
Your own personal Hellhound 
 

 
It’s when all your systems go into shutdown. Freeze frame, game over. All of your instincts shout 

and tug at you like starving hounds to run as fast and as far away, to pull you from this second, back to the 
one before when all of it could have been avoided. And you run - to the only place available, which is that 
raging pit that just opened up inside your stomach, pulsing and vibrating black, and you let it pull you in 
and swallow you, hoping that if you let yourself be disintegrated by it, they won’t see you anymore. You 
dig a hole and cover yourself in dirt. It’s warm, it’s safe and it’s quiet. You’re breathing like a frightened 
rabbit and you listen closely to see when they’ve gone away. You’re all alone now, and it’s safe to come 
out. And as you dust off the dirt and take in a breath, you rise and say: “never again”. 

 
I’m in fourth grade, taking an intensive English class to prepare for my tests. The discussion 

revolves around different countries and famous exports. Past tense, present tense, two three exercises 
and open discussion - “Daria, name something that comes from France”. Now, hear me out: by fourth 
grade I had at least a high school level of English mastery, and I was also lucky enough to have 
traveled to France twice already. Goddamn it: croissants, Monet, baguettes, Edith Piaf, foie gras, onion 
soup, Roussillon pigments. “French Fries” I said. French mother… fries I said.  

 
Consider these first two paragraphs as an English to English translation. Children laughed. The 

teacher was kind enough to explain calmly that this is not true, and that french fries come from 
wherever; I stopped paying attention. I was too busy disintegrating. The ground fell from under me 
and my saving space was the rustling hole in my stomach. And if only this were my only story of such 
sort… Please allow me to introduce my mightiest demon: Shame.  

 
I am by all definitions of psycho-social standards, a normal person. I do not suffer from 

textbook PTSD, I haven’t in any way been abused as a child,  I would classify myself as an extrovert 
for your understanding, though I refuse to abide by these standards, considering them damaging and 
limiting (no offence to Mr Freud). Bottom line is that I’m comfortable being with other people, I’m 
likeable and open and friendly, I value politeness and I recycle and donate to charity. I have healthy 
and meaningful relationships and function and integrate in society fully and comfortably.  

 
Then why am I so utterly miserable? And why am I so bored and can’t find joy or excitement 

in anything? I made a list once, quite recently actually with things I can do when I feel bored and don’t 
know what to do with myself. It read: take a bath, read a book, paint, write, go to the gym. To the 
question: what would I do with infinite funds I would answer plainly: travel. How bloody boring is 
this? I’m a mentally, physically and financially capable almost-but-not-yet 30 woman with a stable 
income and plenty of food on the table. I have a loving partner and supportive friends and family. Is 



this really all I got? Read a book and take a bath? They say you can be anything you want to be, the 
world is your oyster and I believe that but I don’t want to be anything. I just want to be left alone to 
suffer because I’m nothing. In an age where everything is possible, where our mothers and our fathers 
and theirs before have fought wars and marched in protests for my freedom to vote, to get and 
education, to travel, to choose if I want to marry or not, or have children or nor, or be an astronaut or 
an Instagram model, to wear mini skirts or trousers… in this world of endless possibilities, I choose, 
nothing. And suffer for it.  

 
And here comes my friend. I hear him open a can of beer and light up a cigarette, getting all 

comfortable and snuggly next to me, with that smug look upon his face. “Honey, I’m only keeping you 
safe. If you raise your voice again, if you ask that stupid question or say that utterly dumb thing, if you 
wear that top and put on that lipstick, if you date that guy, choose that carreer, try that new thing, you 
will fail and people will laugh again. Children laugh, remember? Isn’t it better and safer not to post 
that thing or make that comment or by any way bother someone with your presence? Better not to 
want anything like that, why don’t you take a bath?”. And you know why it’s so painful? Because I 
can not name one thing that I set my mind to that I didn’t achieve. Not. One. Big or small. Ever. But I 
sit back down and run that bath and say to myself “I am uninteresting, I am a waste of life. I’ll never 
do anything unless I have the utmost certainty that I will ace it. I have to be perfect, no, I have to be 
spectacular and larger than life if I am to be something because if there is any small chance that people 
will laugh, or criticise me, I will fall again and that must never happen. “Never again”, remember?  

 
Oh, but I daydream, have I said that? Oh, and in these dreams I am so perfect and so 

spectacular. Sometimes I am a singer so talented that everyone stands in awe of me. Sometimes I am 
so good at my job that people hand me awards and throw praise at me like cheap flowers at a show. 
“Thank you, you are all so kind!”And whatever I start doing in real life turns into a dream where I am 
this untouchable being - and when life happens and someone criticises me I bail. I spiral into 
depression until it’s unbearable and I just quit and brand myself a failure. It’s all or nothing. And it can 
be all, of course - I’ve just stopped trying to the point of which I don’t even see my options anymore. 
How perverted is this pattern?  

 
Today I write and submit this to shake the pattern. I put myself up for judgement and criticism. 

If this goes public people will read this - so be it. I can lose, but for the first time I also open up to the 
possibility of winning. My values? I can speak of one which is my commitment to my inner battle. 
And if a perfectly “normal and integrated” person like me dims their power and limits their 
possibilities to such extent for something so trivial and perverted like the system I described, I can 
only question what the world would be like if we all named and faced our inner hellhounds, the 
be(a)sties that keep us safe. This particular hound may not walk by all, but it will walk by some - and 
by others, many others more. What’s your greatest fear? What would happen if you just turned around 
to look at it? I for one am curious to see what happens next. Maybe tomorrow I’ll do some karaoke - 



and maybe in a year I’ll learn to desire again. And maybe I’ll be a published author in a few years 
time. Or not, and that’s okay. Maybe this time I’ll win some, lose some. And that is a sublime step up.  


