
Healthy. Fit. Overlooked 

Part 1: The Gut Feeling I Couldn't Ignore 

My name is Emily. I’m 19. I’m healthy, I’m fit, I play sports, and I study at one of the 

world’s top universities. 

On paper, I am the picture of youth and vitality. 

But ever since I was 15, my own body felt like a mystery and a battlefield. Persistent, 

sharp pains stabbed at my left side. My cycle was unpredictable, a source of anxiety 

rather than a rhythm. I knew, deep in my gut, that something was wrong. 

So I did what you’re supposed to do. I went to the doctor. Again. And again. 

I was met with dismissal. My symptoms, my very real pain, were brushed aside. At 

times, I was even misdiagnosed and given medication I didn’t need. Each visit chipped 

away at me. The message was clear: a young, healthy girl like me couldn’t possibly have 

a serious problem. The pain must be exaggerated. It must be “normal.” 

When professionals tell you you’re fine, you start to believe the problem is in your head. 

You question your own reality. The pain was physical, but the dismissal did something 

worse. It made me question my self-belief. It made me feel like a stranger in my own 

body, uncertain and unheard. 

Part 2: The Rush to Surgery—And the Truth That Followed 

The breaking point wasn’t a dramatic fall or an accident. It was just my body, finally 

screaming too loud to be ignored. The familiar pain on my left side became immense, 

unbearable. 

This time, it couldn’t be dismissed. I was referred for an ultrasound. The image was 

undeniable: a large cyst on my left ovary. It was so large it was causing the ovary to 

twist, a condition called ovarian torsion. I was rushed into emergency keyhole surgery. 

The surgeon later told me something that still echoes in my mind: if I hadn’t had that 

surgery that day, I would have lost my ovary. 



The diagnosis didn’t just bring relief; it brought a furious clarity. The pain I had been told 

to ignore for four years was a time bomb. The signs had been there all along, quietly 

escalating while being labeled as nothing. 

That realization stayed with me. If this could happen to me, a "healthy," persistent, 

articulate young woman, it can happen to anyone. 

Part 3: Why My Story Is Your Permission to Speak Up 

I’m sharing this story because my experience taught me a brutal lesson: you are the 

expert of your own body. 

My youth and fitness didn’t protect me from being dismissed. And that matters because 

it shows this isn’t about how you look or how old you are. It’s about a system that too 

often fails to listen to persistent whispers until they become screams. 

If you’ve been told your pain is “nothing,” if you’ve felt ignored or made to feel difficult, I 

need you to hear this: You are not imagining it. Your instincts are valid. 

Your body communicates in patterns. Pain is not a personality flaw. It is a signal. A 

signal worth listening to. A signal worth investigating. 

• Trust your gut, even when others doubt it. 

• Seek another opinion when something doesn’t feel right. 

• Never accept reassurance as a substitute for investigation. 

 


