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INTRODUCTION 

I did not realize a cloud nine moment, heightened by a 

standing ovation, would result in suicidal thoughts and a 

one-week involuntary hospitalization filled with restraints, 

mandated seclusion and a future bipolar I diagnosis. How 

could one endeavor jumpstart a downward spiral for three 

months? At least, that's what I thought. One particular 

event was in fact just the last straw, that broke an overloaded 

back, which forced me to re-evaluate my life and how I had 

been operating for the last 33 years of my life.  

 

After reflecting on my experiences, it dawned on me that 

there was somehow a disconnect between what I was doing 

and the external factors that played a major role every step of 

the way. Is it possible that my symptoms were being ignited 



 

by the consumption of food and medicine in addition to 

high levels of stress, adrenaline and euphoria? What were the 

triggers that ultimately resulted in this outcome? What was I 

missing? Taking a step back, I began to document a timeline 

of my life to determine when there was a shift in my body, 

and that was extremely easy to discover.  

 

February 2023 was when I first went to urgent care after 

being prescribed spironolactone for hormonal acne and 

experienced what I thought was an allergic reaction. At that 

point, I was then prescribed methylprednisolone to help 

alleviate my severe symptoms. I began taking this medicine 

for ten days and throughout this time something still did not 

feel quite right. One day in particular I remember my 

stomach hurting extremely badly and I felt cold internally. 

So, I decided to go back to urgent care to figure out what 



 

was going on. My father happened to call me as soon as I 

arrived. I informed him that I was at the urgent care facility 

and would call him back. I walked up to the counter, told 

them I needed to be seen, and was informed that it would be 

a one hour wait.  

 

At that point, something unexpected happened. I started 

shaking, crying uncontrollably, and expressing that I was 

feeling hot. The front desk person rushed me to a back room 

and got a doctor. In a split second I went from just feeling a 

little sick and weird, to being unable to speak. The doctor 

entered and asked me my name. I began to stutter, “Arrr-

riiii-annn-a” while continuing to shake and cry. They asked 

me if I knew where I was and I looked at the sign on the wall 

and stuttered again, “urrrrr-gggeen-t…ccc-aaa-rrr-e.” The 

doctor left the room and my husband called to check on me. 



 

I answered but all I could do was sob and he said, “I’m on 

my way”! He rushed over and arrived five minutes later. The 

personnel directed him to where I was, and he immediately 

attempted to try and figure out what was going on with me. 

The doctor asked if he knew whether or not I had taken 

anything that might have caused my symptoms, and I 

handed him my phone. He said, “Yes, she writes everything 

down and I can tell you exactly what she has been taking”! 

He went to hand them the phone to try and show what I 

had documented, but for some reason they did not take it or 

make note of any of the medicine. Instead, they proceeded 

to say there was nothing they could do for me and that they 

were going to call 911 so that an ambulance could take me to 

the nearest emergency room. He looked at the doctor with 

exasperation and confusion. 

 



 

Once they left, my mother called. My husband answered 

and she could hear that I was crying. He did his best to 

explain what was happening but none of it made sense. The 

EMT unit arrived and proceeded to try and get me on the 

gurney. This sent me over the edge. I started to say, “Tttt-e-

ll…mmm-my…mmmm-om…tt–hat…I…lll-lll-ove her.” He 

hugged me and reassured me that nothing bad was going to 

happen. At that moment, I thought that I was dying and 

would never see him or the rest of my family and friends ever 

again. This was the first sign that something was wrong. I 

wish we knew then, what we know now.



 

CHAPTER ONE 

Black Is Queen: System Overload 

1 John 4:12 (NIV) - No one has ever seen God; but if we love 

one another, God lives in us and his love is made complete in 

us. 

 

It all began with an invitation and opportunity to be the 

Artistic Director for a well-known non-profit organization, 

centered around teaching young African American girls to 

be confident and empowered, by utilizing the arts to help get 

them out of their comfort zones. This call to action was one 

that excited my creative mind and got the wheels turning 

from the start. It ultimately aligned with my passion for 

singing, dancing and performing on stage in front of a large 

audience. I should point out that this opportunity presented 



 

NEUR LLC – which stands for The Entrepreneur – as 

production support. It would be an understatement that I 

was way over my head as I began to navigate this experience 

with all of my “flaws” floating to the surface.  

 

The below “flaws” can easily be categorized throughout the 

Black Is Queen experience: 

 

➢ People Pleaser - Pitching a proposal turned 

from a concept into a PLAY to keep the board 

of directors pleased, and excited to hire me as the 

Artistic Director. Soon writing and presenting a 

script consumed my every waking moment. 

➢ Always Saying YES: Turning an opportunity 

like this down would be unthinkable and the 

thought of the word NO, before confirming 



 

what was going to take place to pull this off, 

never crossed my mind. 

➢ Controlling: Creating an agenda and schedule 

brought out a side in me where I wanted 

everything to flow the way it was supposed to. 

➢ Workaholic: Being extremely productive and 

operating on little to no sleep. 

 

The days that followed involved several elements that 

required quick and nimble action to help ensure everything 

ran smoothly: 

➢ Casting young ladies aged 5 to 17 years old. 

➢ Learning and prepping for the final showcase of 

Black Is Queen which included singing, dancing 

and acting. 



 

➢ Racing thoughts consumed my mind due to 

creative juices flowing, along with the sounds of 

non-stop music playing in my head that I was 

unable to shut off. 

 

All of the above filled me with excitement, came with a cost, 

and kicked off the initial onset of my spiral. Can we really 

pull this off in one week? Will it be good enough? These 

questions were at the surface the entire time and yet I 

masked my emotions, and stuffed down the nerves, since the 

perfectionist and overachiever in me was now 

subconsciously taking the wheel without permission. Yes, 

you could say this was a real-life roller coaster ride that I had 

no idea how to stop. The morning of the showcase turned 

into an Urgent Care visit when I found myself screaming at 

the top of my lungs, “I can’t do this”! This may have been 



 

true, but at the same time I knew in my heart that the show 

must go on whether or not I thought we were ready. My 

husband rushed me to a facility where we were told there 

was nothing they could do for me, while I paced around the 

lobby, and provided us with the Colorado Crisis Line 

Number.   

 

This was another moment where no explanation was 

provided on why we were being redirected to this number 

and how calling it might be able to get me to calm down. 

The main thing I remember was that there was no offer to 

have us stay there until I received support. For some reason, 

they were just confident I would receive what I needed on 

the other end of that number. We called and a crisis line 

agent was able to successfully calm me down after suggesting 

some breathing techniques and natural supplements I could 



 

take to ease my nerves; Ashwagandha and Magnesium 

Calm. They then helped me realize how important this day 

was for me and that I may regret not showing up. They were 

absolutely right. How would the girls feel if their Artistic 

Director was a no show? Would they internalize thoughts 

that they were not good enough?  There was no way I could 

let that happen.  

 

I took the suggested supplements and to my surprise they 

helped me relax and gave me the boost of energy I 

desperately needed to make my way down to the showcase. 

However, needless to say, my pulse was racing, sweat 

dripping, tears flowing (from me internally and the young 

girls externally). Why is that significant? Well, I learned 

several years prior that I am an empath, which is defined as a 

person with an extraordinary, heightened ability to sense, 



 

absorb, and feel the emotions, energy, and physical 

sensations of others as if they were their own. Therefore, 

everything they were feeling I felt on more of a heightened 

extent. It was finally go-time, and I had no idea what was 

going to happen next.  

 

MENTAL HEALTH INFORMATION: If you or a 

loved one is experiencing a life-threatening emergency, please 

call 911. For any mental health emergencies, please call 988 

(Suicide Prevention & Crisis Lifeline) or dial +1 844-493-

8255 (Colorado Crisis Line Number) and request a clinician. 



 

Black Is Queen (July 2023) - My Onstage Moment Receiving 

a Standing Ovation 


