
The Dissolving Masterpiece 

Part 1: The Hidden Fissures 

I spent 26 years as a fine art restorer. My life was dedicated to the microscopic: identifying 

tiny cracks in oil paintings, ensuring the chemical bond between canvas and pigment was 

secure, and maintaining the structural integrity of historical works. In my studio, precision 

was everything. I lived in a world of ergonomic demands—neck bent forward, arm held 

steady for hours—never realizing that while I was preserving external masterpieces, my 

own internal "binding" was dissolving. 

In 2017, the fissures became impossible to ignore. It started with a persistent pain 

syndrome that radiated from my neck through my forehead and into my shoulder. I sought 

out the "experts" of human anatomy, just as a museum would seek a specialist for a 

damaged fresco. I visited neurologists, orthopedists, and world-class clinics, presenting 

my symptoms with the clarity of a condition report. 

But the medical system saw a restorer who had simply worked too many long hours. 

Because I didn't "look" like a structural failure, my pain was labeled as "normal" wear and 

tear. I was told that even if we found a name for my condition, a diagnosis was 

unnecessary because there was no "fix". They treated the surface dust while the canvas 

underneath was tearing. 

Part 2: The Forensic Discovery 

The turning point came when I stopped waiting for the experts and began my own forensic 

investigation. Like a restorer analyzing a pigment’s chemical signature, I dove into my own 

lab results. I found a specific marker—elevated TGF beta—that acted as the missing piece 

of the puzzle. It led me away from simple "aging" and toward a systemic defect in my 

body’s connective tissue. 



I finally secured an appointment with a specialist who looked past the surface. The 

diagnosis was undeniable: my body was built with a fragile blueprint. I wasn't just tired; I 

was dealing with multiple structural failures, including internal vascular compression and 

a significant tear in my shoulder’s foundation. 

The specialist told me something that still echoes in my mind: "If you had known about 

this years ago, you would have treated your body like the rarest of artifacts to prevent 

this level of collapse". 

Part 3: Protecting Your Own Integrity 

I am sharing this story because it taught me a brutal lesson: you are the primary curator of 

your own body. My years of professional precision didn't protect me from being dismissed 

by a system that often ignores the foundation until the roof caves in. 

If you have been told your pain is "all in your head," or if your symptoms are being edited 

out of the record, I need you to hear this: you are not imagining it. Your body communicates 

in patterns, and pain is a signal that the structure is under stress. 

• Trust your instincts: Even when the authorities doubt them. 

• Seek a second opinion: Especially when the first one feels like a dismissal. 

• Never accept "rest" as a substitute for answers: When you know your foundation 

is failing. 

I have had to put down my brushes, but I have found a new rhythm in advocacy. I am no 

longer just a spectator to my own decline; I am the expert of my own survival. 

 


