“Dear Doctor,
I am writing you because in this very moment I feel so bad, for the umpteenth time, and I don't know what to do. As I am writing to you my temperature is 37.5 °C (let me call it “fever”, because I think this is not hyperthermia, it is something I have been knowing for 35 years, I recognize it, I feel it). I also have difficulties in breathing and tachycardia (120/130 beats per minute as soon as I move, 90 beats at rest).
My body is very hot, as if it was on fire, asthenia blocks me in bed.
In these moments, I start thinking it’s it again (SARS-CoV-2), that it is back and this time it will take me away.
I have noticed that whenever I do physical activity (such as a fast walk) or I feel a strong fear, my symptoms change from chronic to acute.
Yesterday, I did "sport" and a little while ago I had a strong fear for my father, who was also a COVID patient, because his heartbeat for an hour went from 100 to 35 bpm and again from 35 to 100 beats.
Furthermore, every worsening of my conditions is heralded by this phenomenon: in the morning, as soon as I get up and I take a deep breath, I feel like rales in my left lung, only for the first deep breath, at most for two breaths, and then it disappears.
I know, you may think this is anxiety or post-traumatic stress disorder. I really wish it was so, but it's not. 
I am a man of Science, I am very rational, and I know psychological instability has nothing to do with how I feel.
One day, maybe, we will understand what this damned nanometric being does to ‘long COVID’ patients like me. This is such a small being but capable of generating so much pain and suffering; it has overwhelmed the world, taking the life of some or ruining life of others, like me.
Sometimes, saying that it has ruined my life seems disrespectful to those who are seriously ill or who are no longer here, but certainly I no longer have a normal life.
I cannot do anything of what I used to do before in my life, it seems like I have woken up in the body of a ninety years old. Every morning I wake up (after having slept a few hours and only thanks to bromazepam or alprazolam; insomnia is another gift I got from COVID) and my sufferings, fever, shortness of breath, fatigue, pain, tachycardia begin ... every day as the other days.
Sometimes, I think that the nanometric being has been more clement with those who have been taken away by it.
It is incredibly stupid to kill itself by killing people, but tremendously strong to bring the whole world to its feet.
For 5 months, I have been fighting and trying at all costs to resume my life, but even if my mind is trying to react, my body betrays me (the mind of a thirty year old man in the body of a ninety year old).
I do not know if the greatest suffering is the one given by the disease, by the pain you see in the eyes of those who love you (to whom try to show you are back to normal) or by the lack of understanding me of people, colleagues, and some doctors who label me as ‘anxious’. I suffer and I fight but at least don't tell me I'm anxious.
Excuse me for the outburst, I know you will not be able to do anything for me (despite your well-known and undisputed preparation), no one can do anything for me .... it has become increasingly clear to me after the thousand visits and the thousand exams I have performed with so much suffering but still having the strength given by the faint hope of a recovery or at least of an improvement.
Thank you for your humanity and for your efforts during my two consultations with you.
I greet you cordially, and I apologize again for this long and perhaps senseless outburst.”


