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			Sheila Armstead first book is called A Singer In The Making by Sheila Grace. In this book I have included chapters that I hope will inspire you. I hope you will enjoy this book and that it gives you a sense of hope.

			


	

“A Singer In The Making” 

Sequel, Part Two

			Well, the next door of opportunity has opened and I continue to pursue my dream and God is still working Miracles in my life! In my journey I have met many people in all kinds of different walks of life. Most of my friends are bi-polar of some level and some of them are not.

			While I have some college and University level education I still come up against rejection in dealing with other people. I dress different and seem to carry myself in such a way that alot of people may feel I am arrogant or better than in my attitudes but I am not like this at all. I love people and have always had a desire to help and hope to bring more hope and motivation to others like me who may be a place in their lives where they are in need of some inspiration.

			I can’t promise I intend to save the world. My intention is to reach as many people as I can and help make a difference. reach a few and help make a difference. One of the first things that helped me was music. I learned about God and He seemed to soothe me through music of every kind. I would talk to God but wasn’t always so sure that He was listening until He started answering my prayers.

			I went to private school briefly during my early years and I remember being taught about the Bible. I later went to public school about level 4th grade. I was in combined 4th and 5th grade class. The classes had fewer teachers then as they do now. I often finished my work early and waited for something else to do. I learned fast and finished early waiting for something else to do. I talked to my closest friend and occasionally I spoke to other kids but I would get teased and just didn’t seem to talk much anymore. I wore glasses, was slightly overweight and needed braces. it was public school so it was very different.

			I was put in a very strange class for a day with some children who were gifted and had a lot of energy. I didn’t get to stay in this class. I’d heard it was a different class that required a special program and payments for this class. That is what they are calling me. I have always wanted to help people and now I am under God’s Loving Guidance, Grace and Mercy. He blessed me with talents and gifts to share. My dearest passion is reaching out to bipolar people and/or schizophrenic people like myself. My difficulties with loniness were hardest to overcome. My writting and my love of music really helped me along the way. They released my sadness, worries and pain. I felt happy, less lonely and peaceful after listening to music, singing, or writting. I seem to have developed a style that other people gravitated to. Later on in life I was nicknamed “The Voice”.

			Mar. 24 2016

			In, March of 2016, I felt my dreams were now smashed beyond reach off and on like a lot people with dreams of being in entertainment. Pain has followed me all my life and pain always let me know i am alive. it gave me something to push for. I love you. We all have pain in some form or another what you do with the pain seems to make all the difference in how things changed in my life. Pain is a motivator. For me it let me know what kind of class it was and I overheard the phrase “gifted.” So I wasn’t put in a “slow” class, this seemed to mean something special. I seemed to absorb information like a sponge and figured out a lot of things very quickly. But something was wrong and I wasn’t quite sure what. In reality it was nothing wrong I knew that I was different. It means a lot to me now as I understand today. Something about me stood out from all the rest of the people I know. This is exciting and from this point I started my journey. My journey continues as I pursue to realize my dreams as they come true and especially in writing this book.

			


	

Chapter One

			I am still alive and amongst the living. So in a strange way, I had to learn from pain, to embrace it, to let it teach me and to allow it to move me accordingly and when necessary. Sometimes I couldn’t seem to move or breathe but as long as I am breathing I can find ways to enjoy life in spite of my pain. Sometimes there is none. Thank God for periods of relief.

			Now, 3-4 years ago a close associate introduced me to a group of people who were involved in community work.

			This friend Twania invited me to a park event to get a free meal as she put it. I figured she wanted company, I needed desperately to get out awhile and okay I had food but figured okay I don’t have to cook today and could use the break. There were booths at the park and live music that sounded pretty good so now I was hooked on our outing. The booths were interesting. And booth had free small token gifts and flyers. Most of it was speaking out about the things that were needed in our local community. I met every person at every booth and asked questions. My friend introduced me to the outreach director and we talked awhile and I began to be excited about being apart of their functions. They needed help with getting started to achieve better mental health. I was finally finding something I desired to get into that I really wanted to do beside music and it was so in line with my dream. I had been away from the studio for going on 2 to 3 years and a drive began to build to go, see and do community service work as a volunteer.

			Volunteering at a community center was very rewarding in so many ways. I was able to see some of our political issues in my neighborhood up close and personal. And even though a friend had brought me to one of their events it laid a lasting impression on me. There were lots of meetings and information and I met different people from the neighborhood. So, enthusiastic, I tried to go to every event or meeting that was held. Speaking events, health fares, team leader group meetings and all of them that I could attend. We all wanted the same thing and that was for our lives to change. Change for the better.

			There at the community center I spoke at townhalls and met mayors for almost a solid year. We worked side by side to change the community around us. I worked very close with Gilbert Johnson, Eric Gatseti and Mark Lawrence-Dawson. We achieved a lot in such a short period of time. Through meetings we achieved the building of The Dollar Tree. There were very few heated debates over issues but I only witness 2 heated ones while attending there.

			Phone calls had to be made, flyers stuffed into envelopes and sent out, and talking to other people in our areas of concentrated changes was encouraged. Most of us went out eagerly to discuss with others what we needed and wanted changed.

			Being one of the leaders for mental health was quite exciting and a great challenge. Perhaps, I was a little over-zealous about some discussions and eventually had to leave. Had to get back on medications. I was exhausted after the work. Honestly, no harm was intended and the realization that some uneasiness was occurring I had failed to see. It was not my intention to make anyone feel awkward and in a state of dis-ease. Managing to botch up some of my first attempts to present a positive message was now working in reverse. This weighed heavy on me. And a bit of regret must have followed us all as the people I shared with seemed to pull away in fear. Okay, maybe my some attempts of were handled wrong but I don’t regret my experiences. We learn, we grow. Perhaps the steps ahead can be handled differently.

			The next venture was a volunteer position as a facilitator at a mental health establishment. I was asked to come represent as apart of another business entity. I would like to start my own foundation someday so happily I went. It was a couple days a week for a couple hours each session. Heaven. Inspiration at its best, front and center. At first someone picked me up and took me to work. initially I caught the bus there to the office. There was an interview and paperwork, trial-period with training offered. No guidance, which puzzled me, no materials as help aids only a couple suggestions to follow which I attempted to meet. I have some partial schooling and training that I didn’t get to complete. I had gotten physically ill at the University I had tried to attend and ½ way through a training several years later I caught another physical illness and had to be quarantined for 2 weeks and was not allowed to return and finish the class, but while sick I tutored as an associate who was also in the class and who has a learning disability on note taking and a few other learned ideas and information I had studied.

			Well, to my surprise and astonishment to my associate the class was passed with certification earned. My stomach dropped but I looked at my associate feeling so happy and over-joyed and couldn’t stay mad. At least someone completed. I got to help. I still wanted to get certified and kept trying but to no avail.

			Facilitating was a flat beginning at first. I learned quickly that I had to be creative so I pulled from my own experiences, used what I could remember, had to adlib alot and go by a few print outs I had managed to get and set aside.

			Here I engaged in new challenges, situations and circumstances. Singing is my forte so I used that and gave thought provoking talks, inspiring conversations, presented things to be worked on or addressed. I discussed a lot about goals amongst other things

			The people I worked with from week to week seemed gradually to become more interested in the groups and the amount of people who attended increased to a higher level than when I first started. They appeared to be happier and more enthusiastic and welcoming.

			There were only 3 episodes that were very brief that occurred with me in the course of one solid year as long as I was happy and busy with something to do that I enjoyed and loved.

			During the last year my relationships with family, associates, friends, neighbors and interactions with the general public improved greatly. The enjoyment of life was so enlarged, freeing, and satisfying.

			And, during the course of things I continued to write music and work on other side projects such as working with friends on self-improvement issues and lots of listening to them as they went through their challenges. Sometimes someone would be hungry or need clothes or just a safety zone to hang out.

			In my journey, there have been many shifts in the direction of life. God has brought me through them all and continues to bless me and the friends or family that I have come into contact with.

			In the past, there has been quite a few things that I have been a part of that helped me to developed my gifts and talents. I started to sing at 4 years of age. Learned to sew very early at age 8 and was already making outfits for dolls. Mostly, I learned to sew from other family members and I took at least one or two sewing classes in what used to be called grade school. On of my family members noticed I like making things and gave me a book titled “Something From Nothing”. I embraced the title so completely that I thought about that title every time I made or did anything. This motto, so to speak, became my mantra!

			School was easy for me. I have a serious love for learning and did well in school. Studied drama, public speaking and singing in my early years and also took other basic studies. I missed a portion of my schooling during my high school years.

			During high school as an outside class I studied different styles of dance and went to do shows and competitions. My sister and one of my neighbors I grew up with studied together and went to shows and competitions. We won various trophies and had collected well over tweenty trophies each. Over the years I studied such styles as ballet, tap, jazz, modern and some Latin styles as well as belly dancing and current dances that came into play through out the years.

			A lot of vocal training came from classes, churches and from my voice coaching and management. As I recall a lot my experiences I am happy to say my life has been very exciting as a whole. I have always seen that work pays off. It even is quoted in specific verse from Biblical reading.

			My family taught me about many things. Learning to cook was simple as it was taught by every family member. One of my grandfather’s was a farmer and agriculturalist. He passed soon after I graduated high school. I remember I was able to sing to him about one month before he passed on.
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