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I spent a long time thinking about how to begin this story.

Whenever I tried to explain everything,
it felt like I needed too many words.
And when I tried to keep it simple,
something important always seemed to be missing.
So I decided to start from where I am now.

I am still in recovery.

That sentence felt like the most honest place to begin.

There was a time when I couldn’t understand what was happening to me.

My breathing would suddenly become difficult.
Anxiety would rise without a clear reason.
My body was clearly telling me something was wrong,
yet no one could explain why.
That was what made it harder.

I believed that if something was wrong,
there should be a clear explanation.
But I learned that not everything works that way.

This book is a record of what I experienced
as I moved through that confusion.
It is not the story of someone who has fully recovered.
It is not the story of someone who has found all the answers.
Even now,
my body still reacts,
anxiety still appears,
and I continue to move through it.
That is why this is not a conclusion,
but a process.
I did not write this book to prove anything.

I am not trying to say that this is the right way,
or that this is how things should be done.
I simply wanted to leave behind
what I experienced,
what I felt,
and how my perspective slowly changed.
If you are going through something similar,
you might find a moment in this story
that feels familiar.
And if that happens,
that alone is enough meaning for this book.
I am not completely okay.

But I am living differently than before.

And that is why
I am telling this story.
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It was an ordinary day.

I woke up at the usual time,
left the house the same way I always did,
and stepped into a routine that felt familiar enough not to question.
The subway was filled with people,
each one facing their own direction,
lost in their own thoughts.
I stood among them,
just another person in the crowd.
There was nothing unusual about that morning.
At least, that’s what I believed.
And then, suddenly,
I couldn’t breathe.
It wasn’t as if something was blocking my throat.
There was no clear reason.
But the air wouldn’t come in the way it should.
My chest tightened.
My heart began to race.
Cold sweat formed without warning.
The space around me felt smaller,
as if everything was closing in.
And in that moment,
one thought became painfully clear.
I might die here.

It wasn’t an exaggeration.
It wasn’t imagination.
It was simply what my body was telling me.

I got off at the next station
and leaned against the wall.
People walked past me,
unaware of what was happening.
Or maybe
I was the one who had become disconnected from everything around me.
After some time,
my breathing slowly returned.
As if nothing had happened.

But I knew something had changed.

From that day on,
my body was no longer the same.
Eating became uncomfortable.
My heart would race without reason.
Sleep no longer felt restful.
Anxiety would appear without warning.
Nothing specific had happened,
yet my body remained tense,
as if it were constantly preparing for something.
I went to the hospital.
I took tests.
The results were always the same.

“There is nothing wrong.”

Those words did not comfort me.

If nothing was wrong,
then what was this?
My body was clearly telling me something,
yet the world insisted that everything was fine.
Between those two,
I began to lose my sense of certainty.
I started to doubt myself.

But at some point,
a different thought began to form.
What if this wasn’t just a problem?

What if it was a signal?

That was the first time
I began to look at my body
as something separate from myself.
As if it had its own voice.

And quietly,
I began to feel as though
something was asking me a question.
Why have you been holding everything in?

No one had said it.
I hadn’t heard it aloud.
But it felt unmistakably clear.

I couldn’t answer.

Not because I didn’t know,
but because I had been avoiding the answer.
After that,
my body kept asking.
Every time my breathing became shallow,
every time my heart raced,
every time my stomach twisted with discomfort.
It no longer felt like symptoms.

It felt like questions.

For a long time,
I did not understand them.
And even now,
I cannot say that I fully do.
I am still going to the hospital.
I still have moments when breathing feels difficult.
I still feel anxious without a reason.
I cannot say that I am fully better.

But I know one thing.

I am different from before.

I no longer run away.
I no longer ignore what my body is telling me.
And I no longer blame myself.
I am still in recovery.

This is not a story about someone who has healed.

It is not even a story about someone who is doing well.

It is simply
the story of someone
trying not to fall apart.
If you are reading this,
you might be going through something similar.
Moments that cannot be explained.
Days that feel heavy for no clear reason.
If that is the case,
I hope this story
feels a little less lonely.
And maybe, someday,
you will be able to answer
the questions your own body is asking
with a little less fear.
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Mornings always began the same way.

Sometimes I woke up a few minutes before the alarm,
but most days I opened my eyes to the sound of it,
lifting my body without fully feeling awake.
It wasn’t refreshing,
but it wasn’t unbearable either.
Just enough to get up and move.
I washed my face, got dressed,
and left the house without thinking too much about it.
The sequence was automatic.

Nothing felt particularly meaningful,
but nothing felt wrong either.
It was simply how the day started.

The subway was, as always,
quiet in its own way.
People stood or sat facing different directions,
each absorbed in something unseen.
I was just another person among them.

That felt comfortable.

There was no need to explain myself,
no need to stand out,
no reason to be noticed.
I could just follow the flow.

At the time,
I didn’t think there was anything wrong with that.
When I arrived at work,
the day moved faster.
There were things to do,
tasks already waiting,
a rhythm I could step into without hesitation.
The work wasn’t difficult,
but it wasn’t light either.
It required just enough focus
to keep me from drifting too far.
A certain level of tension,
a certain level of concentration,
a certain level of fatigue.
That felt normal.

At lunchtime,
I went out with others.
Choosing a menu,
sitting down,
eating.
It was all familiar.

But at some point,
something began to feel different.
While eating,
my stomach didn’t feel comfortable.
It wasn’t because of the food.
It wasn’t too heavy,
nor particularly unusual.
Still, something felt off.

A subtle heaviness,
a sense that the food wasn’t settling properly.
At first,
I didn’t think much of it.
Maybe it was just one of those days.

That explanation was enough.

Even when it happened again,
and then again,
I didn’t take it seriously.
It could be fatigue.
It could be stress.
Things like that happen to everyone.

But there was something strange about it.

The feeling didn’t go away.

Resting for a day or two
didn’t seem to make much difference.
Instead,
the discomfort began to blend into my routine.
Even when I was sitting still,
my stomach didn’t feel entirely at ease.
And sometimes,
even while working,
my breathing would feel slightly shallow.
Whenever that happened,
I adjusted my posture
or took a sip of water.
I treated it like something minor.

That was easier.

Not recognizing it as a problem
felt more natural at the time.
One evening,
on my way home,
I felt a kind of fatigue
that I couldn’t quite explain.
It wasn’t just physical tiredness.

It was something else.

Something that felt like it wouldn’t disappear
even after rest.
When I got home,
I sat down on the couch
and stayed there longer than usual.
There were things I needed to do,
but I didn’t feel like moving.
That feeling
began to appear more often.
Tired for no clear reason.
Drained without a specific cause.
And still,
I continued my days the same way.
I went to work.
I did what I had to do.
I spoke with people.
I smiled when I needed to.
On the surface,
nothing seemed wrong.
So I didn’t question it.

If something was truly wrong,
I believed it would be obvious.
But not everything
makes itself that clear.
Some changes
happen quietly.
Especially when they are happening
within you.
I wasn’t ignoring it.

I simply didn’t recognize it.

I thought I was just
a little more tired than usual,
a little more sensitive,
having a few off days.
That was all.

But looking back now,
something had already begun.
Quietly,
and without asking for permission.
And I kept living on top of it,
adding one day after another,
without understanding what was unfolding beneath.
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