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Prologue
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I am not writing this book from a life that has been resolved.

That would be a lie.

I am writing it from a life that had to learn how to keep going without having all the answers.

From a life that grew tired.

That hid.

That was afraid.

That made itself small sometimes so it would not lose its place.

That confused silence with peace, habit with love, endurance with being okay.

I am not writing from the top of anything.

I am not looking at my story from some clean place, as if everything that hurt had been perfectly arranged on a shelf.

There are still things I do not fully know how to name.

There are still days when something returns.

There are still questions that do not leave me with a comfortable answer.

But there is also something different.

Something that was not there before.

A small way of returning to myself.

A less cruel way of looking at who I was.

The possibility of living without apologizing for every part of my story.

This book does not want to teach you how to live.

I would not know how.

Nor does it want to sell you a perfect light.

I do not believe in that kind of light.

I believe in another one.

A clumsier one.

More human.

The one that appears in the middle of exhaustion.

The one that does not erase the darkness, but keeps it from taking up everything.

The one that sometimes arrives as a friendship.

As a page.

As a laugh that comes back late.

As a morning when you do not treat yourself so badly.

As a small decision not to leave yourself completely.

These fragments were born from that.

From a life that did not come out intact, but continued.

From wounds that did not always find an explanation.

From people who stayed.

From absences that taught too much.

From writing as a way of remaining.

I do not know if this book has answers.

Maybe it does not.

Maybe it only has company.

And sometimes that is already enough.

Because there are moments when you do not need someone to tell you that everything will be okay.

Sometimes you only need to feel that someone else has been in a similar place.

That someone else knew that kind of exhaustion.

That someone else was afraid of what was good.

That someone else left before they were left.

That someone else learned, late, that they were not impossible to love.

If you came here looking for a perfect promise, I do not have one.

But if you came tired, confused, with parts of you still fighting to stay, maybe these fragments can sit with you for a while.

Not to save you.

Not to explain you.

Only to tell you, in a simple way:

I was there too.

And I am still here.
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It Was Not Sadness, It Was the Exhaustion of Existing
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I did not always know how to name what was happening to me.

For a long time, I thought it was sadness, but sadness, at least, seemed to have a shape. A cause. A face you could blame when the night became too long.

What I had was harder to explain.

It did not arrive like a crisis. It did not make a scene. It did not have an exact date. There was no moment where I could say: here. This is where everything broke.

It was slower.

More silent.

It was waking up and feeling that my body was already tired before the day had even begun. It was answering messages with a normality I did not feel. Laughing when it was time to laugh. Working when it was time to work. Walking among people without really knowing what part of me was still walking with them.

I was alive, yes.

But as if life were happening a little far away from me.

Sometimes I felt ashamed of feeling that way. Not because the pain was small, but because I did not know how to defend it.

There are pains that seem to need proof in order to be believed.

And mine had no photographs. No bruises. No orderly story I could tell from beginning to end.

It only had exhaustion.

An old exhaustion. Accumulated. Almost familiar.

An exhaustion that did not always come from what was happening, but from everything I had been forced to carry without saying it. From all the times I swallowed something so I would not seem difficult. From all the times I waited for a call, an apology, a minimal sign of love, and ended up convincing myself that I did not need that much.

From all the times I pretended to be okay, not because I was okay, but because explaining the collapse is exhausting too.

And the hardest part was that life did not stop to ask if I could handle it.

Life continued.

The responsibilities continued. The schedules. The people. The small conversations. The things that had to be done even when, inside, you did not know exactly what for.

People do not always notice when someone is fading in a polite way.

No one hears the sound a person makes when they learn to disappear without leaving.

You can keep showing up. Keep arriving. Keep answering. Keep being functional. And still feel that every gesture costs more than it should.

Sometimes surviving does not look like getting up with strength.

Sometimes it looks like not staying on the floor longer than you are allowed to.

I do not want to turn that darkness into something beautiful.

I do not want to say everything happened for a reason, because there are things that do not happen for any fair reason. They happen. And afterward, you are left there, trying to live with what they did inside you.

I also do not want to lie and say I came out of that place as someone new. Clean. Grateful for every wound.

No.

There are wounds that teach nothing at first. They only hurt. They only change the way you look at a room. A promise. A family. A simple word like future.

Some things did not make me stronger.

They made me more distrustful. More silent. More likely to imagine endings before anything began. More used to expecting little so I would not break with the same force again.

But even there, in that place where existing felt like a task too large to carry, something in me did not fully leave.

I do not know if it was hope.

The word hope feels too clean for what it was.

Maybe it was stubbornness. Maybe fear. Maybe that part of you that keeps breathing even when it has no prepared speech to justify it.

There were days when I did not want to get better.

There were days when I did not want to understand anything. Not heal. Not forgive. Not find meaning in what hurt me.

I only wanted the day to end.

And still, somehow, the day ended with me still inside it.

With time, I understood that staying alive does not always feel like a victory.

Sometimes it does not feel like anything.

Sometimes it is only a small gesture. Almost invisible. Getting up. Washing your face. Writing one sentence. Closing a door. Not answering from the wound. Not asking for love where asking had already hurt too much.

No one applauds those things.

No one calls them miracles.

But maybe some lives are saved that way. Without music. Without witnesses. Without a perfect light entering through the window.

Maybe you begin to return not when it stops hurting, but when you stop abandoning yourself completely inside the pain.

It was not sadness.

Or it was not only sadness.

It was the exhaustion of existing.

It was carrying too many years of trying to be strong in a way no one could see. It was living with parts of me that had been left behind and not knowing if one day they would ever catch up to me.

But now, when I look back at that place, I cannot say I defeated it.

I do not want to lie like that.

I can only say that I passed through it. That there were nights when I thought I would not be able to keep being myself. That there were days when continuing to breathe had nothing poetic about it.

And still, here I am.

Writing this.

Not from perfect happiness.

Not from a life that has been resolved.

But from a life that belongs to me a little more than before.
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