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There are no broken people. There are only doors that were slammed too hard.
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Don’t read this book.

I’m telling you this because I know why you opened it. You saw the title, you turned the book over and over, maybe you even gave it a little sniff. That’s what I do, too, when it smells like an answer. And you told yourself: one more. One more try. Maybe this time.

Because you’re the kind of person who keeps reading when told to stop. You’ve done this your whole life. You’ve been searching for the method, the shortcut, the emergency exit from yourself. So I’ll tell you straight up, from the hallway where I haven’t even invited you in yet: this book might be the wrong kind of material—one that will confuse you more than it will help you.

I didn’t lie to you. You could have closed it.

Since you’re still here, let’s take a look at each other. My whole life, I’ve felt inadequate. I am one of those people who has been to therapy, bought personal development courses, knelt on meditation cushions, practiced prayer, Vipassana, Zazen, Dervish, Bardo, and Reiki—earning certifications as a facilitator, therapist, and counselor, sitting at the feet of masters. I bought spirituality with cash, with credit, with my last shred of hope, with my last reserves of confidence that maybe, this time, I’d fix myself. I did everything by the book. And still, I didn’t fit in anywhere. Not even in my own skin.

You know that feeling? The feeling that you missed the user manual for your own life, that everyone else received a map and you were left with a broken compass that just spins in circles. Yeah. You know that you know. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have opened a book that starts with “don’t read.”

I didn’t want to write this book. Not at all. But I was lured in by the idea of a door slammed in my face—figuratively, literally, in the most visceral way possible. One slammed so hard that the sound of it stayed in my head for months. I was left with my forehead pressed against the cold wood, convinced that the door was shut because of me. That I was someone inadequate who still had to prove something, to fix one more piece of herself just to finally deserve for it to be opened. And instead of leaving, I did what all desperate, inadequate people do—I started studying the door. The doorknob. The hinge. The force with which it can be slammed. What are the chances it will open again?

I recognized them. Every door I’d forced open, every door that had slammed back in my face, had left the same fine dust on my clothes. The smell of metal heated by too much insistence. Of hinges pushed to do something they weren’t built to do.

Somewhere along the way, almost without noticing, I began to perceive a different kind of door. One that no longer slams. One that rotates. This book is what remains of that attempt: a revolving door, left behind on paper.

It probably won’t solve anything for you. Because the method itself had become the problem. All the courses, all the techniques, all the solutions I bought to escape from myself turned, sooner or later, into a new standard I failed to meet. Yet another failure. Yet another door handle forced.

I suspect you, too, have bought—at least once—a method to escape from yourself. And it didn’t work. Not because you didn’t try hard enough, but because the method promised you a corrected version of yourself. And when you didn’t reach it, you were left with nothing but proof that something was broken inside you. Except there wasn’t.

There are no broken people. There are only doors that slam and noises that can no longer find their way out.
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This hallway is not mine. It is not yours, either. It is the space between the life you are living and the one you imagine. The place where you linger for a few moments, still wearing your coat, before entering a party where you know no one. No one stays in a hallway for long. And yet, sometimes, that is where you decide if you still have the courage to go in.

The doormat at the entrance long believed that people came into homes only to leave dust behind. It had no way of knowing that, often, the dust rises from within. The coat rack, on the other hand, asks no questions. It receives, in the same silence, wet coats and coats heavy with trials. After a while, if you are paying attention, you get the impression it has learned the weight of each one by heart.

And the doorknobs... they meet at night.

— The woman who pulls on me came again, even though it says “Push.”

— I know. Today she tried more gently. She read the sign.

— And?

— She cried a little.

— That doesn’t change anything.

— Not yet.

— Do you think this time she’ll look for another key?

— People often confuse the key with the house.

There were doors that clearly said “Pull,” and I would push until I hit myself right in the liver. The writing was small, it was dark, and I was far too busy suffering to be able to read. Yet this never appears in the journal of suffering: not all blockages come from rejection. Some come simply from tension.

We are a strangely polite species. There are people who apologize to automatic doors or who ask for forgiveness when they bump into the corner of a table. I myself have thanked a GPS out loud after it finally got me out of a roundabout in Sibiu. And it was well-deserved!

Life, however, doesn’t reveal itself only through heavy doors. Sometimes it appears in winter, in the form of a doorknob warmed by the sun. A brief touch. That’s all. Without demanding your skin in return. Or through an ajar window carrying the smell of your favorite food on a rainy Tuesday. And for a second, you know that the world hasn’t stopped.

Now, if you stay still, you can hear something else.

A cup being set down on a saucer. A sound so small it almost doesn’t exist. The house is breathing.

Nothing is for sale here. This house doesn’t ask who you were; it only asks if you are tired. Because tired people no longer force doors. They move forward and discover that, sometimes, the door was already open.

Some doors open when you stop trying to force understanding. Nothing that happens here is a lesson. Doors are not metaphors. The difference only appears when you try to force them. The doorknobs repeat the same gesture until someone stops contradicting it.

The house senses when you stop crowding it with moments where you check for progress. And if you find yourself asking, “What does this say about me?”, that is exactly what you will feel.

You will not be reading a story.

You will, for as long as you hold this book, inhabit a nervous system that doesn’t close the door after the last thought.

Here, explanations keep circling back. Again. And once more, because they themselves can find no rest. Every extra word is a door handle rattled once more before bedtime. Every repetition is a glance over the shoulder. Every phrase that turns back is a child who has learned that what remains unsaid can return to hurt you.

I’m not asking you to agree with this voice. Just to stay within it long enough to see how hard it is for it to be silent; long enough to hear how much noise fear can make—even when, from the outside, it seems like just a person who talks too much.

Later, you’ll meet Ana. It doesn’t matter which way you enter the house.

She is the mirror through which you can watch a person who has hidden her fragility beneath an armor of sharp intellect. Some rooms don’t open at first. Not because they’re hiding something, but because you haven’t reached them yet. Ana is one such space—a place from which you can observe without being directly touched.

To this day, her well-polished mirror still reflects an untouched image: the childhood fascination with dragonflies on the riverbank. She watched them the way no one had ever watched her. The dragonfly meant nothing. It simply interrupted something.

And perhaps this is the beginning.

Now, it’s just the two of us in this hallway.

I am standing with my back pressed against the door I slammed in your face right from the start. I did it on purpose. Because this is the space you arrive in when you are done with the construction site.

The doors, the doorknobs, the hinges—they are all attempts to force reality.

This book is a replica of a house where doors no longer slam. The revolving door is the art of remaining human. It does not open toward you, nor does it close upon you. You only need to approach and step through. Your movement makes it turn. It forces nothing; it promises nothing. It is simply a fluid passage.

No one begins to live in a house the day it is finished, but rather the day they stop checking whether the walls are perfect.

Home is not a place devoid of noise. It is the place where noise no longer threatens anything. The place where “slamming the door” no longer translates to “what did I do wrong?”, but to: “a draft.”

A mug set down on a saucer. A sound so faint it barely exists.

The house breathes.

The door turns. Step through.
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​The door through which the future enters before it even exists
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Sometimes nothing has happened, but you're already living through the end. 
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Ana is sitting at her desk. Her coffee went cold long ago, but she’s still holding the mug, as if trying to warm herself against a chill that doesn’t exist outside. In front of her, on the screen, is an email she opened minutes ago but cannot bring herself to read to the end.

A delay—nothing more. A client postponing a payment, a sum that was supposed to arrive today but whose timing is now uncertain. Nothing serious. A simple administrative hiccup. These things happen. They get sorted out.

But Ana is no longer at the office... While her eyes stare at the screen without seeing, somewhere behind her gaze, a long, very long corridor has opened up, and at its end stands a door. It has always been the same door. Behind it, her father. Before she can even think, Ana already hears her mother’s voice—that cold, cutting judgment she knows so well, etched into her bones:

“Either you listen to me, or I’m handing you over to your father.”

And we have to be honest here: our parents were a product of the “Golden Age,” a time when upbringing was largely conducted through administrative terror. They raised us with that diffuse fear that at any second, money or status could become a police file or a problem; thus, home was always a simulation of urgency. It was the specific stress management
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