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			To the men who trusted me with their truth—
your honesty made this possible.
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			Men Suffer 
in Silence

			Here I am at fifty, sitting with more gratitude than I ever thought possible. I’ve got five incredible kids I’m deeply connected to, a loving partner, and parents who’ve supported me through every twist and turn. I’m at peace with myself in a way that took decades to find. The chatter in my head is mostly silent now, which for me is the ultimate goal. I’ve found my tribe, surrounded by men who love me for who I am and show up when it matters.

			But it wasn’t always this way. A few years back, my life imploded.

			I call it the trifecta. My relationship blew up in spectacular form. I had major issues in multiple businesses at the same time, all involving breaches of trust from senior partners or colleagues. And I mentally broke down. I literally couldn’t get out of bed, but I couldn’t sleep either. I think I went six months without sleeping, just lying there tense and anxious. I lost a lot of weight. I was desperate, really desperate, wondering when Daniel was going to come back. I thought I’d lost myself, and I just wanted the old me to return.

			It was a horrible period, filled with a lot of pain and suffering. But I got through it. And what I learned on the other side changed everything.

			The Facade I’d Been Living Behind

			Before everything collapsed, I was the guy who had it together. At least that’s how my friends saw me. The successful one with two marriages behind me, five kids, and businesses humming along. From the outside, I looked solid.

			But the truth was, I’d been operating behind a facade for years. I suppressed feelings, hoping they’d pass by on their own. That’s what I thought you were supposed to do as a man. Society expects us to behave in a certain way, right? We’re not really allowed to express emotion because it can be deemed a sign of weakness. We’re seen as the people of strength, the providers, the ones to provide security. It’s quite a burden to take on and not be able to express weakness or emotion.

			I never opened up to other men. I didn’t make myself vulnerable. In my mind, and I think in the minds of most men, that was weakness. The reality is that, for most of us, our ego is our weakness, wrapped around us like layers of an onion. I know mine was.

			When the trifecta hit, all that armor crumbled. I had nowhere left to hide.

			Opening Up To Deep Steve

			One of the first conversations I had during that dark period was with a mate I’ll call Deep Steve. I finally admitted to him that I didn’t have it together at all. In fact, quite the opposite. Everything in my life had gone wrong.

			He didn’t judge me. He didn’t try to fix me. He just held space for me, listened. Then he suggested I read Michael Singer’s The Untethered Soul. I think I read that book thirty times over those six months.

			What Deep Steve gave me was a gift. The gift of his holding space for me allowed me to make myself vulnerable with other men. It gave me permission.

			Now, when you do that, it doesn’t necessarily mean the other man will respond in the same way. But it’s almost like a fishing expedition. If you open up a little bit and show a little bit of your personal, emotional, or vulnerable side, the response of the other man will tell you whether they’ll make themselves vulnerable to you.

			What I found as I opened up to other men and they, in turn, opened up to me was that I formed much deeper connections and bonds. Today, I’m surrounded by a pretty significant group of men all over the world who were there for me in my worst time and continue to be there for me, and I for them.

			There’s a brotherhood waiting to happen if we just crack ourselves open a bit. I discovered an alchemy opening the door for authentic communication, a shared vulnerability that became the bridge between men.

			Why I’m Doing This

			Being a man in today’s world is a wild ride with very little guidance. We’re all making the same mistakes, regardless of age and experience. So why am I hosting a podcast and writing this book?

			To try to recreate the tribe we once had.

			Back when we lived in packs, the elders shared wisdom. As boys turned into men, we had rituals, rites of passage that marked our growth. Fast forward to today, and that’s all gone missing. The ancient wisdom has faded, drowned in the cacophony of contemporary life.

			Don’t get me wrong, I’m not claiming to be the guru of all things manly, actually, far from that. I’m just a guy who’s been through the wringer, a seasoned traveler bearing the scars of battles fought and lessons learned. This is a humble attempt to reignite the embers of tribal connectivity and restore the brotherhood that once thrived through the sharing of stories, wisdom, and collective growth.

			Mens Anonymous is really an invitation. It’s a call to action, a call to every man to connect with the tapestry of stories around him. Within these narratives lie the keys to rebuilding the male tribe. My hope is to create a safe space for men to open up on an array of topics, all things men: mental health, what it’s like being the father of a neurodiverse child, relationships, open relationships, what it’s like being the son of a parent who has tried to commit suicide, what it’s like to be the one trying to commit suicide, coping with abuse and addiction, and the list goes on.

			The goal isn’t to stop you from making mistakes. We all make a lot of them. What I’m trying to do is prevent us from making the same mistakes over and over, with the hope that we become better men. Better partners. Better fathers. Better sons. Better friends.

			I’m trying to inspire you to form deeper connections with your male tribe. To come more truly into your masculine, not the way it’s perceived or projected by society, but what it means to really come into your true masculine.

			An Invitation

			Welcome to Mens Anonymous. What you’re about to read in the pages ahead are stories from men who’ve cracked themselves open. Men who’ve struggled with addiction, with fatherhood, with identity, with loss. Men who’ve rebuilt themselves after everything fell apart. Men who are still figuring it out.

			These aren’t success stories wrapped up in neat bows. They’re honest accounts of what it’s like to be a man navigating this world without a map. Some of these stories will make you uncomfortable. Some will make you see yourself in ways you haven’t before. That’s the point.

			I’m not here to tell you how to live. I’m here to share what other men have learned, what I’ve learned, and to create a space where you can hear your own struggles reflected back to you. Because when we make ourselves vulnerable, when we tell the truth about what we’re going through, we give other men permission to do the same.

			The tribe is waiting. It’s time to reform it, one honest conversation at a time.

			

		

	
		
			If you look at the moon, you’ll see the beauty of God.
If you look at the sun, you’ll see the power of God.
If you look in the mirror, you’ll see God’s best creation.
So believe.
Charlie Chaplin

		

	
		
			

			Part I:

			Vulnerability Unlocked

		

	
		
			Dying Out Loud

			We spend most of our lives pretending we have more time than we do. We tell ourselves we’ll say the things that need saying later, when the moment’s right. We’ll repair that broken friendship next year. We’ll tell our kids how proud we are once they really accomplish something big. We’ll sit down with our parents and actually talk once things slow down a bit.

			But things never slow down. And later turns into never. 

			We carry these unsaid things around like stones in our pockets, getting heavier as the years pass, until the weight becomes so familiar we forget we’re carrying it at all.

			Most men I know are walking around with a lifetime of things they haven’t said because saying them out loud makes you vulnerable. Makes you admit that the people in your life matter more than your armor does. Makes you confront the fact that none of this is permanent, that everyone you love is temporary, that you’re temporary.

			This story cracked something open in me. Made me think about all the things I’m carrying that I haven’t said. Made me wonder what I’m waiting for. Made me ask what most of us spend our whole lives avoiding: What if you lived each day knowing it could be your last chance to tell someone the truth?

			The Terminal Optimist’s Story

			I was at the height of my career in my late thirties. I held a professional position at an advertising agency, and clients were my top priority. I was on call twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. When you work that kind of schedule, stress is just part of the job description. So when I started experiencing consistent stomach pain and nausea, I chalked it up to the job. That’s what you do when you’re busy and important. You tell yourself it’s just stress.

			Then that September, I had blood in my stool, bright red blood. I went to my doctor. My doctor ordered a scope from the top and from the bottom, checking both ways for the source of the blood. They saw the tumors immediately during the colonoscopy.

			Within a week I went from diagnosis to surgery table. It was stage three colon cancer. Young adult onset, they called it, because colon cancer is usually an old person’s disease.

			Most people don’t know what the stages mean, so let me give a high-level explanation. Cancer is staged from one to four. Stage one is localized, small, and usually removable. Stage two means multiple spots within a single organ. Stage three is when it’s in the organ and the lymph nodes, which means it’s about to get into your bloodstream. And stage four? That’s when it has spread, when it’s traveling through your body to other organs.

			So at that point, I had stage three. Not the worst-case scenario, but pretty bad.

			I had two kids in their young teens from my first marriage. Their mother and I had divorced years earlier when my son was three and my daughter was seven. When we told the kids about the diagnosis, we brought everyone together. Their mother, my husband, my parents, all of us sitting around the table. The kids both broke down in tears immediately. To a young person, cancer means, “my dad’s dying.”

			We taught them quickly that it wasn’t a death sentence. We were far from that. It was just going to be a gross, muddy water experience for a while. And it was.

			The initial surgery itself lasted twelve hours. When I woke up, I had an ostomy bag attached to my stomach. There’d been a tear in the colon resection, so instead of using my butt, I had this bag collecting waste. I had it for eighteen months.

			That was the most humbling experience of my life. Changing that bag regularly. There’d be times in a restaurant when the bag would fill up, and I’d have to go deal with it in the bathroom. Taking care of myself at that level did something for me. I’d always been a high achiever, always driven. But that drive had been focused on business. After the stage three diagnosis, the surgery, the radiation, the ostomy bag, I started attacking my personal life with the same drive.

			During the decade I was in remission, I crossed everything off my bucket list. Moved to Amsterdam, lived there for a year. Traveled to all the places I’d wanted to visit. I was living like someone making up for lost time.

			Then the cancer came back. This time, it was stage four. It had spread to my lungs, and there were multiple lesions.

			Twenty years ago, stage four was a guaranteed death sentence. You got that diagnosis, you knew your time was limited. Doctors would give you a window, maybe two months to five years, depending on how active the cancer was. Now they don’t give timelines the same way. They look at where it’s traveled, what organs are affected, and they treat it as something you manage, until you can’t.

			I’m in my fifties now. I know my time isn’t unlimited. And I had to decide what to do with that. I could pull back, isolate, and protect my loved ones from the weight of the reality of my situation. Or I could do something different.

			I chose different. I started writing letters during my chemo sessions. I was hooked up to the machine for eight hours at a time, a full business day, with chemicals running through my veins. I had a lot of time. I didn’t want to watch TV. I wanted to do something that made me feel like I was either growing as a person or giving back.

			It started with my kids—one letter to my son, Jacob, and one to my daughter, Kennedy. I wanted to tell them the things I was great at, the things I sucked at, the things I needed to apologize for.

			In my thirties, I came out as gay. My kids were entering their teen years by then. And I was a selfish human being during that time. I wasn’t a bad father, but I was more focused on my journey than theirs. I was still trying to figure out who I was. That’s when parents need to lean in most and give the kids all of themselves. But I was consumed with my own process. I lost sight of them while I was finding myself, and I wanted to own that for them.

			Then I added letters to my husband, my mother, my brother, my nieces and nephews. Then I started thinking about all the other people, so I made a list. It started at sixty. Then, as I was writing, I’d mention someone in a memory and realize they deserved a letter too. It grew to seventy-four.

			I wrote to my ex-wife. I wrote to close friends. I wrote to my best friend whose father was going through his own cancer diagnosis when I got my stage four. She’d pulled back. She didn’t know what to say, I think, which happens a lot. People get uncomfortable, they make it about themselves, about what they should say, how they should act. They’re not thinking about you. They’re thinking about their own discomfort. But I didn’t hold that against her, and I wanted her to know how important she was to me.

			The letters sat in a book for a while. I was thinking I’d send them after I died. My husband would get them into people’s hands, but he had a different idea. He asked, why would you wait? Let’s either send them now or FaceTime these people and have a conversation.

			I liked that. Then I was talking with another friend, and she suggested this could be a podcast where I could share these letters with the world. There are lessons to be learned from hearing a raw, emotional conversation between two people with great respect or love for each other.

			So I did it. I started Dying Out Loud. Seventy-four episodes, one for each letter. Each person gets to hear what I wrote about them, what they meant to me, and what I learned from them. And they walk away with a recording they can keep.

			It’s self-serving. I’m not going to pretend it isn’t. I want these people to know how I feel before I’m gone. I want to leave something behind. But I also think it’s useful. People don’t talk about death. They especially don’t talk about it while it’s happening. And I think there’s value in doing this out loud.

			We had the kids on the podcast recently, and at the end, my son said, geez dad, I don’t think you’ve ever said you’re that proud of me so many times in such a short period. And I’m like, well, I should probably tell you more often, because I tell everyone else in the world about it. I just haven’t said it enough to you.

			My daughter and I have always been thick as thieves. She’s daddy’s girl. My son was closer to his mother. But all of that has shifted. This diagnosis has given us a renewed lease on our relationship. My son and I have a better connection than we’ve ever had.

			Both kids have been phenomenal through all this. When I got the stage four diagnosis, they were so much better equipped than the first time. They still shed tears, but they were more emotionally ready. I’m really proud of them for that.

			I know they’re positioned to live successful lives. They’ve got great careers, great family support systems. They’re better parents than their mother and I were to them at any point. There’s so much pride in that. I know I’ve done my due diligence. When the time comes, I’m ready. Because I know they’re good to go.

			This morning I sent my husband and my mom a text. I told them that I’ve noticed I’m doing a few things that signal I’m about to spiral, and I want their help to make sure I don’t get there. That’s something I’ve learned. You have to name it. You can’t just suffer through it quietly and hope nobody notices. You have to say, “I need help. I’m struggling. Can you sit with me?”

			The thing is, I don’t look sick. People see me and they can’t believe I’m terminally ill. My energy is off the charts. I show up to work meetings, I’m engaged, I’m helping people with their career paths and business strategy.

			I’m in the role I’ve wanted my whole career. I’m now the head of people development at an advertising agency. I get to help people figure out they already have the answers they’re looking for. Watching that light bulb go off in their heads is a reward for me. That’s what I thrive on.

			But what people don’t see is that I push my mic and camera off in the middle of calls and go vomit. Then I wipe my face, rinse my mouth with mouthwash, and come back on camera. Nobody knows I just threw up.

			I show up with the energy because that’s who I am. Without it, my identity is completely gone. And that’s what I’m most scared of, quite honestly. People ask me all the time: are you scared to die? I’m actually not scared to die. If there’s a heaven, I think I’ve lived a life that’ll get me there. If there’s no eternity afterwards, I’m happy I had the experiences I had.

			What I’m scared of is the day when this energy isn’t there anymore, when I can’t show up like this. Because I know that’ll be the beginning of the end for me. I pray that when I do go, it comes fast and quick, and I don’t expect it because I don’t want to get to a point where I’m not myself anymore.

			If you take anything from my story, please know that you don’t need stage four cancer to do this. Whatever your method is, do it. Write a letter, record a video, send a damn text message.

			The only time we’re guaranteed to know we’re still alive and breathing is this moment right now. You or I could get struck by lightning in the next sixty seconds. This is the moment we have. You don’t know when the sand in that hourglass is going to run out.

			Send a text to the person you stopped talking to three months ago for the stupidest reason under the sun. Tell your parents you know they tried their best. Tell them you appreciate every opportunity they gave you. Tell your kids you’re proud of them, not just to other people but to their faces.

			Make sure people know, while you still can.

			I’ll be damned if I’m going to let my time run out before I get done saying what needs to be said. That’s what dying out loud is all about.

			

		

	
		
			The Weight 
He Carried Alone 

			We learn how to love from watching our parents. We learn how to fight, how to shut down, how to carry things alone. Most of us don’t realize we’re doing it. We just wake up one day in a relationship that’s falling apart and wonder why we keep making the same mistakes.

			I’ve talked to a lot of men who can trace their patterns straight back to their childhood home. The man who shuts down during conflict because his dad never talked about anything. The one who chases affection because his mum was emotionally absent. The guy who explodes and apologizes, explodes and apologizes, because that’s what he saw growing up. None of them chose these behaviors; they absorbed them. And they spent years wondering why they kept ending up in the same place.

			The story you’re about to read is about a son who spent his childhood misunderstanding his father. He thought Dad was just stressed from work, too busy to connect, not that interested in bonding. It took a family crisis to reveal what was actually happening—that his father had been carrying the weight of a broken marriage in complete silence for over a decade, staying for the kids, never saying a word. The distance between them wasn’t about the son at all. It was about what Dad couldn’t say.

			Silence always costs more than we think. And usually, the bill shows up years later.

			The Son’s Story

			When I was a kid, my father built us camps in the garden, proper ones, the kind an engineer builds. There were bonfires and fireworks and air rifles. Motorbikes when I was old enough. That was our era, BMXs with the mag wheels, riding around the neighborhood, exploring abandoned houses and pretending we owned them, playing manhunt in big open fields until dark.

			My grandparents had a huge house with a lot of land, and my mum taught me to drive there when I was fifteen. She had a sporty little car. The first lesson was the handbrake turn. If you pull the handbrake up, the car will skid, and that’s called a handbrake turn. I spent the whole lesson skidding around that field.

			So when I say my childhood was happy, I mean it. There was warmth in that house. There were grandparents and uncles and aunties and family friends always coming and going. There was a mother who loved us so openly that sometimes, as a teenager, I’d want to tell her just to chill.

			And there was my father, who I barely knew.

			He was always busy, stressed, and tired. Monday to Friday, he was mostly gone working his corporate job, and on Saturday, there was a little scramble to get any piece of him at all. When I did get near him, it often went wrong. Let’s say I was helping him with something in the garden, he’d hand me some tools, and I’d leave them scattered everywhere, because my mind has always been more free-spirited than his. He’d go crazy. Very verbal, very loud. When you’re small, that kind of reaction is frightening. You learn quickly what triggers it and how to stay out of its way.

			If something happened in my life, like a girl, a problem, anything real, I went to my mother. Never to my father. Not once.

			My older sister had a different relationship with him. They read the same books and talked about them. But my mother and I were kindred spirits, intuitive, tuned to the same frequency, and between my father and me there was just the stress of his presence and the yearning of mine. I wanted his attention. He wanted quiet. I was, I suspect, an annoyance.

			That was the story I told myself for thirty years. My father was a stressed man with a demanding job who didn’t have much left over for his only son. That’s what I thought his distance was.

			I wasn’t imagining the distance, but I was wrong about its cause.

			Before I get further into that part of the story, I want to shift and tell you a bit about who I became.

			Children don’t just inherit eye color. They inherit postures, ways of being in a room, ways of loving, ways of reacting when something goes wrong.

			From my mother, I got over-giving. I
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