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Chapter 1 – At Rock Bottom


I lie in bed.


Not because I am tired.


Not because I want to sleep.


I lie in bed


because it is the only place


where no one demands anything from me.


Here I do not have to function.


Here I do not have to explain anything.


Here no one can take anything from me,


because there is nothing left


that could be taken.


The bed is not a beautiful place.


Not a place of warmth.


Not a place of comfort.


It is not consolation.


But it is safe.


And safe, in this moment, means:


No one is looking at me.


No one is asking questions.


No one expects


that I perform,


that I contribute,


that I represent something.


In bed, the roles blur.


Here I am not part of anything.


Not a functioning cog.


Not a person


from whom something is expected.


The bed is my place of retreat.


A place


where I am allowed to exist


without having to be anything.


Here, for a while, I can set everything down:


the thoughts,


the expectations,


the constant feeling


of not being enough.


The world outside keeps moving.


I know that.


Sometimes I hear it—


muffled, as if from a great distance.


A car passing by.


Voices in the hallway.


The clinking of dishes.


A phone,


ringing somewhere.


All of it is there—


but it does not really reach me.


It sounds


as if it belongs to another life.


Not mine.


I could get up.


Show myself.


Answer.


React.


But I don’t.


Not because I am a coward.


Not because I am avoiding it.


But because it is easier here.


Because no one is here


who forces me


to be something


I cannot be right now.


Sometimes I feel my body,


but it feels unfamiliar.


As if I had left it


and never quite found my way back in.


My arms lie heavy on the blanket,


my legs motionless, almost rigid.


Not from pain,


but from weight.


Every movement feels


as though I would have to approve it first,


as though I would have to decide


whether it is worth the strength it costs.


I move only as much


as is necessary to breathe,


to keep from completely freezing.


It is a state of suspension.


Not sleep.


Not wakefulness.


In here, I exist.


But only quietly,


inconspicuously, almost invisible.


The world outside does not notice me—


and that is a good thing.


Here, I can simply be.


Or rather:


here, I can simply not be,


without it being noticed.


And sometimes that is enough.


Not good.


Not beautiful.


But sufficient.


Sufficient to get through the day.


Sufficient to take another breath.


Sufficient to know:


I am still here.


Not alive.


Not strong.


But still here.


There is no moment


when everything tipped.


No clear point


at which one could say:


This is where it began.


It is more


as if something crept in.


Quietly.


Unobtrusively.


Like fog,


barely visible at first,


and at some point swallowing everything.


At the beginning, you do not notice it.


One day feels only a little heavier than the one before.


You blame it on fatigue.


On stress.


On too little sleep.


The joy in small things is not gone—


just quieter.


More distant.


As if it were coming from another room.


Colors lose their depth.


Sounds seem muffled.


Everything appears a little duller,


a little farther away.


Life goes on.


You get up.


You get dressed.


You say a few words.


You function.


And that is exactly what makes it so hard to recognize.


Because on the outside, everything looks normal.


You are there.


You do what you are supposed to do.


But inside, something has shifted.


Something quietly pushes itself in between.


Between thoughts.


Between feelings.


Between perception and reaction.


At first, it is just a tiredness


that never fully goes away.


Then indifference.


Then this dull feeling


that spreads in the chest and does not leave.


You notice it late.


Like the fog growing thicker.


Like it wrapping around your head.


Like thoughts becoming slower,


more viscous, heavier.


Decisions that once felt obvious


suddenly feel unfamiliar.


A simple breakfast becomes a task.


A conversation costs strength.


Not because it is difficult.


But because it costs anything at all.


The body keeps going,


as if it had a plan of its own.


It gets up.


Puts one foot in front of the other.


Gets things done.


But it feels foreign.


As if I were only watching it.


As if I were no longer truly at home inside it.


Every movement is a small struggle.


Not loud.


Not dramatic.


Quiet.


Thick.


Like moving through dense mud.


The arms hang heavy at the sides.


The legs obey only because they have to.


The breath is heavy.


The head is not empty—


just fogged over.


Thoughts blur.


They lose their edges.


Memories feel


as if someone has drained their color.


Joy becomes a distant echo.


Everything pulls downward.


Thoughts.


Feelings.


Even one’s own memories.


The emptiness is not a hole.


It is not nothing.


It is a state.


A space that expands


without you noticing when it began.


At first, it is only there when things grow quiet.


Then it stays even when you are among people.


At some point, it is always there.


It does not take over suddenly.


It lays claim.


Slowly.


Piece by piece.


And at some point, you realize


that you no longer decide over your own thoughts alone.


The emptiness works like a filter.


It dulls everything.


Flattens everything.


Pushes it farther away.


Thoughts keep circling, but they lead nowhere.


Feelings arrive only in a muted form.


I sit there.


In the room.


In the bed.


At the table.


And I realize that I am no longer alone.


The emptiness sits beside me.


Not as an enemy.


Not as a monster.


Simply as something that is there.


Constant.


Unobtrusive.


It spreads.


Reaching for mind and body.


For thinking and perception.


And I can only watch.


The emptiness is not a hole.


It is not nothing.


It is a state.


A space


that expands


without me being able to say


when it came into being.


It grows larger.


Quieter.


More taken for granted.


At first,


there are only small shifts.


Thoughts


that can no longer


be fully grasped.


A feeling


that appears between moments


and disappears again.


The sense


that something is missing—


without a name,


without a clear shape.


Then it is there.


Not suddenly.


More like fog,


slowly


settling into every corner.


Unstoppable.


But quiet.


The world outside


seems to go on,


but I am


no longer part of it.


Sounds reach me


only muffled.


Movements feel distant.


Everything arrives in fragments,


as if something lay


between me


and reality.


It is not


that I no longer


hear or see.


It is as if the emptiness


intercepts everything.


As if it filters


what reaches me,


and swallows


the rest.


Thoughts


that once felt light


now feel heavy.


They come more slowly,


get lost along the way,


remain unfinished.


Memories appear pale,


as if seen through a clouded pane.


Feelings reach me


only in a muted form.


Joy.


Anger.


Longing.


All there


but distant.


As if something


stood between me


and them.


It does not happen


all at once.


It spreads.


Breath


by breath.


Hour


by hour.


Every moment of silence,


every pause


in which nothing happens,


gives the emptiness


more room.


And at some point I realize


that it


has taken up


more space than anything else.


More


than myself.


I reach


for something.


For support.


For a thought


that stays.


But my hands


reach into nothing.


Everything


I want to hold on to


slips away.


The emptiness


fills the gaps,


reshapes everything,


makes every attempt


heavier.


It is


not outside of me.


It has become part of me.


Sometimes


I have the feeling


that it is watching me.


Not threatening.


Not loud.


Simply there.


Like a shadow


that slows


every movement.


That lengthens


every pause.


I sit


in my room


and realize


that I am not alone.


Not in the space.


But


inside me.


The emptiness


is there.


It spreads


from the inside


outward.


It permeates


thoughts,


body,


perception.


It does not take over


through force.


Not through pressure.


But through persistence.


Everything slows down.


Everything grows dull.


Everything becomes heavy.


I feel it


in my body.


In my muscles.


In my breath.


My hands feel heavy.


My movements tired.


Even my heartbeat


seems sluggish.


I move,


but not out of my own will.


My body keeps going


because it has to.


Not


because I want it to.


And the more I try


to change something,


the clearer it becomes to me:


The emptiness is already here.


Not as an enemy.


Not as something


that can be fought.


But as space.


As a state.


As part of me.


I can only watch


as it spreads,


quiet, steady, irreversible.


And still,


something remains.


No comfort.


No hope.


Only awareness.


The knowledge


that I exist.


That I feel this state.


That I am still here.


Not strong.


Not alive.


But here.


At first,


it is only there


when things grow quiet.


Not immediately.


Not intrusive.


It appears only in the moments


when nothing is demanded of me anymore.


When the day slowly frays.


When the sounds grow softer.


When I stop moving.


Then I feel it.


Not as a thought.


Not as something


that belongs to me.


More like a presence.


Something


that quietly spreads,


without knocking,


without asking for permission.


In the silence,


it becomes clearer.


As if it had been waiting


for everything else to fall quiet.


For my mind to be unguarded.


I lie in bed


and realize


that I am no longer alone.


The room has not changed.


And yet it feels different.


Heavier.


Denser.


Quieter.


During the day, I can still push it away.


With movement.


With tasks.


With voices loud enough to drown it out.


But it waits.


Always.


Like something that has patience.


The more often I come to rest,


the faster it is there.


Before, only late at night.


Then already in the evening.


And sometimes, when I am simply sitting,


it has already slipped in.


It does not need much time.


Not much space.


And at some point, it stays.


Even when it is not quiet.


I am among people,


and still something tightens.


Conversations move alongside me,


reach me without truly arriving.


I answer, smile, move—automatically.


But it is there.


Between words.


Between glances.


Between seconds in which no one says anything.


The noise does not drive it away.


On the contrary.


It seems to adapt to it,


to blend in,


invisible to everyone but me.


The more crowded the room,


the more clearly I feel it.


As if it feeds on closeness,


without ever being seen itself.


I sit among people


and feel watched.


Not by them.


By something else.


Something that stays quiet.


That demands nothing.


That is simply there.


And that is exactly what makes it threatening.


Because it does not push itself forward.


It does not attack.


It waits.


It watches.


It reminds me that it is no longer going away.


That it is part of everything I do.


At some point, it is always there.


Not only in the silence.


Not only inside me.


Not only in the pauses.


It accompanies every moment.


Lays itself over thoughts.


Runs through the body.


Reaches into breaths, into movements, into conversations.


I can no longer say when it arrived.


Only that it stayed.


And that it becomes hard


to remember


what it was like


before it was there.


Before the world was clear,


before laughter sounded real,


before colors


were still alive.


The emptiness


is no longer


just a state.


It is a companion.


A shadow


that accompanies everything.


Always.


There used to be things


that felt light.


Not big.


Not significant.


But enough


to make the day


bearable.


A song


that played at the right moment.


A series


you simply


kept watching.


A game.


A walk.


A thought


that briefly distracted you.


They are still there now.


I can see them.


I can touch them.


But they no longer reach me.


I turn on music


and wait for something.


For a pull in my stomach.


For a feeling of closeness.


Of movement.


But there is nothing.


Only noise.


Sounds


that pass by me,


without leaving


any trace.


I do things


that I know


once gave me


something.


Not out of joy.


But out of habit.


Like an automatism.


As if I were hoping


that my body


would remember,


even though my inner self


has long forgotten.


And that


is exactly what makes it harder.


Because I notice


that something is missing.


Not suddenly.


Not loudly.


But quietly.


Persistent.


Constant.


The emptiness sits there


while I try


to distract myself.


It watches


while I make an effort


to be normal.


It says nothing.


But it is there.


And it takes from me


everything


that once


served as a counterweight.


Without that balance,


only the weight remains.


The heaviness.


The thoughts


that are no longer


interrupted.


The doubts,


growing louder,


because nothing


dampens them


anymore.


I ask myself


why I


no longer feel anything.


Why things


that once


mattered to me


now feel indifferent.


Why even


small joys


seem to have disappeared,


as if they had


quietly left me,


without farewell.


And somewhere between these questions,


something new begins to form.


Not clearly nameable.


Not concrete.


But tangible.


A doubt about myself.


About my authenticity.


About my ability


to feel anything


at all.


It feels


as if something inside me


has broken.


Not shattered.


Not visibly.


But slowly dulled.


Worn down


by days


that feel the same.


By nights


in which I lie awake


and expect nothing.


The emptiness does not grow


because it expands.


It grows


because there is nothing left


that contradicts it.


No laughter


to push it back.


No joy


to take up its space.


No distraction


that lets me forget it


for a moment.


And so it sits inside me.


Wide.


Still.


Heavy.


Not as an enemy.


Not as drama.


But as a state


that remains.


That accompanies everything.


That colors everything.


And I notice


how I slowly


lose myself.


Not all at once.


Not consciously.


But in small moments,


in which I realize:


None of this


carries me anymore.


Why even


keep going?


The question


is not dramatic.


It does not shout.


It simply stands in the room.


Quiet.


Heavy.


Unanswered.


Sometimes I think


it is there


because it has to be.


Because someone


somewhere,


at some point,


placed it there.


And now


I only have to


trip over it.


Every day.


It lies


like a thin veil


over everything.


Quiet.


Barely noticeable.


And yet there.


Why even


get up?


Why throw back


the blanket,


place a foot


on the floor?


Why get dressed.


Eat.


Breathe.


When everything else


is only effort.


When even


breathing


sometimes


feels


too heavy.


I could


stay lying down.


For hours.


Days.


Maybe weeks.


Pull the blanket


over my head.


Shut out


the world outside.


Until only


darkness remains.


And yet,


for some reason,


I move.


Slowly.


Mechanically.


As if a part of me says:


You have to.


But who says that?


And why


do I obey?


The thoughts


circle.


Relentlessly.


Why?


What for?


And the answers?


Silent.


Nonexistent.


Sometimes I believe


there are none.


That there is nothing


to lean on.


You go on living,


they say.


You have to live.


But for what,


when every breath


is heavy?


When every thought


is like lead.


When every glance


feels like smoke?


It is a dance


without music.


A step


without direction.


A movement


without meaning.


And yet


I move.


Sometimes


I catch myself


ignoring the question.


Pulling the veil


of indifference


tighter,


just so I do not


have to feel


how empty


everything is.


The emptiness


sits beside me.


Quiet.


Patient.


And I feel


that it


watches everything.


Every movement.


Every attempt


to hold myself together.


Why even


eat.


Drink.


Talk?


Why listen.


Smile.


Wave.


When everything


that happens inside me


tells me:


You are


too tired.


Too small.


Too empty.


And yet,


every morning,


somehow,


I get up.


Not out of hope.


Not out of joy.


Not


because someone


is waiting for me.


But because I remember


that I can.


That I am still breathing.


That I still exist,


even if only


in tiny fragments.


Every step


is a struggle.


Not with someone else.


Not with the world.


With myself.


With the part of me


that has long


given up.


That would rather


stay lying down.


That would rather


disappear.


That would rather


feel nothing—


and the part


that still functions.


That still breathes.


Still thinks.


Still feels.


There are


no dramatic battles.


No moments


of triumph.


Only this


quiet,


constant


decision


to keep going.


Even when


every step


is exhausting.


Even when


the hands are heavy.


The head dark.


The heart beats,


but as if


remote-controlled.


Sometimes


the question


is not answered


with thoughts.


But


with the body.


With a


faint pulling


in the stomach.


With weakness.


With that


dull signal


that says:


You have to


get up.


Not


because you want to.


Not


because it makes sense.


But because


hunger


eventually


becomes


louder


than the emptiness.


So


I get up.


Slowly.


Hesitantly.


As if I were


pulling


myself


out of bed.


Against a resistance


that is not visible,


but present everywhere.


The floor is cold.


The air heavy.


Every step


feels


as if I had to


justify myself.


As if I were


asking for something


that I am


not entitled to.


I walk


into the kitchen.


Open


the refrigerator.


Stare inside.


Not


because I do not know


what to eat.


But because even


this decision


is too much.


I eat something.


Mechanically.


Without taste.


Without pleasure.


Only


so that this pulling


stops.


So that the body


falls silent again.


And for a


brief moment


I think:


Maybe it works.


Maybe I can


do something now.


Maybe I can


manage today.


But then


it returns.


The heaviness.


The emptiness.


Not suddenly.


Not aggressively.


But so


matter-of-fact,


as if it had


never been gone.


The thought of everything


one could do,


everything


one should do,


settles like weight


on my chest.


Tidying up.


Answering.


Planning.


Existing.


And suddenly it is clear:


Getting up was only a short excursion.


No progress.


No victory.


The emptiness pulls.


Gently.


Constantly.


Back.


Back to bed.


Back to the place


where nothing is demanded of me.


Where I do not have to explain


why I gave up again,


why I did not “stick with it,”


why I was not stronger.


I retreat.


Not out of comfort.


Not out of laziness.


But because everything else


is too much.


And while I am lying there again,


it comes.


This second heaviness.


The disappointment in myself.


Why didn’t you last longer?


Why did you give in again?


Why are you back here already?


I hear these questions,


but they no longer have a direction.


They simply fall onto me,


make everything heavier,


slower,


duller.


This is how the circle forms.


Getting up.


Hoping.


Being overwhelmed.


Withdrawing.


Feeling disappointed.


And starting again.


A cycle


that does not feel like movement,


but like stillness under strain.


I want to.


Somewhere deep inside.


I want to live,


to take part,


to not always flee.


But wanting is not enough.


It is too quiet.


Too weak


against the weight of the emptiness.


So I lie there.


Again.


And I no longer ask myself


out loud


why I keep going.


The question


has long since become part of me.


It lies beside me in bed.


Breathes with me.


Waits.


And maybe that is exactly the point.


Not the answer.


Not the solution.


But this silent endurance.


Continuing,


even when it does not feel like living.


Even when every attempt


ends in retreat again.


Not strong.


Not brave.


But still here.


And maybe, for now,


that is


all that is possible.


Outside, people laugh.


They make plans.


They meet up.


They look forward to tomorrow.


I hear it.


I see it sometimes.


Faces


that move.


Voices


that sound light.


Footsteps


that seem to have a destination.


Life is happening out there.


Visible.


Tangible.


Taken for granted.


And I am somewhere in between.


Not fully outside.


Not completely gone.


It feels


as if I have fallen out of rhythm.


As if something has shifted.


An invisible beat


that everyone else can still hear—


only I no longer can.


Sometimes I wonder


if it is my fault.


If I simply do not want it enough.


If I am too comfortable.


Too weak.


Maybe I am just lazy.


Maybe I am only telling myself stories.


Maybe I maneuvered myself


into this place.


Step by step.


And now I call it emptiness,


because that is easier


than admitting to myself


that I failed.


These thoughts come quietly.


Unobtrusively.


But they settle in.


While others make plans,


I ask myself,


why even the thought


of tomorrow


takes the air from my lungs.


While others laugh,


I wonder


when laughter


slipped away from me.


I see this world in front of me.


It is not far away.


Just a few steps, maybe.


A conversation.


An attempt.


An “I’ll come along.”


And yet it feels


unreachable.


As if between me and it


there were a layer of weight,


of exhaustion,


of something


that pulls me back


the moment I move.


The emptiness makes no noise.


It does not shout:


Stay here.


It whispers:


“You don’t fit in there anymore.”


I stand at the edge


and watch


as life keeps moving,


while I try to figure out


when I stopped


being part of it.


Maybe I lost something.


Not suddenly.


Not consciously.


But slowly.


Something


that others still possess.


A lightness.


An inner forward motion.


A sense of direction.


And the longer I think about it,


the harder it becomes


to distinguish


between fault


and condition.


Between


what I am,


and


what happened to me.


The world outside is there.


I do not doubt that.


I see it.


I hear it.


But it reaches me only muffled,


as if through a veil


that makes everything


slower,


heavier,


more distant.


And I no longer ask


why others keep going.


I ask myself


why it looks


so easy for them—


and for me


like an insurmountable step


out of the emptiness.


I do not summon these questions consciously.


They simply appear.


Like shadows


slipping through the cracks.


Quiet,


barely noticeable.


And yet


unmistakable.


Heavy.


Still.


Unanswered.


They sit down beside me,


on the edge of my bed,


on the empty chairs in the kitchen,


on the sunlight


falling through the window.


Sometimes I notice


that I hear it


before I see it.


A whisper


that does not speak.


A presence


that pulls everything with it.


Why go on at all?


Why this breath,


this step,


this glance?


Why not simply stay lying down,


be still,


disappear?


I try


to ignore it.


I distract myself.


I look out the window,


listen to music,


reach for things


meant to hold me back.


But the questions remain.


They wait patiently


until the distraction fades.


And when they return,


they feel


heavier,


denser.


Like fog


filling the room


until nothing else


is left.


They demand


no answer.


But their presence


is answer enough.


Answer enough


to feel


how small I have become.


How far removed


I am from the world outside,


from the people


who laugh,


who live,


who make plans.


And I sit here.


Heavy.


Still.


Unanswered.


There is no bang.


No moment


of realization.


Only this state.


This presence.


And I know


that I cannot shake it off.


Not today.


Not tomorrow.


Only endure it.


Quiet.


Heavy.


Endless.


Sometimes I wonder


whether this


is already


“rock bottom.”


Or whether I am


just telling myself that,


because I do not know


what else


to call it.


It does not feel


like an impact.


Not like a fall


that suddenly ends.


More like a


slow sinking,


where at some point


you assume the ground must be near,


but you are never sure


whether you have


actually reached it.


I pause.


Not consciously.


Rather


because nothing is pressing anymore.


There used to be moments


when you knew:


Now it is bad.


Now it is too much.


Now something


has to change.


Here,


that clarity does not exist.


Only this dull sense


that everything


has grown heavy.


That nothing


carries itself anymore.


I look inward


and ask myself


whether I can


keep falling.


Whether beneath


this state


there is still something.


Or whether this


is the lowest point


one can reach


without truly


breaking.


Maybe


“rock bottom”


is not a place.


Maybe it is


a state.


An inner space


where nothing


gives way anymore,


but nothing


really hurts either.


The pain has grown blunt.


The despair quiet.


Not less present—


just harder to grasp.


I always imagined


that rock bottom is loud.


Desperate.


Dramatic.


But here it is quiet.


So quiet that sometimes I do not know


whether I am still falling


or already lying still.


I wonder whether I am looking into an abyss,


or whether I am already standing inside it.


Whether the darkness lies ahead of me,


or surrounds me.


Maybe there is no difference anymore.


The thoughts that once warned me


have grown tired.


They no longer make demands.


They only observe.


What if this is not a low point,


but a lingering?


A state in which one no longer fights,


but does not give up either?


I search for a feeling of arrival.


For that moment when you can say:


This is where I landed.


This is where the fall ends.


But everything remains open.


Unclear.


Suspended.


Maybe that


is the most unsettling part of it.


That there is no


clear ground.


No boundary.


No


“it cannot go


any lower.”


Only this feeling


of having grown used to


something


I never wanted.


I think about


how long


I have been living


like this.


How many days


have passed


without me


really noticing them.


Not lost.


But also


not lived.


If I am honest,


the thought


frightens me


that this feeling


now feels normal.


That I have


settled into


the heaviness.


Into the emptiness.


Into the standstill.


Maybe I reached


rock bottom


in the moment


when I stopped


looking upward.


Not out of resignation.


But out of exhaustion.


I do not know


whether I will stay here.


I do not know


whether it goes deeper.


I do not know


whether this


is the point


at which


something turns.


I only know


that I am here.


And that I am


asking myself


this question.


Not out loud.


Not desperately.


But quietly:


Have I


reached rock bottom—


or am I


still standing


at the edge?
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