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INTRODUCTION

	Hi! If you are reading this, I bet you are not feeling well, and maybe you’ve been to countless doctors in search of an answer. Perhaps you’re waiting to see your doctor. But I’d bet that you are in pain and are willing to take your health into your own hands. I have had 100s of people reach out to me on Reddit for the protocol I used to help recover from injury-caused central sensitization syndrome that presented as non-length dependent small fiber neuropathy.

	I’d like to tell you my story and offer you the protocol I used to help me recover. I’ll warn you now, this story is long. I cannot promise what worked for me will work for you, but I can tell you that every supplement that I took has scientific information backing up its use for healing your nerves and recovering. Remember, not all neuropathy is 100% curable, and this treatment can take six months or more to see a difference. But maybe you can recover. It cannot hurt to try. 

	I’ve written this ebook to be both personal and highly informative for you. I start by telling you my story, then take you through the development of my symptoms in a more medical timeline. I follow that up with information on both illnesses, the tests I had done, the supplement protocol I used during the first year, the nutrition choices I made, and other aspects of these debilitating diseases. I hope everything here helps you find the healing you’re looking for. 

	
THE STORY

	Let me step back to December 2022. Two incidents happened that made 2023 a dumpster fire. I fell. Twice. The first one was not so bad, but I landed on my right shoulder and didn’t think too much of it.

	A week later, my partner, daughter, and I went for a hike in the Columbia Gorge (Multnomah Falls/Wahkeena Falls loop) Saturday morning. The trail was snow and ice. I looked at my daughter’s face and knew she was going to be miserable by the time we were done because she is about the size of a toothpick. Zero body fat, all snark. Her toes get cold quickly no matter what she’s wearing. I pressed her onward. The start of the trail at Multnomah Falls was completely frozen. None of us had crampons. We probably should have stopped there. My dad taught me better than to go into the wilderness unprepared. But we all continued. I’ve been told that I am stubborn.

	The trail is stunning and the waterfalls along the way are gorgeous. At a point in the trail, there is a slight curve where on one side it drops into a gulch. Water typically flows here, but on this day, the entire section was a thick layer ice. From where we were standing to the other side that didn’t have a slab of ice, it was a span of about six or seven feet. There was no jumping it. My daughter was terrified. I saw it in her eyes. I knew she couldn’t do this on her own. My partner went ahead and turned back to assist. I helped her across and in the process of releasing her to him, I slipped, landing directly on my tailbone on an ice-coated rock. Seriously, minutes before this we were laughing about who was going to fall first.

	Turns out I drew that short stick.

	I got up. We laughed. I was fine. I even went to a Christmas party the next evening. And then I wasn’t. Tuesday, I became broken. My daughter and I were taking a bus to a friend’s house to play board games and burn some gingerbread houses in the fire pit. While on the bus I felt this soreness in my upper back and reached back to feel it. Instantly, my back was burning. This burning sensation traveled down my right arm into my hand. Thinking back, it felt like frostbite. Of course, I still went to our friend’s house and played a game and burned gingerbread houses. Only my daughter knew I wasn’t feeling well. I hid it.

	This was the start of a very long and arduous journey. No one has ever heard what comes next with the exception of my mother, my sister, and my partner. And even then, they only got the PG version of what was going on because I was raised by a tough-as-nails mother who, despite her own physical ailments, rarely displays signs that she is in an insurmountable amount of pain.

	I endured the pain throughout the week hoping it would go away. What else was I supposed to do? Christmas was that weekend and last time I checked I’m fucking Santa Claus. Not only that but it was my sister’s first Christmas in Oregon and I wanted everyone to be happy. I made stockings for cats and men and everything. I was making Christmas dinner damn it. I smiled and hid what I felt. But then I couldn’t anymore. On the 27th I told my sister through tears that I needed to go to the ER. Something was really really wrong. I couldn’t lift my right arm without it burning or feeling as though I had done 1,000 pullups one-handed. She dropped me off at the OHSU ER. By the end of that day, I had gone through a CT scan, an x-ray, an evaluation for blood clots and came out twelve hours later with the term ‘radiculopathy’ and three Gabapentin tablets. Was told it was a minor injury and would heal. The pills would stop the nerve pain until the pain subsided.

	God do I wish that was it. I would take that diagnosis. Too bad they were fucking wrong. I chose not to take the Gabapentin for a few days (Friday). What a mistake, taking it that is. It made me feel agitated, borderline violent. And it did not take the pain away. I chose not to take more. And it gave me a tiny headache (ah, just what I needed!).

	Fast forward to January 1, 2023. My right arm and fingers burn; my shoulder blade feels bruised. I’m exhausted from not sleeping. I haven’t been able to work for nearly two weeks. My partner, daughter, and I go to Oaks Bottom for a walk because I’ve always taken a walk to start the new year. Oaks Bottom is a preserve with a lake and trail around it…I’ve birded here for years. It’s my favorite place in the city.

	As we were trotting through the field, something shifted. I still can’t fully describe this experience. My face started to feel unreal. My eyes didn’t feel like they were in the right spots. It was as though I could see, but I couldn’t see correctly. Blurry isn’t the right term to use, though. There was this odd pressure by my ears. I had an urge to crack my neck. Cracking my neck relieved the pressure in my ears but nothing else. The back of my head started to feel tense. For reference, I have no underlying medical conditions and zero history of headaches or migraines. I am an active, healthy, happy lady. We followed along the trail and not only did I feel like I didn’t belong in my skin, but I really couldn’t communicate what was going on….and I felt immensely sad. I hung back; my partner sensed something was up.

	We went home. And then this headache came on. Now, when I say headache, I don’t mean a traditional headache that is resolved with OTC drugs. This was a monster. Tension: I could feel my scalp muscles tightening in the occipital region on both sides. There was ice pick like sensations above my eyes. And like fucking magic, the burning in my right arm was now is my left arm and hand too. It was travelling down my legs into my feet. My feet were hot and sweaty and stinging as though someone had infused my blood with sulfuric acid.

	On the third of January (why am I always going to the ER on Tuesdays?), I had my partner take me to the ER at Kaiser. Based on my symptoms, they thought I might have MS…so we did a CT, a full MRI of my brain and spine. Bloodwork (literally everything you can imagine was on this panel). Everything. Good news: no MS. Bad news, the doctor had no idea. So he referred me to a neurologist. That neurologist couldn’t see me for at least eight months (I shit you not, they told me I’d have to hang on until August).

	I had pretty much given up at this point. I didn’t know what to do. The headache would continue for all of January. In February, the sinus issues began (it felt like there was pressure everywhere in my ears, nose, and eyes). I saw an ENT. Had a sinus CT. Nothing there that could describe what was happening. Finally my PCP found a neuro that could see me in June (lucky girl only had to wait it out for six months). But the symptoms didn’t stop and things were progressing.

	By the time I had to be in Seattle for AWP (March), the burning had spread to all of my limbs and my mouth (particularly my tongue). I was highly sensitive to light. I would get disoriented in the grocery store out of nowhere (as in the light would make my eyes feel strange and I lost all focus). My vision would go in and out from clarity to see what was in front of me clearly. If I turned my head from the side to center, my vision would not follow in pace and it would take a moment to reorient myself. It was as though my vision was controlling my ability to concentrate. I developed tactile allodynia….being touched was painful. Sometimes I’d be wearing a pair of jeans and suddenly they felt as though they were stuck to my skin and if we were home, I’d be ripping them off in a fury. If we were out, it was excruciating. If my partner had his hand on my leg and removed it, the spot where it was would start to burn intensely. My hands and arms would oscillate between feeling

	
	
	
	