
Chapter 1:

The Day I Realized I Was Toast


It started with a spoon.

Not a metaphorical spoon — an actual, shiny, stainless-steel teaspoon.

I was standing in my kitchen, staring at it like it had personally betrayed me. The dishwasher was full of clean dishes. The spoon was sitting in the sink, glaring up at me in its one-syllable metallic judgment. All I had to do was open the dishwasher, put the spoon inside, and carry on with my day.

But I couldn’t.

Not wouldn’t. Couldn’t. My body was staging a protest. My brain felt like someone had replaced my thoughts with static. It was as if the act of opening the dishwasher would require the same amount of energy as moving a grand piano up a flight of stairs.

And that was the moment I realized something was very, very wrong.

Burnout Sneaks Up Quietly (Like a Ninja, but Less Cool)

If you’re anything like me, you didn’t notice burnout arriving. It doesn’t knock politely. It doesn’t even slam the door open dramatically so you have the satisfaction of saying, “Ah, yes. Clearly burnout has arrived.”

No, burnout is sneakier than that. It shows up one tiny compromise at a time.

You hit snooze one too many mornings.

You forget what day it is and laugh it off — until it keeps happening.

You cancel plans “just this once” and then again and again.

You start crying at commercials about puppies finding their forever homes.

At first, you think, I’m just tired. But then you notice that “just tired” has lasted three months and now your idea of a fun Friday night is lying on the floor staring at the ceiling like a Victorian ghost.

This Isn’t Laziness (Repeat After Me: It’s Not Laziness)

When I tell this story, people sometimes laugh — because we’ve all been there with the random spoon, the mysterious pile of laundry, the unread emails that haunt our dreams. But here’s the thing: burnout is not laziness.

Laziness implies you have the energy and just don’t feel like doing something.

Burnout is when you desperately want to do the thing but your brain and body are running on fumes.

Neurodiverse folks know this feeling intimately. ADHD brains run on “interest-based nervous systems,” which means if the task is boring, it feels physically impossible. Autistic burnout is its own special brand of exhaustion — it’s not just being tired, it’s being utterly depleted from masking, social pressure, and sensory overload.

You’re not broken. You’re out of fuel.

The Pressure Cooker We Call Life

Burnout doesn’t just happen because we work too hard — though yes, that’s a big part of it.

It happens because we live in a world that glorifies busy.

The unofficial anthem of adulthood seems to be:

“Sleep when you’re dead. Grind harder. Rise and shine at 5 a.m. or you’re a failure.”

Spoiler: this is nonsense. Humans were not designed to be running at maximum productivity 24/7. We were designed to take naps, share food, and occasionally stare at clouds. But somewhere along the way, society decided rest was lazy and that our value comes from our output.

If you’re neurodivergent, you might have spent years trying to “keep up” with a system that was never built for your brain in the first place. That constant effort? That’s why you’re running on empty.

The First Step Is Admitting You’re Crispy

There’s a weird kind of relief when you finally say, “Okay, I’m burned out.”

It’s like you’ve been trying to hold everything together with duct tape and good intentions, and then you finally let the tape snap. It’s scary — but also freeing.

Because once you admit you’re burned out, you can stop pretending everything’s fine. You can stop blaming yourself for not having enough willpower. You can stop trying to push through and start giving yourself permission to pause.

Finding Humor in the Mess

Look, I know things might feel heavy right now. But if there’s one survival skill burnout teaches you, it’s the art of laughing at absurdity.

Like the time I fell asleep in a Zoom meeting and woke up to find out I had apparently nodded along convincingly the entire time. Or the day I ate peanut butter straight out of the jar for dinner because grocery shopping felt like climbing Mount Everest.

You might be tired, overwhelmed, and emotionally frayed — but you’re still here. And that is something to laugh about, cry about, and celebrate all at once.

Why This Book Exists

This isn’t a book about “fixing” yourself — because you are not a broken appliance.

It’s about recognizing what’s happening, understanding why, and finding ways to refill your tank without guilt.

It’s also about joy — not the Instagram-perfect, always-smiling kind, but the small, real moments that remind you you’re alive. The first sip of coffee in the morning. The way sunlight hits the wall at 4 p.m. The moment you finally hear your favorite song after a bad day.

We’re going to dig into all of it — the science, the messy parts, the funny parts — and by the end, I hope you’ll not only feel less empty but maybe even a little excited about life again.

Your First Assignment: Permission to Be a Hot Mess

Before we go any further, I want you to do something radical: give yourself permission to be exactly as you are right now.

If your house is a disaster, fine.

If you’re behind on emails, fine.

If you have cried three times today, fine.

You don’t have to earn rest. You don’t have to prove your worth before you get to feel okay.

In fact, you don’t have to do anything right now except breathe.

We’re In This Together

I want you to imagine this book like a late-night conversation with a friend who gets it. The kind of friend who will sit on the floor with you eating cereal out of the box, who won’t judge you for canceling plans, and who can make you laugh even when you’ve got tears on your face.

That’s what we’re building here — a safe space to be exhausted, to find words for what you’re feeling, and to take small steps toward feeling human again.

And so we begin. In the next chapter, we’re going to dig into what burnout actually is — the science, the signs, and why your brain sometimes feels like a browser with 47 tabs open, all of them playing music. It’s going to make sense, I promise. And maybe even make you laugh.


Chapter 2:

What Burnout Really Is (And Isn’t)
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