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To have a mental illness that has been 
diagnosed as bipolar disorder is a nauseating 
experience. Given it a name that to many 
people is associated with crazy and deranged 
individuals. Just as the body won’t recognise 
bipolar and have preconceived notion’s of it 
because of the name, society should take 
heed. The name is simply a way of making 
the issue subjective and separate. When 
asked how you are feeling and coping with it, 
you don’t give answers that portray the 
persona of a character hell bent on 
pathological mayhem.You are given drugs 
named antipsychotics, anticonvulsants, mood 
stabilisers, tranquillisers and antidepressants. 
Telling you how you need ‘anti’ this and ‘anti’ 
that because you are psychotic, depressed or 
hyper et al. Branded submissively.The 
language you have is limited to the words 
that have been created to describe 
something. There are often times no words a 
language possesses that can truly explain 
what you are going through. How do you 
explain how you feel without words? 

Actions speak louder than words…



Finding  
Eternity  
Arouses 
Reaction  



1 
Getting a Psychiatrist 
Appointment  
Things had been weird way before this happened. Hallucinations in 
2017 led to a self referral to the CMHT (Community Mental Health 
Team), I was hearing laughter that wasn’t apparently there. I’d be 
asking a work colleague what they were laughing at, to be told they 
haven’t been laughing. Hearing door bells ringing, car alarms, Church 
bells going off at St. Chads for hours when I was in the Town Hall. I was 
told that as I wasn’t hearing anything to cause harm to myself or others, 
I wasn’t a priority. I’d get a letter in due course through the post. Weeks 
went by and no letter materialised. I felt like I wasn’t being taken 
seriously. My GP brushed it off too. Laughing is good to hear etc etc. 
Eventually I got to speak to someone about my appointment with a 
specialist only to be told that I wasn’t on the list. Apparently they had 
sent me a letter and I never responded to it. Said letter was never 
received. As I had either got used to the noises in my head and they’d 
become part of my every day life or they had subsided, I can’t 
remember. What I can remember though is that it came back with a 
vengeance in December 2019. 
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