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2 UnCovering The  
Cover Up

MY nAMe is RYAn shaw. i’m an or-
dinary guy. i live in the oil rich province 
of Alberta in Canada. i am currently 39 
years old. This is how the first 34 years of 
my life came to a terminal crossroads on 
my “last night”. 

i was consumed with an unidentifi-
able desire to leave this misery called life. 

SeeIng truth?

It would be impossible to estimate how much 

time and energy we invest in trying to fix, 

change and deny our emotions – especially the 

ones that shake us at our very core, like hurt, 

jealousy, loneliness, shame, rage and grief. 
 – DEbbIE FORD
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The destruction to my family and friends during this time per-
iod was nuclear. i was all alone. i truly had nobody, or at least 
that’s what felt real to me at the time. 

i had hurt for as long as i can remember, and don’t recall 
a single day of true freedom during this time period. When i 
mixed this misery with the pride of life, the devil’s delights, and 
a fist full of fifty dollar bills, the recipe became terminal and my 
life became dark. Very dark. 

The previous events of my life are not something to boast 
about. i shared this small window into my past to relate to some 
of the behavioural patterns i now see all around me. Universally 
we use many strategies to cover up and cope. 

These behavioural patterns are designed to silently bring 
us to a place of total darkness. Darkness like a boa constrictor 
suffocating its prey. Day-by-day the darkness increases its grip. 

The darkness is camouflaged, but it is literally everywhere. 
it starts small and is virtually transparent. You can barely see it 
or identify it. Then one day you wake up to discover a consum-
ing tumour of darkness has taken over your life.

But what could possibly be so undetectable and yet so 
devastatingly destructive? What invisible force could possibly 
influence people to live in such a “covered up” life-destroying 
pattern, and actually believe it is a normal way to live? 

Loneliness. 
Yes. i said Loneliness. 
The world is not hearing me, because it was designed not 

to be heard. so i will repeat it once more, loneliness. 
Loneliness advanced in me like a cancerous disease for 

over 34 years. it almost took everything from me, and from age 
1 through 34 i belonged to what i believe is the most unrecog-
nized seed of heavy despair – the seed of “demonic” loneliness. 
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Lonelines strangles its victims in a slow and agonizing 
emotional – and very often physical – death. By the grace of 
God i have been awakened to it, and because of this, i now see 
how extensive the suffering is.

for me, the heaviest years of darkness, as described in the 
intro of this book, started at age 17. But i can recall it being there 
all the years of my life, starting as early as i can remember. 

After a time, untreated loneliness becomes chronic. it is 
a spiritual force designed to take your life bit by bit, a little at a 
time. soon you can only patch it, and try to cover it up. Cycles 
upon cycles of patches and covering up. 

if you can survive, that’s all it is. Mere survival. The other 
option is losing the battle of merely surviving and considering 
the last way out. Death. 

Demonic? What?

Demonic? God’s grace? What? is this another God 
book? 

Let me explain.
You or a loved one is suffering, and it’s not by coincidence 

that you are holding this book. There is no such thing as “co-
incidence”. Rather, it’s two “incidences” coming together. 

My point: you and i are the two incidences coming 
together in this book to identify and crush the stronghold of 
loneliness. i understand your pain because i was there for most 
of my life. it was a lengthy and continuous prison of torture. 
That being said, i found my life didn’t change until i recognized 
the spiritual dimension. 

it’s your choice to keep reading or to close this book and 
put it down. if you put it down, realize that it may cost you or 
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a loved one their life. You are not alone and you can’t afford to 
stop reading.

Loneliness is nothing new, but i believe it’s the least 
understood or talked about emotional plague on earth. When 
it comes to loneliness, society’s misconception 
is, “Ahhh, everyone is lonely at some point. 
What’s the big deal? They will get over it. it 
will pass. Give it time. Loneliness is just a part 
of life. it will dissipate as the circumstances 
change”. 

Listen, “time” doesn’t change anything. 
it’s a measurement. Measurements, like a ruler 
or a clock or a calendar don’t repair or heal or 
release anyone from anything, especially this. 
Reactions like this show me that this person 
has not experienced this type of loneliness, or 
completely misunderstood it if they have. i don’t blame them for 
not understanding. i didn’t understand and i was submersed in 
it for over 30 years. 

i’m not the only one

As i write this book, i can testify to talks i had today with 
two grown men, one age 53, and the other 58. Both struggled 
with suicidal tendencies. The transparency in our relationships 
certainly didn’t start out that way by any means. 

it was quite the contrary actually. Day-to-day these men 
claimed they were “good” when we crossed paths at work or in 
the normal routine of life. However, the brokenness was glar-
ingly obvious to me. it’s amazing how we mask such darkness, 
or at least try. 

it’s the ultimate cover up, because we don’t know what is 

But the battles against  

loneliness that I fought 

when I was 16 are very 

different from those I 

fought when I was 27, 

 and those are very 

different from the 

ones I fight at 44. 
 – TOM hANkS
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consuming us or the severity of it. Again, only by God’s grace, 
which enabled me to get through the same experience these 
men were in, could i break through the mask of their pride and 
identify the darkness they were engulfed in. 

i could see what was destroying them – demonic loneli-
ness. 

no one wants to admit loneliness, even if they can iden-
tify a small remnant of it. These two men didn’t want to ever 
admit it. They would have taken it to their graves if it wasn’t for 
someone in their path willing to seek out the truth. someone to 
dig in where it hurt and take the time to relate to their loneli-
ness. To stop and say, “Hey, listen … i’ve been there and i know 
what’s going on here. We need to talk about this”. 

eventually, i was able to tell them that i had recently 
walked out of the same darkness; and because of my experience, 
i could see their covered up symptoms. The cover up is pride. 
We don’t want to appear weak or shameful or needy or hurting 
– especially men. But with love, time and understanding, the 
confessions of their misery came out, and the walls of their cov-
er up came crashing down like the walls of Jericho. These men 
confessed everything, and beans were spilling everywhere. 

Loneliness had robbed these men of everything and was 
slowly killing them. escalating loneliness had taken their fam-
ilies, relationships, marriages, finances, hopes, dignity, honour, 
careers and almost everything you can possibly think of. And, 
the list goes deeper. 

They were suffering from addictions, abuse, isolation, 
desperation as well as the feeling of uselessness and suicide. 
They continued to live with the deep seated, dark spirit of lone-
liness every minute of each day. i was there once. it is real and 
it’s no joke. 
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Seeing the SymptomS

several months ago i got the devastating news that the 
authorities had found a close friend’s body on the bank of the 
north saskatchewan River, nine months after he shot himself. 
The cause, i believe, was demonic loneliness. The hurting was 
virtually undetected. signs of loneliness are subtle, misunder-
stood and covered up. And besides, who knows how to treat 
loneliness, even if they can identify it. 

now, i can identify it as clear as day, but i couldn’t for 
Danny. not at that time in my life. We were both grasping for 
life a minute at a time, and we didn’t even realize it. Looking 
back at our last visit together, all the signs were there without 
a single word spoken about it. i just couldn’t see past my own 
darkness and pain at the time. 

You see, it’s a seed so deep, a hurt so paralysing and stra-
tegically silent, and unaddressed. The severity of loneliness flies 
under society’s radar like a stealth fighter jet. it hurts every 
second of the day, and it just never goes away. it’s your first feel-
ing in the morning, and your last thought at night ... if you can 
sleep. Loneliness slowly takes over every dimension of your be-
ing. Aches, depression, stress, anxiety, restlessness, desperation, 
highs and lows, eating disorders. You name it, it’s all there. 

i’m sorry nicole and Deon. i couldn’t feel it at the time. 
Brett is in heaven. i’m alone. There is no escape. it’s lonely. it just 
hurts and it never stops.

the VieW from inSiDe

Long weekends and holidays are dreaded as they ap-
proach. The focus is to be together on these days but the in-
evitable is coming. i will be alone again. or at least that’s our 
perception because of the “stronghold” on our thoughts. festive 
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holidays become fearful, as brutal stretches of upcoming time. 
Christmas has more suicides than any other day of the year. The 
same culprit shows its face. Loneliness.

i start to feel it in my chest as my heart rate changes. it’s 
physically there now. something different is happening to my skin. 
i scratch and i scratch but the itching continues to spread and it 
only gets worse. My skin is bleeding now but i don’t know why. 

Birthdays aren’t a celebration, but my funeral would be. 
Music doesn’t sound right, and food is gross. The sunrise hurts 
my eyes, but the sunset is comforting because i can better relate 
to the darkness. nature is ugly, and creation is irrelevant. Why 
are people whistling? i have family, but it feels like i don’t, be-
cause i can’t relate. it’s not them, it’s me, i think. 

Why don’t i feel any roots? i’m connected to nothing. 
Why doesn’t family tragedy hurt me? Maybe i don’t feel it be-
cause the pain of their circumstance doesn’t supersede the cur-
rent level of MY oWn pain. it’s like this: if i put a torch to my 
skin, i can’t feel a match burning elsewhere on my body, because 
all i can feel is the torch. 

Breaking free

friend, i can relate to your pain entirely. i believe you. 
And i’m here with you so that you can walk out of the trenches 
like i did. i want to uncover your cover-up. i have no interest in 
writing books, and for the majority of my life i couldn’t be one 
bit interested in reading them either. But i have an assignment 
to write this book. i’ve been served. Write it, or don’t. But i will 
be judged if i don’t. 

This book is for those that don’t know what they are 
suffering from, and for those that are trying to identify their 
loved one’s pain. it’s to help understand what is causing the dark 
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pattern of destructive behaviour and life choices which take 
us to ugly destinations. it’s to stop the cancer faster than it is 
spreading. it is to bring hope and healing. 

Demonic loneliness is deadly if untreated. Loneliness is a 
severe issue. i live in freedom now, and i now 
know where to find the victory. it’s the only way 
to find total healing and relief from the trauma-
tizing stronghold and misery of loneliness. 

Defining lonelineSS

first, let’s get some insight. i’m not 
talking about the type of loneliness that says, 
“My wife is gone for the weekend and i miss 
her and i feel lonely”. That’s natural, and short 
term discomfort. it’s the type of longing for, 
that you know is coming home in four days 
type of thing. 

i’m talking about the Webster’s 
Dictionary definition of loneliness at the front 
of this book. i’m talking about the constant 
and habitual lonely feeling of despair that 
whispers in your ear, “The ultimate reward would be to end this 
misery”. The whisper sounds so peaceful. it sounds like freedom; 
and it’s soothing. That is the whisper of death. of course that’s 
in the final stages of full blown advanced loneliness. 

The first stages start small, and if left untreated or mis-
understood, these small stages grow and grow until they cause 
the lifestyle behaviour patterns and final destinations up to my 
“last night”.

Bottom line: the results don’t end well if left untreated. 
Millions of people are living with the pain of loneliness today. 

It was a bizarre existence 

I led in my early twenties 

– that cliche of the 

comedian who goes out 

and entertains a roomful 

of people and then 

goes home to a lonely 

bedsit was unbelievably 

poignant for me because 

that was exactly what I 

was doing. I had periods 

of real loneliness. 
– PAUL MERTON
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few truly understand the dark spirit of loneliness or how to 
recognize it. it is hardly ever admitted and rarely talked about 
clinically or professionally. 

There isn’t a drug on the planet that can permanently heal 
it or remove it. But if studied closely, almost every aliment of be-
havioural, mental and lifestyle dysfunction can be traced back 
to loneliness.

Again, it starts small and silently engulfs you until it owns 
your life, just like it did mine. And then the fruits of your behav-
iour, and the patterns you make decisions by, become directed 
by the loneliness. The few that can actually detect loneliness in 
others want nothing to do with it for the most part. They ignore 
it even if they do see it. i don’t blame them. They don’t under-
stand it, and they don’t know what to do with it or how to treat 
it. Besides, they’re busy, and they have their own loneliness to 
manage. The seed of loneliness is by design a silent killer. 

i now realize i was fighting for my life each and every day 
until i found freedom. And now, because i have found freedom, 
i know the difference between the two ways of living. 

for a few years now, i have made it a point to sensitively 
watch the pain in other people. i’ve been monitoring and asking 
questions about the roots of pain in individuals to see if i could 
find the common denominator. The same beast keeps showing 
its ugly face. i can trace it back to the same culprit almost every 
single time – loneliness. 

hoW can you Be lonely?

A few years before my “last night”, i had a rare and bare-
ly-breathing visit (because of my own dysfunction and lack of 
understanding) with my father. We were at his house sitting 
around the fireplace. This was an extremely rare situation be-
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cause of the isolation i had unknowingly created at that time. 
i told him i was hurting and that i always felt lonely. To reveal 
this feeling at the time took humility in a moment of despera-
tion, and i still didn’t realize what i was talking about. it was 
a clueless statement really. it was a “skimming the surface” cry 
out for help. 

Dad asked me a totally fair question that seemed com-
pletely reasonable to me. “How could you be lonely?” 

He continued, “You know people all over the world. i run 
into people all the time, in all sorts of towns, that know you, or 
know of you. How could you possibly be lonely?” 

“i don’t know, i just am,” i said. 
i wondered the same thing, but i had no answer. How 

could Dad possibly understand the pain of my loneliness when 
i didn’t remotely understand it myself at the time? nor did any-
one else in my life.

My point: few understand the severity of spiritually dark 
loneliness. it’s viral. A global emotional epidemic. it’s a demonic 
stronghold, a prowler that is silently steering everyday people 
like you and i to live in struggle, torment, heavy despair and 
dysfunction. The untreated heavy spirit of loneliness can ad-
vance to the last helpless thought which says, “i’ve had enough 
and the decision has been made. My peace has come and my 
time is done”. 

so where does loneliness get its origin and how does it 
navigate us to such devastating destinations over time? 
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Even though loneliness affects so many of us, it 

has gotten scant research attention compared 

to related conditions like depression or anxiety. 
 – roBin MaranTZ heniG
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