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✧ A Gentle Note Before You Begin

This book shares my personal journey over the past two years through illness, healing, and the various emotions that come with being a patient. It contains descriptions of several medical procedures, surgeries, and intense hospital moments, along with real photographs and documents from those times.

Some of the content could be emotionally intense, or visually striking for sensitive readers.  If you're someone who finds medical content distressing, please read with care—and pause when you need to.

This story is a part of me that I’m sharing with you all. It comes from a place of vulnerability, and I hope it reaches you with the gentleness it was written with.

Wishing you a happy and healthy life full of smiles and laughter. 

With care, 

Aditi Hayaraz
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Preface

This book shares my health journey—the struggles and recovery. There are many things that don’t show up in discharge files; many things unseen by people who weren’t living close, and even some that went unnoticed by those nearest to me. Life tests us in the most unpredictable ways, and every moment from the past shapes who we are in the present.

The things that happened in the past were a lot to take in. Maybe I didn’t deserve all of that at such a young age, but I wouldn’t erase a single moment, even if I could. Every scar, every struggle, shaped me into the person I am today—and I cherish and respect this version of myself with all my heart.

I didn’t realize how big my story was until I began writing it. My hope is that this book serves as both a guide and a companion for anyone navigating their own health journey, offering insight, encouragement, and a reminder that they are not alone—and that they are strong enough to face, heal, and grow.

And to every medical professional who reads this book, your attention and understanding will mean the world to me—and I will count it as a win.

––––––––
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Introduction 

“How bad can tuberculosis really get?”

It was me, at seventeen, when I first heard the diagnosis. What followed was a long, gruelling journey through ATT (Anti-Tubercular Therapy), a path that taught me how much treatment can take from us even as it tries to heal us. I learned that healing is slow, that life is unpredictable, and that sometimes medicines alone aren’t enough. This book captures everything I never imagined would happen to me. But before all of that, let’s meet seventeen-year-old Aditi—the girl I was when it all began.

PROLOGUE

Just another patient—that's what I was to the busy hospital, to the experienced doctors who treat hundreds of patients every day. But every patient has a story, unheard by many, neglected by some.
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1. Seventeen, and Unaware
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It all started on August 12, 2023. I was 17, an age when you're supposed to be cheerful, energetic, and a little silly, making memories to last a lifetime. (Oh, I made memories—the kind you need therapy for.)

I was in the 12th grade and preparing for my board exams, which are considered quite important. I began experiencing abdominal pain. It was quite severe, hurting throughout the entire night before disappearing the next. I initially thought it was indigestion.

The following week, the pain returned, again lasting the whole day and then subsiding. Everyone still assumed it was indigestion. Just a trivial one-day health issue, right? As it turned out, no...

As the days passed, the episodes became more frequent, starting at once a week and then increasing to twice a week. I consulted local doctors, but at the time, I wasn't in a city with good medical facilities. They prescribed antibiotics and analgesic medications, but these did not provide any relief. My liver function tests were normal, though I was diagnosed as slightly anaemic. Consulted them three times, but there were no results. I was prescribed a liver corrective that tasted absolutely horrible, and a syrup to increase my haemoglobin—which looked like blood, smelt like rotten blood, and tasted like hell and betrayal. It was bloody atrocious (literally). I even questioned God about what could be worse (rule no. 1: never question God—you’ll definitely get an answer). It was so dense in texture that I had to keep a glass of water and some candy ready after taking it... and trust me, I don’t even like sweets. I noticed I was losing weight, and I had no idea how, as I was eating like I usually do. Then we consulted a Gastroenterologist. They ran some blood tests and gave medicines. It was antianxiety meds because they thought it's due to the stress of board exams so antianxiety meds will help with the pain and other symptoms. The medication, Mebeverine 135 mg combined with Chlordiazepoxide 5 mg, was prescribed twice a day and made me very sleepy. I was unable to study properly. The frequency and intensity of my pain was increasing day by day. (People come and go, but pain stays.)

A family member accused me of exaggerating my symptoms, warning that if I continued, doctors would keep giving me pills that made me sleepy, and I would fail my board exams. For a child who had always performed well in academics, this was distressing.

We consulted him again and did an ultrasound, it showed: "Mild hypoechoic wall thickening of ascending colon", in simple words there was slight inflammation on ascending colon (right part of the large intestine). He changed the meds but told me it'll heal by itself as it was possible due to mild infection. Months passed, the pain increased, I was unable to study. While I was on Chlordiazepoxide along with Levosulpiride, I would fall asleep during my classes. I experienced severe abdominal pain 4-5 hours after eating meals. I was losing my appetite, and it didn't hurt when I ate less.

When we told the doctor about this, he advised a CT scan of my abdomen.

Before the reports, Papa used to check acupressure points, and surprisingly, all points of the ascending colon used to hurt—on the palm, face, and feet.

Later, we learned that the pain was actually reflecting the real problem inside—my ascending colon was inflamed and narrowed. Our nervous system can sometimes ‘project’ internal pain to certain points on the skin, which is why those spots were so sensitive.

One absurd thing is, I used to wish for something to be wrong in my reports so that people would believe I wasn’t being dramatic. Having a medical issue is bad, but what’s worse is the people around you not believing that something is wrong.
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2. Distressing December
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December 1, 2023:

We went to the diagnostic centre, where I had an IV cannula inserted for the first time. As I lay on the CT scan machine, my whole body began to shake with anxiety, but I was grateful for the supportive healthcare professionals. The results were shocking. I had 8-9 mm of wall thickening in the ascending colon and the surrounding area, which was significantly more than normal. Consequently, my gastroenterologist, Dr. Virendra Singh Chowdhury Sir immediately advised a colonoscopy. I was very afraid of the procedure. The professionals provided me with the prep liquid.
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Figure 1: CT scan impression of the abdomen and pelvis (01/12/2023). The CECT shows circumferential thickening in the cecum extending to the ascending colon, involving the ileocecal junction and base of the appendix, with adjacent fat stranding and a few small nearby lymph nodes. These findings suggest an infective or inflammatory process rather than a neoplastic (tumour-related) cause. Advice given: Correlation with colonoscopy and histopathology is recommended.

December 3, 2023:

My family and I woke up early in the morning, around 6 a.m., to prepare the colonoscopy prep liquid. I took a sip, and it was the most horrible-tasting fluid I had ever tasted! (God’s reply to what could be worse.) And I had to drink two bottles of that. I’ve seen bad liars, but the one I’ll never forgive is whoever wrote “Delicious lemon flavour” on the packet of that colonoscopy prep fluid. (Should’ve named it “Disastrous Lemon Flavour” instead.) They should’ve actually tasted it before naming it. I hated lemons for months after that.

The laxative worked as it should, and I had to go to the washroom frequently—about 20–30 times. I also experienced episodes of vomiting, around 3–4 times, because of the fluid.

My energy was completely drained. I went to a room to change clothes, but I made one mistake: I locked the door while changing. As I was changing, my vision started to blur. I lost consciousness and was locked in the room. I was unconscious for about two minutes, then regained consciousness for a short while. I mustered up my energy and stood up to open the door, but my vision started to blur again! I opened the door and called out "Mummy," and then collapsed on the floor with a thud. My chin was hurt and started bleeding, as did my knees. The sound was so loud that my grandparents came upstairs from downstairs.

I was unconscious for a few minutes, then regained consciousness to find myself lying on the bed. My family was trying to give me ORS. They helped me get into the car, and we drove to the hospital. My mother, father, Bade-Papa (Manmohan Hayaran, my father's elder brother), and I were all in the car. The hospital was a bit far away.

We reached the hospital and sat down in the reception area. We learned that the doctor would be a bit late due to an emergency. I was having a hard time sitting because I had no energy left. Mummy asked if I was feeling dizzy. The moment I said no, I fell onto the hospital floor. My family freaked out.

They rushed me to the emergency room and the nurse applied the IV cannula quickly, checked vitals and started the glucose drip with an injection, it was probably Epinephrine. My blood pressure was dangerously low. They changed me into hospital outfit and took me to the endoscopy room with a very friendly female doctor. She reassured me that everything would be fine and attached the electrodes to monitor my vitals. Then, they attached some drips, and the anaesthesiologist entered the room. He opened the IV cap and injected the anaesthetic. It took barely two seconds for me to lose consciousness.

Then I woke up in a different room. I still had the oxygen tubes and glucose drip attached, and the nurse standing beside me smiled. My mother smiled as she saw me regain consciousness and informed me that I had been asleep for four hours.

Doctors came to check on me frequently. After the check-ups, the nurse removed the IV cannula. Then, I changed my clothes.
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Figure 2: Post-colonoscopy recovery, shortly after regaining consciousness.

The colonoscopy report showed severe thickening of the colon wall with mild ulceration. The doctors were in disbelief at how food could even pass through such a narrow passage.
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Figure 3: Colonoscopic image showing ulcerated and deformed caecum with cicatrized ileocecal (IC) valve. Terminal ileum could not be entered due to severe narrowing, suggestive of possible ileocecal tuberculosis (TB) or Crohn’s disease.
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Figure 4: Real-time PCR result showing absence of Mycobacterium tuberculosis DNA in the tissue sample, indicating a negative result for TB detection using this method.

They had taken biopsy samples from my colon during the colonoscopy to check for cancer and also ran tests for other health conditions. The tuberculosis test results were negative that day, and we had to wait for the biopsy results for a few days. When the biopsy results arrived, they stated that it was not cancer but tested positive for Tuberculosis. That day, I learned that TB can also affect parts of the body other than the lungs (Not a very convenient way to learn new information, I wish I had just read that in a textbook instead.)
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Figure 5: Biopsy results suggesting a tubercular etiology.

I had a terrifying dream in which a doctor told me I needed surgery. My family comforted me afterward, assuring me that it wouldn't be needed.

While I was in Bhopal for diagnosis and treatment, my parents kept receiving several calls from my school, asking why I wasn’t attending the extra classes. My parents explained that I had severe health issues, yet the calls didn’t stop.
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3. Anti-Tubercular Therapy: Forecox
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After that, I started antitubercular therapy (ATT), which involves strong antibiotics with numerous side effects. However, it was the necessary course of action. The first time I took the medication; I experienced a burning sensation inside my body for about five minutes. Although the medication brought relief from the abdominal pain, I began to lose my appetite, experienced weight loss, found it difficult to eat, and felt drowsy consistently. Prior to the illness, my weight was 45 kg, which then decreased to 33 kg (at a height of 152 cm, my BMI dropped to 14.3, indicating severe underweight) because of the disease. The tuberculosis was draining my energy. As previously stated, I was also in the midst of my Class 12th, preparing for board exams. I had to give blood samples weekly, once a week, to check my liver's response to the heavy medicines. Thankfully, my liver function tests were normal
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