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Days 1-6: Surviving Bleeding-Fear
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The first time I noticed it wasn’t just bleeding, it was fear-bleeding-fear-wasn’t in a doctor’s office or a dramatic moment. It was in the quiet spaces between errands, when I’d pause with the sink running and feel my body lean toward the toilet paper like it was a verdict. I was in my late twenties then, living in a small place where sound carried: footsteps from the hallway, the refrigerator’s low hum, the drip from a faucet that never quite stopped. My days had begun to feel measured by how quickly I could check myself, how quickly I could confirm it was still happening.

The bleeding didn’t let up. It kept coming with an insistence that made everything else feel like a distraction someone had placed in my hands. I remember the smell of iron on my skin and the way the air around me would turn dry and sharp, like the room itself was bracing. I’d sit down to eat and taste nothing but metal. I’d wash my hands and feel cold water on my wrists, then watch my mind race ahead to what I’d see next, as if the future were already printed on the back of my eyelids.

And the fear-God, the fear hijacked my attention. It wasn’t the clean, useful kind that makes you take care. It was a buzzing, constant scanning. I would think, just for a second, that I could get through the morning, and then my body would give me a signal-lightness in my head, a small cramp, a new heaviness-and my thoughts would snap to it like a leash. “Is this normal?” I kept asking myself. “Is this going to stop?” Then the questions would turn into counting. Counting days. Counting products. Counting how many times I could stand up without feeling like the floor might tilt.

By day three or four, exhaustion had already moved in. It wasn’t sleepiness in the gentle way people talk about. It felt like my muscles had been replaced with wet cloth. My energy didn’t drain so much as it dissolved, leaving behind a kind of numb awareness that made everything slower-my breath, my blink, the way my eyes tracked the room. I remember standing at the edge of my bed and realizing I couldn’t remember what I’d done the hour before. I had done things, I knew I had, but my mind felt like it had been wrapped in a thick blanket. The hum of the refrigerator sounded far away, and my own heartbeat sounded too loud for my small body.

I started speaking aloud because the silence was too full. “Please,” I said once, not to anyone in particular, just to the air. It came out rough, like I’d been holding the word in my throat for days. Another time I asked myself, “What do I do when there’s nothing I can fix fast?” I didn’t get an answer. I only got another day of bleeding-fear and the same dry taste in my mouth.

The biggest struggle in those first days wasn’t only the bleeding. It was what the bleeding did to my attention. Fear kept filing itself into every corner of my day. Even when I tried to distract myself, my body would interrupt. A sudden wave of weakness would hit while I was rinsing a cup. I’d feel the chill rise in my arms. I’d hear my own breathing change, and then the thought would come-something like, It’s happening again. It’s still happening. It won’t stop.

On day five, I had one of those moments that didn’t feel like a breakthrough, just a blunt, honest realization. I was sitting on the edge of the bathtub with my hands folded, the tiles cool under my legs. The bathroom light buzzed softly. I could smell soap and dampness. I remember staring at my wrists and thinking about how much my body had been asking for help. It wasn’t just asking for rest; it was asking for something steadier than checking, something that didn’t require me to be brave every minute.

I didn’t have a clear plan. I only had the exhaustion and a stubborn part of me that refused to keep living inside the fear. When I reached for something in the kitchen cabinet, my fingers moved slowly, clumsy with fatigue. I found a tea tin I’d forgotten I owned, nettle root-nettles that grew without permission, the kind of plant that didn’t care whether I felt strong enough. The idea arrived like a small door opening: nettle root tea. I wasn’t thinking about miracles. I was thinking about warmth. I was thinking about putting something into my body that wasn’t only fear.

When I brewed it, the scent surprised me-earthy, green, grounded, like wet soil after rain. The tea tasted bitter in a way that felt real, not disguised. I remember holding the warm mug with both hands because my fingers were cold. I drank it slowly, listening to the kettle settle, listening to the quiet after the pour. My stomach didn’t instantly feel different, but my mind did something it hadn’t done in days: it stayed with my body long enough to notice the warmth spreading, the way my chest eased by a fraction.

I said it quietly, like a promise I wasn’t sure I could keep. “Okay. I’m going to try something gentle.” The word gentle mattered to me because everything else had felt sharp-sharp fear, sharp fatigue, sharp uncertainty.

Later that evening, I asked someone for help in the smallest way I could manage. My voice came out thin, but I forced it through. “Can you just-can you bring me birch?” I didn’t explain much. I didn’t want pity or advice that turned into pressure. I only wanted another earthy thing to hold onto.

There was a pause on the other end of the phone, the kind where you can hear the other person deciding what to say. “Birch tea?” they asked.

“Yeah,” I answered. “If I can keep my routine... just for now.”

They didn’t argue. They didn’t make it into a debate. They only said they would bring it, and when the doorbell rang later, the sound startled me more than it should have. I was used to fear being the thing that jumped out of the quiet, not familiar footsteps and a bag of tea.

The next day, I drank the birch tea and noticed something I hadn’t allowed myself to notice yet: the bleeding-fear still existed, but it no longer owned the whole room. The taste was lighter than nettle, almost clean, like the air after you open a window. I didn’t feel cured. I didn’t feel safe in a way that made me reckless. But there was a subtle shift in my body’s rhythm. My cramps felt less like alarms and more like signals. My mind still wanted to scan, but it took longer to latch onto the worst thought.

That’s what I held onto through day six: not a guarantee, not hope that everything would suddenly be fine, but the smallest evidence that my attention could be redirected. I started tracking my body’s signals the way I would track weather-watching without panicking, noticing patterns without treating each moment like a verdict. When I felt weaker, I treated it as information rather than doom. When I felt a little steadier, I didn’t dismiss it because it didn’t last long enough. I let it be real.

I also learned how exhaustion changes the way you think. My mind would try to bargain with fear. It would say, If it’s still happening, then I must be doing everything wrong. It would say, If you stop checking, something will go wrong. Those thoughts were loud because my body was tired, and tiredness makes you believe the loudest thing. But when I paired the tea with stillness-sitting with a warm mug, letting the room’s ordinary sounds come back into focus-I noticed the fear had less room to expand.

Once, when I stood up too quickly, dizziness hit hard enough that I had to sit back down immediately. The floor seemed to move under me. My throat tightened with a familiar panic. “See?” my mind snapped. “This is why you can’t trust anything.” But then I felt the ache in my abdomen, the way my body wanted me to slow down. I pressed my palm against my belly and took a breath that didn’t feel like bargaining. “I’m not failing,” I said, though my voice trembled. “I’m just tired.”

The words didn’t erase the exhaustion, but they softened the grip. That was the shift I needed to recognize even if it was small: I could speak to myself like a human being instead of a problem to be solved. I could acknowledge fear without letting it drive.

Looking back, those first six days taught me how quickly fear can hijack attention when your body is sending the same urgent signal over and over. I had assumed my thoughts were reacting to what was happening. But I now understand something more uncomfortable and more empowering: my mind was also feeding the fear, amplifying each check into a prophecy. The bleeding-fear made me live in the next minute, and exhaustion made it harder to step out of that loop.

The healing didn’t begin with a sudden stop. It began with me reclaiming my ability to notice. Nettle root tea gave my body warmth and something steady to receive. Birch tea added another layer of gentleness, a lighter taste that made it easier to keep going when my will felt thin. And somewhere in those days, between bitter sips and quiet breathing, I started to believe that my body could calm even while the bleeding continued. That belief wasn’t comfort. It was a thread. I clung to it with both hands.

By the end of day six, I was still exhausted, and the bleeding-fear was still part of my landscape, but it wasn’t the only thing there anymore. There was now something else-routine, warmth, attention turned inward instead of outward. It was the first time I didn’t feel completely trapped in the moment I dreaded most
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