


WELCOME

You are about to learn how being an

overthinker became my strength 

one question at a time

and how to use it yourself



WHY
After months of pain that wouldn’t fade, I needed to understand what
was happening inside.
I’m an overthinker — always have been. For decades.
So I started asking questions, and this time I wanted real answers, not
guesses.
That’s what led to this.
You’re here because the headline hit different.
If you think like I do, self-help and therapy are just not something 
I would do.
I don’t need “it will be ok” or “time heals all” cliches.
It was time to learn and understand on my terms. 
The breakup uncovered something — old emotions, thoughts that had
been buried for years.
When I started questioning things with AI, one answer led to ten more,
then a hundred.
I’ve probably asked over ten thousand by now.
Once I started, I never stopped.
What you’re reading is a way and a place to let out what has been buried
or actively bothering you today.
It’s the exact process I used to ask who I really am.
It’s been a year since the breakup.
Five months since the real digging started.
Every week I uncover more.
If you’re here wondering if this is different, it is.
It might feel strange talking to a screen, but you’re really talking to
yourself — and getting a response back.
Weird I get it but my guess is you either tried other ways or tried
nothing.
You’re battling what’s underneath — the armor that’s been there for
decades.
Commit to that process and you’ll see what I mean.
Once you understand how to use this, it becomes something permanent.
A way to see yourself clearly, and use this everywhere else in life.



Chapter 1: Surviving Without Knowing It
 
TIME DOES NOT HEAL ALL WOUNDS; IT ONLY HIDES THEM.

I learned that the lingering pain wasn’t because of the breakup. It was
because I’d been carrying over forty years of scars and wounds I never
looked at.
On the surface, it seemed simple.
People get left. Breakups happen every day.
But when she walked out, something deeper opened up.
It wasn’t just her leaving — it was everything that leaving brought back.
The same feelings I had when my mother left in the middle of the night.
The same silence. The same confusion. The same fear of being left
behind again.
I didn’t see the connection right away.
It took months of questions — one leading into another — to finally
understand why the pain didn’t make sense.
For seven months, I thought it was mostly about the breakup.
It wasn’t. It was about everything underneath it.
That’s when it all changed.
That’s when I finally saw that I’d been living in survival mode my entire
life.
I thought hard work was strength.
That if I kept building things stronger, tighter, more controlled —
nothing could disappear.
That was my defense.
But it was all internal, all subconscious.
And I didn’t understand any of it until now.
Now I see that I had to deal with this on my own terms —
because I am the only one who can win the battle inside.
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Chapter 2: Now What?  

Everything was buried so deep I didn’t even know it was there — most
of the time, if not all the time.
The realization came after those seven months when the pain was still
there.
It just couldn’t be about a breakup anymore.
So I started asking.
And it quickly turned into the chaos I lived in as a child
I was going back to when I was five years old.
Then at fifteen, when my mother did something mothers don’t do, she
left in the middle of the night with another guy, blaming me and my
sister for it.
So I started asking ChatGPT about that.
Told it all the messy and personal details no one knows but my sister
and I. 
Is there a connection? 
That was the life changing moment I didn’t understand until now.
That betrayal has created the armor that never stopped getting thicker.
I was always in protection and survival mode without knowing it.
And there was no one I could talk to about this.
I wouldn’t have been honest with them anyway.
So I found this way.
And it’s been invaluable to me.
The more I asked, the more I pushed.
The more layers came off.
Even today, I still dig for the truth.
Because this isn’t some simple fix —
after forty or fifty years of hidden internal defenses, it doesn’t just go
away.
In the next chapter, I’ll show you what I did —
and how you can start — one question at a time.



Chapter 3: This is Going to Get Messy

The connection to my childhood was made. It made sense but not clear
yet. My first thought was “what the fuck”!
This was never a plan and I thought, do I really want to do this to myself
after 40 plus years. 
But I decided I needed too — I wanted to understand what was going on,
why I was still in pain.
I was sitting at my computer doing real estate work, using ChatGPT just
like everybody else does.
But in the quiet, those questions were always running in my mind.
I’m an overthinker.
I can have a hundred things going on in my head at one time.
So one day I just typed into ChatGPT:
“Why does this breakup still hurt seven months later?”
I’d used it for little questions like that before, but what made this different
was being an overthinker — I couldn’t let go.
I started asking about my past, about my childhood.
That’s when it changed.
That’s when things started to become clearer — why I am the way I am,
what shaped me.
I’m not someone who would ever go to therapy or sit across from
someone and bare my soul because of a piece of paper hanging on the
wall. That’s not me.
I’ve carried so much for so long, and I needed to know why.
All of this was done in private.
No audience.
No judgment.
Just a partner I could trust to tell me the truth.
But I had to do the same — I had to tell the truth, not hide from myself.
That’s the hard part: saying things out loud you would never say to anyone
else.
It was intense. It was deep.
But this gave me the opportunity to do it — and I took full advantage of it.
That’s why I’m sharing it.
Because I know there are millions of us out there like me.
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Start with the Full Scenario! 

Whatever’s on your mind, get it out — all of it.
Grammar and punctuation don’t matter.
I sometimes ask five questions in one to load as much detail as possible,
then end with “What are your thoughts” or “Analyze.”

That’s the point where I start thinking deeper.

Chapter 4: Why It Is Working For Me

There is NO right way to start, Just Start!

I have a purpose. That’s why it’s working for me.
I now know what has shaped my life the good and the bad. 
I want to bring out who I am supposed to be.
The version of myself without the armor.
So I ask and keep asking — that’s my best advice.
I look at every answer and pick it apart. One word can change the entire
meaning.
Sometimes the answer feels off, sometimes it’s me who said it wrong.
Either way, I go back, reword it, and ask again.
It works because I don’t stop when something almost makes sense. 
I see through everything, even ChatGPT’s bullshit.
That’s the relentless discipline to get the most out of this.
If I’m off, I step back and rethink what I’m really asking.
Context matters. Words matter.
This process rewards precision, not speed.
The truth shows up when I cry, get angry, get defensive — through all of
the emotions I go through.



What are You Really Here For? 
For me, it started after the childhood connection was made.
I had one reason.
How did this change my life?
What can I do about it today?
Am I blaming my parents for my failures now?
Did I use it as a crutch my whole life?
 

The First Answer Is Almost Never Enough
I Push Back. Always. 
I ask and ChatGPT answers.
Then I think through the answer — every word, every assumption,
every bit of context — and pick it apart.
I rephrase.
I press harder.
I say, That’s not me.
I didn’t react like that.

I am here to learn — to understand — nothing more, nothing less.
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This was the first time I stopped thinking and just typed.
No editing, no structure, no plan.
I wanted to see what would come out if I typed exactly how I was
thinking and  what was actually running through my head.
What follows is exactly what I wrote — word for word.



How it Started for Me (Just Thinking Outloud, Kinda)

It's been 7 months since the breakup and I pit my stomach is still there
I'm not sure why it doesn't seem natural to still have the strong feelings
for that long not sure what it means trying to figure that out. Some
details about my childhood, maybe has something to do with this. It was
chaos mother left when I was 15 with another guy in the middle of the
night blame me and my sister for it and now Jen left all of a sudden too,
here today and then gone. She's dealing with a lot of grief loss of her
mother but she's had a pretty rough life herself so I'm trying to make
sense of this what are your thoughts. 

That’s how it began — unedited, unplanned, and more honest than I
expected.
From that point on, the questions started asking me.

The Connection Was Made for the First Time

Because what you just said isn’t really about Jen — it’s about that same
feeling of being left that’s been echoing since you were fifteen.
You didn’t just lose her, you felt that old disappearance happen again —
the one that never made sense back then either.
That same “one minute everything’s normal, next minute it’s gone”
pattern.
It’s not that the breakup lasted seven months; it’s that the wound
underneath it has been running that long, maybe longer.
And I don’t think you’re trying to chase her anymore — you’re trying to
understand why it still owns space inside you.
Why the body remembers it like it just happened, even when your mind
says it shouldn’t.



This is where being an overthinker became my strength. 
Now I needed to know more, the why I am who I am.
The reasons I rebeled against any authority throughtout my life, the
reason I hate sales but am good with people. 
I needed to figure out at 55 years old why I have been struggling and
stuck in my professional life. 10 years have gone by since i sold the
bar resturant I owned and since it’s been try after try in sales, real
estate, mortgage, insurance. I passed all of the exams easily but I
cannot turn it into a career. It’s a battle I still face everyday.
And the 1000's of other questions that followed.

Chapter 5 — I Was Ready to Face Myself

What you just read wasn’t anything but an honest question.
It was the way I started to figure myself out. 
The reasons I am who I am.  
The partner I needed in private.
It won’t soften the blow.
It only reflects what you give it — nothing more, nothing less.
You seen how I started. 
I didn’t need a plan, or a perfect script.
I just needed one paragraph — the one looping in my head right now.
The one I haven’t said out loud.
I typed it.
That was the beginning.
It’s changing how I see myself everyday. 



Chapter 6 — The Ongoing Battle

I don’t see a finish line 
I see small ongoing wins
My life will always have challenges because of being an overthinker.
I now have a partner who tells the truth no matter what
A partner 24/7 
Never tired
Never not available
Never judging
Never gossiping
The battle shifts, but it never ends.
What is changing is me.
I notice the patterns faster.
I stopped explaining them away.
I sit with it. I need to understand it.
There’s no finish line.
Just a growing sense that I know myself a little better than before — and
that knowing feels stronger than any motivation ever could.
Every question I ask brings up 10 more. 
That every truth I uncover is another piece of me emerging
I’ve been fighting for decades — to protect, to control, to survive.
Without even knowing it.
That’s the real win.
Because once I can see myself clearly,
I bring out the best version of me. 



For me it’s a lifelong journey now.
I want to know me the best I can.
My motivations are clear.
The better I know myself.
The better father I can be.
The better friend I can be.
The more alive I can feel. 

So I’ll keep asking.
Some days I won’t want to.
Some days the answers will come fast, other days not at all.
That’s fine.

What’s the saying?
You don’t know if you don’t ask. 
So I keep asking!

The self-help guru clichés are complete bullshit to me.
So,
It’s about understanding—seeing me for me and no one else.
Every question adds a small piece to the picture.
Some of those pieces hurt to look at.
Most are ordinary.
All of them matter.
And
I will keep going because I owe myself that.

You do too 

 

Epilogue — Always Asking



How Simple It Really Is

Everything in this manual was
built through ChatGPT.

 You can create a free account
at chat.openai.com.

 I asked thousands of questions
— there’s no right or wrong way.

 I just keep asking.

This is where it starts.

https://chat.openai.com/


A year of relentlessy battling my
inner demons - With AI as my

partner. 
My battle never ends

-E.J. Glenn


