My Fondest Dream

by Marilee George
 
I found the road to recovery
When I thought all hope was lost
The winter enveloped every dream I ever had
The flowers died beneath a gentle frost
I felt alone and understood by no one
Why did I swing back and forth in thought and mood?
How come no one had the kindest word for me?
Why did every comment sound so rude?
The answer was to start my own journey
Accept help though I didn’t want to try
I’m a person and not my mental illness
Whoever contradicts this tells a lie
So I worked with those who tried to help me
I got hold of my heart and mind and soul
I set aside all the misconceptions
And made getting well my first and foremost goal
With therapy and medication
I found the strength to persevere
I learned how to smile for a little while
And learned to dry off every single tear
I saw that there are lots of people
Who’ve been through despair a thousand times like me
Getting sick is bad and stigma is worse
One day our voice will make us truly free
We’ll be free of all discrimination
Be judged for who we are; not how we seem
Be admired for overcoming challenge
Against all odds; that is my fondest dream!
