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Start where you are.

Not where you think you should be. Not where someone else’s map says you ought to have arrived by now. Where are you in this body, in this life, with this collection of joys and losses and unresolved questions that no one else has ever carried in quite this combination.

That is the only starting point this book asks of you. And from exactly that point, it proposes something very simple: that there is already within you a presence wiser than your current confusion, steadier than your current fear, more faithful to where your life is trying to go than any plan your mind has yet produced. You do not need to be a different person to access it. You do not need to have arrived somewhere first. It is here, now, in the life you are already living and the moment you turn toward it, even tentatively, even with doubt still very much present, something begins to move.

A word to the reader who arrives here with scepticism intact. You are not being asked to abandon it. Scepticism, honestly held, is not the enemy of what this book proposes. It is one of its most reliable tools. Every framework in these pages is offered not as doctrine to be accepted before the journey can begin, but as a working hypothesis to be tested in the only laboratory that finally matters; your own experience, honestly observed over time. If nothing in these pages’ changes anything real in the quality of your attention, the texture of your relationships, the experience of inhabiting your own body, then set them aside. But if something does change, note it carefully. That noting, not any prior belief, is the beginning of the inquiry this book is inviting.

I have called this presence PrecisiOM.0F0F​[1]

PrecisiOM — pruh.si. shom — is the name I have given to your highest inner ideal. Not the ideal someone else installed in you. Not the inherited voice of a parent, a culture, or a fear. The ideal that is native to you, the clearest, most expansive sense of what is true, good and worth moving toward that you are honestly capable of holding right now.

I say ‘right now’ deliberately, because this is not a fixed destination. PrecisiOM is not a ceiling. It is a guide that grows with you. What counts as your highest ideal at twenty will not be what it is at forty. What you can receive at the beginning of the inner life is not what you will be capable of receiving after years of genuine practice, genuine loss, genuine love given and returned. The ideal expands precisely as you do. It does not outpace you and leave you behind. It walks alongside you, always one step ahead, always calling you forward not with demands, but with a quality of invitation that you recognise, in your clearest moments, as the truest thing you have ever heard.

The name itself holds both dimensions of what it is. Precision from the Latin praecisio, a sharpening to exactness because this intelligence is not vague or romantic. It is specific. It knows exactly what your body needs at this moment, exactly what your relationships are trying to teach you, exactly what the next honest step is. And OM; the oldest human sound for the ground of all existence, the hum beneath everything, because this precision is not cold or mechanical. The sound AUM (or OM) is deeply connected to the breath as a natural acoustic representation of the respiratory cycle. The three syllables map directly to the movement of air and the body's internal vibrations. It is the precision of something that you breathe. Something that has been orchestrating the extraordinary complexity of your life’s every breath, every immune response, every moment of unexpected clarity with a care that does not require your acknowledgement to continue.

Science calls aspects of this the autonomic nervous system, the vagal network, the body’s self-regulating intelligence. Contemplative traditions across every culture and every century have pointed to it with different names and different languages. What I have tried to do is give it a name that anyone, from any background, can hold without having to borrow someone else’s framework to do so.

Here is what I have come to understand, across twenty years of medical practice and a personal life that has been as much a curriculum as a story; every human being is, in some essential sense, two people sharing one body.

There is the self you know, the one reading these words, the observer, the experiencer, who carries a name and a history and a particular set of longings that feel uniquely yours. I call this the Individual Separate Personality, the ISP. It is real. It is not an illusion to be transcended or an ego to be dismantled. It is the irreplaceable you the one for whom everything in your life happens, the one whose distinct capacity to love and be loved is the whole point of the exercise.1F1F​[2]

And then there is PrecisiOM, the witnessing presence already within you, seated alongside the ISP in the same body, observing everything without being destabilised by anything, holding the whole person coherent even when the person has entirely lost sight of their own coherence. If the ISP is the one who eats the fruits of life, the sweet and the bitter, the pleasure and the consequence. PrecisiOM is the one who watches with complete fidelity and complete equanimity, never consuming, never diminished, never absent.

The relationship between these two is the subject of this book. And the health of that relationship; the ISP turning toward PrecisiOM.  Learning to listen to it, gradually coming to trust it, is what I have encountered in clinic after clinic, the single most reliable source of genuine healing.

I am not the first to notice that there are two of us inside each one of us.

Sigmund Freud spent his life mapping the unconscious, that vast interior that presses against the conscious self from below, carrying desires, guilts, and moral intuitions the person never consciously chose. He found a persistent, powerful second presence within every individual; a conscience formed in childhood, installed before the psyche had the capacity to evaluate it, running silently beneath the surface of every decision. His great contribution was to name this. His limitation was that he could not replace what he dismantled. He could free a person from the parental echo. He could not tell them what to listen to instead.

Erich Fromm extended the source of that second personality beyond the parents to encompass the whole of society, its expectations, its incentives, its relentless forming of an identity the individual never fully chose. Fromm saw every person as engaged in a lifelong struggle between their own genuine self and this externally constructed one. He described what the fully alive person might look like with great beauty. But he had no anchor within the self that was immune to the colonisation he had so clearly described. He could see what was wrong. He could not find the ground from which it could be put right.

Friedrich Nietzsche is the most dramatic, and in many ways the most instructive. He is the origin of the phrase ‘God is dead’ and yet in his masterwork Thus Spake Zarathustra, he writes with extraordinary intensity about a second presence within him: a hidden, overwhelming force he felt but could not name, that seemed to govern him even as he denied the existence of any power outside his own will. He named this inner figure Zarathustra. He experienced it as both magnificent and enslaving. And he oscillated his whole life between two positions, each as unbearable as the other.

The first was inflation: the identification with that inner force so complete that the ordinary self dissolved into it. God is dead. I am God. This is Nietzsche’s Superman, the person who has exceeded ordinary human limits by fusing entirely with the power within. The second was depression: the crushing recognition that something beyond the conscious self was running the show, that the will was not, in fact, sovereign. Nietzsche, who was more honest than most, experienced this as an abyss. In 1889, he suffered a complete mental collapse from which he never recovered. His life became one of the most vivid illustrations in history of what awaits a person who encounters the reality of the two within them and has no framework for reconciliation: inflation, or breakdown. There is no third option, until you find one.

These three men; Freud, Fromm, Nietzsche were not peripheral thinkers. They were the most rigorous, the most honest, and in Nietzsche’s case the most courageous intellectual observers of the inner life that the secular tradition produced. If they arrived at the same recognition that there are two of us in here, that the second one is vast and ungovernable, and that we have no reliable way to relate to it, then the problem they each failed to solve is not a failure of intelligence. It is an indication of how real the problem is. Their work did not lead them to religion. It led them to the edge of something that religion has always tried to name. The question is whether there is a way to stand at that edge without falling and to discover that what lies beyond it is not an abyss but a guide.

What Freud, Fromm, and Nietzsche each could not do was to consider that the second presence might be a friend. That it might represent not an oppressor but a guide, the embodiment of a highest ideal, the Why bigger than I, already within each person, already working on their behalf, already calling them toward a more expanded, more loving, more connected version of themselves. Not something to conquer. Not something to fear. Something to turn toward.

This book is the account of what happens when you do.

Here is the simplest way I know to describe the journey.

Think of a teenager who has left home. They leave in search of something; excitement, independence, the intoxication of making their own choices and tasting every fruit the world is holding out to them. And for a while, it is everything they hoped for.

But underneath the exhilaration, there is a longing the freedom itself cannot satisfy. A longing for safety that does not depend on circumstances. For love that does not require performance. For a place where the pretending can stop and the person can simply be received, exactly as they are, without having to earn it. The word we use for this, without usually stopping to think about what we mean by it, is home.

Most of us spend our adult lives in some version of this search. We find pleasure, and it fades. We find achievement, and it empties. We find people who love us, and discover that even the truest human love cannot, finally, be the home we left and we are looking for. Beneath every desire and goal, we have an unnamed destination which urges us to move. The West promotes outward movement to achieve, conquer and dominate to be at the top. The East on the other hand promotes inward journey by withdrawing the senses, self situated.

To begin any journey, we need to know where we are, what vehicles and equipment we must embark the journey with and what state they are currently in. The body. The mind. The emotions. The desires. These are not the self. They are what the self has been given to work with, to carry forward the self. And the confusion between the tool and the one who holds it, is the origin of almost every form of dissonance, suffering and argument in every field of life.  Chronic persistent physical and mental illness, I have encountered in twenty years of practice, also has this confusion as an upstream driver.

I decided to take the non-competitive, non confrontational inward route. The journey inward is not simply a matter of deciding to go. There is real territory to cross, and that territory includes our own unconscious, all the unprocessed losses, the inherited fears, the impressions we have been carrying since before we had the capacity to examine them. Moving too quickly into that interior, without shelter, without a compass, can be more disorienting than remaining on the surface. The darkness we were not yet ready to face can surface all at once. This is why the compass comes first.

That compass, in this book, is PrecisiOM itself, the highest ideal you can honestly hold right now, brought close, returned to daily, grows as it sees you grow. Used not as a demand you make of yourself but as a direction: the way a north star does not insist that you arrive but makes it possible to know which way you are facing.

And then there are the companions. No one makes this journey well in isolation. The people who walk alongside you, not in competition, not in comparison, but in shared purpose, helping and being helped in turn, are not incidental to the journey. They are the accelerant. Genuine connection with another person, meeting them as a full individual and being met in return, is one of the most powerful forces available to a human life. This book is full of such people. I call them companions rather than patients, because they did not come to receive my expertise. They came, as I slowly understood, to teach me as much as I could serve them.

What waits at the deepening of this journey is not enlightenment as a spectacular event. It is something quieter and more durable: the progressive discovery of who you are, beneath all the coverings. I call this state DAS; the Distinct Affectionate Sonant. Distinct, because you do not dissolve. Love requires two. The self that makes genuine relationship possible is not the obstacle; it is the whole point. Affectionate, because what is restored is not capability or productivity but the capacity to give and receive love freely, without the armour a life of disconnection builds around us. And Sonant; sounding, resonant, alive, a self no longer muted by a mind running on permanent alert, but genuinely expressive, genuinely present, genuinely itself.2F2F​[3]

DAS is not a rank or a destination reserved for those who have completed a particular practice or tradition. It is simply what becomes visible when the layers of chronic disconnection; the survival noise, the inherited fears, the misidentification with the mind’s running commentary begin to quiet enough for the person underneath to be recognised. A physician who finally stops managing and begins meeting. A parent who stops performing and begins receiving. A person who, for perhaps the first time, feels the difference between doing their life and inhabiting it. Every clinical encounter in this book is a story of someone arriving at some version of that threshold. No belief was required. Only the willingness to pause long enough to notice who was doing the pausing.

And here is what I most want you to hear about DAS: it is not a destination. It is not a state you achieve and then possess. It is a direction, one that keeps opening. The love does not stop expanding. The connection does not reach a limit. The longing for more, not out of lack, but out of the sheer abundance of what is being discovered, only deepens. You do not arrive at DAS and rest. You arrive and find yourself, for the first time, capable of genuinely wanting more. More love. More connection. More service. More life. This is the extraordinary paradox at the heart of the whole journey: the closer you come to home, the larger home becomes.

Everything in this book comes from life. My own first, from grief I carried for years under the guise of productivity, from the slow discovery that the physician who was busy trying to heal everyone else had never learned to pause and receive. And then from the lives of those who walked into my clinic; people carrying diagnoses they had been told were permanent, stories they had never been given space to finish, a disconnection from their own inner intelligence so habitual they had mistaken it for their character.

Over twenty years and across many lives, what emerged was not a theory I constructed but a map I found in the territory of actual human experience, refined again before taking the form it holds in these pages. The framework has a name; SOUL — the Science of Understanding a Living Person. But before the framework, there was simply the experience of watching what happened when a person paused, and listened, and began even tentatively to connect with the highest ideal they were honestly capable of holding.

What happened was not always cure. But it was, again, healing. And the difference between those two words is part of what this book is about.

This book is offered as a feast. Not a programme. Not a protocol. A feast, abundant, varied, prepared with care, set out for anyone willing to come to the table, from wherever they currently happen to be standing.

You do not need to arrive with any belief already in place. You need only what every honest experiment requires at its beginning; a willingness to hold a question open. The question is simply this: what if the quiet voice you have been hearing and dismissing all your life is not anxiety, not projection, not wishful thinking, but the most reliable intelligence available to you? What if the reason it has never stopped speaking, however faint, is that it cannot stop? It is the highest ideal you carry, trying to make itself known.

Start where you are. That is enough. That has always been enough.

If you are the reader who has arrived here with questions rather than faith, with evidence rather than tradition, with the trained instinct to verify before accepting. This book was written with you in mind as much as any other. Not because it abandons rigour, but because it proposes that the territory you already take seriously; the body’s intelligence, the cascade from stress to disease, the power of genuine human encounter to change the biology of the person being encountered turns out to be continuous with something older and larger than medicine has yet been willing to name. You do not have to accept the name. You only ought to be willing to follow the territory wherever it leads. That, in any field, is what honest inquiry looks like.

PrecisiOM will do the rest.

——— • • • ———
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Pause. Listen. Connect.

——— • • • ———
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The highest ideal is already within you.

It has been growing with you all along.

Turn toward it. Let it show you how much more love is possible.
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Prologue 
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Before the map, a word about the territory.

You may have picked up this book because you have not understood something about your health. Or perhaps you received a diagnosis from doctors, but no accompanying explanation. Or because you sense that the picture others have shown you of yourself, a collection of symptoms, organs, and test results, is missing something essential.

So let me begin not with a case study, but with my own.

What runs beneath this book, beneath every clinical case, every reflective practice, every chapter, is something I lived before I could name it: the frustration of a purposeful life that somehow felt purposeless. The frustration is not a failure of ambition or a lack of effort. This describes the quiet, persistent ache of a person who engages in the world yet feels, in their deepest self, that they have not yet found the connection they most need. That ache is the theme of this prologue. It is also, I have come to believe, the underlying driver of almost every chronic illness I have ever encountered.

The connection I am describing is not romantic love, not professional success, not the approval of others, though I chased all three at different points in my life and found each of them insufficient. It is the connection this book will call the Will to Connect: with integrating inner intelligence, with the deeper self beneath all the coverings, and with the persons who enter one’s life not as accidents, but as arranged teachers. What I discovered or what discovered me, I experienced at the time as serendipity: a chance encounter, a borrowed book, a single sentence from a teacher that changed everything. Only in hindsight did I understand that none of it was chance. Every person who arrived, every difficulty that refused to resolve, every loss that broke me open, each was a curriculum addressed to me. The only condition for that curriculum to work was the one condition I had to learn again; to reconnect or stay connected to the PrecisiOM residing within my body, next to experiencer, observer, me, I call the Individual Separate Personality; to allow everyone and everything that came my way the possibility of being a guide sent for me. This book is, among other things, an account of learning to receive that guidance and an invitation for you to receive your own.

The Journey That Wrote This Book

I was born the elder son of a middle-class Hindu family in India, into a home filled with something rare, unconditional emotional nurturing. My mother, a woman of extraordinary devotion: to her faith, to her family, to her work, to everyone she met. She had learned this from her own parents, and from a depth of hardship that would have broken most people.

Her father, my grandfather, died when she was only twelve. He passed away, bidding farewell to his children at his deathbed: “I must leave. Don’t worry. The Lord will look after you.” That serenity in the face of death was itself a teaching, though she could not have known it then. Overnight she became the adult of a household that had fallen from comfort into poverty, supporting her widowed mother and a younger brother five years old.

She carried that weight without complaint. She carried it into her marriage to my father, himself burdened with the responsibility of eight siblings and a retired father, whose sole breadwinner he had become. Together they bore their responsibilities with diligence, suppressing their own needs. And into the two of us, my younger brother and me, they poured everything they had. The love we received was, I now understand, unprecedented. My mother’s entire world was serving her husband and her children. She was complete in her giving.

I got married at twenty-five and left home for further studies, a blow from separation, she felt deeply. Then, within three years of my coming to England to build a better life, my father died. An accident while both my younger brother and I were far away. My mother has never recovered from that second hit; nineteen years on, the wound remains.

In our grief, as happens in the Hindu tradition during the last ceremonies, we kept the company of saintly people whose words we absorbed with the unguarded openness of the bereaved. One saint said something that stayed with me: “You can still serve your father, in thought and in action, in how you treat every person who comes before you.” That was the seed. The search for meaning had begun. I wanted to become a cardiologist; one of my teachers redirected me with a single sentence: “You have enough in your life. Now try to give back, rather than chasing for more.” This confirmed what the saint pointed.

My younger brother joined a monastery, seeing the futility of material life, probably to overcome the grief of loss of our father. My road was harder. Ten years of upheaval trying to balance a quest for meaning with a marriage, two children, a career, and dependents on two continents. I had, I now see, allowed my search for meaning to become an escape from grief that we rarely identify. The search became the drug to soothe my pain, a solace for a mourning I had never named. And beneath it all ran the guilt of a son unable to support his widowed mother from thousands of miles away. I was so addicted to the search in serving everyone that I neglected my wife, my children and my health.

As a doctor, I met daily what I could not meet in my family: people carrying death, disease, injury, loneliness, bereavement, grief, and trauma. I saw my own parents in every one of them. I wanted to spend time with them. My clinics ran late. 

There was a structural problem medicine had built around itself, and I felt it every day: the ten-minute consultation. In NHS general practice, ten minutes is the allotted span of a human being’s suffering. Ten minutes to present, to be examined, to receive a verdict, and to leave. You have sufficient time to name a symptom and write a prescription. It is not enough to ask what was happening in someone’s life twelve months before the symptom appeared. It is just enough time to register that a person has walked into the room at all. The system is not cruel. As I understand now, it is designed around the wrong question and silences the alarm instead of reading the message. I was skilled at dispensing ten-minute medicine for years. But I knew, with increasing certainty, that I was addressing the downstream consequence while the upstream cause continued unchecked. Symptoms were being suppressed. People were returning. Nothing was resolving. I was not healing anyone. I was managing them, simultaneously witnessing my senior colleagues getting burnt out. I got the love of practising medicine after learning principles of functional medicine, upstream drivers of clinical medicine from the works of Dr Datis Kharrazian. I was blessed to have encountered such a genius and caring clinician. Driven by my guilt and shame of not been able to serve my parents enough, I took a self-appointed role of a saviour to rescue clients with massive disease burdens. It would take years to understand that service given from guilt and depletion is not service at all — and that the path to genuine giving runs directly through the ISP’s connection with PrecisiOM. Chapter 17 names this clearly. 

Then I was introduced to a person who became my lifelong teacher by reorienting everything I was running after, seeking solace to my grief. 


See that whoever comes to you is taking personal inconvenience just to engage you in service. Service creates purpose, meaning, and value in life. 

—  Radhanath Swami


I could not understand it then. But I noticed something: on the days I connected with that idea through reflection, journalling, or sitting in stillness, I became a better doctor. Not because I knew more, but because I asked better questions. In a mood to genuinely listen to them with an interest that they are helping me rather the other way around. The questions penetrated the person’s troubling heart. They felt connected and they left the room satisfied in a way no protocol could explain.

When my very close friend, His Grace Shruti dharma prabhu, who reminded and guided me to walk this difficult talk, passed away, despite serving him with every possible integrative therapy for two years, I wanted to leave the country as I felt a deep sense of failure. I moved to Australia, completed my Fellowship, then returned because my children wished to stay in England and I carried with me, the unresolved grief I had still not learnt to hold. Within the first year of opening my whole-person clinic, the sheer burden of chronic disease overwhelmed me. I took it personally. I tried to fix everyone. I could feel the dead end of disease, ageing, and death approaching not only for those I treated, but for myself and the fear of it humming beneath everything, unspoken and unaddressed. Overwhelmed, I underwent a grief counselling course for myself.

A verse from Bhagavad Gita, which I had encountered earlier, but this time it paused me:


For the soul there is neither birth nor death at any time. He has not come into being, does not come into being, and will not come into being. He is unborn, eternal, ever existing and primeval. He is not slain when the body is slain.

—  Bhagavad Gita 2:20  


For the first time I felt it, not understood it: I am not the body. I am not the mind. I am not an emotion. I am the person experiencing all these. My mind was making meaning; my emotions were churning; my body was responding and I could relate to all of them as tools, separate from me, one who was experiencing them. That was the moment of pause.

My wife, a far more patient and reflective person, listened to me differently or perhaps I heard myself differently through her listening. Her capacity to receive my words without rushing to fix them was the first true storytelling I had ever encountered in person. What I had been saying in a hundred consultations became audible to me in my living room. She asked me how are you feeling? I replied: What do you mean? She paused and uttered, feel not mean. I had numbed myself so much that I did not know how to feel? I was busy doing rather being. She helped me name my feelings and thoughts. For the first time I could see myself separate from these layers.

I had read Freud, Adler, Frankl; the will to pleasure, the will to power, the will to meaning. I had tasted all three and still felt a void. Then, words of His Holiness Radhanath swami, returned: service brings purpose, value, and meaning; and service means connection. Connecting with another person. I realised, what was missing not only in me but a pattern in how we treat one another. We were viewing each other as objects. “We love things and use people,” my teacher had said. “We should do the very opposite.”

The common easy solution to achieve this wellness, as touted by this trillion-dollar industry, is dissolution. Dissolve. Surrender the self. Let go of your ego. Become one with everything.

I understand the appeal. When the self feels like the source of pain, when being this, distinct, individual person is exhausting. The idea of dissolving into something larger feels like relief. The promise of oneness is seductive precisely because individuality feels so costly.

If I dissolve into you, if my personality, my distinctness, my irreplaceable individuality merges into yours, what remains? Not a relationship. A reflection. And you cannot love your own reflection. You can admire it. You can be comforted by it. But you cannot be known by it. Because a reflection has no independent perspective. It only gives back what you brought.

Love requires at least two. Not two points of energy converging into one. Two whole, distinct, sovereign persons, meeting across the space of their difference and finding, in that meeting, something neither could find alone. Surprisingly, unspoken enough the same desire to love and be loved, to have a connection, is a least common factor amongst all of us.

An image from the Mundaka Upanishad crystallised it:


Perched together on one tree are two birds who are constant companions. One of them eats the tree’s sweet and bitter fruits, while the other simply watches without eating.


Having read Freud, Fromme and Nietzsche, I realised, inherently we are at least two persons in one body, leaving aside the billions of microbes. I was not alone in this body. That was daunting at first but comforting once I let this thought sink. Alongside the one desiring and consuming the fruits sat another, witnessing, sanctioning, desiring nothing, but facilitating everything, to keep the connection. There came the eureka moment, I was longing for that connection. The will to connect, to listen to my body and emotions, with the people in my life, and with the quiet intelligence seated beside me. The word yoga, I learned, comes from the Sanskrit root yuj: to bind back, to connect — identical in meaning to the Latin root religio of the word religion, became alive. Both, at heart, mean to reconnect with what was never severed. 

I began an experiment: each morning, I tried to connect with that inner witnessing intelligence. And what I found, visible only in hindsight, was that on the days I did, I was a better doctor, better listener, better husband and father. Then came the COVID pandemic and I lost half of my GP work while carrying a mortgage, building a new house, three dependent children, and a family in India to support. In that forced pause, I made a choice: not to depend on any freelance clinic or a salaried job, but on the inner intelligence I had learned to trust. I would be thankful if my desire was sanctioned. If it was not, that meant a greater will was being fulfilled. I accepted both. The risk was real. And the path opened. I launched the Whole person functional medicine clinic.

I called it serendipity. My career was redirected by my mentor with just one sentence. A verse from the Bhagavad Gita came to mind when the fear of death became unbearable. Forced by the COVID pandemic, there was a pause that I was unable to select for myself. A framework I hadn’t named yet became visible from the success of my clinic creating recovery, which defied protocol explanation. Each felt like chance. None of them were. What I understand now, and what this book will propose, is that when the ISP (Individual separate Personality- defined in chapter 3), the Self, stays connected to PrecisiOM (the universal integrating intelligence localised in each one of us, defined in chapter 5), and when we remain open to everyone and everything that arrives as a potential teacher, the universal intelligence arranges the curriculum with a precision that looks, from the outside, like luck. This passage describes the book’s core message; solace and shelter come not from a life free of hardship, but from understanding that difficulties are purposeful and that a loving, watchful intelligence guides us like a devoted friend.

Over the next three years, working without a fixed plan, something emerged from the clinical encounter itself, refined over twenty times then graphically designed for another forty hours, before it took its present form. I call it the Iconograph (Inside of front cover): a visual map of the whole person, in which every colour carries meaning and every zone names a dimension of the living self. You will meet it later in this book, once the ideas it holds have had time to take root. The companions (throughout this book, those who seek healing are called companions rather than patients, a choice whose etymology and clinical significance is explained in Chapter 1.) were getting better not because I was treating their diagnoses, but because we were addressing what lay beneath them.

I came to understand, and with humility, that what I had found was not mine alone. It was the same territory that medicine, philosophy, psychology, and the great spiritual traditions had each been circling without a unifying map. This book is my attempt to offer that map: a single, unified way of understanding how a person works, how they fall ill, how they heal, and how the same disconnection that produces disease in a body produces stress and isolation in our relationships and crisis in our shared world. The remedy, at every scale, is the same: to pause, to listen, and to connect.

You are a Person, so is everyone else.

This is the heart of everything that follows. You are a person, not a collection of symptoms, not a diagnosis, not a malfunction to be corrected. And the others in your life are persons too: every patient, every colleague, every stranger, every living and non-living thing. In our persistent survival state, we learn to treat others (objects, pathogens, plants, animals, or entire ecologies) as threat, yet they carry the same inner intelligence that orchestrates us. When we connect to that Universal Integrating Intelligence (PrecisiOM) within ourselves, we are, by that very connection, able to meet it in everything and everyone else. That is not a sentiment. It is, as this book will show, the most practical and most overlooked truth in all of medicine.

This book will introduce you to several ideas and terminology that either do not exist in English language or may be unfamiliar: the Individual Separate Personality (ISP), PrecisiOM, DAS (Distinct Affective Sonant), the cascade from stress to disease, the upstream approach, the voices of Mind and Self. Some of these will feel recognisable as though you already knew them but never had a word for them. Others may take time. That is as it should be.

A word of reassurance before you begin: you do not need to understand everything at once. This book is structured like a conversation, returning to the same ideas from different angles and in different lights. The early chapters ask only that you notice. The later ones build on what the earlier ones have planted.

What you will encounter here is not a set of instructions. It is a story, a story about how human beings fall ill, how they heal, and what the encounter between one person and another has to do with both. As with any good story, the most important thing is not to analyse it as you read, but to let it meet you where you are.

This book is an attempt to serve you as an empowered companion in your own healing, not a passive recipient of someone else’s expertise.

It also has something to say about the others in your life not as obstacles or drains on your energy, but as fellow persons, each with their own individual personality and the same integrating inner intelligence. One of its central insights is that genuine connection requires knowing where you end and another person begins: not a wall that isolates, nor a dissolution that erases, but a semipermeable boundary, the kind that allows true meeting without the loss of self or others. How we relate to others is not separate from how we heal. It is part of the same territory.

There is one more thing this book will ask you to consider. Beneath every habit that harms you, every addiction, every compulsive reach for relief, every defensive wall you have ever built, there is a pain that medicine rarely names. It is the pain of being conscious. Of being a personal, individual being who needs to connect to others, to meaning, to something deeper than the noise of daily survival and who has not yet found the way. That pain is not a flaw. It is a signal. It is the most honest thing the nervous system can produce: a precise sign that the connection you need is missing. Rather than becoming unconscious and treating each other as things. This book proposes that the path to that connection runs through one place first: PrecisiOM, the Universal integrating intelligence already operating within us, as a friend and witness to the desires of the Individual Separate Personality (ISP). The duo is sitting in each one of us. The moment ISP turns to the PrecisiOM, the connection is re-established. 

Pause, observe, listen and connect to that intelligence, and everything else becomes possible. Every relationship becomes navigable. And the suffering that felt permanent begins, at last, to resolve.​

You will find at the back of this book an Epilogue. You should read it only after finishing the book, as it will make more sense then. Think of the Prologue and Epilogue as two companions standing on either side of the journey: one to say, ‘here is where we are going,’ and the other to say, ‘look how far you have come.’

Pause. Listen. Connect.

	Pause, Listen & Connect is the central message of this book in three words  

“This book advances a claim that modern medicine treats the outcomes of a process dismissing some inputs. Those inputs are the individual’s relationship with body, mind, emotions, and inner intelligence which are not incidental to illness; they are its origin.” Everything in this book, every case study, every reflective practice, every chapter is about these three words, which deserve an understanding at the outset.  

Pause: interrupt the survival mind’s urgency long enough to create a space. This gives space to the observer, the ISP, to speak.  

Listen: in that space, hear what the body, the emotions, and the ISP are saying. Rather than interpretation of the mind, making meaning from experiences and future expectations. 

Connect: to the PrecisiOM, the inner ideal, the Why bigger than me and to Others in our life, by asking: What are they helping me to learn?

These three practised are the whole-person path.



Step across the threshold. Everything we need is already within us, waiting to be heard.

―――――  •  •  •  ―――――

Every difficulty is a curriculum.

―――――  •  •  •  ―――――
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