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From the Editor

“A butterfly in a bear’s body.” Some days, that is still an accurate description of myself – the times when my energetic preference to flit battles against my lethargic need to sit. Some days, the little girl in me who longs to skip and jump feels caged inside a weakened body.  

I spent years under a dark cloud of guilt. The resulting workaholism led to burnout, apathy, and depression. Truly a ‘blue butterfly,’ I existed in bear-like hibernation long after winter was past. But thankfully, more recently, I have wanted to sing more than cry – I have renewed H.O.P.E. 

The Heaven-sent assignment of editing the manuscript of this book was a healing balm to my weary soul. While reading it, I discovered in its pages that I was not the only person in the world with the experiences transparently shared by the author. Though my struggles did not include premenstrual dysphoric disorder (PMDD), I could indeed relate to many of the issues described. 

No longer feeling alone, my façade – the mask that was nearly permanent from decades of wear – began to melt. Relief filled my heart as a triple burden was lifted off my shoulders – the world I thought I could carry, the shame I thought I should carry, and the fear of being crazy.

This book has given me the courage to emerge from my self-spun cocoon and live joyfully for our Creator. May Shine for Me, Blue Butterfly! do the same for you.

No longer blue,

C.J. Marshall, Editor
Foreword

I would like to introduce you to my friend and associate, Brenna, a genuine and sincere woman who strives for a life of structure and a character that God approves of. Brenna lights up the room when she walks in and has a presence about her that demands the floor. These are two aspects of her personality that I have had the privilege to enjoy for two years as we worked together in my health and healing spa. 

During that period, I witnessed the dark side of Brenna’s life that increased over time. I repeatedly observed her mood swings, the sudden ‘Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde’ performance that could take her out of the scene at any moment without warning.

Even with the massive steps forward in her general health, the mystery of Brenna’s mood swings and depression remained. Eventually, she took the opportunity to live at an isolated garden retreat on a mountain in Central America. Daring to take that step provided one of the final pieces of the puzzle in living with cyclical depression. 

There in the jungle, the storm clouds lifted, leaving her free to finally begin living out her purpose, and she started writing this book. Living in a crude shelter in the jungle so she could work on this book, she returned to civilization once every week or two just to replenish her raw food supply. To my amazement, she handwrote the manuscript for Shine for Me, Blue Butterfly! in a few short weeks in that healing mountain sanctuary. Once she saw the light, there was no holding her back. 

You may be deep in the dungeon of depression as you hold this book, but please take courage. Read just one paragraph at a time if necessary, or read one page if you can. As dark as the maze of your life may be now, reading Shine for Me, Blue Butterfly! will start you on a path to seeing yourself in a new and brighter way as you rise above depression, despair, and darkness and begin to shine, not just for yourself, but also for the world around you. 

Let Brenna be your friend as you read about coping with the symptoms of PMDD. Brenna’s valiant struggle against the devastating symptoms of this disorder is an example of recovery from a life of...well, you must read her story to know what I mean about leaving the darkness and entering the light. She has been there and can be an inspiration to you as she has been to me.

Darrin K. Poitras

Author of Divine Power, Human Strength: 10 Master Keys to Ultimate Health and Mind Success

Winnipeg, 2012 

Introduction

In today’s world, it seems that everywhere we turn – the Internet, TV, books, or elsewhere – there are stories of people living with ‘invisible disabilities’ such as chronic fatigue syndrome, epilepsy, and fibromyalgia as well as those who have survived life-threatening illnesses such as cancer, diabetes, and heart disease. Yet how often do we hear about women battling severe depression, fatigue, irritability, anger, suicidal thoughts, mood swings and other debilitating symptoms monthly and their struggle to keep living?

I have suffered from premenstrual dysphoric disorder (PMDD), a severe form of female depression, most of my adult life. When I was 44 years old, I finally realized that my symptoms were cyclical, meaning they followed a precise pattern. The weepiness, lack of energy, rage, suicidal thoughts, and desire to harm myself appeared and intensified 7-14 days before menstruation every month, and the symptoms abruptly vanished within a day or two of getting my period. 

According to recent statistics, there are approximately 31 million women (3-8% of menstruating women) in the U.S. and Canada alone who impatiently wait for their monthly menses because they suffer from PMDD. Getting their period can mean the end of two weeks of misery and the beginning of two weeks of so-called normalcy.

Who can benefit from this book? If you suffer from PMDD, or any other form of depression for that matter, I am confident that my story will motivate you to stay in the battle.

Husbands, brothers, sons, and other family members of those who suffer with PMDD and depression, you are on my heart also. Within these pages, you’ll gain greater insight into how to relate to depression and the many people who suffer from it. 

However, this book was written with a special compassion for the women who can truly identify with my story, women who will not meet my cry for compassion with blank stares and unresponsive silence but who can sympathetically empathize because we are in the same (often capsizing) boat. These women know what it feels like to be swallowed up in the cold, dark waves of depression. I know there are other women who share a similar experience. We are ‘soul sisters’ traveling the same, or at least a similar, road. 

This is a book of some of my memoirs, but names and identifying details in personal stories have been changed to protect privacy. I have endeavored to share only those details that I feel are essential to understanding the extent of my struggle with PMDD and the damaging influence it has had on my relationships.

We are all human; we all have faults and frailties, and it is not my intention to point fingers at anyone except myself. These memoirs were written purely from my perspective. I have dredged up dim details and timeworn conversations from my unreliable, disease-distressed memory and recorded them as best I can.

Every good story has a hero, and my story is no exception. In writing this book, I found that I needed both good guys and bad guys, supermen and scoundrels, to reveal the most accurate and comprehensive picture of my journey. Therefore, I have chosen Alex to represent the heroes in my life and Lucas to represent the scoundrels. 

I wrestled long and hard with the focus of this book, whether to keep it general, since both men and women alike deserve the same hope that there is a better day coming, or whether I should concentrate more on women’s depression, specifically on PMDD. One day as I was writing (and drinking deeply of my rich healing environment in Central America), a large butterfly elegantly fluttered in front of me, blindingly blue against the tropical green foliage. It was truly the most spectacular butterfly I had ever seen. 

“Blue women are like blue butterflies,” I thought to myself, “just waiting to have the opportunity and environment to fly. Though we might be depressed (have the blues), we can shine like these stunning blue butterflies.” So, my dear sisters, this book is especially for you.

The Eternal God says, “You are the light of the world. ...Let your light so shine before men, that they may see your good works and glorify your Father who is in Heaven.” (Matthew 5:14, 16). He says, “Please, my daughter, my son, I need you to shine for Me and for the rest of the world.” 

Brenna Hasheider

Central America, 2012

Author’s Postscript: This book was written prior to menopause, magnificent menopause, after which life began for me. Almost overnight, my dark gray world turned to color and the birds began to sing on a more regular basis. Only the grace of the Eternal One carried me through the darkness to see and hear the beauty of His creation now, and I am filled with joy and gratitude.

“Yahweh, you have searched me,
and you know me.
You know my sitting down and my rising up.
You perceive my thoughts from afar.
You search out my path and my lying down,
and are acquainted with all my ways.”

Psalm 139:1-3
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Chapter 1 – Why I Needed Hope
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Making the Connection to PMDD

A new friend of mine (who does not have time for trivial chats) recently asked, “So what are some significant events from your life’s journey? I want a bulleted list of all the highpoints.”

His request, though outwardly simple, was complex. “Well, um, you see...” I hesitated. “That’s a tough one.”  After a few awkward moments, I rattled off the following information in chronological order:

“I was raised in a single-parent home with three older siblings, earned a few degrees, worked a rich variety of jobs, survived an apartment fire, taught English as a volunteer in Asia for several years, married twice, was divorced twice, cared for my mother the final two years of her life, and helped a husband build a house.”

Recalling my two failed marriages and multiple moves, I hung my head in shame and said, “A perfectly lovely life record, isn’t it?”

“That is exactly what I asked for,” he replied. Then he added with a smile, “Thanks. That was a whole lot easier than looking at faded photographs for two hours on a Saturday night!”

As I reflected on the list, I realized, not for the first time, that my life to that point had been relatively worthless. “If I die today,” I thought to myself, “what would I have to show for my life on Earth? I have been in and out of relationships, in and out of countries, and in and out of rented rooms and apartments. I have spent countless hours deciding whether to leave unhealthy relationships; and then when I finally did decide to leave, I have had to figure out how to leave in the most peaceful way possible without financial or social support. I have followed my mind in crazy circles of thought and cast shadows on the pathways of others.” 

These were not exactly things that I’d be proud to present to the Eternal God on Judgment Day, but this little exercise did help me realize how much of my life had been consumed by my battle with PMDD.  Losing two weeks out of every month to its symptoms made my life’s journey considerably painful and exhausting. Even so, I do not regret that I have had to suffer from the effects of this illness because of the deeper spiritual experience I have gained as a result. The Eternal has blessed me with a firm faith in Him, a profound need to cry out for strength outside of myself, resulting in a deep dependence on His divine power that I might not otherwise have. For these gifts, I will be eternally grateful.

Gratitude aside, how many times have I found myself in a difficult situation, a tight spot, with my face to the wall and seemingly nowhere to turn? Like Job in the Bible, I have complained bitterly, “He has walled up my way so that I cannot pass, and has set darkness in my paths. He has put my brothers far from me. My acquaintances are wholly estranged from me. My relatives have gone away. My familiar friends have forgotten me.” (Job 19:8, 13-14). Nevertheless, my heavenly Father has always provided a way out, often at the last minute, but He has always rescued me.

In the Beginning

“Are you sick?” my mother asked for the umpteenth time when she saw I was still crying. I was 13 or 14 years old and had been sobbing uncontrollably most of the day.

I shook my head ‘no’.

“Do you hurt somewhere?” she persisted.

“No,” I answered between sobs. “Only in the depths of my heart,” I added to myself. 

“Do you have cramps?” she inquired.

Again, I shook my head. “No.”

“Did you get a bad grade on your algebra test?” she asked, still trying to come up with a logical reason for my endless weeping.

“No!” I wailed again, wishing she would stop probing but not having the energy to articulate the words to ask her to do so.

Finally, exasperated, my mother left the room.

Is It Them or Is It Me?

After I went away to college, I still had an abundance of weepy days and weeks, but I usually blamed them on boy-girl issues or lack of sleep from living in a dormitory or countless other reasons. However, the bigger problem at that point in my life was my frequent touchiness over seemingly insignificant issues, like who was using shampoo from the bottle I had left behind in the dorm shower, or why the girls next door were blaring their music past midnight. 

I assumed my problem was a character weakness that I needed to conquer. Half a dozen failed relationships later, including two marriages, I was still asking myself, “Why am I so crabby and irritable sometimes? Is it them or is it me?” 

But the most distressing symptom (which grew worse year after year it seemed) was bursting into tears for no apparent reason on any given day and then crying for days on end, as much as two weeks out of every month.

Friends would say, “You’re just sad because things did not work out in your marriage. You’ll heal faster if you cry. It’s normal.” Or they might say, “You have every right to lose your temper. Look what he (or she) did to you!” Or “It’s just your hormones.” Well-meaning people told me, “This is a normal part of being a woman. You just have to grin and bear it, my dear. We each have a cross to bear. This is your lot in life, your thorn in the flesh.” 

Sometimes I believed them, not knowing what else to blame it on. I tried my best to cope with a “suck it up” attitude, a stubborn strength inherited from generation after generation of German ancestors. Like so many other women, I simply came to accept my mood swings as an inevitable part of womanhood – a part of “the curse.” But surely, God did not want me to be miserable 180 days out of 360, did
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