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WARNING TO THE READER

Before you go to the first page, I need you to know this.

I'm not a psychologist. I'm not a psychiatrist. I have no title that authorizes me to diagnose or prescribe anything. What I have is an experience that I know from the inside: years living with a state that I did not know how to name, functioning from the outside while inside something was gradually going out, without fully understanding what was happening or having the words to say it out loud.

This book is not a substitute for professional help. I write it with conviction, not with performative modesty: if at some point in the course of these pages you recognize in what you describe a state that seems too heavy to carry alone, stop. Look for a psychologist, a doctor, someone with real training to accompany that process. What this book can do is be the beginning—the recognition, the name, the first crack in self-deception. You can't do what work does with a professional. He does not intend to.

That said, here's what it is:

It is the honest testimony of someone who took too long to understand what was happening to him. Not written from the top of those who have already arrived, but from the mud of those who learned to move in it. I wrote it because I would have liked someone to speak to me this way when I was in the early years of that state: without condescension, without empty promises, without the clinical tone that dehumanizes exactly what most needs to be treated humanely.

This book is a mirror. Not the decorative kind. The guy who doesn't lie.

It's going to make you uncomfortable. There are chapters specifically designed to make visible what you have been preferring not to see for a long time: the mechanisms with which you have been lying to yourself, the body that spoke when the mind could not, the relationship that works as a refuge instead of as a link, the loop of thoughts that spins in the early morning. None of these discomforts are gratuitous. They all point to the same place.

It is not written to console you with phrases that sound good and change little. It's written to stop lying to you. That's not cruelty—it's the only kind of respect that seems honest to someone who has also lived what you describe.

A clarification about language: you will not find here clinical diagnoses or dense academic terminology. When I use any technical terms, I'm going to explain it right away in real-world words. The goal is not for you to learn psychology. The goal is for you to be able to describe what you're feeling accurately enough that recognition is possible.

Nor will you find promises of transformation in thirty days or formulas that guarantee results. What you're going to find is what I found when I was finally able to name what I was carrying: the difference between carrying something without a name and carrying it knowing what it is. It is no small thing. It is, in fact, the only real beginning that exists.

One last thing. If at any point in the book the weight of what you recognize becomes too great, close the book. Not as a defeat — as care. And seek help. In this book there is more than one mention of that path, and it is no coincidence.

For those who remain: what follows is a journey of progressive honesty. It will not be comfortable in all its parts. But if you've been feeling like you're living a version of your life from the back row of an empty movie theater, if the world came filtered and turned off for longer than you could justify with external causes, if you're tired of saying you're okay when you're not okay:

Stay.

I don't promise you that you'll be cured in the end. I promise you'll know exactly where you stand on the map. And that knowledge, even if it hurts, is the only beginning that deserves the name.
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THE WEIGHT OF FEELING NOTHING
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It's twenty past six in the morning and you know what the day is going to be like.

Not because you're pessimistic or because you've dreamed something bad. You know what it's going to be like because every day is basically the same in the texture of how they start: that weight on your chest that's before coffee, before shower, before the world has asked you for anything yet. A weight without a new cause, without an event to explain it, that arrived so long ago that you no longer call it that. It just is. And you get up because you have to get up, and that's reason enough most days.

You take a shower. You get dressed. You brew the coffee or buy it on the go. You arrive at work and do what needs to be done with the efficiency that everyone expects of you, because that efficiency was never lacking. You answer emails. You meet deadlines. At some point during the day someone asks you a question that is asked in passing – "how are you?" — And you give the answer of those who pass by: well, a little tired, you know how things are. The conversation continues. Everything flows.

At the end of the day you go back to where you come back. And before falling asleep – or in the minutes that they don't sleep, which also exist – there is a moment when the noise of the day is turned off and something calmer and more honest remains. And at that moment, if you sit still long enough, there's a question that doesn't have a comfortable answer:

When was the last time you felt anything other than tiredness or indifference?

Save that question. We will return to it at the end of this book. But first, I need to tell you something that probably no one has told you with this clarity yet.

What you are experiencing has a name.

Not the name you give it, which is usually some version of "stress", "accumulated tiredness", "difficult time", or simply "that's how I am". It has another name. One that most people who carry this state avoid, in part because the image they have of that name doesn't match the way they live it.

When most people hear the word depression, they see a very specific image: the person who can't get out of bed, who cries for no apparent reason, who disintegrates in visible ways. That image exists—that depression exists and is real and deserves all the attention it gets. But it's a part of the spectrum. The other part, the one this book describes, looks completely different.

He has the look of someone who delivers in a timely manner.

That fulfills its responsibilities.

That it is present where it must be present.

That from the outside it seems to be fine because "being fine" in the version that everyone uses means functioning externally, and its external functioning is intact.

But from the inside: nothing comes with the same intensity as before. The world has a grayscale that extends from Monday to Friday and extends also on weekends. There aren't many things to expect with anything resembling illusion. The body carries a tension that does not correspond to any specific physical effort. And there is a tiredness – not that of having run a lot, but the other, the one that is there before the day starts – that does not improve with a good night's sleep or with taking a few days off.

I know exactly what I'm talking about because I was that man for four years.

He was thirty-seven years old. A college degree, a steady job, a relationship that on paper had all the ingredients to be what a functional adult relationship is supposed to be. None of those things were lies: they existed, they were real, they had taken effort and time to build.

What didn't exist was me in them. Not quite. Not in the way life should be inhabited.

My mechanism was ruminative thinking and the work that never ended—that broken record that spun only in my head without ever producing the answer I was looking for, that productivity turned into the only way to not sit still with what was there if I stayed still. He called it other things because the exact way was too expensive to pronounce. "I'm very analytical." "I'm a hard worker." "I need to keep busy."

No one told me that what I had had a name.

No one explained to me that depression doesn't always cry in a dark room. Who sometimes has the look of a professional who delivers projects on time. That the state I was carrying—that specific emptiness, that distance between me and my own life, that inability to feel joy in the face of what should generate joy—was a recognizable and nameable form of something that millions of people silently carry exactly as I carried it.

No name.

Without anyone to tell them that what they feel is not a character flaw or a lack of will or "that's how they are". But a state. A state that has history, that had a beginning, that can have a where.

When someone finally used the right words to describe what was wrong with me, my first reaction was rejection: I couldn't be depressed because I was working. The second reaction, a few minutes later, was something I didn't expect to find there: relief. The strange, specific relief that something that had no shape finally had one. It didn't cure me. He stopped me. And in that stopping, for the first time, I was able to start looking in the right direction.

That's what this book is about.

What you're going to find here and what you're not going to find.

You won't find a clinical manual. There are no unexplained technical terms or intervention protocols or diagnoses in table format. If at any point I use a word from the mental health vocabulary, I'm going to explain it right away with real-world words. Not because those words are bad — but because when you are in the state we are going to describe, the last thing that helps is to feel studied from the outside.

You will not find promises of transformation in defined deadlines. There is no "in twelve weeks you will be different" in this book because that kind of promise says more about the one who makes it than about the process it describes. What there is is honesty about what works, honesty about what doesn't, and honesty about what recognition can and can't do.

What you'll find: an accurate description, from the inside, of a state you've probably been living in for a long time without the vocabulary to name it. A journey that advances from recognition to understanding, from understanding to the name, and from the name to something that seems to be able to move.

The book has five moments, like layers that are lifted little by little.

The first is fog: that state where you don't really know what you're feeling, you think that emptiness is normal or that "that's life" or that you simply don't have the ability to enjoy that others have. That part of the book is uncomfortable because it describes too accurately something that you have been preferring not to see at all.

The second moment is that of the cracks: the patterns that were built around what was not named. The mechanisms you use to not be with what is there when what is there is too hot. The loops of thought. The body that spoke when the mind couldn't. The chapters in this part are the ones that produce the most resistance because the reader usually recognizes himself in them with more precision than he expected.

The third moment is the name. The point to which all of the above points: the chapter where what was carried without form, finally, has one. Not as a clinical diagnosis – as a personal recognition. The difference between "I'm broken" and "I'm off". That difference, when you really feel it, changes something fundamental.

The fourth moment is coexistence: not the cure, but the way to move in this state without the state taking control. The tools that work not because they promise salvation but because they prevent the floor from continuing to fall. Negotiating with the shadow will probably always be in some form, but may be in the passenger seat instead of the steering wheel.

The fifth moment, the last one, is the threshold: the first real decision outside of life that you have been simulating. Small, imperfect, with fear included. The first action that is not dictated by the shadow but chosen by you.

That is the journey. It is not a cure. It's a path of progressive honesty toward the only real starting point there is: knowing where you are.

One last thing before you start.

I wrote this from the mud, not from the top. Not because I haven't progressed—I've progressed. But because the kind of authenticity this book requires can't come from someone speaking from the comfortable distance of having left all of this behind. I still live with something. What has changed is the quality of that coexistence.

I wrote it because I would have liked someone to talk to me like that when I needed to. No anesthesia but no cruelty. With the tone of someone who has already been at that point and who knows exactly the difference between what it feels like from the inside and what it looks like from the outside.

If you've long felt that your life is partly a simulacrum—that you comply with external movements while something inside was going out—this was written for you. If you don't recognize your status in the image you have of depression because you keep functioning and depression, according to what you learned, is for those who don't work: this was also written for you.

Stay.

Before starting the first chapter, I only ask you to answer something with total honesty. Not for me. For you.

When was the last time you felt anything other than tiredness or indifference?

Save that answer. At the end of the book you're going to come back to it. And something about her is going to be different than it is now.
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CHAPTER 1: The Myth of Being "Fine"
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The trap of absolute functionality

The meeting ended at 8:45 p.m., and Mariano is still at the head of the table signing the final budget when someone brings the pizza. His team is still there, with jackets hanging on the back of the chair and glasses half full. It's that kind of night that in other circumstances you would call perfect: project closure, united team, result that no one expected to achieve in the time frame they achieved it.

His boss raises a plastic cup and does what Mariano was supposed to do: she names him. He speaks of dedication, of silent leadership, of the type of professional who makes teams work without needing the spotlight on them. There is genuine applause. The new guy, who has been with the company for four months and has not yet lost his enthusiasm, shakes his hand with a force that seems to say that one day he would like to be like this.

Mariano smiles. Raise the glass when it needs to be lifted. He says something short and accurate about teamwork that starts another round of laughter. He's good at this. He was always good at this: reading the room, giving the moment what the moment demands, being the right guy in the right place.

Then there is pizza and conversations that cross paths and someone tells a story about the customer from Córdoba that has been the team's shared joke for months. Mariano eats, adds a sentence at the right moment, nods when it makes sense to nod.

Twenty minutes later he is alone in the bathroom of the office.

He washes his hands. Soap smells of something neutral, institutional. The mirror is there and the eyes go on their own, as they always do.

He sees a thirty-eight-year-old man. Well dressed for what is an informal closing meeting. With the type of face that does not give anything away because she has been trained for years not to give anything away.

Wait.

Not euphoria. He does not ask for euphoria. Just something. A spark, a heat, that internal movement that tells you that what just happened mattered.

There is the smell of institutional soap. There is the muffled noise of voices from outside. There's a guy in the mirror who just got a recognition he earned years ago and who's waiting to feel something about it.

There is nothing.

He dries his hands with brown paper, throws it in the basket, returns to the living room. Raise the glass at the right time. When he says goodbye, his boss tells him that he deserves this and more. He replies that it is a team effort because he always knows what to say.

In the car on the way back, the radio plays. He does not listen to her.

If you keep reading, you probably know that gap. You don't need to have experienced it at a project closing or at a work celebration. You may have experienced it in your own living room on a Sunday after accomplishing something that took you weeks. It may be at a family gathering where you function perfectly, you laugh when you have to laugh, you participate when you have to participate, and at the same time you have the strange and uncomfortable feeling of being on the other side of a glass, looking from afar at something that should feel like your life.

Talking about it is hard because the official version of your life is fine.

There is no obvious crisis. There is no catastrophe. You didn't lose a job, there are no impossible debts, there is no concrete event that justifies what you are feeling or, more precisely, what you are not feeling. You're complying. And complying, in the measurement system that most of us learned, means being well.

But there's one thing that system doesn't measure: what happens to you inside when no one is watching.

There is probably fatigue that is not cured by sleeping. Not the tiredness of having run it, but something heavier and lazier, something that is there before you open your eyes in the morning, as if the body already knows that the day that begins is going to cost it exactly the same as the previous one. A weight that has no identifiable cause. That you can't point and say "this is what this produces for me". It just is.

There are probably conversations that you no longer initiate. Not because you don't have anything to say, but because the energy of holding them seems disproportionate to what you're going to get from the other side. There are plans that you postpone for no real reason, things that you once wanted to do and that are now stored in a mental list that you review less and less.

Your relationship, if you have one, probably works in terms of non-conflict but not real presence. Both people comply. The dishes are washed. Birthdays are remembered. No one goes to sleep angry. And yet there is a distance that neither of them names, because to do so would imply opening up something whose dimension is not yet clear that either of them wants to measure.

And there is something more specific, something that is perhaps the most difficult thing to recognize: the absence of joy in the face of what should make you happy. Not the pain of losing something. The emptiness of receiving something that should matter and that moves nothing. That gap between what the moment should generate and what it really generates. That waiting in the bathroom, in front of the mirror, for an emotion that does not come.

That is not laziness. It is not ingratitude. It's not that you're lacking motivation or that you're not "doing your part."

It is the result of years of working from the surface of yourself, resolving the outside with efficiency while the inside was left without attention, without words, without a place to exist. It is the direct consequence of living under the myth that if the outside is right, the inside is also right.

This chapter exists to dismantle that myth. Not with theory. So you already know and you hadn't allowed yourself to name it yet.

The myth and its invisible architecture

There is such a belief embedded in the way you evaluate yourself that you no longer perceive it as a belief. You perceive it as common sense. The belief goes: if you're working, you're fine.

No one wrote it. It is not in any textbook or in any formal social contract. It was transmitted with remarkable efficiency through decades of work culture and responsibility, through families that measured well-being in visible achievements, through environments where the question "how are you?" was a social formula and not a real question.

The architecture of the myth is simple: if you have a steady job, if you're in a relationship, if you can pay the bills, if you're not in an obvious crisis, you're fine. If on top of that you consistently fulfill your obligations, are productive, do not generate conflicts and move forward, you are definitely fine. The myth says that these indicators are enough. That if the outside is in order, the inside accompanies it.

The problem is not in the indicators themselves. Having a job matters. Economic stability matters. Emotional bonds matter. No one in this book is going to tell you otherwise. The problem lies in the automatic logic that turns these external indicators into evidence of internal emotional health. As if there were a direct causality: functional outside, functional inside. As if being reliable at work and not arguing with your partner are proof that you are emotionally fine.

They are not. They never were.

A person can execute their responsibilities with precision and feel empty within each of them. You can have a relationship without visible conflict and be emotionally absent from every interaction. You can pay the bills, meet family, show up when you need it, and at the same time live in a state of anesthesia that feels exactly like nothing. And "nothing" is arguably the most disorienting way to feel like it exists, because nothing doesn't hurt enough for you to point it out, but it also doesn't leave you alone enough for you to ignore it.

The myth is not a lie that someone told you to hurt you. It is a simplification that at some point was useful to orient oneself in the world and then became a trap. The trap of absolute functionality: as long as you keep complying, nothing can be really wrong.

But it can.

How this myth operates on a day-to-day basis

The myth of being "fine" does not take hold in a great dramatic moment. It settles in the small texture of everyday life: in how you respond when asked how you are, in the decisions you make without reviewing them, in the type of conversations you have and those you avoid without realizing that you are avoiding them.

Start small: when was the last time you answered "how are you?" with something other than "okay," "all good," or "here, pulling"? Not because you were deliberately lying, but because the honest answer seemed too great for that context. Too complicated for the three seconds that question usually receives. Too expensive to sustain in the social space where someone who is "fine" is easier to manage than someone who is not.

That small economy of honesty – keeping the real, delivering the functional – is practiced so many times that it ceases to feel like a choice. It becomes automatic. And what is automatic, over time, becomes the only version of oneself that exists outwardly. After enough repetitions, you even start to believe it yourself.

The myth also operates in everyday decisions. When you do something out of obligation but present it internally as a choice. When you get to work and complete the to-do list not because you care about what's on that list, but because doing it costs less than not doing it. When you have a conversation because not having it would generate a problem that you prefer to avoid. None of this is dramatic. It's exactly what it sounds like: functionality. And functionality, operating alone for long enough, is the myth in action.

There is something that myth does with particular efficiency within relationships: it allows the form to be maintained without the background. Two people can live together, share meals, talk about things that matter superficially, fulfill the responsibilities of bonding, and neither of them can be really present in either of those moments. The myth tells them that if they are not arguing, if there is no visible crisis, if they go ahead: they are fine. And if they're "fine," there's nothing to look at.

That "there is nothing to look at" is perhaps the most costly consequence of the myth. Because when you think there's nothing to look at, you don't look. And what you don't look at, you don't see. And what you don't see can't have a name. And without a name, everything you feel—or everything you don't feel—is left floating in that formless space that is exactly where emptiness lives.

Why it's so hard to see it from the inside

What makes the state of emotional anesthesia so difficult to identify when you're living it is that it's gradual.

There is not a day when you woke up and said "from today I am going to disconnect from what I feel". It was a process of months, perhaps years, in which the body and mind were adjusting the switches little by little, without you noticing each adjustment separately. First it was a small thing: an enthusiasm that died down. Then another: an expectation that you stopped having. Then another: a question you stopped asking yourself because the answer was too uncomfortable to hold. Each individual adjustment, on its own, seemed reasonable. The group did not have a name yet.

There is a second factor that complicates it enormously: the relativity of the reference point. To be able to say "I am bad" you need a point of comparison of what "being well" is. But if you've been in this state for years, that benchmark was adjusted. What you feel now is what, to you, looks like normal. You don't have anything to compare it with, or if you do, it's so far away in time that it doesn't feel yours anymore. It's a memory of what it was like to be you before anesthesia set in, but the memory is fuzzy and anesthesia is present, so the scales always tip toward "this is just how I am."

And there is a third factor: the myth acts as a cognitive shield. Whenever something inside starts signaling that something isn't right, the myth offers a quick answer: look outside. Check out the results. Look what you're complying. Look, people trust you. How can something be wrong if the outside works like this? Redirection is efficient. The outside that works well is powerful evidence, and when your mind needs a reason not to look inward, that evidence reaches out.

The result of these three factors combined is brutal in its silence: the inner emptiness can live for years within an outer life that seems completely ordered, without anyone—including you—identifying it for what it is.

What the culture didn't teach you to ask

Here's the part that I had the hardest time understanding and that, when I understood it, changed the way I saw myself: this is not an individual failure. It is a failure of formation.

No one taught us how to read the inside. In formal education there was no kind of emotional vocabulary, nor practical introspection, nor maps to understand what happens inside when the outside is demanding. There was history, mathematics, languages, social norms. There was the teaching of the value of effort, perseverance, performance. They taught us to be useful, to be reliable, to perform. We weren't taught to ask ourselves how we're doing with real honesty, nor were we given tools to answer that question when we asked it.

For the men reading this, there's an additional layer of culture that said, explicitly in some cases and completely implicitly in others, that feeling too much was weak, that talking about what's going on with you is exposing yourself in dangerous ways, that real strength is not needing anything, or at least not showing that you need something. That layer doesn't disappear just because now, intellectually, you know it's built on a lie. It is integrated. Operate from below. And when something inside starts signaling that something isn't right, that layer responds before the signal reaches consciousness: "This isn't for you, hang in there."

The result of all this combined—performance culture, lack of emotional training, strength mandates, the cost of silence—is exactly what a thirty-seven-year-old man, with a college degree, a steady job, and a relationship, produces who lives in a state of functional depression that he can't call by its name because no one taught him that name existed.

That man was me.

I didn't know for four years. I had all the indicators of the outside in green and no tools to look at the only place where the real answer was: inside. When someone finally described what was wrong with me in the right words, my first reaction was rejection: "I can't be depressed, I'm functioning." The second reaction, a few minutes later, was something I didn't expect: relief. The specific relief that something that didn't have a name finally had one.

That didn't cure me. But it stopped me. And in that stop, I began to see what the myth had kept out of my field of vision for years.

Three situations you probably already know

At work

Lorena has been in the same company for twelve years and is the person everyone calls when something gets complicated. Not because she has the highest position in the area – there are two people above her on the organizational chart – but because she has a reputation for finding the way out when others cannot. He is the kind of professional who never turns in late, who always arrives prepared, who in difficult meetings says what needs to be said with the accuracy that the situation requires.

This morning there is a meeting with a supplier that has been complicated for three months. Lorena prepared it the night before with the same mechanical efficiency with which she has been doing everything for about two years: without a moment of what she used to call enthusiasm, without that specific energy she had when challenges mattered to her not only as problems to be solved but as things that genuinely interested her.

The meeting goes well. The supplier is satisfied. Her boss sends her a message that says "excellent job, as always". Lorena reads it, files it in the mental category of confirmations that she is doing her job well, and moves on to the next task.

What no one sees, what Lorena barely allows herself to see: that at no time during that meeting – neither in the preparation, nor in the development, nor in the closing – was there anything resembling real satisfaction. There was efficiency. There was a result. The difference between doing something well because you care about doing it well and doing it well because it's what you know how to do has been invisible for long enough that Lorena no longer remembers exactly when she stopped feeling it.

The myth says it's okay. All indicators say that he is fine. She herself, if someone asks her, will say that she is fine.

In the couple

Andrés and Camila have been together for five years. From any external point of view, the relationship works: there are no important arguments, the domestic economy is organized with a reasonably fair distribution, weekend plans are coordinated without drama, at family gatherings they appear as a unit that obviously gets along well.

On Wednesday night, over dinner, Camila tells him something about her work. A situation with a colleague who has worried her for days. Andrés listens. Nod at the right times. Ask the questions that are asked in that context: "And what did your boss tell you?", "Did you think about talking directly to her?". It proposes two possible options. It is functional as a listener.

But there's something neither of them names, because naming it would imply opening something the size of which neither of them is sure they can handle: at some point in the last eighteen months, conversations between them turned into exchanges of information. Andrés listens with his head. He is physically at that table, physically in that bond, but emotionally at a distance that was built up centimeters by centimeters, without a single dramatic moment to explain it.

Dinner ends. The dishes are washed. The television is turned on. No one argued. No one went to sleep angry. The myth observes the scene and says: this is a couple that is fine. And technically he is right. The problem is that "being well" and "being present" are two completely different things, and the myth does not distinguish between them.

In solitude, without witnesses

It's eleven o'clock at night and Diego is alone in the apartment. His work friend sent him a message at 8:30 asking if he wanted to go out for a drink. Diego replied that he had things to do. I had nothing to do. I had that tiredness that is not tiredness of having run, but the other type: the one that comes from not wanting to be anywhere with anyone, including yourself.

Now he is on the sofa with his cell phone in his hand, passing content without really seeing anything. It's not boredom — he knows how to distinguish them, although it's already difficult for him. It's something deeper: the absence of anything I want to do, of any place I want to go, of anyone I want to talk to. An emptiness that no longer hurts acutely because it has long since stopped hurting like this and settled like the temperature of the room: constant, difficult to perceive because it is the only thing there is.

At some point in recent months, Diego stopped making plans. Not because I'm especially busy. It's that making plans involves a certain energy of anticipation, a certain desire for something to happen, and that energy is no longer available in the same way. Or it is, but at a depth that it can no longer easily access. Like having money in a blocked account.

Turn off your phone after one o'clock. Tomorrow he will get up, go to work, be efficient. Everything will indicate that it is fine. The only thought he had tonight with












































	When you finish something important—a task at work, a conversation, an accomplishment in any area of your life—what does it feel like to finish? Real satisfaction, relief that it's over, or just nothing? Can you distinguish between the three options or are they too similar to each other too long ago?

	In the last thirty days, how many times have you experienced something that you would genuinely call joy, not "it was right" but real joy, that state where something matters to you and you feel it in the body? When was it? What was it? Can you name it accurately, or do you have to struggle to remember?

	Is there an area of your life where you are fulfilling perfectly from the outside but where, if you ask yourself honestly, you know that you are not truly present? At work? In your relationship? With the people who matter? With yourself in the moments without witnesses?



	When someone asks you how you are, do you verify the answer before giving it, or do you answer "fine" automatically without even consulting it internally? In the last two weeks, what would you have answered if instead of the automatic one you had responded with what was really happening?

	Is there something you're not naming—either for others or for yourself—because doing so would mean having to do something about it? Not a crisis. An discomfort that has been there for a long time and that you prefer not to look at directly because looking at it has a cost that you are not yet sure you want to pay. What is that? Can you name it in a single sentence without dramatizing or minimizing it?

	Are you using the fact that you are "productive" or "get through with everything" as evidence that nothing important can be happening to you? How comfortable are you with the possibility that the two things are simultaneously true: that it works well and that something is not right?
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