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„Ex tenebris ad lucem –


sometimes you must


burn, before you can be


reborn!"


(Paul-Christian Goigner)









Thank you, dear burnout!


Back to yourself and back into the light


Self-help, tips and orientation


for burnout and/or depression,


as well as suggestions for self-


optimization and self-


transformation - away from


stress, pressure, expectations,


and compulsion - towards


inner peace, balance, and a


harmonious life balance









ABOUT THE AUTHOR:


Paul-Christian Goigner, born in 1972, is married, father of a son and lives in Neusiedl am See, Austria.


He has worked as a key account manager for a large insurance company for 17 years and has been in sales for more than 30 years. As a result, he knows both the constantly growing pressure of our meritocracy, and on the other hand lots of life stories, sufferings, and fates of his customers and how difficult it is for many people to find personal happiness in life.


In 2024, Paul-Christian Goigner himself was affected by severe exhaustion depression and used his love of writing as a means of self-therapy, among other things.


On the recommendation of his therapist, this book was then created from the initially loose pages in the form of diary entries, therapy notes and self-reflections in order to give comfort to other sufferers, to encourage them and to show a way not only to master this crisis, but to see it positively and to use it as a starting point for a new, more conscious phase of life.
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CHAPTER 1: ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


"Gratitude is not only the greatest of all virtues, but also the mother of all."


(Cicero, Roman politician and philosopher, 106 BC – 43 BC)


For these pages to come into being at all, it took some special people whose contributions were not only essential, but deeply touching. My heartfelt thanks go to them. Their participation should not remain hidden – it deserves to be appreciated, even celebrated, at this point.
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Dr. med. Mirriam Prieß – her books about burnout were an anchor for me on gloomy days. They have not only helped me as a victim but also sharpened and expanded my awareness of this topic.


My long-time friend Michaela – companion with an open mind, ancient healing techniques, a fiery heart and unshakable loyalty. Despite all the challenges, our symbiotic exchange has now existed for 35 years.


Neale Donald Walsch – his works have always given me comfort, peace, confidence. They opened my eyes to the wondrous beyond the visible world – to the fact that thank God, there is much more between heaven and earth than what we call "reality".


Pablo Coelho – whose dreamy, wise words have lit a light for me in many a dark hour. His books are like gentle conversations with one's own soul.


My therapist Annemarie Leeb – she accompanied me during my burnout with great skill, humanity, clarity and down-to-earthness. Not only does she do an extraordinary job, but she was also the one who awakened in me the courage to create a book from my notes – in the hope that it can also give others support and orientation.


Dr. Joseph Murphy – whose book on the power of the subconscious seemed like a first wake-up call to my eighteen-year-old self. A silent indication that we can shape our lives much more actively than we often believe – not only on the outside, but on the inside.


And finally – no, in truth above all – my wife Tina, the love of my life. Your kindness, patience, support, tolerance, and humour are a never-ending source of joy, security, laughter, and gratitude for me. As I often say – even if you do not like to hear it (and I love you for that too): The world would be an even better place if there were more of your kind. I dedicate this book to you, my darling.


"We thank you obsessively for this glorious grub!"


(Bart Simpson)
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CHAPTER 2: PROLOGUE


The sun is already low and lays a golden footbridge across the water when the coast finally comes into view. It will not be long before dusk will swallow the glowing orb. The phoenix is grateful not to have to spend the night in the air. The last cyclone has left its mark – his plumage is dishevelled, bald in some places, torn out by storms. But he flew on, carried by confidence in his sense of direction and perseverance – and this trust is now being rewarded.


The phoenix pushes deeper down to see the boats, which glide out into the fading brightness, full of hope for rich nocturnal booty. Seagulls accompany them with shrill cries until the mighty murmur of the phoenix´ wings briefly disperses their ranks - only to regroup shortly afterwards.


He already recognizes the white bands of the surf waves, which mark the transition from the open sea to the mainland like delicate veils. He takes a deep breath, absorbs the transforming scents.


First the familiar salty smell of the sea, then a hint of fish, followed by fresh citrus notes – and finally, like a promise of security, the warm scent of cedarwood.


The firebird particularly loves these last meters before sunset – when the light fades and the black cloak of night is about to cover the world. Below him, the blue of the water changes first to beige, then to brown, finally to rich green as he sweeps low over the lush coast.


Only above the dense forest does he slow down, gliding slowly along, in search of a safe landing site. A few more powerful wingbeats, a last roar in the air – then he finally feels solid ground under himself again.


He breathes a sigh of relief and remains silent as the night seeps down to the ground between the treetops. Peace returns above, but busy life begins below – everywhere there is crawling and scurrying, fluttering, chirping, and chattering. The phoenix digs his claws into the damp earth, closes his eyes for a moment of respite, and listens to the slowly swelling concert of nature. What was isolated and tentative just a moment ago grows into a symphony within minutes – an ancient song of life, change and return.


The phoenix straightens up and turns toward his resting place for the night, close by – where he is already being expected. There, a barely audible flutter announces the arrival of his host.


"And you want to be a silent hunter?" the firebird jokes.


"I'll just say this much: If mice, frogs and beetles had your sense of hearing, I would have stayed hungry today," the owl replies dryly as it perches on a branch.


The phoenix smiles in the dark. "Well, the Good Lord knows what he's doing. Good to see you, old friend."


Later, they sit together – high above the forest, near the old castle ruins. They eat, exchange news, then silence returns. They listen together into the night – contentedly, wordlessly, as only old friends can.


"You look good," says the owl after a while. "A little tattered, perhaps—but you've got your glow back. Your inner radiance."


The phoenix raises his gaze, smiles into the darkness. The stars above them sparkle cold and unshakable. "It wasn't always like that, as you know," he says quietly. "But now – thank God – yes."


The owl nods and looks up as well. A shooting star crosses the sky, golden bright and fleeting.


"Nothing is permanent," she murmurs, "everything is changing. The only constant is change."


The phoenix carefully smooths his plumage. "Curse and blessing at the same time - isn't it?"


The owl smiles in the darkness. "However you take it."


And again, they are silent – a silence full of understanding, full of gratitude that there is someone who does not need to have everything explained to understand.


After a while, the owl speaks, "You never told me how it all started. What was your life like – before you became The Phoenix?"


The phoenix had expected the question. He takes a deep breath – and does not hesitate.


The crescent moon shines as if cast from silver in the deep blue firmament. The starry sky sparkles silently over the undulating, living carpet of the forest – a worthy place for a story. His story.


The firebird nods to the owl, then his plumage begins to shine softly – a first glow, then a riot of colours like liquid light. He takes a deep breath.


"So ..."
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CHAPTER 3: OVERTURE


On April 12, 2024, the time had finally come. Total system failure.


I was sitting in my car, locked inside the underground car park of a Vienna Ringstrasse hotel – and could not get out. My arms no longer obeyed me. Ten minutes earlier, I should have met my next customer in the hotel lobby – something impossible. I was a sweating, sobbing, trembling bundle of nerves, with a racing heart and a shrill tinnitus that drowned out any of my thoughts.


Panic attacks surged through my body like waves of a churning sea, crashing over me, shattering the last remnants of my self-confidence. With every wave, concentration, professionalism, social competence, and the will to fight were swept away – washed away as if they had never been there.


Only half an hour earlier, I had narrowly escaped a collision with a tram – I had hardly noticed it anymore. And half an hour before that, I had survived a meeting with important business partners of a bank half unconscious. I was physically present, yes – but mentally?


The voices of my colleagues sounded like strange transmissions from another world. Words without any meaning.


I clung desperately to the appearance of normality, while my innermost being had long since dissolved.


The day before, I had yelled at one of my best customers on the phone. Loud. Unforgivable. His demands, his threat to terminate the contracts, had enraged me. I hardly recognized myself. Where had it gone, my friendly, helpful, professional version? It had become a stunned passenger - without influence on what was happening.


But not just this one customer – all customers, every phone call, every e-mail, every contact had only annoyed me for months. Their always same worries, complaints, demands – I could no longer bear them. And at the same time, I was terrified of every new message. Even the vibration of my mobile phone made my heart almost stop.


And no one knew how I REALLY felt. No one saw me trying to keep the wheel turning and keeping up appearances – ten, twelve, fourteen hours a day. And for what?


Eat? No time, not hungry.


Sleep? Later.


Breathe? For what?


I was driven by the mantra of modern madness:


I must. I must. I must.


Like the rhythmic beats of a train on rusty rails.


Tatamm. Tatamm. Tatamm.


Faster, faster and faster. And yet I never arrived.


I just wanted to stay in bed. Under the covers. Disappear.


I cancelled meetings with friends, avoided parties, fled into loneliness. But even there I found no peace. My head was a noisy engine room. Thoughts without a break. Fear and work – nothing else.


And yet: I loved my job. I liked my customers. I appreciated my colleagues. I missed my friends.


What had happened?


What saved me on April 12 was a phone call. My boss, alarmed by my wife, called me. His voice – unusually soft – said: "Please, call in sick. Get some help." I burst into tears. This time it was tears of relief.


That day I had no idea that this sick leave would take me six months.


But for the first time, the word "time out" sounded not like an admission of failure, but like a saving haven.


The next day the diagnosis: acute exhaustion depression. Burnout.


Referral to a specialist. Psychiatrist.


Me? To a psychiatrist?


And how long will I be unfit to work? Four to six months?! Unthinkable.


And yet... inescapable.


So, I allowed it. Hesitantly at first. Unwillingly then.


But over time, something wonderful happened.


At first barely noticeable, then with growing clarity a new certainty germinated in me:


I will make it. Not only that – I will grow. I will recreate myself.


Not back to my old self – but beyond.


Like a phoenix from the ashes. With powerful wings.


Glittering, radiant, liberated. I would rise. Light. Determined.


No longer driven – but led. By a new compass.


Wise. Sensitive. Quiet. Strong. With the power of silence inside and within my innermost being. A nice idea, isn't it?


And do you know what?


Spoiler: I did it!


No, it is not a permanent state.


It is a process – a lively, wild, surprising, but beautiful process.


Today I am lighter. Liberated.


I laugh more. I breathe deeper.


I smile more often.


Things have not gotten any lighter – but I am.


I am more relaxed. Clearer.


I have rediscovered the beauty in trivial things and surprising moments.


I can taste life again.


And the best part?


I am grateful for my burnout.


Yes – grateful.


This sounds crazy to you.


You’re thinking, "He definitely got a screw loose!"


But do you know what? Everything is relative.


And if you are lying on the ground right now, tired, empty, broken – then I would like to tell you one thing: You can make it, too!


You can use all of that here. Your exhaustion. Your fear. Your pain.


You can transform them – into new strength, into new courage, into new life.


You can rise like a phoenix from your own ashes.


And I? I want to share this path with you.


I want to encourage you.


I want to show you that your burnout maybe—just maybe—is the best thing that ever happened to you.


So: Be open. Be curious.


Get involved. Open the door. Step through it.


Today. Here. Now.


"Here's my invitation, baby.


Hope it sets us free.


To know each other better


Put your love all over me.


Here is my invitation, baby.


Come feel my energy.


We give emotions to each other.


Put your love all over me!"


(Britney Spears)









CHAPTER 4: PRIMUM INTERLUDIUM


The old, wise owl raises an eyebrow and examines the phoenix with a gaze that hovers somewhere between mild scepticism and loving challenge.


"Do you seriously believe that apart from us two weird birds, anyone else would seriously believe that something new, perhaps even beautiful, can actually arise from pain and shadow, from all the inner chaos?"


The phoenix, who had just admired the silvery crescent of the moon – now hidden behind milky veils, more vague neon sign than crisp Damascus blade – slowly turns to his old friend.


There is a gentle, glowing flicker in his eyes as he says:


"I even claim that without these dark hours, there can be no real change. It is precisely the fractures that open us up to the new.


Isn't even the soil nourished with manure? Isn't silver made to shine again by ashes? Don't artists often find their deepest inspiration in loss, in melancholy, in longing? Isn't it winter that renews life under the ice? And even economic crises force systems to reform! Disasters have often given birth to progress. I passionately believe that many souls out there know exactly that deep inside.


And maybe - just maybe - this insight will also provide comfort – the idea that the current misery is in fact an invitation. An invitation to see things differently."


Meanwhile, the owl has eaten, more casually than maliciously, a beetle that had carelessly marched over a tree stump directly in front of her claws. After a barely audible, but no less cheeky burp, she looks mischievously at her feathered friend. The phoenix acknowledges the spectacle with a half-reproachful, half-amused look.


"If you really believe that your findings could help someone," says the owl with a smile, "then you shouldn't keep them to yourself. Why don´t you draft a book about it? Why not?


Another beetle ventures dangerously close to the claws. The phoenix, having followed the scene, steered the clumsy creature onto a safer path with a gentle flap of its wings. The owl, which acknowledges this act with raised eyelids, just shrugs her shoulders calmly – in the certainty that the forest will have plenty of other delicacies in store.


"You´ll never guess," the phoenix finally says and smiles, "that's exactly what I intend to do."


The owl blinks, a little surprised, but not dissatisfied. "Then it's probably time to beat the advertising drum a bit, my dear. Tell your future readers what they can expect – and maybe also what it's better not to expect."


At this moment, a shooting star moves through the velvety night sky as the moon slowly awakens from its veiled sleep.


The phoenix looks up, then back at his friend, his gaze clear, his voice calm.


"You're right," he says – and begins.
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CHAPTER 5: WHAT THIS BOOK IS NOT


"The fool does what he cannot refrain from, the wise refrains from what he cannot do."


(Chinese wisdom)


This book is numerous things – but there is one thing it is not: a deception. That is why I want to tell you openly what does not await you.


It is not a medical guide – I am not a doctor.


It is not a scientific self-help book – I do not provide you with any statistics, studies, or technical quotes.


It is not a replacement for therapy – neither psychological nor psychiatric. I have neither studied nor practiced either of these.


It is not a substitute for professional help – I have needed and used it.


It is not a substitute for medication if it has been prescribed to you by a doctor – antidepressants can also be important and helpful.


This book is also not a lifestyle guide – the topic goes deeper than any superficial self-optimization.


And it is not a scandalous work of revelation in which some celebrity exposes himself emotionally. This is not about attention. It is about authenticity.


It is also not an esoteric manifesto – I am open to many things, but no blind believer.


And not a religious mission – I am spiritual, yes. But not dogmatical. And certainly not pious.


It is also not an empty promise to get you more money, more success, more reputation, more sex, or more of anything – because this book is not about more, it is about real.


It is not a trend product – even if the topic of burnout is becoming increasingly visible in our society.


And it is certainly no bullshit – every word here is meant honestly. Undisguised. Lived. Suffered. Recognized. Experienced.


This book is no fantasy. It has naturally grown from notes, research, thoughts, conversations with those affected, as well as with therapists. It all came about during my own six-month timeout, which I had to take – or shall I say „was allowed to take “- due to a massive exhaustion depression.


It is not a book to flip through quickly. No "read once, never open again".


It is a book that wants to accompany you. Through difficult hours. Through insights. Through change. Towards your own self.


And if you are not disappointed at this stage, after all this, but even a little curious – then I am happy.


I wish you an enriching read, new insights, quiet moments, powerful thoughts – and a journey back to your inner balance.


"The only way is up, baby!"


(Yazz, 1988)
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CHAPTER 6: WHAT THIS BOOK IS


"A pessimist sees the difficulties in every possibility; an optimist sees the possibilities in every difficulty."


(Winston Churchill, British Prime Minister, 1874 – 1965)


This book is – primarily – my own form of self-therapy.


For me, its process of creation was healing, clarifying, trendsetting.


It is an attempt to put all my notes, thoughts, insights, and experiences into a tangible form –


to share with you. In the hope that you too can draw strength from it.


It is a measuring tape for the path you have already mastered –


and a compass for the path that lies ahead.


A flashlight for the dark corners of your story,


a mirror for the inner and outer forces,


that have pushed you to your limits – and beyond.


This book is a sample catalogue of symptoms,


physically as well as mentally,


and their sometimes creeping,


sometimes crashing development.


It is an advisor – not a dogmatic teacher, but a gentle companion and well-meaning friend.


With ideas, impulses, suggestions for healing, for new inner balance, and for bold beginnings.


It is an invitation to take a close and loving look at your own thoughts, words, and actions.


To recognize patterns,


question them,


and, if necessary, to let them go.


This book is orientation.


It helps you identify those areas of your life that significantly influence your well-being –


and shows you ways to nourish, protect, strengthen them.


It is a colourful toolbox: full of exercises, suggestions, reflections, affirmations – a treasure chest for your mind, your heart, your soul.


It is workbook, guide, and notebook at the same time.


A common thread through your personal labyrinth.


A silent sign by the roadside,


that says: "You can. You may. You will."


It is a call to your true self,


to finally find space.


A call to recreate yourself –


not as someone else, but as yourself –


only clearer, calmer, more focused, more courageous.


This book is:


A gentle nudge to lift you up.


A lunchbox for the ascent to what lies ahead.


A consolation for the soul.


A new faith, that lovingly disempowers old convictions.


A bit of magic.


And a pinch of soothing, healthy craziness.


"We urgently need some crazy people. Just look at where the normal people have taken us."


(George Bernard Shaw, Irish playwright, 1856 – 1950)









CHAPTER 7: DECLARATION


"Thought is everything. Thought is the beginning of everything. And thoughts can be directed."


(Leo Tolstoy, Russian writer, 1828 – 1910)


Originally, this book was never intended for others. It was my personal anchor – a daily companion, the essence of my healing path. I wanted to capture all the valuable insights I had encountered during my therapy in a compact format. Something that reminds me of who I have become – and who I do not want to be anymore.


Because as well as I felt, I knew that everyday life with its pitfalls would return. With its illusions, its volume, its intransigence. And if it caught up with me again one day, I wanted to be prepared. I wanted to have something in my hand that would lead me back – to those moments of clarity, to the sentences that had touched my heart, to the knowledge that had helped me get up again.


I already knew the pattern – from my back pain. Physiotherapy every few years: massage, ultrasound, electrotherapy – all of this is good and helpful. And not to forget those simple exercises for strengthening the muscles, which of course I wanted to continue at home. Of course! Only to find that I soon forgot about them again.


Why? Because the pain was gone. because everyday life had swallowed me up again. And two years later I was back at the doctor's office. Damn!


This time I wanted to do it differently. This time I wanted to take precautions.


So, this book was my attempt to build a compass. one that still shows me the direction even when everything around me becomes loud and unclear. A treasure chest full of truth – always at hand.


When I told my therapist about the idea, she was thrilled. "Maybe you would like to share your experiences. maybe your project will not only help you, but also others." The thought struck me like a ray of light. Maybe there is actually something in it – something that can help YOU?


And yet there were also voices of doubt. Am I "qualified" to write something like this? Does anyone but me care? And how do I deal with it when people misunderstand or misinterpret my words?


That is why I decided to anticipate some things. To invite you to understand this book as your space. You do not have to like every word.


Not every formulation will agree with your worldview. But you can make it your own. Pick up a pen. Cross out what bothers you.


Replace what does not fit. Reshape it – until it becomes your truth.


An example: I do not gender in this book. Not because I reject equality.


But because I am the son of a language professor and have a soft spot for language. For me, grammatical gender is not an expression of discrimination. In German the sun is female, the moon is male – in Spanish it is the other way round. Language lives, changes. And it should also be allowed some bulkiness.


When I write "friend", I also mean the girlfriend. When the term "partner" is mentioned, this includes every gender identity. I originally wrote most of these texts for myself. So it may be that I am talking about "my wife". Take the liberty of replacing any term with what is right for you. This book is yours.


Another point is faith. Yes, I am talking about God in this book. But not in the sense of a religious doctrine. I mean the source of all being, the origin, the big picture – whether you call it "universe", "life", "Allah", "Yahweh", "energy" or "love". For me, faith is an inner space of silence, comfort, strength. No boundary, no dogma. And certainly, no reason for division.


Because what we believe – or do not believe in – should not divide us.


And yet humanity has made a theatre of war out of this sacred power. We presume to know what God wants. We teach, condemn, proselytize – instead of trusting, forgiving, healing, and connecting.


Many of us have long since had a new god anyway: Money. Consumption. Success. Brands. Status symbols, and the pursuit of "more". This is our global faith today. But this god rarely fills our souls. He demands a lot – and gives little in return.


And so it happens that despite all the glamour, we are sometimes empty inside. That we sit in our luxury sedan and feel something suffocating us. Maybe it is exactly this moment when you start reading. Maybe this book is your first halt.


If that is the case, then: Welcome. I am grateful for you to be here.


Please approach these pages with curiosity, with openness – and with forbearance. Because my way of expressing myself fluctuates – depending on the form of the day – between factual and playful, poetic, and dramatic, ironic and sometimes sarcastic. However, I promise you one thing: I mean every word honestly. And I write out of the desire to give you something that lasts.


So: Take what you need. Leave behind what you do not need (yet). Highlight what you want to remember, take notes, do what you like. And never forget: This book is not perfect. But it is true.


"The problem is not the problem. The problem is your attitude towards the problem."


(Pirates of the Caribbean)




[image: ]












CHAPTER 8: SECUNDUM INTERLUDIUM


It is now almost midnight.


The cold slowly creeps through the dense plumage of the old, wise owl. The sky now stretches clear and dark above them, a velvet tent full of twinkling stars. Although the next full moon is still weeks away, the narrow, silver crescent moon emits an amazingly bright, almost magical light.


"Nicely said, my friend," the owl nods appreciatively. Her voice is soft, but a slight tremor creeps into her words. "But I'm starting to get cold. And because I'd like to hear the rest of your story – and none of us know when we'll see each other again – I don't want to interrupt this precious night and your visit just to return to my warm treehouse."


The phoenix, in the midst of his narrative flow, feels the aura of trust and warmth between them. Something in him opens up even wider when he realizes how good it feels to confide in his old friend. He does not want to miss this magical evening either, does not want to waste any of it.


Without another word, he lets his plumage shine in a soft orange red – a living fire that does not burn, but warms – and wraps his large, glowing wings protectively around the owl.


"Better?" he asks quietly.


The old owl nestles comfortably against the living mantle of light and warmth. The steady heartbeat of the phoenix vibrates in the silence of the night like an ancient tune of security and trust.


"Mmmh," she mumbles contentedly, "I'm curious to hear what happens next. Although... I can already guess. I suppose things must get worse before they can get better, am I right I?"


The phoenix nods slowly, rocks his head thoughtfully and lets his gaze wander up to the stars.


"Just imagine everything they have seen yet... in this world and beyond! Cultures that blossom in beauty and fade away into the shadows. Empires that rise to power out of the dust – and yet pass away like everything else. Life being born, dying - only to awaken to rebirth again.
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