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Content Warning

			This book addresses sensitive topics, including suicide attempts, suicidal ideation, eating disorder symptoms, and psychological distress. Readers are advised that the content may be emotionally challenging. Individuals with personal experience related to these issues should consider their well-being while engaging with this material. If support is needed, please pause reading and seek assistance from a qualified professional or access crisis resources.
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Introduction

			Inviting Readers’ Voices:
A New Chapter in My Journey

			The Pain Sings a Song was originally published in May 2015, and I am delighted to welcome an updated edition of The Pain Sings a Song after so many years. Since its original publication, this collection has resonated with readers seeking insight, connection, and personal growth. In response to valuable feedback and the evolving conversations around its themes, I am excited to present this new edition—thoughtfully revised and enhanced for a richer, more engaging experience.

			Writing The Pain Sings a Song was not just about sharing poetry; it was about opening the deepest parts of my journey with bipolar disorder, faith, and healing. These poems were born from moments of struggle and silence but also from the grace that carried me through. My hope is that as you turn these pages, you’ll find pieces of your own story reflected, and you’ll be reminded that even in pain, there is a song waiting to be heard.

			One of the most significant additions to the new edition of The Pain Sings a Song is a dedicated writing section, designed especially for you. This new feature invites you to reflect, respond, and share your feelings as you journey through the book. If this book speaks to you, I’d be truly grateful if you shared your thoughts and feelings while reading. Whether your thoughts are inspired by the stories and poems posed within these pages, I encourage you to use this space to explore what resonates most deeply. Your words matter, and I believe this interactive section will foster a more personal connection with the material and with yourself.

			Thank you for taking this journey with me. May these poems remind you that no matter what you face, you are not alone, and there is always a way to sing.

			Beyond the new writing section, this version has been edited and updated to ensure clarity, relevance, and accessibility for all readers. Our goal is to create a welcoming environment where every reader feels seen and heard. We hope these changes enrich your experience and empower you to engage more fully with the book’s message. My mission is to remind others that even in life’s darkest chapters, there is beauty to be found and songs waiting to be sung.

			Thank you for joining me on this journey. This updated edition of The Pain Sings a Song is not just a revisiting of familiar ideas, it is an invitation to participate, to reflect, and to share. I look forward to hearing your voice and to continuing the conversation and learning together.



	




To my mother, for she has been through the ups, downs, breakthroughs, walls, and successes. She is my biggest support. I love you, Mommy. You are the best.

			



	

My Mother

			My mother

			I admire.

			She does it all,

			and she does it well.

			She makes sure Shalanda is well.

			Mommy puts herself aside

			and says, “Come here, my child.”

			My medication is out in the morning.

			I cry to her how much I feel down

			and life’s unwanted.

			She reassures me to live,

			sends me on my way to program

			with a big smile from cheek to cheek.

			Once again,

			because of her,

			life wins!

			If I’m feeling down and out,

			Mommy calls out of work,

			spends the day with me

			and selflessly she loses the day’s pay

			to see her daughter happy and smiling again.

			I might feel guilty about this,

			but Mommy

			reassures me

			nothing is more important

			than her daughter’s happiness.

			So, as I cry unhappily,

			wishing to die,

			having suicidal thoughts,

			I remember my mom

			and see her unselfish path.

			I try to live up to her standards

			as suicidal thoughts

			knock on my door

			day in and day out.

			I choose to live

			to see my mom’s face more

			as life with her is my

			unselfish way of giving back more.

			



	

Preface

			Recovery is a struggle; however, instead of this being understood and supported by society and our close loved ones, it is stigmatized. People need to listen and lend a helping hand. As the title of The Pain Sings a Song suggests, take the time to listen, snoop, and help that family member or friend pouting in the corner. People, do not be afraid to advocate! Sing your pain. Do not hold it in or be ashamed.

			I was diagnosed with a mental illness in my prime years of adolescence. Life was a battle. It was like not being able to wake up from a bad dream. I was in denial. I refused to believe what was at hand. Adapting and adhering to coping skills and achieving goals were impossible at one point in my life because of my mental health diagnoses of bipolar disorder, borderline personality disorder, and post-traumatic stress disorder. I struggled to wiggle out of the room of denial, where I clicked my heels and danced to the land of acceptance.

			Then, I had an awakening that it was time to take control and find my way home by using certain coping skills. I had given up on life, proclaimed that this was the life I had, and it would never get better. I had distorted thinking. I was overgeneralizing. It was time to end it all because no one heard the songs I sang of distress, anger, hopelessness, sadness, emptiness, worthlessness, fear, anxiety, discouragement, hypersensitivity, mixed emotions, low self-esteem, anger, rage, guilt, irritability, and thoughts of death. The song I sang was not good enough. But then inspiration came into the picture, and this led to “Revenge.”

			



	

Revenge

			It sounds so magnificent,

			yet so bare . . .

			but daring.

			I want to get revenge on bipolar disorder

			for what it has done to me.

			So, I smell revenge as sweet success—

			a poem every day,

			starting on August 1, 2012.

			I shall rise from the rubble of pain

			by putting it on paper.

			After working so hard on “Revenge,” I had a revelation about my prognosis. It helped me to transition in my recovery; I still sing but to a different tune. However, drawing from my experience, I now listen to others, for the pain sings a song. And although their words might deny a helping hand, a person’s behavior signals that he or she wants a friend because The Pain Sings a Song.

			



	

Part 1

			Why?

			

	

The journey sang as I bellowed and yelled from within, of a pain of utmost fear and hopelessness, feeling unworthy and like a burden. I sang as the trouble started amid my popularity, and I began to lose my outgoing personality. At a ripened age of twelve, I wasn’t interested in friends, society, or anything that anyone had to give. I locked myself in my bedroom and let the television take away my pain. I watched tirelessly. I watched religiously. With burgundy sheets over my white, flowing curtains, I hit my darkest note. I felt joy again in my isolation with my television . . . my friend. I hurt badly, but I couldn’t put a note to it. I didn’t understand why, but I felt the pain. The song I sang brought loneliness, suicide attempts, rage, anger, deep deep depression, and mania.

			I had mood swings as if I were swinging from a tree, singing. When I swung up in the air, I had the best feeling, as if I had hit the perfect note. But as I swung low, the pain of deep sadness bellowed. I turned to faith, therapy, hospitalizations, and medications. And that was how I was able to find peace as my pain kept singing its song.



	

Twelve

			It all started at twelve years old.

			I withdrew from the love

			of those I knew.

			I felt depressed,

			but I didn’t know

			I was feeling lost.

			I kept a dark bedroom.

			I would smile away the pain

			of loneliness to anyone.

			It created a belief that nothing was wrong.

			So, it all started at the age of twelve,

			when deep sadness

			first called my name.



	

I grew to fourteen years old . . . and so did my pain. Thrust into a new country—the United States of America—from Jamaica, I went through some dark times before I started to see the light. I reluctantly went to therapy sessions, though I neglected half of them. The song of pain I kept on singing, alone and out of tune.

			What Is My Problem?

			All I feel is anger,

			so, all I do is shout!

			Loud, loud, and louder!!!

			It only eases the pain for a short moment,

			so, I know it is a bad outtake.

			I remember when I used to be out and about,

			but now all I do is sit in a corner and pout.

			I hate life so much,

			so, thinking of death

			gives me a sense of comfort.

			I hate to see the light.

			Darkness is what I prefer in my sight.

			I am losing my communication skills

			because I stay away from people

			as far as I can and will.

			Suicide is on my mind,

			but I am told it is bad to do.

			Such a crime.

			I really like the idea of death,

			but to kill myself? . . . Nah.

			I don’t think I have the strength.

			It is much easier to frown than smile.

			Hmmm, I really have to wonder why?

			I may smile sometimes,

			but it never really meets the eye.

			While others are content with sleeping tight,

			I am up all night.

			I try to sleep,

			but I always end up staring

			at the walls and ceiling.

			I try to be happy when others are around.

			You have no idea how hard that is to carry out!

			However, as soon as they are gone,

			to my comfort zone

			I am able to abscond.

			I pursue two personalities.

			One is good; the other is a bad quality.

			At school, I am seen as an angel.

			However, at home, I am seen as the child

			who is working for the devil, overtime.

			I wish I could always be meek and mild,

			but it doesn’t seem that will happen.

			No, not in this lifetime.

			Some say I am stressed.

			Others say I am way depressed.

			Well, whichever one it is, I don’t care.

			All I know is that I have the desire

			to be fixed,

			and I mean

			very quick!

			But until I find my problem

			and an explanation,

			I will continue to take antidepressants

			as my medication and being sulky

			will be my daily expression.



	

After being diagnosed with bipolar disorder at sixteen, I felt it was both a friend and a foe. It was a friend when I had mania because I loved the natural high I felt! However, when I experienced anger and depression, it became a foe. That’s how I ended up seeing bipolar disorder as the “friendly monster.” It took me from soprano to baritone when I really just wanted to find a bass in life.

			Bipolar Disorder: The Friendly Monster

			Bipolar disorder—

			nothing but a friendly monster.

			Tells you in life you will thrive.

			Suddenly it changes its mind:

			“See that pole? Drive!”

			It befriends you with mania,

			causes you to have a wonderful time.

			Nothing seems to be dangerous

			because up and up

			goes the adrenaline meter.

			You have many thoughts in your head

			while engaging others in a conversation.

			You talk fast and easily forget them.

			No need to worry, though.

			It’s quid pro quo.

			Just a little pausing

			from so much intelligence.

			You have so much laughter,

			life couldn’t be much better.

			For everything gone bad

			there’s no reason to get mad.

			There is always a solution.

			No need to visit the town

			of anger and confusion.

			Sitting there having a wonderful time,

			you have no idea of the brain’s chime.

			Like a ghost on a creepy Halloween night: Boo!

			Welcome to the pessimistic zoo.

			Click goes the lock; you are trapped.

			Depression has entered the cage.

			No way out.

			Here comes suicidal thoughts and rage:

			I want to die! I’m nothing but a burden.

			Full of hopelessness and worthlessness,

			the only exit is suicide. Never mind, though.

			I see exit life. Did I say I wanted to die?

			No way . . . I said I have beautiful eyes.

			

	

Mood swings were taking over my life, my kindness to other humans, and my drive to take life in hand and thrive. Every hour I had a different mood it seemed. I tried to be nice, but if I were angry, I would lash out. If I was depressed, there was no talking to anyone. And if I was manic, I couldn’t shut up or had any clue to do so. So, anger, depression, and mania were the three conditions that made up me, myself, and I. In my world, I was singing, if only I could—soprano, tenor, contralto—it shifts. It’s like hiding to sing in the shower. I am doing it a cappella.

			Me, Myself, and I

			Sometimes I have to wonder,

			why me?

			What did I do to deserve such a disorder?

			I have so many mood swings,

			I might as well build my own roller coaster.

			Come aboard!

			I have plenty of words to describe myself.

			Can you read? Can you define them?

			Here goes! Enjoy the ride!

			And please do have a wonderful time.

			Maybe you will; maybe you won’t.

			Who knows?

			Ain’t gonna know until you join the boat!

			I am enlightened.

			I am confused.

			I am on top of the world, feeling the best.

			I am six feet below the earth, in distress.

			I have positive dreams of the future . . .

			I see a knife, some pills, and a sharpened razor.

			With confidence I am built.

			I feel shame and guilt.

			I have magical powers to help others suffering.

			I pursue great ideas to kill myself,

			so that others won’t have a burden.

			I can write good poems to exhilarate.

			I have better suicidal notes that will intimidate.

			Life is so great.

			It is a wonderful gift.

			I wish I wasn’t born.

			Put me in the ditch.

			You are going up.

			You are going down.

			Isn’t this ride profound?

			Ready to get off?

			Can’t handle it anymore?

			I know the feeling.

			Isn’t bipolar disorder appealing

			. . . yet reeling?

			Time to exit the ride.

			I won’t torture you anymore.

			I wish I could do that

			to my brain forever more.

			I have to say I am jealous,

			yet joyous and jubilant,

			for I am a special . . .

			Yes, a special little one.

			

	

Developing the third stage of bipolar disorder had me in a bind emotionally and physically. At times, I was restrained to a bed to save others and myself. I was extremely strong; in the hospital, I lifted tables and chairs. It also took a lot of people to take me down. This was because I was developing anger like no other. It was called rage.

			Rage

			An unbearable pain of rage.

			My whole chest is red with anger.

			It is not mine,

			it belongs to my chemical imbalance,

			and I don’t have any way of expressing it

			but through writing.

			I am now crying as I am writing.

			I’ve gotten two needles to sedate me.

			However, they still didn’t have an effect on me,

			so I wallow in my pain,

			and I feel a void in my chest.

			To talk to Mom . . . Oh, I wish I were home!

			However, that day might not come.

			The rage is now gone,

			but it comes and goes.

			I can’t deal with this anymore.

			Cut my neck.

			Put me eight feet in the ground.

			

	

Anger was a demeanor I displayed before depression and mania. It held me captive, for I said or did what first came to my mind. I was very impulsive, but I would later regret what was said or done. I was out to hurt those who hurt me. I could not control it. Anger is like hypnosis; it takes over.

			It Takes Over

			Anger, anger, anger.

			It takes over.

			I am angry about many things.

			I need to detach some of the strings,

			for it only takes something little

			to stick me like a needle,

			and it causes many problems,

			leading to bad relationships with family and friends.

			I get angry.

			I show it right away.

			I’m isolated,

			and in my room I stay.

			Don’t you dare talk to me.

			Silence, silence, silence.

			You, I don’t see.

			My eyes are watery.

			They immediately dry up.

			Man, am I furious!

			It just builds up.

			Just like a volcano ready to explode.

			My lava: Abusive actions and fiery words

			just burst.

			Words are annihilating.

			I’m in an argument:

			Let’s take it up a notch.

			Don’t you feel like physically fighting?

			I am too caught up in the moment.

			What comes to mind

			is immediately relayed to the tongue.

			It is only over

			when I say I am done.

			The session is over.

			All I have now is guilt.

			What do I do with it?

			Regret, regret, regret.

			Did I really say and do all those things?

			I am such a bad kid.

			I am still angry, though.

			It wasn’t right, what they said or did.

			They caused my lava to overflow.

			Let me think.

			Hmmm, what should be their consequences?

			What should I say?

			Apologize or forgive?

			No, better yet, condemn—

			Hold a grudge, ignore them.
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