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What people are saying about

Empathy for the Devil

Jerry Hyde has traveled deep within himself as well as to the farthest horizons to understand how harm comes to us and how it may be healed. There is a profound, urgent wisdom in his work that is carried along almost pell-mell by his enthusiasm for humanity and for life. I loved it.


Sebastian Junger, author of The Perfect Storm, Korengal, War, Tribe, and director of Which Way is the Front Line From Here? and Restrepo


Jerry Hyde is a unique human being, life experimenter, and psychotherapist. I greatly admire what he’s been doing, and his new work is a wonderful introduction to what makes him one of a kind.


Luke Rhinehart, author of The Dice Man, Whim, The Search for the Dice Man, The Book of the Die


A pinch of history, a dash of rock ‘n’ roll, a tablespoon of philosophy, cups of psychology and heaping bowlfuls of wisdom; this book is a radical recipe for diving deep into your soul. The seemingly simple self-directed questions that punctuate each chapter prove surprisingly potent. Jerry is honest, brave, powerfully vulnerable, direct; he won’t coddle, but his care is evident on every page. Ingest this book, it will transform you.


Melissa Unger, author of Gag, founder of Seymour Projects
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For Truc-Mai








All this power will I give thee, and the glory of them: for that is delivered unto me; and to whomsoever I will I give it.


Luke: Chapter 4, Verse 6


KATA TON ΔAIMOINA EAΥTOΥ

(ACCORDING TO HIS OWN DAIMON)


Inscription on Jim Morrison’s grave








Here we go…

Have you ever been in one of those Tesla sports cars?


They have two acceleration modes – Sport or Insane.


If you’re foolhardy enough to press option 2, and let’s face it, who isn’t, you’ll be propelled from 0-60 in just over three seconds.


When smoked, the venom from the Sonoran Desert toad has a similar effect.


Within moments of inhalation you’re rushing like a bastard through a blizzard of fractals that usher in a near death experience as very quickly you come to the understanding that, like it or not – you’re going in…


To the light.


First time it took me a while before I realised the person on the other side of the room groaning like they were dying from a serious head wound was me.


A great many people report when under the influence of 5-MeO-DMT – for this is the active ingredient of the dried venom which is widely considered the most powerful psychedelic known to man or beast – they experience a deep and profound bliss state, a period of oneness and pure love, total, transcendental ego death and for this reason 5-MeO is often called the God particle.


Wasn’t quite like that for me.


No – I’d say it was more like the single most intense experience of absolute, unadulterated, pure raw emotional pain imaginable?


It lasted maybe… 10 minutes? 15? Impossible to say really – time, space, here, there, up, down, now, then, me … all had all become rather vague. I was adrift in an eternity of darkness, at the heart of which throbbed a formless mass of incredible density and a voice was saying, this is your pain. This is your pain; it has always been here.


It will always be here.


Some is yours and some is others.


It is not to be cured, nor avoided, there is no shame, it does not make you weak nor less than, this is what is at the heart of all men – you are fragile, you are sensitive, you are vulnerable, these are not traits that belong to the feminine…


These are the qualities men have denied.


A distractingly beautiful Spanish woman dosed me – one should never fly solo on these missions – she had a day job in the city and carried herself with a mystical and somewhat reptilian impassivity which hinted she was perhaps one of the alien shape-shifters I’d heard so much about on YouTube, a notion that in my whacked-out state seemed all the more plausible.


Are you ready?


I’d been semi aware of her refilling the pipe and so, with not inconsiderable effort, I unglued myself from the floor…


And pressed the insane button once again.


Second time round the groaning was louder, I was conscious of her supporting my body as I vomited into a bucket but – who cared? It wasn’t my body anymore. I was lost in a swirling vortex of geometric patterns, a trillion stars collapsing ever inwards on themselves as they exploded into infinite space, a colourless universe at the heart of which was a shapeless mass of dark matter, the pain even more intense now taking me to the edge of panic, body panting as might a rabid dog on a searing hot day and somehow, somewhere beyond torment, beyond ordeal, beyond crucifixion there was calm and understanding that, like some kind of Victorian adventurer, I had journeyed to the epicentre of my own darkness and found the spring from whence all pain flowed and a voice was saying much of the world’s problems are because men have learned to hide their frailty and vulnerability, but removing the mask is the way forward, this…


Is the new masculinity.


And suddenly everything was okay.


This book… is a shadow book.


If you came here hoping for positive affirmations or creative visualisations, I gotta tell you right now – they’re pretty thin on the ground. I mean, there are some transformational exercises, but they’re kinda shady and don’t involve dolphins or crystals… Personal growth isn’t – and shouldn’t be – nice, it’s not about dream catchers, gong baths or djembe abuse – it’s about going to the places most of us have successfully avoided throughout our lives, facing our demons and taking responsibility for whatever we find in the dark recesses of our being.


Take a look at the world around you.


Like it or not, there’s never been a better time to go into the very heart of your own darkness, and I suggest you do just that – while you still have the choice.


Most therapies will encourage you to look at what a good person you are, in order to boost your self-esteem. I won’t. I want you to recognise what a total asshole you can be.


In order to boost your self-esteem.


Because unless you acknowledge and own your own shadow, it doesn’t matter how much people adore you, you’ll always be thinking, but if you really knew who I was – you wouldn’t love me…


The world and the human race are on the edge of a precipice and it may be too late to step back from the brink. The challenge on an individual level is to take responsibility for ourselves, for how we manage our pain, for our impact on the world and its inhabitants, for our own decisions and experiences, to not be one of the herd but to be conscious, because whilst it may feel easier to just follow orders, as we have seen in the not-too-distant past and shall see as this book progresses…


That way lays Armageddon…


Much of whether we are at the dusk or dawn of our species’ existence is out of our hands, but on a personal level I believe we all must do whatever we can to evolve, because that’s where real, immediate, tangible change can take place – inside each and every soul who’s brave enough to go into their own intimate underworld, to ultimately emerge on the other side singed but in possession of superpowers.


Because all superheroes are freaks, for that is what evolution really is – mutation. And seeing as you’ve chosen to read this, chances are, in the rhetoric of 1960s counterculture, you’re a freak, and freak power – that being the collective revolution by misfits, oddballs, outsiders and weirdos – may well save the world, given that the conventional old school patriarchal fucks running this planet have brought us to the perimeters of extinction.


The last 75 years has been sold to us as the Space Age, an era of ease, an instant plastic era of simplicity, efficiency, automation and abundance, and we’ve all been complicit in gobbling up this smorgasbord of consumerist delights, and now we’re paying the price as the post-World War II era collapses before our frenzied eyes like a cold deck of cards.


As with everything, however – it’s not all bad. Within this biblical landscape of plague, mass confinement, brutality, death, fire, pestilence, oppression, deception, corruption, white supremacy, riots, dictators and toppled statues is an opportunity for real change.


At the time of writing I’ve been a therapist for 25 years, and at no point has anyone ever walked into my practice room and said, actually y’know what? I feel fantastic – I’m on top of the world … No, they come in when they’re heartbroken, destroyed, on their knees, lost, abandoned, alone.


In unbearable pain.


We, as a species, are complacent motherfuckers. It’s only when we’re hurting that we tend to evolve.


And right now, the world is really hurting.


This book has itself been painful; the hardest of anything I’ve ever written, it twisted and turned and refused to be pinned down or contained. Like some kind of wild, Comanche colt it dragged me around the prairie clinging on to its back – and often falling off – refusing to be tamed. Of course we are fools if we imagine that it is us who write books; we don’t, they use us like incubi, they are demons and we the portal through which they arrive in their own damn good time, bursting forth from our chests when we least expect it.


It took me to places I never imagined, it broke me and changed me profoundly. I hope it does the same for you – and by break, I mean to shatter the calcified crust of your outdated persona to get to the hidden parts of your being so that you can thrive and grow.


I’ve been called, perhaps jokingly, perhaps not – the most dangerous therapist in the world, and as such I’ve worked with an incredibly diverse crowd of people over the years – mercenaries, murderers, murder victims, psychopaths, musicians, artists, rapists, rape victims, paedophiles, rock stars, actors, authors, celebrities, suicides, high achievers, abject failures, sex addicts, drug addicts, porn addicts, shopaholics, workaholics, alcoholics, psychedelic explorers, wife beaters, shoe sniffers and piss club aficionados.


And I’m the only therapist I ever heard of who worked with a ventriloquist and his dummy.


I’ve done marriage guidance, sex therapy, anger management, violence prevention, creativity coaching, I’ve buried people alive, given them Class A narcotics (allegedly), starved people for days, kept them awake for weeks at a time, but none of this is what makes me the most dangerous therapist in the world.


What makes me – and any half-decent therapist – dangerous, is my understanding that true transformation is a process of death and rebirth, death and rebirth, death and rebirth, a constant never-ending cycle of destruction and creation, shattering and rebuilding, chaos and order with no objective other than to constantly be in a state of evolution.


And to those with a rigid sense of who they believe themselves to be…


That’s fucking dangerous.


Because I’ve got some good news and some bad news for you – there is no true self.


We are all legion.


Within each and every person is a huge cast of ever-expanding characters, some positive, some less so. They’re visible in our language – he has a nasty side; there’s a part of me I don’t like very much; he’s a monster when he’s drunk … just some of the ways we refer to the negative, destructive, baser aspects of ourselves that with effort can be transmuted from demons – into daimōns.


This is a crucial point – there’s a big difference between a demon and a daimōn. The word demon comes from the Latin word daemonium which means lesser or evil spirit, a dark, malevolent force that – like it or not – each of us have within ourselves, this thing that Jung called the Shadow.


And some call Mr Hyde.


Daimōn on the other hand is actually a much older Greek form of daemon, it’s what today we are more likely to call a guardian angel or an animal guide, a spiritual being falling somewhere between a god and a human, or as the Greeks believed, the ghost of a fallen hero – something we shall explore much more deeply in Part 3.


Throughout the book with each chapter I share my exploration into the great many different, and often difficult parts of myself, and at the end of each chapter you’ll find a section titled Transformation where I offer an exercise or series of questions designed to help you evolve.


You’re not expected to write a whole book in response to these exercises, but you will be required to go deeply into yourself. If that’s not something you’re ready for – stop reading now. Leave the book on the bus or the train and trust it’ll find its way to whoever most needs it, there’s no shame in that; it might not be the right time for you, and whilst people around you might have all sorts of ideas about just how much you need to change, only you can decide when and how to approach your own evolution.


However, if you want to press on, then the skill I want to encourage you to develop is how to turn your wounds into strengths. Easily said, not so easily done perhaps, it requires a positive and curious attitude to be able to transmute violence into assertiveness, obsessive behaviour into focus and commitment, codependence into love, addiction into dedication, childishness into creativity, shame into integrity.


Personal growth can be exhausting, sometimes addictive, and often disheartening; like Prometheus chained to a rock we seem to revisit the same painful experiences over and over, usually because we are not ready to go into the core of the labyrinth to defeat our own Minotaurs.


There are times for growth, and there are times for stillness and reflection, only you can decide, but know this – for some reason, you chose this book now.


Or maybe it chose you.


If you decide now is the time, take a deep breath, grab a journal, and maybe even engage a good therapist or mentor if you haven’t already, and whatever you do…


Don’t look back.


Step over the threshold in the knowledge that this way – lies freedom.


Now whilst it’s a good idea to spend some time journaling your responses to each exercise, they are not meant to be answered like a test, in fact they mustn’t be answered because that suggests completion and, as Osho said, where there is certainty there is no growth. They are meant to be lived with. Make them part of your ongoing inner enquiry, the lenses through which you look at yourself and the world around you. Always. They are the fruits of what I’ve learned in 25 years of working with people and all that they bring into the treatment room – sexual abuse, violence, bullying, grief, addiction, death… These exercises are not always easy or nice, but they will help you to know, and therefore gain control over your own demons and transform them into daimōns.


It’s not a conventional approach nor is it a formula for there is no such thing. As King Arthur’s knights understood in the Grail myth, they had to cut their own path through the dark forest, for to take an existing path is to follow that of another and each of us has to find our own.


It’s just my path seems to have involved a whole load of sex…


Drugs…


And rock and roll.







Sex

There’s nothing quaint or romantic about paedophilia.

The Lonely Planet Guide to Morocco








Chapter 1

A dark cloud hangs over Tangier, heavy and dense it blots out the sun, crows funnelling upward make a dry husking sound as their wings cut the air blue black against the sallow sky doing nothing to enhance my grey canvas mind.

No one else can see this shapeless mass.

Not Truc-Mai, she darts and sings delighting in the colours and sounds, the ancient walled town, her laughter spares us my black mood, this force field of gloom that arrives like daydreams of the dead each midsummer.

Tangier, Tanger, Tangiers … most people don’t even know where it is, no direct flights from Britain which at least spares us the socks, sandals and lobster tans, the deep-fried bingo wings and salt patches beneath the distended man breasts of England that spread like a lager-fuelled contagion across the earth each August.

April may well be the cruellest month – but August is surely the ugliest.

That first night we dined at the El Minzah, all jaded finery and suicidal waiters, a below par tagine and a lukewarm gin and tonic, the ghost of Brian Jones hovering dispassionately overhead, falling into a wood-framed bed, exhaustion taking me as soon as my head hit the pillow, dogs howl like wolves and street sounds from the medina drift into a tormented slumber twisted and without relief.

The call to prayer roused me like a dirt-bike long before dawn, Truc-Mai murmuring incomprehensibly beside me, the words escaping momentarily, she slept on tangled in a broken dream naked in my arms, a fat lazy sun pulling itself above the faded apathetic mist that hangs heavy as kif over Tangier, arrête she mumbled without conviction as I kissed her softly on the neck.

Tu est un homme terrible.

Mid-morning, Cafe Baba, mint tea and hashish done pale green and sweet, light golden and fluffy, The Stones, Ginsberg and Kerouac on the walls, we drift through the umbilical passageways settling inevitably in the Petit Socco, more mint tea and juice d’orange in this living theatre with its cast of 1000s.

In the medina, I feel safe; its walls hold me, the ancient way of life, the absence of automobiles or mobile phones – everyone here on a level. Outside the old town energy changes dramatically, a few steps through an arched gateway the unreal world dominates once more, traffic competing with people, an unfair battle that people were always destined to lose, a hierarchy of power and automated supremacy as we vie for space in the jostling throng, back-footed, anxious and on guard.

All imbalances of power lead to abuse and destruction.

If London is aggressive, Paris aloof, and New York, for all its freedom of expression, is downright deranged, the medina in Tangier despite its sleazy reputation has a buzz rarely found in the big free metropolises of the decaying West, the ever-present hum of humanity interweaving, community pulsating as cells in a body, they pass, they smile, they glance, hooded characters unchanged in 2000 years.
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