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    Disclaimer

    The ideas, concepts, and views expressed in this book are intended for educational and informational purposes only. This book is not intended to replace your physician and is not a substitute for medical diagnosis, advice, or treatment. The author is not a medical doctor, therapist, psychologist, or scientist, and makes no clinical claims. The book is sold with the understanding that the author and publisher are not rendering medical advice of any kind.

Please consult your doctor, therapist, or other qualified professional before acting on anything described in these pages. It is recommended that all readers consult their medical doctor before discontinuing any prescription medication or starting any new medication, supplementation, diet, or exercise program.

The explanation offered in this book is the result of the author's own experience, his reading of the relevant research, and his analysis of what happened to him during collapse and recovery. It is not a universally accepted medical framework, and it is not presented as established scientific fact. It is the author's view, drawn from lived experience and careful observation, of what the crash is and how it resolves. Please read it as such.

If you have been formally diagnosed with an illness by a medical doctor, it is recommended that you do this first: maintain clarity about what you have been told and continue working with your doctor. This book describes what the author came to understand about his own experience. It does not claim that the illness categories it sets aside, including Chronic Fatigue Syndrome (CFS), Myalgic Encephalomyelitis (ME), Post-viral Fatigue Syndrome, Fibromyalgia (FMS), Postural Orthostatic Tachycardia Syndrome (POTS), Multiple Chemical Sensitivities (MCS), Long Covid, anxiety disorder, panic disorder, burnout, or any related label, do not exist or do not apply to you. It does claim that, in the author's view, these labels often describe the surface symptoms of something deeper that the diagnostic categories were not built to name. Whether that view fits your situation is for you and your clinicians to determine.

If you are currently in crisis, if you are experiencing thoughts of suicide or self-harm, if you are in acute medical distress, or if you are in an unsafe situation, please contact a qualified professional or a local emergency service now. This book is not a substitute for that support, and reading it is not a substitute for reaching out.

The author, publisher, and other people or organisations involved in the making of this book shall have neither liability nor responsibility to any person or entity for any loss or damage arising, directly or indirectly, from the use, application, or interpretation of the material in this book. Please read this book only if you accept this and the other statements in this disclaimer.
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    Prologue


    "My purpose is to transform my suffering into clarity so I can guide others out of the confusion I once lived in."



This book was born from pain, not perfection.

I've walked through confusion, fear, and the slow unravelling of everything I thought I was. On the other side, I found something I hadn't expected: not answers exactly, but orientation. My journey didn't make me superior to anyone. It made me precise. It taught me to look clearly at suffering rather than away from it, and to give back what that clarity cost me: perspective, understanding, and a map drawn from the inside.

I am not a therapist, doctor, or scientist. What I am is someone who needed to understand things very precisely, and who tracked this recovery with a depth and obsessiveness that I now recognise as one of my greatest gifts. I felt every single change in my body. I noticed when capacity shifted from one part of my brain to another. I mapped the phases, logged the realisations, and stayed curious even when the pain was unbearable. That process gave me something rare: embodied knowledge. Not theory about trauma, but lived experience of how it develops, how it sits in the body, and how it resolves.

I also tried programs. Good ones, some of them. There is no shortage of approaches to healing, and many of them offer real value. But none of them quite reached me, and for a long time I couldn't articulate why. Eventually I understood: I needed to know exactly what was happening and why. Not in broad strokes, not in reassuring generalities, but with the kind of precision that satisfies an analytical mind that will not accept a map it can't verify. If you have tried things that helped partially but never completely, I think I know why. This book exists to fill that gap. It is what I needed when I crashed and could not find: honest about the darkness, precise about the biology, and clear about why the journey feels so uniquely confusing when, underneath, what is happening is exactly what happens to everyone who has been through something like this.

One thing this book will not give you is a diagnosis. When people experience what is described in these pages, the medical system typically reaches for a label. Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. Fibromyalgia. Burnout. Anxiety disorder. Some of those labels may partially fit. None of them explain what is fundamentally happening. A dysregulated nervous system rooted in trauma does not have a clean diagnostic category, so it gets sorted into whichever box matches most of the symptoms on a given day. If that has happened to you, it is not because something uniquely wrong was found. It is because the right question wasn't being asked.



Something Larger Is Happening

Most accounts of trauma and recovery work within a specific frame: something went wrong in your development or your circumstances, your nervous system learned to operate in threat mode, and the crash is what happens when that mode becomes unsustainable. The task of recovery is to heal what is broken and return to functioning.

I believe this frame is incomplete. Not wrong exactly. But missing something that changes the entire meaning of what you are going through.

We live in a civilisation that has been running an unsustainable experiment for several generations: how much chronic stress, how much performance pressure, how much emotional suppression can a human nervous system sustain before it breaks? The answer, it turns out, is less than we assumed. And the bill is coming due.

The conditions of modern life were never biologically viable. The relentless demand to produce, to optimise, to perform, to manage the impression you make on others at all times, to stay competitive, to stay numb to the cost of all of that. The nervous system was not designed for perpetual threat mode. It was not designed to suppress its own signals indefinitely in the service of productivity. It was not designed to sever the connection between body and mind and keep functioning as if that severance had no cost.

For decades, it managed. It adapted. It found ways to keep going. The coping strategies, the high-functioning anxiety, the performance identity, the emotional withdrawal: these were the nervous system doing what nervous systems do. Surviving the conditions it found itself in. Brilliantly, for a long time.

But the crashes are no longer rare. They are happening to more people, more frequently, in more contexts, with more severity. This is not a coincidence. It is feedback. The system is communicating, at scale, that the conditions are no longer tolerable. The crashes are not evidence that something is wrong with the people experiencing them. They are evidence that something is wrong with the world those people were trying to function in.

Here is where my perspective diverges most sharply from the standard recovery framework.

I do not believe the crash is a malfunction. I believe it is a refusal. The nervous system, when it finally reaches its limit, is not failing. It is drawing a line. It is saying, with the full authority of biology: I will not continue on these terms.

And the people who go through this process completely, who do not find a way to numb or manage their way back to the same operating mode, come out the other side as genuinely different organisms. Not metaphorically different. Biologically different. The nervous system that completes this process cannot sustain the performance culture in the way it previously could. It cannot be as easily manipulated by fear. It cannot return to the ego-driven mode of operating that generated the crash, because it has encountered the cost of that mode at a level too deep to forget.

This is not metaphor. It is biological evolution in the immediate, embodied sense: a living system updating itself in response to conditions that are no longer viable. The people who crash and recover are, in a specific sense, pioneers. Not because they chose to be. Because the process chose them.

Some people find their way back to functioning after a crash without going through this process completely. The symptoms ease, the coping strategies reassemble, and life becomes manageable again. That is a legitimate outcome. But it is not what this book is about. This book is for people who sense that manageable is not the same as whole. That something is still unresolved underneath the return to functioning. That the crash was pointing at something that hasn't yet been fully seen.

And this is happening to enough people, simultaneously, that something accumulates. One regulated nervous system changes the nervous systems of everyone it comes into close contact with. The children raised differently. The relationships operating from a different baseline. The quality of presence in every room that changes what is possible there. At scale, this is not just individual healing. It is a shift in what the human nervous system is becoming.

The crash is the cost of that becoming. It is enormous. It is real. And it is not meaningless.



I want to say something directly to the people this book is written for. The people who go through what this book describes are not weak. They are not broken. In my experience, they are among the most intelligent, most driven, and most deeply feeling people there are. The very qualities that made the crash possible, the intensity, the sensitivity, the refusal to do things halfway, are the same qualities that make full recovery not just possible but extraordinary. I know how much you are suffering. I know how invisible and isolating it feels. It is my hope that this book helps you find your way through it with less confusion and more compassion for yourself than I had.

If you're reading this in the middle of your own crash, or watching someone you love disappear into one, or simply trying to understand what happened to you years later, this book is for you. You don't need to share my exact story. You don't need to have the same kind of wound I had. You just need to be someone whose nervous system has been pushed beyond what it could hold.

That's enough. You're in the right place.



A word on what this book is and what it is not.

This book is a map. It gives you a precise account of what happens in the nervous system during collapse, why the experience feels the way it does, and what the phases of recovery actually look like from the inside. It treats your intelligence as an asset rather than an obstacle. It is the orientation I needed when I crashed and could not find.

It is not a protocol. It does not prescribe a diet, a supplement regimen, a pacing strategy, or a set of exercises. It does not walk you through the specific work of each phase. Those things belong to a different kind of resource. The map and the navigation are different 

tools. This book is the map. If you find, having read it, that you want company through the territory it describes, that is what the program is for.



You may find yourself in some chapters more than others. You may read certain passages and feel, with your whole body, that someone finally understands. That recognition is the point. Let it land wherever it lands.

  


  
    My Story


    For most of the decade before everything changed, my life had the outward shape our culture rewards. I was working in IT security at a global enterprise, operating at management level in a field that demands precision and long hours. I had built the standard markers of a settled life: a family at home, a career at full capacity, an identity organised around output. And underneath all of it, something had been not right for a long time.

It became distinctly worse after my second son was born in 2018. I could feel a low-grade depression I had no language for and no ability to confront directly. So I did what I had always done when something inside did not feel manageable. I outran it. Literally. I was training for triathlons at close to ten hours a week on top of a career that already left nothing in reserve. I was drinking around fifteen espressos a day to stay functional. I was irritable at work in ways I had not previously been. Looking back now, every one of those things was a symptom. I did not know that at the time. I thought I was a person who needed to manage their stress better.

In December 2020, my training performance began collapsing in a way I could not explain. Workouts that had been comfortable became impossible. After training, I felt worse rather than better. I researched carefully and concluded I had overtraining syndrome, which was the explanation my analytical mind could accept: a known condition, a known mechanism, a known resolution. I stopped sport and stepped back from work, expecting to recover in a few weeks. Instead, my body did not settle. For months I was stressed throughout each day by things that should not have stressed anyone. When I attempted even fifteen minutes of light exercise, the day after would be worse than the day before. Irritable, dissociated, unable to locate myself in my own skin.

Then came April 2021. I attempted a thirty-minute run, to test whether the rest had reset anything. The next day, about two hours after waking, my body produced something I had never experienced. A sensation exactly like a panic attack, but it did not stop. It lasted between three and four hours, continuously. When it lifted, what replaced it was a dissociation so complete I looked at my own hands and could not locate them as mine. By the following morning the cycle began again. This was the point at which I understood that whatever was happening was not overtraining and was not going to resolve on its own. This was also the point at which I began going to emergency rooms.

The eighteen months that followed were the hardest period of my life. I was largely housebound. I could not work. The symptoms oscillated with no discernible logic. Long panic attacks, profound dissociation, crushing fatigue, and a sensation that the ground was moving slightly under my feet, skin conditions, immune problems. I approached finding help the way I had approached every difficult problem in my career. I researched relentlessly. I read papers, books, case studies, forums, anything I could find. I tracked my own symptoms carefully, looking for patterns. I pursued every lead I could locate, even the ones I was sceptical of, because when you are in that state you will try almost anything that might help.

Over those years I went to:


	Multiple emergency room admissions

	A psychosomatic clinic

	A specialist centre for Chronic Fatigue Syndrome

	IHHT oxygen therapy and nutritional counselling

	Multiple doctors, including an autonomic nervous system specialist

	A naturopath for nutrition and supplementation

	A Pedagogie Neuro Visuelle practitioner, for autonomic nervous system regulation

	Ten sessions of intensive neurofeedback therapy

	The Safe and Sound Protocol

	Various sessions of hypnotherapy

	Multiple CFS online programs

	Three different therapists: conventional psychotherapy for a year and a half, Gestalt therapy, and Somatic Experiencing body therapy

	Several recovered-patient health coaches who had been through their own chronic illness journeys



I spent more than ten thousand euros. Some things helped a little. Some framed the problem more precisely than anything I had encountered before. Some were expensive nonsense. None of them fully reached what I was experiencing. One doctor gave me the diagnosis Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. The label was too small. It collected surface symptoms and gave them a name, but it had nothing to say about why this had happened or how it could resolve.

There were long stretches during those eighteen months when I was genuinely without hope. I did not know whether I would ever work again. I did not know whether I would ever feel normal again. I did not know whether what I was living would still be happening in five years, or ten, or for the rest of my life. The suffering was not only the symptoms. The suffering was also the sustained uncertainty, the sense of being in a situation that the people I trusted to know about these things could not fully name or reach.

The turn did not come through any of the therapies directly. It came through my own thinking. I had been watching my own reactions carefully for months, reading everything I could find that sat outside the conventional frameworks, letting my pattern-recognition work in the background while the foreground was occupied by symptoms. Somewhere in mid 2025, through that slow internal work, I understood that what I was dealing with was not a fatigue condition or burnout. It was trauma. Specifically, early attachment trauma, a term I had not encountered before it arrived. Once it arrived, my entire life reorganised itself around it. The coping strategies I had spent decades building, the drive, the endurance training, the overwork, the fifteen espressos, were suddenly visible as strategies rather than personality. They had kept me functional for decades. They had now, finally, become unsustainable.

This recognition did not make me feel better. It made me feel worse. Because the logic of it meant that what I was feeling was not a malfunction. It was the wound finally surfacing. The nervous system that had spent my life protecting me from feeling it was no longer able to hold it back.

The period that followed was stranger than anything that had come before. The pressure behind my eyes and in my forehead grew more intense. My body dropped me, during a fever that weakened my defences, into a state I can only describe as infancy. Time stopped existing in the way it had existed for me as an adult. I had no past and no future. When I came back out of it several hours later, I understood for the first time what Bessel van der Kolk meant when he said the body keeps the score. My body, forty years after the original events, was still holding the scene, still waiting for the response that never came.

There were other experiences I would describe, carefully, as psychedelic-like. Not drug-induced. States where time stood still. Moments where the boundary between me and the natural environment became genuinely thin. Long periods of emotional release, sobbing that had no specific narrative and would last for hours, grief that felt enormously old, rage that I had not had access to before. And again, through careful introspection and thinking and letting the patterns settle, I understood something that changed the direction of the recovery. The wound had formed in relationship, in the earliest relationship, before I had language. It would have to resolve in relationship too. Insight alone would not do it. Individual practice alone would not do it. What the nervous system needed was extended, repeated, safe contact with another human nervous system regulated enough for mine to slowly reorganise around. Once I understood that, and once I let myself into the relationship I was in at the time with less management and more presence, something began to shift that had not shifted in any of the previous four years of effort.

What I understand now, with the benefit of distance, is that what happened to me was not a disease. It was a nervous system that had been running in chronic protective activation for most of my life, built on a foundation laid down before I had conscious memory, finally reaching the end of its capacity to sustain itself. The crash was the system doing what it had to do to preserve itself. The eighteen housebound months were the long unwinding of decades of accumulated load. The attachment-trauma recognition was the frame that finally made sense of what no other frame could. The recovery happened through the slow combination of understanding, embodiment, relationship, and time.

I am still driven. Still precise. What changed is not the capacity. It is what is underneath it. The drive that once came from fear and the need to prove something has been replaced by something quieter and considerably more sustainable. I would not trade this experience for the life I had before it. I am not romanticising the suffering. The suffering was real. What I am grateful for is who I am on the other side of it.

This book is what came out of that journey. It is the book I needed when I was in the worst of it, and could not find. The understanding that no doctor, no clinic, no program fully gave me, and that I had to assemble for myself through years of reading, thinking, observing, and slowly turning the pieces over until they fit. I am writing it because what I was living was real
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