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To be broken was inevitable. Deep down I had always known that. 

So had others. One of �ve physiotherapists who worked on my injuries 

over this time stated the obvious: Chad, maybe you should consider doing 

nothing for a few years so your body can heal. 

She had a point. My attempt to continue as a professional skier 

had reached a level of absurdity where I might ski half a day then take 10 

days o�; or go on a 20–30-day expedition, su�er constantly, and require 

years to incrementally overcome the damage. 

Injuries and discomfort are familiar to any high-level athlete. But 

for me it wasn’t just the transient cold feet or occasional sore knees most 

skiers experience. �e permanent reminders of a broken femur, multiple 

blown knees and feet I could no longer feel represented an insidious 

cycle: get injured, have surgery, train back via gym time and physiother-

apy, learn to trust the body again, start skiing again, coax the mind past 

mental hurdles again, load the injury to a high level of impact again, 

then put it all on the line… again.

Staying in the game required that you invest—often tens of thousands 

of dollars—in the fragile vessel that carried your soul and kept you performing.

After Kashmir I wasn’t much interested in pharmaceutical rem-

edies. Part of me came to believe that if I couldn’t feel the actual pain, 

it was dangerous to use that body part. �us, in desperation I would 

surrender to strangers and treatments that o�ered any prospect of re-

lief—yoga, intramuscular stimulation, craniosacral therapy, massage, 

acupuncture, reiki. Over the years I would let an Indonesian man with 

a clove cigarette bobbing in his mouth walk all over me on the bamboo 

�oor of a thatched hut, undergo 60 hours of myofascial release under a 

palm tree in Costa Rica, and try to soak away the torment in everything 

from Icelandic geothermal pools to traditional Japanese onsens, from 

public bathhouses in Iran to hot springs in the Honduran jungle.

No matter what I tried, however, nothing o�ered more than temporary 

relief. Eventually, I realized there was only one thing that could truly address 

the deepest levels of physical misery: myself. 
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