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Author's Note
This is not just a novel. It’s an emotional experience. A symbolic journey. An intimate guide.
The approach you’ll discover throughout the chapters—what I call Pattern Liberation Therapy (PLT)—is not therapy in the medical sense. It’s a personal structure, inspired by my own journey. A way to explore emotions, decode our inner blocks, and relearn how to love ourselves gently.
This book is for you—the seeker, the dreamer, the sensitive soul who feels there’s something more, something deeper, something truer.
May Nolan’s story awaken something in you.
With faith in your light,
Toli
Chapter 1 – The Inner Clamor
Nolan was still alone at 2 a.m., surrounded by blank notebooks. The pale light of his computer screen cast shadows on the walls, projecting his doubts into the quiet room. It was cool; a breeze came through the ajar window, carrying a light scent of rain on asphalt, mixed with the comforting smell of old leather from his chair.
He had the vision. The resources. Even the encouragement. But when it came time to act, his body seemed to tense up. His throat tightened. His fingers froze above the keyboard, as if numb.
He wasn't lazy. He wasn't weak. He was stuck in a pattern he couldn't see. But he felt it—deeply, in his chest, like an invisible weight. The silence wasn’t peaceful. It buzzed. As if his mind were a hive, saturated with indistinct thoughts.
One night, while scrolling through videos, his ears caught a soft but firm voice. He paused.
"What if you're not procrastinating? What if you're protecting yourself from something your nervous system still fears?"
The voice belonged to a woman. Deep, composed. He felt it ripple across his skin. Her name was Dr. Levana. He clicked. The tone of her voice, calm, seemed to speak directly to the part of him he thought unreachable. His shoulders loosened slightly, almost involuntarily.
"You're not broken. You're conditioned."
Those words hit him like a gentle shock. Like warm tea after a cold, long day.
He visited her website. The screen displayed soft colors: mossy greens, creamy whites. A photo of her under trees, with a peaceful gaze. Even through the screen, he thought he could smell damp earth and dry wood.
At the top, it read: "Pattern Liberation Therapy."
He didn’t know what it meant.
But his body seemed to understand.
He hovered over the "Book an Appointment" button for ten long minutes. His fingers tingled. His stomach tightened. His mind whispered: Don’t waste her time. You’ll quit anyway. You always do.
But a gentler voice—perhaps older—whispered in his heart:
What if this is the beginning?
He clicked.
Exercise:
Write in your journal:
• "What am I afraid will happen if I succeed?"
• "Who taught me that?"
Affirmation:
"I am ready to meet the part of me that sabotages, with curiosity and love."
Chapter 2 – The First Session
The Renewal Center didn’t smell like antiseptic. As soon as he walked through the door, Nolan was greeted by a gentle, almost enveloping warmth. The air carried a subtle scent of burning sage, mingled with the bitter notes of freshly brewed coffee. The wooden floor creaked slightly under his steps, reminiscent of old houses full of secrets and silence.
The walls, dressed in earthy tones—ochre, brown, cream—seemed to absorb sound. Abstract paintings floated like visual whispers, rich in soothing textures. He noticed a paper lamp casting a golden, dim light, almost intimate. Even the armchair he sat in had that comforting consistency, firm and welcoming, like a hand resting on his back.
Nolan was seated across from Dr. Levana. Her gaze was steady, clear, and her calm presence sought neither to impress nor to intrude. He could hear the soft rustle of her clothes when she moved and the discreet ticking of a round clock behind her—a nearly hypnotic sound that slowed the inner turmoil.
She didn’t rush him. She waited. Not just for him to speak, but to arrive. Not with his words, but with his true self.
"I think I always ruin my chances," he said in a rough voice, almost surprised to hear himself speak. "I get excited. Then I freeze. I disappear. I sabotage the good things."
Levana nodded gently. Not like someone who had heard it all, but like someone who had felt it in their own skin.
"Self-sabotage isn’t laziness," she said with a soft, almost hushed voice. "It’s protection. And often, it’s learned."
Her words floated through the room like warm steam. Nolan felt a tension release from his neck. He hadn’t even realized how tightly he was clenching his jaw.
They spoke of memories. Of his father’s heavy silence when he brought home good grades. Of how the air changed in the house when he drew attention. Of the sticky feeling of shame after failure. He relived the scenes not just as ideas, but as echoes in his body: tight throat, sweaty palms, knotted stomach.
Levana introduced the word pattern. She pronounced it like a sacred word. An ancient code, a print. She spoke of an invisible inner rulebook, written long before he knew how to defend himself.
His, it seemed, was etched in the fear of being seen. Of existing too much.
"But if it’s learned," she finally said, her gaze anchored in his, "then it can be unlearned."
He didn’t leave with a diagnosis. He left with a mirror. And a strange shiver down his spine—not of fear, but as if something inside him had awakened.
That night, he slept deeply. His pillow felt softer, his body heavier, as if he had finally been allowed to set something down.
Exercise:
List three self-sabotaging behaviors you repeat. For each, ask yourself:
• "What does this behavior protect me from?"
• "Where did I learn that it was safer this way?"
Affirmation:
"My patterns are learned. And what was learned can be unlearned."
Chapter 3 – The Frozen Moment
It had been two weeks since Nolan’s first session with Levana.
For a few days, he had felt light—almost uplifted. He had kept a journal, reread the affirmations. He had even rewatched the video that had led him to her, earbuds snug in his ears, like an invisible thread linking him to a calmer version of himself.
But now, he was there. In front of his computer. The white screen stared at him like a silent judge. The blue light stung his eyes. The temperature was fine, yet a cold sweat slid down his back, like a shiver of doubt.
The heaviness had returned. Dull. Insistent. Like a sticky mist in his chest. He tried to move his fingers, but they remained numb. Even the familiar click of the keyboard felt too loud, too sharp, almost aggressive. He closed the laptop with a muffled sigh. Once again.
He stood up, took a few steps around the room. The wooden floor creaked under his bare feet. He stopped in front of the open window: outside, the air was fresh and smelled of damp moss and decomposing leaves. He inhaled, hoping it would clear something inside.
"I can’t do this," he murmured, the metallic taste of disappointment in his mouth.
That evening, he sent a message to Levana. His fingers trembled slightly over the phone screen.
"I think I’ve already failed your therapy."
Her reply came within minutes. Simple. Present.
"Let’s talk about it."
During their next session, he confessed everything. The blank page. The weight. The fog. He felt as if his motivation had extinguished like a forgotten candle. He described the sensation: a mix of emptiness and tension, like his body wanted to flee but didn’t know where to go.
Levana didn’t flinch. She remained upright, her gaze calm and grounded. She listened with her whole being.
"You haven’t failed," she said. "You’ve just met your first emotional block."
She spoke about what she called Pattern Freeze—the moment when the unconscious hits the emergency brake to avoid a perceived threat. For Nolan, doing nothing had become safer than doing it wrong.
He remembered that inner voice saying: If you make a mistake, you’ll be judged. Rejected. Humiliated.
"Your mind isn’t trying to sabotage you," she said, leaning slightly forward, "it’s trying to protect the version of you that got hurt."
She suggested a ritual. Simple. Concrete. Body before mind.
- Stand up.
- Breathe deeply.
- Say out loud: What I feel is not a fact.
- Then take a micro-action: write one sentence, open the document, move your body.
That night, Nolan tried. He stood up. His feet touched the cold floor. He raised his arms to the sky, inhaled, and softly said:
What I feel is not a fact.
Then he sat down.
His fingers typed a clumsy sentence:
"I don’t need to write perfectly. I just need to start."
It wasn’t genius. But it was movement.
And sometimes, one movement is enough to crack the freeze.
Exercise:
Create your own Freeze Break Ritual:
• One movement (stand up, stretch, shake).
• A grounding phrase.
• A micro-action.
Use it whenever you feel stuck by doubt or fear.
Affirmations:
• "Stillness is not failure."
• "One step is enough."
• "This feeling is not who I am."
Chapter 4 – The Social Mirror
Nolan never liked crowds, but today was worse than usual. The café buzzed with conversations, muffled laughter, the clinking of porcelain cups on marble. The scent of freshly ground beans hung thick in the air, nearly overwhelming. Warm pastries and burnt sugar blended with the smell of steamed milk.
Sitting in a corner, shoulders slightly hunched, he watched the others. Their gestures, their smiles, their ease. They seemed free, natural, like they belonged. He, on the other hand, felt like a ghost in broad daylight—visible but without substance.
It wasn’t fear of people. It was fear of being seen. Truly seen. Exposed.
In his next session, he dared to put it into words.
"I avoid people because I feel like they see through me. Like they know something’s wrong with me."
Levana nodded softly. Her presence as serene as always, almost enveloping.
"That’s what we call the Social Mirror Pattern," she said. "You see yourself through the judgment you believe others perceive. And over time, that becomes your truth."
They went back through his memories. He relived the stifled giggles of classmates when he spoke too fast. The comments on his voice. The mocking glances at his clothes. He could still hear the school bell, the noisy hallways, the smells of sweat, paper, and too-strong soap. His heart beat like it had back then, a dry drum in his chest.
"So you developed a strategy," said Levana. "Blend in. Don’t attract attention. Don’t give anyone a reason to reject you."
Nolan nodded. Then, softly, he added:
"Now, I don’t even know how to connect anymore."
She gave him a mission.
"Go to a public space. Not to perform. Not to impress. Just to exist—openly."
He chose a networking event. An unusual place for him. Normally, he would locate the exits, stay near the walls. This time, he lingered at the entrance. Took a deep breath. The scent of polished wood and new paper filled the room. He straightened his shoulders. Stood tall.
He didn’t say much. But he stayed. He smiled. He let his gaze meet others’ without looking away.
A woman approached him, holding a glass of pomegranate juice.
"You look grounded," she said simply.
That sentence echoed inside him for days. She had seen something in him he had never dared to look at.
Maybe he had never been invisible.
Maybe he had just been hiding.
Exercise:
Go to a public space (event, café, park). Practice presence. Breathe into your posture. Imagine you belong—because you do.
Affirmations:
• "I am already worthy of being seen."
• "How I see myself shapes how others see me."
• "I take up space with peaceful confidence."
Chapter 5 – The Voice from the Past
Nolan was recording a short voice message for a client—a voice-over for a podcast intro. He had settled into a quiet corner of his living room, protected by thick curtains filtering the morning light. The atmosphere was muted, the floor soft under his bare feet. The scent of his lukewarm coffee lingered to his left. He pressed 'record.'
"Hello, and welcome to this new episode..."
His own voice echoed in the room. And suddenly, another voice—older, sharper—rose in his mind. An inner voice, cold, all too familiar.
"No one wants to listen to you."
He stopped instantly. His shoulders tensed, his throat tightened. His previously calm breath became short. A strange burn flared in his stomach, like a fear that had long been buried.
It wasn’t a thought. It was an invasion.
It wasn’t his voice. It was his father’s. Cold. Cutting. Echoing through the years. It carried the stale smell of an office, the slap of a folded newspaper, and the icy silence of a dinner without eye contact.
Later, in session, he told Levana what had happened. His jaw was tight, his hands clasped. He fiddled with the edge of his sleeve, as if anchoring himself in something tangible.
"It’s like... he still lives in my head."
Levana nodded slowly. Her gaze was soft but grounded.
"That’s what we call the Echo Pattern," she said. "When someone else’s critical voice becomes your internal soundtrack."
He remembered so many moments. Showing his report card
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