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Shadow Fiend 

 He was next to me for such a long time. However, he is not here anymore. I 

forgot the very first time we met, like one of those lifetime friends that you simply 

never need to recall the very first moment that your friendship was forged. Being a 

sensitive gay guy born in a small village of Spain in the bosom of a humble family 

looks like the perfect setting for him to grow up or at least to break into my system 

easily. That was exactly how it started. I cannot remember when the attacks began. I 

guess my brain blocked them to protect me. I will tell that the aggressions started in a so 

subtle way that I was not able to process them as such until it was too late. The thing is 

that I was just a kid, trying to find a place to belong. However, they decided that I was 

not worthy of having one because of who I was. They decided to destroy my brain 

because I did not fit in their vision of a man. It started with slight verbal abuses but it 

escalated fast. Homophobia, sexism and classism turned quickly the abuses into 

intimidation, threats and bashings. They achieved their objective of leaving me 

completely isolated from all my friends and from the rest of the world. They believed 

that I was the weak. Nevertheless, I still believe they were the only weak ones being 

cruel. 

In the middle of that artificial isolation, he started to form himself. In that 

solitude, I let him divest me of all hope, of all my energies, of all my happiness. As I 

could not fight him back, he started to settle down in my heart, strangling it until I could 

not continue anymore. I surrendered to his power twice. He distorted how I perceived 



myself, played with my appetite and filled me with emptiness, sadness and doubts that 

did not belong to me. He made me feel guilty for things that I should not. He drained 

me so I did not want to go out, to study or to work. He wanted me to be alone with him 

at all times, where I was vulnerable. I lost all direction, disenchanted, disheartened. I 

was trapped in a mind maze in which I had to free myself. He knew all my weak points 

better than I did. However, he did not see coming that one day I would be able to 

destroy him.  

 After years living with him next to me, I hit rock bottom. I managed to cleanse 

my vision. I was able to disassociate which feelings belong purely to my very own and 

which ones were tainted. I started to see patterns anytime I had a breakdown. I started to 

know his modus operandi. Identifying him became my priority. Then, I realised that the 

more I knew about him, the stronger I became. After a lot of time fighting on my own, I 

became so aware of his threatening presence that I reached out to my family doctor. If 

this entire story sounds familiar to you, this will be the first step to soothe yourself. You 

must not feel ashamed to speak with someone, especially a doctor to help you find a 

way to overcome this painful period. They are there to help you. I still can remember in 

detail how I entered in the examination room and I started to relate to her how sick I felt 

every single day at every single moment because of him. How exhausted I was. How 

much I was struggling. How worried and scared I was. I still can see her eyes full of 

perplexity looking at me. I can recall clearly how she stood up, went round the huge 

table, sat next to me and hugged me tight. She told me how proud she was of me 

because most of the people are not able to identify him until it is already too late or until 

one of their family members bring them. After a long talk, she baptised him as 

dysthymia, a continuous long-term form of depression. Apparently, traumatic or 

stressful life events as a victim of bullying can modify your brain chemistry. You 



become extremely sensitive. Thus, your brain consumes much more serotonin, the 

hormone in charge of maintaining mood stability. When you run out of it, you are really 

in danger of having a major depression. I spent one year taking antidepressants that 

helped me a lot but not enough. At that very moment, neither my family nor I could 

afford a psychologist to help me out with my inner demons. Therefore, as usual, I had to 

do it by myself. I sheltered myself in the love of all my family, in Yoga and in the 

Buddhist scriptures and I was able to dismiss him for such a long time. The love of your 

family and your friends will become a thick barrier against his influence. Do not 

undervalue it. You might think that you will become a burden to them if you ask for 

help but you are not. They will always be there for you. 

Yoga and Buddhism became my main life vest back then. I started to practise 

Yoga about seven years ago when I was passing through one of my darkest moments. I 

did not focus only on the physical aspect of it. Far from that, I started to read books 

about prescriptions for a morally disciplined and purposeful life in which the yoga 

postures are only a small part of it. At the same time, I started to read Buddhist 

scriptures that were intimately connected with yoga. I ended up reading a lot of texts 

that basically focused on understanding human suffering and in which way we can 

banish it. I started to educate myself on how we are subjects to desires and cravings. 

How this satisfaction afterwards does not last or if it does, it becomes monotonous. I 

started to change the way I regarded everything. How I attached myself to destructive 

people or things. I learnt that life is never ideal and most of the time it fails to live up to 

our expectations. I also realised that, with all the resentment I have gathered throughout 

the years, I had turned my heart to stone to protect it from any harm. It was better not to 

feel at all than feeling in excess. That hatred was poisoning me without me being aware 

of it. My mind was completely tainted with all this negativity. Then I began to 



understand. In order to patch my heart up it was mandatory to extinguish all these 

feelings. After all, pain is inevitable but the suffering is optional. I did not have to be 

suffering my whole life for something that happened so far ago.  

This new input nurtured my mind while yoga nurtured my body. I started to feel 

great after such a long time living in the shadows. For a long time, I was feeling better 

than ever. I was full of energy. I started to love myself, to feel capable of everything, to 

live my life freely. I learnt how to forgive the others and, what it is even more 

important, I learnt how to forgive myself. That can only be achieved through love, not 

hatred. All my life I thought that I was a weak human being because I was always kind 

to everyone without asking nothing back. All that people who mistreated me made me 

think that way. However, I was completely wrong. That was exactly the reason I have 

been always special. Reading all these texts made me realise it. Having a pure active 

interest in others, using your loving-kindness and good will, was always part of my 

personality and it was key on my healing process. I blocked that part of me in an 

attempt to protect myself but fortunately, I recovered it. I destroyed the walls I built in 

my heart just being compassionate with others. Receiving love from others melted and 

revived my heart. Having empathy towards my attackers, trying to understand the 

reason within that behaviour, observing the reality through compassionate eyes made 

me really forgive and forget all that happened to me. This altered point of view changed 

my life for the better. Reading all these texts and practising yoga became quickly my 

daily safe hour, my shelter. I used to meditate whenever I was alone, trying always to 

save some time everyday just for me. It was my necessity. During these hours, I started 

to feel that this meditation was just me being familiarized with myself. I was finally 

connecting with a voice that was already lost inside of me because I would not have 

time to listen to it. That introspection made me become more aware of all my thoughts, 



my feelings, my emotions, my behavioural patterns and my attitudes. It just became a 

way to establish a friendship with myself. That was exactly what I needed.  

 Even with all these efforts, I could still feel him close to me. I could always feel 

his shadow watching over me. I became much stronger but still not enough to banish 

him completely. When I thought that I had won the battle, he was still there. After a 

dramatic break-up with my first boyfriend, he took advantage of that moment of 

weakness to come back. However, that very day I was aware of his patterns. I was 

aware of his mind games. I was aware of all his tricks. I was able to separate the 

pathological sadness from the ordinary one. Therefore, and because at that time I could 

finally afford one, I went directly to a psychologist. That should be always your 

lifesaver. They should not be a luxury. They are doctors specialized in our mental 

wellness. You do not have to feel mentally unstable in order to ask for their support. 

They can guide you anytime so you do not have to walk this path on your own. That 

was exactly what she did with me. With her help and all the previous knowledge, I had 

acquired during all these years, together we were able to destroy him forever. The first 

thing she taught me is that she did not like “tags” and I should stop talk about myself as 

somebody with a chronic disease because that is how he starts syphoning my strength. 

She was completely right. Then, session after session, she decided to repair gradually all 

that he had destroyed. I still remember one of the sessions in which she made me write a 

paper in which I had to describe all my strengths and all my weaknesses. Then, I had to 

ask five people from my family and/or friends to do the same. Finally, in the next 

session we compared the results. I was shocked how distorted my point of view about 

myself was. Every single one of them wrote exactly the same things about me. Most of 

the things that most of the people love about me I was not able even to see. Now I see 

them. I could not be happier embracing myself how I am: sensitive but aware. I know 



that my sensitivity is a double-edged sword. It makes me more susceptible to life's 

pains, but it also allows me to find beauty, get emotional or experiment love and pain 

where others do not. I still cry like a baby watching particular kinds of movies, reading 

books or even listening to music. Feeling my emotions intensely is not anymore my 

curse but my blessing. I learnt that I have the right to feel stuck or low but not wasting 

my time regretting. My worst days they are over. I can take now a breath of air feeling 

free. No longer too afraid of him or his presence. I won. 

I am smart; I am kind; I am important. I will always be. 


