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The best way to die is simply to stop living. This seems meaningless at first glance. But after analyzing it a little, you'll realize that everything has a reason, and this is what this short story refers to. It's not just letting yourself die, it's stopping living. Think before you want to leave this world. Remember that there are many people who depend on you, but the main support and the main protagonist of your life is only you, and no one else. Let's not confuse selfishness with self-love. Loving ourselves first helps us understand the concept of life itself, without losing love for those around us. Let's stop loving what is impossible to achieve and start loving what is possible without losing the concept of life itself.

That hot and humid morning of May 9, 2016, I woke up sweating and struggling to breathe. I felt like I was going to faint from not having enough oxygen in my body. My shirt was so wet with sweat that it felt like I'd just stepped out of a sauna. The sweat was pouring all over my body as if someone had dumped a bucket of water on me.

I could say that if I had taken off my shirt at that moment and decided to wring it out, without exaggerating, I could have squeezed out half a glass of pure sweat. That's how exaggerated the sweat was running all over my body. The strangest thing was that the air conditioning was on, and the temperature inside the bedroom was too low for me to have woken up that sweaty.

I won't deny that I've always been someone who sweats excessively, but this time it was too much. At that moment, I didn't know what was causing me more distress, the sweat running down my body, or the fact that I couldn't breathe properly. I had to gasp for air to fill my lungs, and my back was already hurting from the effort I was making to breathe properly.

After I woke up safely, I realized I wasn't in a sauna, where you can smell the stale, burning sweat that burns your nose the moment you open the door, that smell that makes you nauseous, and often even makes you dizzy just by smelling that stale sweat.

Or, better yet, I woke up in my bed, not in a hospital bed, which was a plus, but with what I was feeling, in a few minutes I could be admitted to the hospital due to my lack of oxygen.

But I still felt that need for air, or rather, I felt the need for oxygen. The air I was breathing wasn't enough to satisfy my needs, well, the needs of my lungs, which apparently were asking for much more oxygen than I could breathe.

I felt as if someone or something was blocking my throat or something like that, the feeling in my throat was as if someone was choking me, but my wife was asleep, but that strange feeling in my throat made me so desperate that I didn't know whether to scream, run, or call the emergency services, but running was not the solution since I did not feel able to get out of bed, much less to run away.

I think my sighs were so loud that my brain felt like it was swollen from all the force I was exerting, but that discomfort in my throat was what had me most worried, since I've always had very sickly respiratory issues. But the strangest thing was that it was the middle of May, and coming down with the flu or something like that, it didn't make any sense to me. I tried to find an answer to everything that was happening to me before making the decision to wake my wife or my children.

I felt a lump in my throat and, at the same time, as if someone were pressing on my chest, a feeling of suffocation, but at the same time a feeling of pressure throughout my body, as if someone were on top of me pressing on my chest and throat, but at the same time, a feeling as if someone were sucking away the little oxygen I had inside my body. You could even say I could feel the breath of that something above me.

That something, or that someone, was something so unknown to me that my heart began to beat even faster. With the arrival of the strong palpitations, also came the desperation of being able to get out of bed, but that something, or that someone above me, wouldn't let me move an inch from my bed. It seemed as if my hands were tied to the bed.

I couldn't move my arms, much less scream. I wanted to scream or move my hands so my wife would realize what was happening to me, but everything I did was in vain. The voice wouldn't come out of my mouth, and my arms couldn't move, the only thing I thought was that this was the end of my life, but if that was God's will I couldn't do anything about it, only accept what God had prepared for me, and well the only thing I thought about was closing my eyes and stop fighting for a fight that I already gave up on.

At that moment, I was so desperate that I couldn't get out of bed, but I had already resigned myself to staying in that bed, but this time for good, well, only until my wife realized what was happening to me.

But that lack of oxygen in my lungs was also accompanied by a loud sound that deafened my ears, as well as my head. It was such a high-pitched, deafening sound, a dull sound, with a loud echo, yet so fine that it crept into my ears like the squealing sound of a newborn baby, or as if I were inside a bell or something like that.

That buzzing was so loud and desperate that I brought my hands to my ears and to my head as best I could. For a moment I didn't realize how I had been able to move my arms if just a few minutes before I couldn't move an inch. This was all very strange. My hands covered my ears, but this didn't calm the desperation I felt when I was listening to that sound that was so difficult to decipher.

The desperation of not being able to breathe properly, the sound in my head, the heaviness of my body, and so many other things filled my head and body with anxiety and a nervousness that was difficult to explain. This was so strange that all I wanted was for it to end as soon as possible. If this was a slow death, I wanted it to end as soon as possible, since I no longer wanted to die slowly, much less with those symptoms that were only causing me despair, loneliness, and anguish.

For a second, I sighed so loudly and deeply that my lungs filled with air, so much so that my ribs and nose began to hurt. At that moment, I felt a bit of relief because my lungs were finally full of air. Although I had done this before, this time it seemed as if my throat had cleared and as if that feeling of drowning had completely disappeared. Well, that was what I most wanted at that moment.

I felt a little better, although the discomfort in my throat had subsided a little, but it hadn't gone away completely, which I thought was already a gain, but there was still a long way to go, and that's what I didn't want, I wanted all of this to be over once and for all.

I tried to clear my throat with small, quiet, and deep snorts so no one would notice what was happening to me, but my desires were the complete opposite of my thoughts. I really wanted someone to realize what was happening to me so they could help me, even if it was just with words of comfort.

After clearing my throat a little, I grabbed a napkin I kept near my bed to spit out a little saliva, but the moment I spit it out, it was accompanied by a bitter, yet also slightly sour, taste. A combination of flavors I'd never experienced in my life, which made me think of so many things: ulcers, heartburn, a pimple in my throat. I bit my lip and didn't even notice. Well, so many things started going through my head that I really didn't know what to think, much less where to begin to draw conclusions from everything that was happening to me.

This sour metallic taste, the first thing I thought was that it could be blood after the effort I had made to clear my throat, but it was all confusion inside my body as well as confusion inside my head, but above all a great confusion in my thoughts, which were not giving me anything good.

I was a little worried about that taste in my mouth, but then I thought that the bitter, salty taste that still lingered inside my mouth was due to the effort I had made clearing my throat. That's what I wanted, and that's what I believed. But the problem was that the room was so dark that I couldn't see the napkin. My desire was to know if I had stained the napkin with blood, so I could get to the hospital as soon as possible.

When I couldn't see the napkin, and when I knew that the bitter, salty taste in my mouth was slowly disappearing, I decided to assume that it was all thanks to the effort I had made clearing my throat, and I did all of that so I wouldn't worry anymore.

I already had enough problems at home without worrying about my health. I won't deny that fear ran through my entire body, as well as my thoughts. Luckily, after clearing my throat and sighing deeply, I was finally able to breathe more calmly without having to sigh every second.

Although I hadn't slept very well, due to the nightmares I've been having lately, those nightmares I haven't wanted to give the attention they deserve. I've ignored everything I've been dreaming for the past two
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