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			​Author’s Note 

			I’ve spent most of my life serving others. In the church,in the streets, and in emergency services. I’ve lived and served where the tones drop, and rooms go quiet. I’ve seen the best and worst humanity has to offer. I know the weight of the calls that follow you home, the feeling of just wanting to get the uniform off, ugly crying parking lot sessions that you won’t talk about. I’ve learned how laughter “numbs” the pain, and I’ve also learned how the silence can be louder than the sirens. 

			After the Silence: Finding Grace in the Quiet is not a protocol manual or a self-help book. It’s a field journal from a medic, father, pastor, and man who finally stopped performing long enough to tell the truth to himself. It is about my struggles and my journey. I wrote it for the crew members who are four times more likely to die by suicide than in the line of duty; for the families who love them; for anyone whose nervous system only knows how to be “chasing chaos.” It’s raw, honest, at times messy, and anchored in hope. Counseling that looks like concrete steps, faith that sounds like grace not shame, and woodworking that taught me there is beauty in the ugly, and healing in the process. 

			This book blends narrative scenes (calls that stay with you, Alice in Wonderland, a bathroom-mirror reckoning, the pediatric case that broke me) with short reflective sections that are simple, practical writing prompts that helped me. Simple grounding exercises readers can use today, and the underlying theme of grace through the journey. There’s no judgment or shame, just truth, that it’s okay to not be okay. 

			This book is for people who live on adrenaline and fall apart in the quiet. For the ones who chase the chaos to calm the noise. For the ones who are everything to everyone else and nothing to themselves. For the medics, firefighters, dispatchers, cops, and for families who get what’s left after the shift ends. 

			I will talk about faith. Not the showy kind, but the kind that sat with me when I felt completely alone and had nothing to prove. My goal is not to sensationalize trauma but, much more importantly show how many in this field suffer alone in silence. My goal is for you to realize that you are not alone. You are the most important patient you will ever treat. 

			Travis Ivey

			​Dedication 

			For every first responder who’s been the calm in the chaos and then drowning in the silence. 

			To the ones who ask, “are you 10-37?” and mean it.

			For the brothers and sisters, we have buried far too soon. 

			And for the families who are waiting for us at home. 

			For Morgan – You are my rock.

			For Hannah, Kaden, and Olivia – my why. 

			

			Dedication

			To all those who have supported me, listened to my struggles, encouraged me to keep moving forward and put myself out there. 

			To those of you who served as ghost readers and gave feedback. 

			To Katrina my editor who challenged and encouraged me in the process and helped get this project over the finish line. 

			To Michael Beas and the Atlas Elite Publishing group. The way we met was nothing short of divine intervention. The way you all have supported this vision and encouraged me to see this as more than just a book has been inspiring. Thank you all. My family and I are forever grateful. 

			​Prelude

			This is not where my story begins, but it is where it breaks open. Before I could understand how I failed, I had to understand why I was failing.

			You’re about to read a letter I wrote to myself.
That letter wasn’t written for an audience. It wasn’t polished. It wasn’t safe.
It was raw. Desperate. 

			I start with it here because it’s the most honest introduction I can give you.
Before the chapters, before the stories, before the healing—there was this.
A man at war with himself, finally writing the truth he couldn’t carry alone.

			Read it for what it is: a beginning, a fracture, and a map of the wreckage.
The rest of this book is what happened when I finally stopped running from it.

			​Preface

			If you picked up this book because the sirens won’t leave you alone—even when they’re not sounding—you’re in the right place.

			I’ve spent thirty years in and around emergency services. Fire. EMS. Supervising crews. Sitting in driveways after calls that stole the air out of a neighborhood. I’ve also spent years trying to outrun my own wreckage—through noise, through work, through relationships that mirrored what I thought I deserved. This book was born the day I admitted I couldn’t keep doing it that way.

			This is not a manual. It won’t teach you how to spike a bag faster or read a 12-lead cleaner. It’s field notes from a medic trying to become a whole human again—notes written in the ER parking lot, EMS stations, in counseling rooms, in the silence of the car, and in the woodshop that helped me remember what steady feels like.

			 If you ride the truck, a bus or car, wear a patch, answer a 911 call, love someone who does, or you’re simply a person haunted by silence, I wrote this for you.

			You’ll read about the calls that broke me, personal chaos outside the job and the people who held me together when I couldn’t. You’ll see what counseling actually looked like for me and the strange relief of telling the truth without being crushed by it. You’ll hear about my kids and the cost of being physically present while emotionally gone, and the long road back toward repair. You’ll meet Morgan, whose steadiness has been a mirror and a patriate of grace. You’ll spend time in my grandfather’s shop, where sawdust, epoxy, and slow work taught me things adrenaline never could: measure before you cut, remove only what you must, and honor the grain that’s still good.

			If you’re looking for cookie-cutter fixes, you won’t find them. If you want your traumas to fit neatly into a box, you won’t find those either. What you’ll find is me—saying out loud what a lot of us have carried in silence:

			
					The pager can feel like oxygen—until it becomes a leash.

					Chaos can feel like peace—until the quiet makes you shake.

					You can be the calm on scene and still be drowning when you get home.

			

			Here’s the truth no one said to me early enough: You are the most important patient you’ll ever treat. 

			

			If that sentence makes you mad or you want to argue with it, good—bring that with you. The job will ask for your best years, your sleep, your heart, and then ask for more. You decide what it gets and what you keep.

			How to travel through this book

			Writing has been a big part of my journey and something that has allowed me to express and get out things I was feeling and holding inside. During the creation of this book, I wanted to give you a place where you can begin to tell your story. Maybe you already write and journal and I’m not trying to replace what is working for you, or maybe you’ve never had a desire to write. Either way, this is just an opportunity for you as you read to reflect and put your thoughts on paper. It doesn’t have to be pretty and elegant; it just needs to be real. 

			This isn’t homework. It’s triage for your story.

			The story moves in four parts—burnout and unraveling, scraps of peace, becoming the man I should’ve been sooner, and a set of letters about the legacy we leave and an opportunity for you to write your own letters. Between those parts are places to stop and breathe. After Chapter 3, Chapter 5, and Chapter 10, you’ll find Reflection Sections with a guiding quote and a few prompts. 

			They’re not there to make you “deep.” They’re there to help you offload weight you’ve been carrying too long and to hear your own voice again. There is also a forgiveness lab. For many, we don’t know what forgiveness looks like, feels like or if it’s even real. Forgiveness starts with us. Like the reflection sections, the forgiveness lab is just a place to offload weight. 

			Why tell your story?

			
					
Naming the truth reduces its power. Chaos hates language.

					
Your body can’t heal what your mouth won’t admit. Writing is controlled exposure with a pen.

					
Stories need witnesses. Sometimes the first witness is you.

			

			How to use each Reflection Section

			

			
					
Make a small pocket of quiet. 10 minutes. No phone. Shut the door of a room or your truck.

					
Don’t edit. This is not for pretty; it’s for honest.

					
When you finish, underline one sentence that surprised you. That line is your next step.

					
Move to the lined page and keep going if you need more space. You can also continue in the Writing Section at the back.

			

			Some nights, the bravest thing you’ll do is pick up a pen instead of the phone, or the bottle, or the next shift.

			A word about faith

			You’ll hear me say “grace” a lot. When I say God, I mean the One who created the universe, holds the stars in his hand, has a plan for your life, who sent His Son to take our place, and who kept showing up when I ran out of me—the presence that didn’t flinch when I did. 

			The point isn’t to get you religious; it’s to remind you you’re not alone, and you don’t have to muscle your way to healing.

			Some things we repair; some things you will be able to exist without it controlling our life.

			A word about safety

			Some chapters may light up memories you’ve tried to bury. If you feel flooded, stop. Look around and 

			Name five things you see, 

			And four you can touch, 

			And three you can hear, 

			And two you can smell, 

			And one you can taste. 

			Put both feet on the floor. Breathe in for four, hold for two, out for six. If you need backup, call a counselor, chaplain, peer support teammate, or the one person in your life who will answer at 3 a.m. We ask patients to accept help every day. We can, too.

			If you pray, try this: “God who sees, I’m here. Meet me in this.”
If you don’t, try it anyway. What do you have to lose?

			

			Privacy is power

			No one ever has to read what you write. Keep it. Share it with one safe person. Or rip it up. The win is that you told the truth.

			After you write

			Circle a small action you can take in the next 24 hours (one call, one boundary, one apology, one walk). Close with the same 30-second breath. If you pray, end with: “Keep me steady.”

			You are the most important patient you’ll ever treat. These pages are where you learn to care for them.

			What you can expect

			I won’t clean up the hard parts. I won’t shame the coping that kept you alive long enough to read this. I will tell you what changed me:

			
					Saying out loud, without spin, what I’d rather hide.

					Letting people I trust mirror back what’s true.

					Making amends where I can—and setting boundaries where I must.

					Doing small, boring, holy things on repeat: a weekly call, a counseling session, a slow walk, a prayer, a pass with 220-grit sandpaper instead of a grinder.

					Remembering that cracks aren’t proof of failure; they’re where the epoxy of grace holds.

			

			You’ll also see “10–37” show up. In my county, that’s a welfare check over the air: Are you okay? Do you need help? This whole book is a 10–37 for you. If you can’t answer right now, that’s fine. I couldn’t, either. Keep reading. Breathe. Let the quiet work on you.

			I don’t know your story. I know what it’s like to carry one that won’t stop shouting when the tones go silent. I know what it’s like to walk back into the shop and build something that outlasts the noise. I know what it’s like to look my kids in the eyes and try again. I know what it’s like to be “unmad”—not because life got easy, but because grace got louder than the chaos.

			

			When you close this preface and turn the page, you’ll step into a life that looks a lot like yours. I’ll go first. I’ll tell the truth. I’ll point to the places where mercy found me. And I’ll keep reminding you:

			You’re still here. You’re not the worst thing you’ve done, or the worst thing you’ve seen.
You are the most important patient you’ll ever treat.
Let’s begin.

			​Letter from 2019 Travis

			“If You’re Reading This … You Made It”

			Hey man,

			I don’t know if you’ll ever read this—or if you even believe you’re worth writing to.

			I’m tired. Soul tired. Burned out from calls I can’t unsee, from memories I can’t outrun.

			I don’t know who the hell I am anymore. I keep showing up for everyone else—on the truck, at home, in the mirror—but I feel invisible. I feel like I’m one mistake away from shattering completely.

			I keep smiling in public, but I cry in parking lots. I talk about strength, but I haven’t felt strong in years.

			I’ve wrecked relationships. I’ve hurt people. I’ve hated myself.

			Sometimes I wonder if healing is even real—or just some bumper sticker bullshit for people who haven’t seen what I’ve seen.

			I miss my kids, even when they’re near.

			I want to believe that there’s still a version of me under all the weight. I want to believe that Little Travis—the scared boy who broke a window and thought his world was over—still matters.

			So, if you’re reading this five years from now, and if somehow you found peace in the wreckage … I need you to remember me. I need you to carry me with you.

			I hope you’re a man your kids are proud of.
I hope you’ve stopped running from mirrors.
I hope you write the damn book.
I hope you have found someone who loves you for you.
I hope you built something—maybe out of wood, maybe out of pain—that proves healing is possible.

			But more than anything, I hope you look back and whisper:

			“We made it.”

			—Travis (2019)

			​Introduction

			This Is Not a Self-Help Book

			To Have the Life You Want …

			To have the life you want, you have to abandon the life you had, you have to leave the past in the past, and that’s easier said than done. You have to let go of the baggage you keep repacking, the hurt, the pain, the apologies and words you thought you needed for so long and may never hear, the mistakes you made, set down the weight of not-enough—the years you spent proving what was already true. Stop looking over your shoulder, the failures and not look back. You blaze such a new trail that the path back doesn’t exist anymore. This isn’t denial; it’s direction. Small shifts change whole trajectories. Forward is the point—not to erase what was, but to refuse to let it write what’s next. It’s worth the journey.

			This is not the part where I tell you to drink more water, meditate twice a day, and manifest better outcomes. This isn’t about following this program, doing these steps and things get better. 

			 This isn’t a self-help book.

			This is a raw look into a life that has been filled with trauma, grace, and redemption. This book is about being willing to talk about the things we are scared to talk about because of what others may think. Your life isn’t about them; it’s about you.

			This is real and this is survival.

			Let’s Talk About the Silence

			First responders are four times more likely to die by suicide than in the line of duty.

			Let that sink in.

			FOUR TIMES.

			We bury more of our own by our own hands than by the jobs we signed up for. We buried one of our own recently because the war with himself became more than he could bear.

			

			And you know what’s worse? We don’t talk about it.

			“37 percent of fire and EMS professionals have contemplated suicide, nearly 10 times the rate of American adults (2015). In addition, 6.6 percent of fire and EMS professionals reported having attempted suicide as compared with just 0.5 percent of civilians. More work needs to be done with better controlled studies, but the extant data is suggestive of higher rates within first responder populations. Many are dying in silence because they came up in a culture of suck it up, we got work to do, calls to run, etc.”

			We wear the T-shirts and slap stickers and tags on our cars about being “resilient” and “unbreakable.” Meanwhile, we’re drinking ourselves to sleep, cheating on our spouses, numbing out on whatever we can find, or lying awake staring at the ceiling, wondering how the hell it got this bad. And for so many, the darkness consumes them till they feel they are left with no choice but to end it all.

			We’ve built entire careers around pretending we’re okay.

			This book? It’s not okay. And it’s not pretending.

			Why I Wrote This

			I’ve spent most of my life serving others—in the back of ambulances, behind pulpits, and in the shadows of my own pain. And for years, I told myself that healing was for other people. That if I could just push a little harder, sleep a little less, take a few more shifts, I could outrun the darkness.

			I have spent years giving everyone else my best while my family got leftovers. Spending years being everything to everyone but nothing to myself.

			Spoiler alert: you can’t outrun the darkness. It’s a consuming hole of madness that will cost you everything if you let it.

			What you don’t face will eventually face you. 

			I have struggled with my identity of who I am at my core. What are my hopes, dreams, and goals? For 48 years, I wandered through life, leaving a trail of destruction and chaos behind., I was begging, screaming to be seen, heard, and loved. The truth is, my reality of all of those was distorted by a warped version that was based in self-gloating, conditional love, and toxicity. For years, I was so angry at anyone and everyone. There were so many things I refused to face.

			It was based on the idea that acceptance is best achieved by performance and living to someone else’s standard. While others were living their best life and growing, I was a hamster on the wheel, going absolutely nowhere.

			

			I hated myself for years. I was repulsed by the person I became. I treated people poorly and used them for my own gain because I thought that was how it was. I have hurt people with my words and my actions. To be honest, I have a lifetime of; I’m sorry, and I was wrong to say. I hurt the two most precious people God ever blessed my life with, and that’s my first two children, Hannah and Kaden.

			I know they have forgiven me, but I struggle to forgive myself for being overbearing, mean, demanding, a hard ass. I have always said that you either become what you hate or the exact opposite of it. For so long, I was exactly what I hated. I work daily now to be the opposite.

			Learning to forgive myself is the hardest thing to do. I still struggle with trying to let go without answers. Peace and healing are a choice and can come even without ownership, or an apology, but I struggle with that.

			I have heard it said that when you heal the boy, the man will show up. That’s hard because as I write all of this I have learned that there is so much of little Travis that is hiding and scared to come out but I continue to look for all of him to let him know he is safe, he doesn’t have to be afraid anymore, his voice is heard and being heard, no one will belittle him, or make fun of him, he can actually hear now with some cool ass hearing aids.

			I’ve had to come to terms with the person I was, the person I pretended to be, and it’s been humbling but liberating at the same time. 

			So, I’m done hiding. I have always prided myself on being the strong one, and the one who seems invincible, but it became a way to hide and mask my own pain.

			This book is a reckoning.

			With my past. With my profession. With my God. With my own reflection.

			And maybe—if you see your own cracks in mine—it can be a reckoning for you too.

			Healing starts when you realize you’ve been lying to yourself for years.

			The Bathroom Mirror

			I stood in front of my bathroom mirror one night after a shift, still in uniform. The house was quiet. I had dried blood on my pants, shoes, and sleeve.

			It wasn’t mine.

			

			I looked at my reflection and didn’t recognize the man staring back.

			Not because I looked different—but because I looked exactly the same. Same face I’d shaved for 30 years. Same eyes that had watched babies take their first breath and watched others take their last.

			But something inside was gone.

			I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t sad. I wasn’t even numb. I was … absent. Like I had left the building but forgot to tell anyone.

			That’s what trauma does. It evicts you from your own life, and you don’t even realize the lease is up. Trauma doesn’t care how strong you are. It waits. It whispers. It builds its house in your silence.

			You eat, sleep, clock in, clock out. But you’re not living. You’re maintaining a body while the soul begs for rescue.

			The nights, I sat on the floor of the shower until the water turned cold. I cried. Not because of one call. But because I realized I couldn’t remember who I was before the job started defining me.

			I used to believe I was fine. That all the broken pieces were neatly tucked away. That I could outwork the pain, outrun the memories, outwit the trauma.

			The mirror doesn’t lie. It shows the fatigue in your eyes, the tension in your jaw, the armor you wear just to make it through the day.

			I remember the day I really looked at myself—not the uniform, not the title, not the survivor—but me. The boy. The man. The hurting human being.

			And I broke.

			Not in a dramatic, fall-to-the-floor way. It was quiet. Like an exhale I didn’t know I’d been holding for years.

			That moment started a process. Not of healing, but of unlearning. Unlearning shame. Unlearning performance. Unlearning the lie that I had to have it all together to be loved.

			Some days, I still avoid the mirror. Some days, I still revert to old patterns. But I’m learning to greet that reflection with something I’ve never truly offered myself:

			Grace.

			

			Healing Isn’t Linear

			Healing isn’t a linear process; it’s actually messy. Very messy at times. Some days you’re doing okay. Some days, you’re doing CPR on your own soul.

			But if you’re honest—if you’re willing to stand there and face yourself—you’ll find that the mirror doesn’t just show the brokenness.

			It shows the strength it took to survive.

			We don’t talk about that enough.

			We talk about burnout like it’s something coffee can fix.
We talk about stress like it’s a badge of honor.
We talk about trauma like it’s something that happens to other people.

			But when the mirror finally shows you the cost…
When you realize the person you became was built for survival—not for joy—that’s when the healing starts.

			I wish I could say I walked away from that night healed. I didn’t.

			But I started showing up for the man in the mirror.

			I started listening to him.
I started forgiving him.
I started becoming him again.

			And little by little … I’m starting to believe he’s worth saving.

			Freedom Is Evolving

			Freedom is evolving, it’s a fluid mosaic that is ever changing by our willingness to experience all that life has to offer. It’s looking at all aspects of our life; physical, mental, emotional, and spiritual through lenses that are not clouded with the weights of the past. As I continue to work through certain things, it unlocks other things that need to be addressed. Freedom is knowing that the power of change is in my control.

			Freedom is scary. It’s like the scene from the movie Shawshank Redemption. The character of Brooks spent his entire life in that prison. All he knew was that space. That prison was safe; it was peaceful for him. When he was paroled, he tried to kill another inmate just so he would have to stay. Once out, he couldn’t handle all the change and eventually took his life.

			That scene is many of us in emergency services. The chaos and trauma eventually become peace, and we can be trapped for so long that the cage feels safer than freedom. The walls may be brutal, but at least you know them. The silence may be heavy, but at least it’s familiar.

			Freedom from the past, fears, trauma, calls—it’s just like that. We get so stuck in our pain that when the doors finally crack open, it doesn’t feel like freedom at all. It feels like falling.

			Freedom isn’t about walking out of the prison. It’s about learning how to breathe once you’re outside. It’s about stumbling through the brightness after you’ve lived too long in the dark.

			Freedom is a mindset, a choice of how we see ourselves and those around us. It can be overwhelming, but we must remind ourselves that we are safe, and this new uncomfortable will get easier. Our nervous system will begin to settle into the peace.

			You’re Not Alone in the Shit

			If you’re a first responder, or you love one, or you’ve been chewed up and spit out by a system that preaches duty but punishes vulnerability, this is for you.

			This is a middle finger to the stigma. It’s okay to not be okay.

			This is a lifeline thrown in the form of splintered wood and spilled ink.

			This is me saying: You’re not alone.

			This is what it looks like when a man—who has seen too much, buried too much, and broken more than he’d ever admit—finally stops lying to himself long enough to heal.

			You won’t find a 10-step program here. There’s no tidy conclusion. No golden rule to get your life back.

			Because healing doesn’t come in steps. It comes in scars.

			This book is blood and sawdust.

			It’s sweat-soaked uniforms and 2 a.m. flashbacks.
It’s the hollow silence of a crew that just lost a child on scene.
It’s the laughter that hides the guilt.
It’s the fear of being seen and the ache of being invisible.

			It’s every firefighter who doesn’t sleep.
Every medic who checks their kid’s breathing three times a night.
Every dispatcher who hears screams in their dreams.
Every cop who goes home and wonders if he’s already lost everyone he was protecting.

			

			It’s for the ones who believe no one understands what it’s like to hold a stranger’s last breath … and still must clock in the next day like nothing happened.

			It’s for the ones who are haunted. And healing.
Sometimes at the same time.

			We’re Going to Talk About Trauma

			We’re going to talk about trauma.
We’re going to talk about what it means to be a dad while falling apart.
We’re going to talk about how woodworking and sawdust became the only place I could finally breathe.

			You’ll read things in this book that make you uncomfortable.

			Good. That means you’re alive.

			I’m not writing this because I have figured it out.
I’m writing this because I don’t.

			But I’m still here. And if you’re holding this book, so are you.

			Take a breath.
Let’s get to work.

			

			Chapter 1

			​Peace in the Chaos

			Sirens and symphonies

			If you spend enough time in this career field, the sirens will become the symphony you crave. The sirens mean you are racing towards chaos, and the chaos is where you find peace and purpose. The tone drops, the engine roars, and the chaos begins to hum in harmony with something deep inside of me. It’s strange how something so alarming lulls you into believing that’s what’s peaceful. You eventually begin to crave chaos because it numbs you to the realities of the job and so many difficult things going on in your personal life.

			We all have shit going on in our lives. We all have traumas from our past we didn’t ask for. The calls don’t care what you have going on at home. They just keep coming. All the stress of home gets compounded by the calls. You and your spouse may be fighting, worried about money, got issues with your house; roof is leaking, pipes clogged, grass needs cut, car has shit wrong with it, unexpected bills, kids acting a fool, family drama that’s better than a soap opera, you name it. That’s life, and that’s the daily stress and worries we bring with us to the job. 

			However, this job now you add a bad call to it. The ones you question, could I have done more, why did this happen? And when you clock out, you now have something else to add to your pile of stress. And it adds up. It’s a gauntlet that doesn’t stop. 

			We work in an industry where we see people on their worst possible day and they don’t care about what we have going on at home, they want us at our best, and we show up and give them our best. The calls are where we forget about all the stress we still have to deal with when we clock out, and somewhere we start to find peace in focusing on the protocol, the procedure, the process, the call. The call is where the noise of our struggles outside the job goes silent, we can breathe, we can focus on someone else’s problems, and we have something we can fix. But those calls have stress that we don’t realize, and when we clock out our shit that we left when we clocked in it is still there, and now we have the stress of a bad call to add to our pot and now the shit starts stacking up. So we begin to look forward to going back to work because we need the peace that comes in the chaos. Because we forget for a few minutes in the back of the bus we are at war with death and kicking ass and we start to see wins because we followed the protocol, the procedures, but how do you fix the traumas we still carry, money problems, arguments at home, do you have enough gas to get home after shift, do your kids have what they need, are you enough, etc.. It can be maddening.



OEBPS/font/Aptos-Black.ttf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/MAIN_LOGO1.png
2

ATLAS FLITE
PUBLISHING






OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Disp.otf


OEBPS/font/Aptos-ExtraBold.ttf


OEBPS/font/CCSignLanguage-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/font/CCSignLanguage-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/Aptos-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/Aptos-Narrow-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/Aptos-Narrow.ttf


OEBPS/font/CCSignLanguage-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-BoldItDisp.otf


