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Dedication

This book is dedicated to everyone living with nerve pain after shingles — and to all those navigating similar pain from other causes.

If you are holding this book because pain has changed your life in ways others may not fully understand, this book is for you.

For everyone who wakes each day carrying something invisible — and yet heavy.

For those who keep going, even when the path feels uncertain.

May these pages remind you that you are not alone.

A Note to the Reader

If you are reading this book because you live with postherpetic neuralgia, trigeminal nerve pain, or another form of nerve pain, I want to say something right from the start:

You are not alone.

This is not a medical guide. It is a personal account — of what happened to me, what I tried, and what slowly, gradually, began to help my nervous system feel a little safer.

Some parts of this book may feel very familiar. Others may not apply to your experience at all. Both of these things are completely fine. Take what feels supportive and leave the rest. Move at your own pace. Come back to certain pages when you are ready.

I write from my own experience — not as a doctor or therapist. This book is not a substitute for medical care. Please continue working with your healthcare team for questions about medication, treatment, or new symptoms.

Perhaps you are reading this on a day when everything feels like too much. Or perhaps there is a small flicker of hope today. Wherever you are: you are allowed to go slowly. You are allowed to pause. You are allowed to skip ahead and come back.

If there is one wish I have for this book, it is this:

That you recognise yourself in some of these pages.

That you feel a little less alone with what you are carrying.

And that — in the middle of all of it — you find your way to being just a little gentler with yourself.

Medical Disclaimer

This book is intended for informational and educational purposes only. It is not a substitute for medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment.

The content reflects the author's personal experience and understanding of postherpetic neuralgia, nerve pain, the nervous system, and related supportive approaches. It is not intended to replace professional medical care.

Always seek the advice of a qualified physician or other healthcare professional regarding any medical condition, diagnosis, or treatment. Do not disregard professional medical advice or delay seeking it because of something you have read in this book.

The author makes no representations or warranties regarding the completeness, accuracy, or applicability of the information in this book. Any reliance on such information is strictly at your own risk.

This book is shared as a personal account and perspective — not as medical, psychological, or therapeutic guidance.
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When Pain Changes Everything

Some stories don't begin with an event.

Not with a date you remember. Not with a moment you could easily explain to someone else.

They begin with a feeling.

A flicker beneath the skin, so subtle at first you dismiss it — stress, maybe, or exhaustion, or just a bad night. A tiredness that seems to settle somewhere deeper than sleep can reach. The strange sensation of no longer quite recognizing your own body, the way a familiar word can start to look foreign if you stare at it for too long.

I no longer know exactly when it began for me.

Maybe it was a morning like any other. Maybe it had been building quietly for months, and I simply didn't want to see it. What I do know is this: at some point, I found myself standing in the middle of my own life with the unmistakable feeling that something had shifted. As if the language had changed without warning, and only my body understood what was happening.

This book is not a report about pain.

It is more a record of listening. Of small, sometimes clumsy attempts to find my way back into relationship with myself. Of the moments in which I began to understand that trust in your own body is not always something you simply have — sometimes it is something you have to rebuild, slowly, over time.

I am not writing this because I have arrived.

I am writing it because the path to get here was worth putting into words.

Three years ago, my life split in two.

There was the time before shingles — and the time after.

It began with a burning rash on the left side of my face. At first, I told myself what most people tell themselves in moments like that:

This is unpleasant, but it will pass.

So I kept going. I waited.

What I didn't know was that the infection had already affected the trigeminal nerve. And what was really coming did not begin until after the visible signs had faded.

What came next was hard to put into words — and some of it still is.

The pain burned. It stabbed. At times it moved through my face with an intensity I could hardly escape — not through distraction, not through willpower, not through hoping the next morning would somehow be different. Little by little, it worked its way into everything: my sleep, my concentration, my work. Into the small certainties of daily life — speaking, laughing, brushing my hair.

I kept waiting for everything to return to normal.

That moment never came.

And somewhere inside that uncertainty, inside that quiet exhaustion, something else began.

Not right away.

Not heroically.

But it began.

This is not a story that names diagnoses or promises recovery.

It is a personal story — about pain and fear, about adaptation, and about the quiet, unremarkable courage it takes to learn how to live inside a body that no longer feels predictable.

If you are reading this because pain has changed your life, I want to tell you something from the very beginning:

You are not alone in this.

The path I describe is not a straight one. It moves through nights that feel too long, and into days that hold a little more light.

This is my story.

And perhaps, in certain moments, in certain feelings, it may echo something of your own.
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Part I — What Happened
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In this part, I share how it all began — from the first days of shingles to those early weeks when the pain stayed, and my life quietly divided into a before and an after.
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Chapter 1 — When the Rash Faded but the Pain Remained
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There are nights that feel like a room with no doors.

Nights when the darkness does not soothe — it keeps you awake.

I lie there and listen. To my breath, the way it moves in and out without asking anything of me. To the radiator clicking softly, as if trying to keep me company. To my heartbeat, quickening the moment the burning begins again — that familiar, unwanted guest.

And then it is back.

The flickering. The pulling. The burning.

Signals in a language I do not yet know how to speak. Or maybe I do — just not fluently.

I have learned to watch what pain does to me. Not to look away. Not to fight it. Not to run from it. Just to notice how it arrives, how it shifts, how it moves through me. Like waves that do not ask whether I am ready.

When the burning rash first appeared on the left side of my face, I told myself what you tell yourself in moments like that:

This is temporary. Shingles is unpleasant, but it passes.

Eventually, the rash faded. The blisters healed. The redness disappeared.

But the pain remained.

And it was not the kind of pain you can reason with. Not the kind you simply push through. Not the kind you can distract yourself from. This pain was different. It had settled in.

It began at the back of my head and moved forward along the left side of my face — into my forehead, my eye
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