes being still isn’t peaceful at all

It’s sitting in the quiet, but the quiet feels loud

It’s staring at the ceiling, watching hours dissolve

feeling my body present but my spirit... distant.

Stillness can be a trap,

a pause that stretches too long,

a silence that feels less like rest and more like disappearing.

And in that stillness...

I wonder if anyone notices I’m gone.

When grief arrives uninvited

Grief arrives uninvited,

with sharp edges and gravel roads,

scraping my chest with every inhale

It is heavy—

a stone in my throat,

a storm in my ribs.

But if I sit with it long enough, the pain begins to hum

It shapes itself into rhythm,

a melody rising from broken chords

What once shattered me...

now sings to me.

Grief is not just loss...

it is proof of love,

it is the echo of laughter,

the shadow of joy,

the evidence that my heart has lived.

And when I let the tears fall,

they do not drown me... 

they cleanse me.

From the darkness blooms a quiet light,

and I see that even in sorrow...

there is beauty.

The beauty of grief (Uncut)

Grief don’t whisper, 

it barges in loud, snatches the air out my lungs

and dares me to fight back.

It’s gritty.

It’s ugly.

It’s mascara streaks on pillows,

it’s choking on your own heartbeat

‘cause love left fingerprints

and bruises in the same damn place.

You ever taste grief?

It’s metal.

It’s salt.

It’s a shot of something that burns going down,

but still don’t numb the pain.

And yet—

in the middle of all that wreckage,

I swear I hear music...

Not soft, not sweet—

but a drumline beating out of broken bones

A choir built from cracked voices singing survival like it’s gospel.

That’s the beauty.

That’s the twisted miracle.

Grief is proof I loved so hard,

the universe had to come collect interest.

It’s proof my heart ain’t made of stone,

‘cause if it was, I wouldn’t feel the quake.

So yeah, grief got hands...

It’ll drag you, 

stomp you,

press your face into the dirt.

But when you stand up?

You stand taller.

You stand louder.

You stand knowing your scars are receipts—

evidence you paid full price for love.

And baby, that’s beauty.

That’s art.

That’s the kind of pain

you spit into a mic,

and watch the whole room

nod their heads like they lived it too.

So when I say grief is beautiful, don’t get it twisted.

I’m not praising the hurt, I’m honoring the bloom.

Because in every cracked-open chest,

there’s light spilling through.

In every tear-soaked night, there’s proof that love existed.

And if love left me broken,

then let me be broken—

’cause even shattered glass can still catch the sun.

My Tears

My tears don’t wash away the pain,

the hurt is still the same

I keep waiting to see you walk through the door, 

The reality is it will happen no more.

My tears don’t stop the ache of my heart,

Even when people say I’m the reason he’s not here and that I didn’t do my part.
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