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CHAPTER 1

THE FIXER/RESCUER
FOUNDATION: SUMMONING
YOUR SPARK

The clinking of crystal and the forced brightness of Aunt
Carol’s linen tablecloth felt suffocatingly performative.
You stood near the buffet, a glass of lukewarm sparkling
cider doing little to numb the ache behind your ribs,
while relatives clustered around you, their concern
manifesting as an overwhelming need for actionable
plans.  "Honestly,” Cousin  Mark leaned in
conspiratorially, his tone dripping with helpful certainty
that made your skin crawl, "you really need to talk to
someone about the memorial service logistics. Have you
looked into cremation versus burial options? Because if
you wait until the last minute, things just get messy." His
pronouncements were delivered as gentle suggestions, yet
they landed like blunt instruments aimed directly at the
fragile space where grieving was supposed to simply

*exist*. You found yourself nodding vaguely, cataloging



his words—*cremation, logistics, timing*—as if this
checklist could somehow patch the gaping wound in
your chest. Remembering that you hadn't even managed
to breathe deeply since leaving home felt like a physical
impossibility right then and there. It wasn’t that their
advice was wrong; it was just so aggressively *scheduled”.
You wanted nothing more than to be permitted to feel
the diffuse, messy reality of loss without being
immediately funneled into problem-solving mode. This
constant barrage of unsolicited efficiency felt less like
support and more like an inventory audit performed by
people who had never experienced the sheer,
unmanageable weight of absence. Every well-meaning
query about vendor quotes or guest list RSVPs was a
subtle reminder that your grief needed to be managed,

optimized, and filed away neatly for public consumption.

The next attempt at self-preservation felt like bracing
yourself against an incoming wave. You had spent the last
forty-eight hours navigating the emotional wreckage of
wake attendance, enduring enough forced anecdotes
about shared memories to fill a small novella. Now, three
days later, your phone rang—it was Brenda, whose
concern you knew was inextricably linked with her own

discomfort with silence. "Listen," she began before you



could even utter an acknowledgment, "I just needed an
update on the arrangements. Did you decide on the
obituary wording? Because I think we should really
streamline it; people get confused when there are too
many conflicting details.” You stared at the incoming call
screen, a sudden, hot wave of resistance washing over
your carefully constructed shell of numbness. *Can I not
just exist for five minutes without optimizing my
eulogy?* The demand felt immediate and total, an
expectation that you should be managing committees
rather than processing profound emptiness. Trying to
gently steer the conversation back toward ‘how are *you*
doing’ was like trying to redirect a powerful river with
cupped hands; it required more energy than you
possessed. Eventually, the weight of her urgent need for
narrative coherence became too much. You mumbled
something vague about needing time and abruptly ended
the call, the silence afterward feeling less peaceful and

more like an exhausted retreat into your own fortress.

The boundary you finally erected felt fragile, a sheer piece
of glass placed between yourself and the well-meaning
deluge of others. It was after the funeral, when the
adrenaline had worn off and the quiet returned with a

deafening intensity. A friend, bless her persistent heart,



cornered you at a coffee shop that smelled too strongly of
cinnamon and obligation. "You know," she started,
leaning across the small table, her expression a perfect
blend of empathy and impatience, "we really need to talk
about him. Like, *really* talk. I feel like we’ve only
skimmed the surface." When you managed to shake your
head slightly, gesturing toward the untouched pastry
between you, signaling that right now, existing in shared
silence was sufficient sustenance, her face faltered.
Suddenly, a deep flush of guilt crept up your neck, hot
and undeniable. You felt the immediate internal recoil:
*You are being selfish.* The thought echoed with the
ferocity of an accusation. It wasn't just about her needing
to process; it was the sudden, sharp realization that
protecting that pocket of necessary quiet made you feel
fundamentally wrong, like a thief stealing moments
others were entitled to share or excavate. You watched
your own jaw tighten, noticing how quickly the need for
*permission*—permission to simply be un-productive in
your mourning—felt more terrifying than any actual

confrontation with grief itself.

A strange, almost startling calm settled over you after that
interaction. The guilt remained, a low thrumming under

your ribs, but beneath it surfaced something new: clarity.



You realized that the discomfort of setting a firm
limit—the slight tightening in your friend's shoulders
when you said, "I don't have the energy for deep talks
today"—was vastly preferable to the exhaustion of
constantly managing other people’s expectations of your
grief. When you finally managed to articulate, with
practiced, low tones, that you needed days where
interaction was limited to shared physical space and
silence, something shifted in the dynamics of your closest
relationships. Instead of the expected dramatic
fallout—the withdrawal, the pouting—you were met
instead with a quiet acknowledgment. People didn't
storm away; they adjusted their orbits around you. Your
best friend, usually the most insistent, simply nodded,
understanding the perimeter you had drawn. Observing
this subtle recalibration was startling. It wasn't that
people suddenly stopped caring, but it became evident
that true care could coexist with boundaries—a concept
far more stabilizing than the frantic performance of
constant availability. Protecting your necessary emptiness
hadn't cost you connection; in fact, it seemed to have
filtered out the performative connections and left only

the sturdy ones behind.






YOU'VE READ CHAPTER 1.

YOU ALREADY KNOW THIS ISN'T GENERIC
ADVICE. THIS IS YOUR MAP — BUILT
SPECIFICALLY FOR FIXER/RESCUER ENERGY.
THE PATTERNS YOU JUST READ? THEY'RE
YOURS. NOT ANYONE ELSE'S. YOURS.

THE OTHER FIVE CHAPTERS ARE WHERE IT
GETS PRECISE.

CHAPTER 2 GIVES YOU PERMISSION TO STOP
FIGHTING YOUR OWN NATURE. CHAPTER 3
SHOWS YOU EXACTLY WHERE FIXER/RESCUER
ENERGY CONSISTENTLY WINS IN GRIEF LOSS.
CHAPTER 4 NAMES THE STAKES — WHAT YOU
LOSE WHEN YOU IGNORE THIS. CHAPTER 5 IS
YOUR FULL GRIEF LOSS PLAN, BROKEN INTO
THE CYCLES THAT ACTUALLY WORK FOR YOU.
CHAPTER 6 IS YOUR INTEGRATION — WHERE
THIS BECOMES IDENTITY, NOT STRATEGY.

MOST PEOPLE READ CHAPTER | AND THINK
THEY UNDERSTAND. THEY DON'T. THE



ARCHITECTURE ONLY REVEALS ITSELF IN
FULL.

SEARCH FOR "FIXER/RESCUER GRIEF LOSS
GUIDEBOOK" TO GET THE COMPLETE GUIDE.

ALSO BUILT FOR FIXER/RESCUER: WORKPLACE
TOOLKIT FOR FIXER/RESCUER.

THE SAME DEPTH. THE SAME PRECISION.
APPLIED TO A DIFFERENT ARENA OF YOUR
LIFE.

SEARCH FOR "WORKPLACE TOOLKIT FOR
FIXER/RESCUER” TO FIND IT.

YOU WERE DRAWN TO THIS GUIDE FOR A
REASON.

INFOATRANSFORMATION.PRESS
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