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About the Author


Carl Vernon is an entrepreneur, speaker and author renowned for his personal experience on overcoming anxiety after fifteen years.


Since his transformation, Carl has been passionate about helping others overcome anxiety and achieve more than they thought possible by sharing life-changing habits and principles with you.


Find more at www.carlvernon.com




About the Book


‘Throughout the fifteen years I battled with anxiety and depression I was constantly looking for a cure – until I realised I was looking for answers that didn’t exist. Don‘t waste another minute.’


In this refreshingly honest and open book, Carl shares his personal experience and the principles he used to go from being housebound to helping others across the world overcome anxiety and depression. This step-by-step guide teaches you all the answers you need to know including: - The truth about anxiety and depression by exposing them for what they really are. - How to instantly reduce your stress and anxiety and feel immediate relief. - How by overcoming just one thing, you will overcome all anxiety related symptoms and disorders including panic attacks, social anxiety, OCD, and agoraphobia. - Why BALANCE is the only real solution for overcoming anxiety and depression, and the ten actions you need to take to achieve lifetime change.




Dedicated to Lisa


The first person I opened up to.


Love, always.


To my daughter


The most precious gift anybody could be given.
You make me grateful every day.


Also dedicated to YOU


For your strength and courage to act.


Disclaimer


All the material provided in Anxiety Rebalance is for information or educational purposes only. None of the content is intended to be a substitute for professional medical advice, diagnosis or treatment. You must consult your doctor before deciding to take any action in regards to any of your symptoms or medical conditions. Do not withdraw or partake in any programme or exercise without first consulting your doctor. Anxiety Rebalance and its associated products are for adult use only, and any information passed on to minors must be the responsibility and decision of a legal guardian.




A personal message


I know how much courage it takes to stand up to anxiety and depression, which is why I’m happy (and impressed) you’re here.


Your bravery is about to be rewarded by discovering the answers you deserve to know, and the few steps you need to take to completely change your life.


Don’t allow anxiety and depression to cause doubt – nobody should have to go through their exhausting and debilitating effects. Happiness and freedom exist, and you and your loved ones deserve the opportunity to get the real you back.


Thanks for allowing me to be part of your revival.


Your search stops here.


Carl Vernon




‘Everything you’ve ever wanted
is on the other side of fear.’


- George Addair




Introduction


Throw away all your beliefs about anxiety and depression, because I’m about to change the way you think about them for good.


I spent fifteen years living with these conditions, and I’ve been where you are now. For ten of those years I lived in complete denial, not telling a soul – not even the people closest to me – about the internal torture I went through every minute of every day. Nobody had a clue, and I became an expert at covering up my true thoughts and feelings, convinced I was the only person on the planet going through them. I felt completely isolated and alone, coping with life rather than living it, trying to understand why I’d been cursed with such a debilitating and horrible affliction.


I’ll tell you more about my personal experience, but to cut a long story short, anxiety and depression nearly ended my life. Social anxiety, panic attacks, OCD (obsessive compulsive disorder) and agoraphobia were all disorders I battled with daily, in a fight I consistently lost. For years, locking the world away felt like my only option. The smaller my world was, the better – this normally consisted of the four walls of my bedroom, with a blanket pulled over my head.


It’s hard to try and sum up just how bad it was in a couple of paragraphs, but I’m assuming you’re reading this book because you do know what it feels like, or know somebody going through it. You know how soul-destroying it is, and you want to do something about it. By picking up this book you’re doing exactly that, and I’m pleased to say this is your turning point.


Everybody has to have a turning point for real change to happen. For me, it took many years of anguish, confusion, disappointment and despair, but I’m not going to look back and regret the fifteen years of suffering. I’d rather see it as a journey – one I had to take to enable me to help you. I don’t regret a day of my struggle because it’s allowed me to truly understand what you’re going through, and be part of your life right now, armed with the knowledge that change is absolutely possible.


The moment that changed everything for me (my turning point) happened at the supermarket, and I explain it in detail later in the book. It was the biggest step in my revival, and the reason Anxiety Rebalance was born. It encouraged me to move forward and continue to find answers – not only for me, but for all the others suffering with the domineering, stubborn and paralysing conditions that are anxiety and depression.


Why I wrote this book


I didn’t want this book to be like all the others out there. A big reason for that is they didn’t offer me the answers I craved. It’s important to me you know that, because if your search for a solution is anything like mine was, you’ve probably been left wondering if a solution exists at all. You’ll know as well as I do that mental health disorders are one of the most debilitating and horrible conditions anybody can suffer from. Answers are the one thing sufferers yearn for, and when I was searching I couldn’t find them. For all the information the internet offered, all the books the library held, the years of medical schooling my doctor had and training my counsellor possessed, real answers were just not there. I’d hear the same tired information repeated over and over again:


‘It’s just anxiety, Carl; don’t worry.’


‘I can show you a cure that’s guaranteed to eliminate it.’


‘Take these pills and give it twelve weeks.’


‘Distract yourself by turning your music up and forget about it.’


‘Get a grip!’


I tried therapy, medication, read hundreds of self-help books, watched DVDs and listened to endless CDs – I must have completed all the methods available on the market. Wading through all the rubbish was a lengthy and impossible task. The more advice I was given, the more disillusioned I felt. Help and information seemed to be stuck in the Stone Age! What was clear was the number of companies willing to take advantage of my vulnerability. A particular pet hate of mine was the ‘money back’ guarantee.


WE WILL CURE YOU – OR YOU GET YOUR MONEY BACK!


You expect a ‘money back’ guarantee on a dishwasher, but not on your state of mind! For me, this summed up what a mess I was in. All of us sufferers desperately seeking a cure didn’t stand a chance. Websites I read seemed to battle over which could take the most money from vulnerable people using hard sales techniques. Celebrity endorsements and testimonials were there to entice and convince you, along with promises of a ‘cure’ and ‘elimination’, which were completely untrue and misleading. My doctor could only ever offer me two options: medication and CBT (cognitive behavioural therapy), neither of which offered a long-term solution and freedom. Nobody truly understood what I was going through. Patience and time were quickly running out.


Was there a cure?


Are short-term fixes the best I could hope for?


Would I have to live with this condition for the rest of my life?


These were just a few of the questions that buzzed around in my head all day, every day. My optimism had faded years ago, and I had nothing left in the tank. I felt let down. I was in such a fragile state of mind I had no idea who or what to trust.


There were periods of time when I thought I’d found a ‘cure’ and made significant progress, only for anxiety and depression to come back even more strongly, which was devastating, to say the least. Ultimately, nothing worked, and I was constantly let down and disappointed. I ran out of options and didn’t know where to turn for help – I just wanted answers.


If I could relate to so many other people’s experiences, and knowing how common mental health conditions are, why wasn’t there anything out there that helped?


I knew first-hand how stubborn anxiety and depression can be, but I couldn’t understand why a real solution didn’t exist.


Time for change


My favourite quote is by Albert Einstein:


‘Insanity: Doing the same thing over and over again and expecting different results.’


In my opinion, this summed up how we have dealt with mental health for so long. A revolution was needed to create change.


I’m naturally quite stubborn and very tenacious – I’d have to be to put up with anxiety and depression for fifteen years! A friend once said to me that I like to play devil’s advocate, and I’d agree. I like to challenge the status quo, and if I don’t believe in something I’m likely to say so, even if everybody else doesn’t agree with me. I’m glad I was blessed with this quality (or flaw, as my partner would describe it) because I needed to use every ounce of it to find answers and challenge current methods.


Without going into a philosophical debate, there are lots of things in life we just accept to be the norm because we’re told that’s just the way things are. For me, dealing with anxiety and depression topped this list.


If you’re willing to stick by old methods and practices that never worked in the first place, how are you ever going to change them? Change was exactly what I needed, and through sheer frustration at the lack of quality information, honest answers and genuine help available, I made it my goal to find the answers myself.


I’m now delighted to be able to offer these answers to you.




About me


We’re about to embark on a journey together, so it’s only right you get to know me a little better. Throughout the book I discuss lots of my personal experiences, and I’m sure you’ll be able to relate to most of them. Being able to relate to other people’s experience and discovering that I wasn’t alone was a massive relief for me, so I hope you find the same comfort. I don’t mind admitting that I’m naturally a private person, but I recognise how important it is to share and put things out in the open, so I thought I’d begin by giving you my life history, including the experiences that have brought me here today. Let’s start with one of my earliest memories.


1986


I’m five. Mum is tired of my father’s physical abuse, and doesn’t feel she has any other choice but to leave my dad after over fifteen years of marriage. She packs a few bags, and takes me and my three brothers with her. Most of her family is based in Leicester, so we naturally head in that direction, although, on arrival, support is distinctly lacking, as we end up homeless. My two eldest brothers decide to lessen my mum’s burden and return to my dad in Peterborough, leaving my mum with my little brother (aged three) and me. We ended up staying in a hostel called Border House, all of us having to share one bed. I remember how itchy the blanket was, and how noisy the cars were as they passed the window. It wasn’t a nice place, with other families in the same desperate situation as we were in. Even at such a young age I felt anxious, but didn’t know how to describe my feelings at the time.


1988


Years of hardship and struggle took their toll, and my mum had a breakdown. Aged seven, I remember the specific moment it happened. We’d just bought a new TV, and the stand needed to be screwed into it. Mum was struggling to get the screw in the hole. As she continued to fiddle with the screw, it fell into a hole, out of reach. She collapsed, her hands over her face, crying uncontrollably, sobbing about how useless she was. The crying continued for what seemed like hours. The rest is a bit of a blank, but I remember being taken into care that night. Mum was hospitalised, and my little brother and I went to stay with foster parents. It was a horrible experience. I didn’t think that they were nice people, which was sad because you expect more from people who take in vulnerable kids. We were there for months, and they never made us feel welcome. I felt like an outsider, isolated and alone, never part of their family. Their two children certainly made sure of that. Whenever they sat down to watch a movie, they didn’t want me or my brother to sit in the same room. Their parents would have to force them to allow us to sit with them, which of course made my brother and me feel even worse, especially when they scowled at us. Overall, it was a very unpleasant experience that I’m sure laid the foundation for my anxiety later in life.


1993


As a single parent, and someone who had gone through years of physical abuse and mental health issues, Mum worked hard to make sure my brother and I were taken care of, including being well clothed and fed, with a few other luxuries like mountain bikes and computers (even though she couldn’t really afford them). She adopted this mentality when trying to get us into one of the best schools in Leicester. It was two bus rides from where we lived, but her boyfriend at the time lived within a mile of the school, so she used his address to get us in.


Aged twelve, my first day at the school was a nightmare. I walked into the classroom and felt all eyes staring at me as the teacher introduced me and another kid as new starters. The other kids started to giggle and I remember feeling extremely paranoid. I wasn’t sure what they were laughing at – maybe it was my terrible haircut. The style was called curtains, but I didn’t use hair gel, so it just looked like I had a bowl on my head (don’t ask for a picture!). I struggled to settle in at first, but I was lucky that the kid starting on the same day as me was in the same boat, so we naturally made friends. He ended up being my best friend, and because he had a lot of street cred, some naturally rubbed off on me, making my schooldays a little more bearable. And I also started to use hair gel.


1995


I was on my way to play football with two of my friends (as a fourteen-year-old boy, this was a usual pastime) when I got a call from my mum. ‘Carl, I have to tell you something. It’s about your dad. Come home as soon as you can.’ There was no way I was missing out on a game of football, so I got her to tell me what it was about on the phone. She told me, ‘Your dad died yesterday.’ I hadn’t seen him for years, so I didn’t know how to react to the news. We had never been close – and this had a lot to do with the fact he was an alcoholic. I ended the call and turned to my friends. ‘My dad died yesterday,’ I told them. They asked me if I was OK, and I said I was. It was the truth. I was shocked, but OK. We kept walking and I continued as normal. Looking back, I suppose it was an abnormal reaction to the news, but just getting on with it was how I dealt with it. This attitude of bottling things up and just getting on with things continued into my adulthood. It was a big part of my survival instinct, but also one of the main reasons why I suffered in silence for as long as I did.


1997


I never got on with school. I hated it. Towards the end of the last year (the most crucial time with exams) I was hardly there. I would always skive and choose to go to my friend’s house instead. Don’t ask me how, but I managed to get C and D grades in my GCSEs. Pretty good, considering I never paid much attention in class. Unsurprisingly, I left school at sixteen (as soon as I could) without any real plan. I was working part-time at Burger King and enjoyed the money I earned. I always had more money than my friends, who were still in education. I used to think what fools they were for staying at school. Why stay at school when you could earn all this money? I thought. I’m still ambivalent on this point but, being older and wiser, I can now see the obvious benefits of a good education.


I’d always had a strong work ethic. Between the ages of thirteen and fifteen, rather than spend the summer holidays playing with my friends, I worked full-time in a sweet factory as a packer (strictly cash in hand). I used the money to buy designer clothes from my mum’s catalogue, and computer games for my PlayStation. I just about had enough spare cash to buy booze and fags from the local convenience store for me and my friends. (One of our friends looked a lot older than he was, so we sent him in to buy them.)


I tried college for a few months, but that didn’t work out – I hated it as much as school. I started working at Burger King full-time, but the smell of fat and burgers got to me after a while, so I decided to go and get a ‘proper’ job. I landed a job as a sales administrator for a sock company. I was still sixteen, but mature for my age. I was tasked with inputting data and making sure that processing the sales was done correctly: nothing too tasking, but it got me using computers and speaking to customers. I had been at the company for about three months when it went into administration. It seemed to happen overnight. I sat at my desk and the bailiffs came in and literally took it from under my nose as I was sitting inputting orders. It wasn’t the best of experiences from my first ‘proper’ job, but it set me up for life in the corporate world.


1998


Coming up to my seventeenth birthday, I got a similar role in sales administration for a company that sold cleaning products. There’s nothing else notable to add about it, apart from the fact I experienced my first panic attack at this company. I’d experienced small doses of panic previously, but never a full-blown panic attack. It hit me like a ton of bricks. I was happily going about my day, inputting invoices into the system, when for no apparent reason I started to feel disorientated. As I looked at the computer screen, my head started to spin, I began to shake, I became breathless, I felt nauseous, my mouth went dry, I got a hot flush and sweat began to drip from my forehead.


‘What the hell is happening to me?’ I wondered. I thought I was dying. My colleagues sitting next to me could see I was in distress and called for the first-aider. He came rushing through the office with a green first-aid box in his hand.


‘My name is John; I’m the first-aider. Are you OK?’ I wasn’t sure how to respond. ‘I was just sitting at my computer when I started to feel dizzy and strange.’


One of my colleagues passed me a glass of water, and as I took a sip John told me to put my legs up on the desk (I wasn’t sure why, but I think it had something to do with the flow of blood). As my symptoms started to subside, I noticed that five or six people were standing around me, including management. Although I wasn’t sure what had happened, I began to feel very embarrassed. I put my legs down and reassured everybody that I was OK. That was far from reality. I was petrified. What had just happened to me? Was there something seriously wrong with me? I was allowed to go home early, and these thoughts, along with many others, buzzed around in my head all evening. I was too embarrassed to mention the incident to anybody and kept it quiet (like I always did). The feeling of embarrassment came back the next day at work, when my colleagues asked if I was OK. Again, I assured them everything was fine, and continued inputting the invoices that I’d missed the day before. About twenty minutes later, the same feeling of disorientation and dizziness came back. I couldn’t focus on my computer, but this time, rather than ask for help, I got up and stumbled into the kitchen, panic-ridden. The sweat continued to pour down my face as I stood there, wondering what the hell was going on. Luckily, I had an understanding manager (looking back, I think he suffered from anxiety too), and although I couldn’t explain what was going on and why I needed to go home, he let me go with no argument. I got home convinced there was something seriously wrong with me. I was too scared to call the doctor, and thought avoidance was the best solution. If I don’t go to the doctor, there’s nothing wrong with me, right? I called in sick the next day: I was too frightened to go back to work. What if it happened again? What if my colleagues were talking about me? The pressure of being away from work was too much to handle, so I was relieved when the company let me go a few weeks later.


Still only seventeen, my ambition and drive had turned into distress and fear. As time passed, I hardly left my home. My friends would call, asking if I was coming out to meet them. I always had an excuse, and declined their offers. The time between this and me getting my next job is a bit of a blur. I knew I couldn’t stay at home – I was running out of excuses and I didn’t want the truth to come out. What would people think if they knew about my anxiety and the daily panic attacks I endured? I didn’t understand what I was going through, so how would they understand? Desperate, I started applying to jobs advertised in the newspaper. I told myself that my problem must be related to using a computer, so I applied for roles that didn’t require the use of one. I got an interview with a guy who ran his own landscaping business. He was looking for a helper. God knows how I did it, but I plucked up the courage to take the two buses needed to get to his house (public transport became a real issue for me). It certainly wasn’t one of my best interviews, but I think he was pleased I at least looked normal and relatively sensible, so I got the job. It was minimum wage, with no career prospects, but it got me back into work (without a computer). I took it and agreed to start the following week.


I was experiencing a raft of anxiety-related symptoms at this point in my life, but one of the most prevalent was feeling like the floor was unbalanced, and as if it was swallowing me up. It made me feel dizzy and disorientated, so I used to keep an earplug in one ear, even when I didn’t need it. (We used earplugs when we used a chainsaw.) The guy I worked for noticed I kept it in my ear, but didn’t say anything. He probably thought I was a bit strange or something. That was fine with me – as long as it helped stop the sensation of the floor swallowing me, I didn’t care. As well as the earplug, the only other thing that got me through was how busy and physically demanding the job was. Although I was anxious, I didn’t have the time to express it. I was too busy chopping down trees and mowing lawns. I used to come home from work a shade of green: my mum and brother still joke about it. They’d say, ‘Here comes the swamp monster.’


2000


Although my anxiety and depression were growing and becoming deeper-rooted day by day, I wasn’t allowing them to dictate my life as much as previously, so my confidence was growing as well. After the landscaping job and a few other dead-end roles, I thought it was time to start looking for a career. A job in sales was as good as anything else, I thought, so I started to apply for various sales jobs. Aged eighteen, I got a sales executive job at Nissan, even though I had no sales experience. Two managers interviewed me: one was keen, and the other wasn’t. (I could tell that by the fact he looked me straight in the eye and told me he wasn’t keen on me in the interview.) The other manager won him over and convinced him to take a chance on me. Good choice – I ended up being the top salesperson in the entire group. I was, by some distance, the youngest salesperson in the company, yet continued to consistently outsell the other experienced salesmen month-on-month. I take particular pride in this, as I was suffering from crippling anxiety and panic attacks at the time.


Part of my job was to park the cars in very tight spaces on the forecourt, normally under the manager’s supervision (the same guy who had said he wasn’t keen on me). He’d scrutinise every manoeuvre I made, ready to pounce on me whenever I made the slightest mistake. I’d only been driving for about six months at the time, so I’d frequently over-rev the engine. He’d screw up his eyes as he stared at me. I could hear what he was thinking: ‘Idiot. If this kid didn’t sell the cars he does, I’d get rid of him.’ It was a tough and pressurised job, and even though it caused me great anxiety and panic, I enjoyed it. Although I didn’t think it at the time, I actually believe anxiety was a big reason for my success. How, I’m not entirely sure, but it was certainly there, part of my life and all my decisions.


I continued this success in sales in my next job, in which I became the number-one sales executive for Marks & Spencer Financial Services in the country, out of around 300 people, all while suffering from severe anxiety. My first day on the job wasn’t very successful, though. I had to leave early with stomach cramps. My manager wasn’t impressed, and she probably thought I wasn’t coming back. She was nearly right. I projectile-vomited in the car park as I walked towards my car – anxiety-related, of course. Anxiety had stopped me from living my life to the full and progressing so far, but I wasn’t going to let it ruin this job. I returned the next day and, based on my figures for the next year, I was the best employee in their history. Again, this is an achievement I’m proud of, especially when I consider what I went through on a daily basis, including all the times I had to run to the bathroom when I started to panic, and the disorientated feeling that came over me every time I sat down with a customer. Somehow, I battled through it all.


2002–2008


Marks & Spencer wasn’t paying me what I knew I could earn in another industry so, after a year or so, I got my first job in recruitment. A tough industry, highly competitive – not good for anxiety and panic attacks. However, I held my own, and made a successful career out of it. A couple of years went by, and at the age of twenty-two, I decided I wanted my own business. I set it up from scratch, and three highly successful years followed, where I doubled my company turnover year on year. By the third year, I was employing eight people. Little did I know that the worst recession in recent times was about to hit, and hit hard. The recruitment industry fell apart – and so did I. My anxiety went through the roof, and my daily panic attacks quadrupled. Everything came toppling down like a house of cards. I had to make all my staff redundant, which upset me deeply. However, it was either risk another month in business, or become homeless. I’d been homeless and knew how that felt. I had no doubt it would have finished me off.


I’d done everything I could to avoid going to the doctor. I really didn’t want to take medication, but at this stage I didn’t feel that I had any other option. I’ll tell you more about my experience with medication a little later but, to cut a long story short, it was a disaster. Mentally, I was in a place I find hard to describe. I’d been suffering from anxiety and depression for over ten years at this point, and I hadn’t told a soul, not even my partner, Lisa. She didn’t have a clue what I was going through, which was understandable, because she was also coping with her mum being terminally ill with cancer. We spent long periods of time away from each other while she looked after her mum. Because of the lengthy periods of separation, she didn’t know how many hours I spent in bed with the blankets pulled over my head, or how I contemplated suicide because I didn’t know where to turn, or that I didn’t leave the house because of agoraphobia. I was a master faker, incredibly good at making up stories and hiding the truth. Pretending that everything was OK was the only thing that got me through the day. However, as time went by, the days were getting longer, and my anxiety and depression were getting more extreme. I was convinced I was living in hell.


2009


Lisa and I continued to work in the recruitment industry for a little longer, but things were tough and getting worse. Lisa’s mum died after a lengthy battle. Lisa was strong throughout her mum’s illness, and I admired her strength and the way she coped with everything. I wish I had the strength to tell her then about my anxiety and depression, but after ten years of hiding the truth, it became my way of living and coping. Plus, with everything else she had to contend with, I thought she didn’t need the extra burden.


The recession seemed to drag on, and even though work slowed down, it was still demanding. Mentally, I didn’t feel like I could cope, but I still wasn’t strong enough to say why. When I didn’t want to come in to the office, Lisa just thought I was going through a rough patch because of the recession, and I played along with this. We were barely making enough to pay the bills and were close to losing our home. Somehow, I had to drag myself out of the depths of despair and do something about it, otherwise things would get worse.


Business was almost non-existent, but the bills still came rolling in. The pressure was mounting, so I started to apply for jobs. I didn’t have any qualifications, and I’d been self-employed for the past four years, so my options were limited. I got a job with an advertising company as a sales executive. The role required me to spend two weeks training in a hotel near Slough (about two hours from where I lived). The company arranged for a hire car to be dropped off at my home on Sunday evening so I could travel to the hotel ready for a Monday morning start. The car key was posted through my letterbox, and as soon as I saw it I started to panic. I hadn’t left my house on my own for some time, and I wasn’t sure how I was going to cope. Lisa looked at me in excitement.


‘Are you ready for your first day?’


I responded with a fake smile: ‘Of course; I can’t wait.’


I reluctantly packed my clothes ready for a week’s stay, put them in the boot of the hire car, and set off. My heart was pounding. I wasn’t ready for this. Nevertheless, I kept driving, smiling and waving at Lisa as I passed her.


A couple of hours later, following a panicky drive, I arrived at the hotel. I stood in the queue at reception, feeling completely on edge; the pain in my chest reminded me why I shouldn’t be there.
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