1
1

IS THERE A CURE FOR DEPRESSION?


No more than there is a cure for who you are.  Most depressives hold on to an underlying philosophical conviction that life is something you struggle with and have to get through, not some wondrous blessing peopled with the likes of Santa Claus, Jesus, angels, and plucky souls like Anne Frank.  For us, life is a full time job administered by some cosmic administrative bureau that doesn’t give two fucks about whether we want to come to work or not.


But, (and like Pee Wee Herman said, everybody I  know’s got a big but(t), just because you hold a conviction about something, doesn’t mean it’s true.  Philosophical convictions spring from the psychological templates.  Rene Descartes wanted to prove that he existed because he didn’t quite believe he did.  Hegel believed history made some kind of logical sense because something at the core of his being desperately needed it to.  Nietzche placed Human Will on the ascendant because if it wasn’t, he could never have survived being Neitzche as long as he did.  To say that the man was angst ridden would be like saying the San Diego freeway has a few cars.


But whereas a philosopher can argue with others until the wee hours of dawn and thereby hone his convictions to something resembling plausible, depressives live in their heads.  They are forever making implausible assertions about who and what they are, then compounding the problem by selectively collecting evidence.  I don’t know if low self-esteem causes depression, or if depression causes low self-esteem, but your typical depressive has a hitch in his psychological gitalong that makes him believe he lacks something crucial that everybody else has.  If a depressive gets flipped off on the freeway, there’s a little tiny part of him who believes he deserved it.  If he gets turned down for a job, a date, a promotion, virtually anything, there’s a little part inside that believes whoever said no, has some weird, cosmic or otherwise spooky insight into his secret and carefully guarded lack of worth as a human being.


Of course it’s all bullshit.  Like the bad scientist trying to prove that all frogs are green, totally ignoring every brown, yellow, red or spotted frog he sees, the depressive’s conclusions about himself and his abilities are wrong.  The guy on the freeway flipped him off because he’s an asshole, he didn’t get the job he applied for because someone else came along who was closer to what they were looking for, the girl who turned him down for a date only ever dates men with black hair, or was simply busy that night. In short, chances are it had nothing to do with him.  But depression’s a weird kind of inverse narcissism.  Everything has to have something to do with him, compelling the depressive to haul perceived rejection in and cling like a drowning man embracing a boulder.


One of the most profound ah ha’s I ever had is the fact that very little has to do with me, which doesn’t exempt me from moral responsibility when I’m as shit, but is just simply true.  The universe is billions of time bigger than my little human brain can even conceptualize.  I could have a Ph.D. in theoretical physics and it would still mean that in the grand scheme of things, I know almost nothing.  Billions of beings, sentient and otherwise, have come before me and will come afterwards.  There are worlds in a grain of sand, legions of tragedies and triumphs going unmarked.  The sun comes up every day whether I want it to or not as surely as it goes down again a bunch of hours later.  I am only as significant as I choose to be, and only in a very limited sphere.  The only way I can make sense of all this is to believe that I am a small part of something bigger.  Life, I guess.  A multi-cellular organism that for better or for worse, inhabits this particular planet.


Tigers have claws, horses run fast.  Ostriches and camels can kick like sons of bitches.  Everybody has something that can help him get through.  Human beings have big brains and seemingly, a unique ability to form and hold concepts.  Some might argue that this is a humongous pain in the ass and believe me, I understand this point of view.  We can create nuclear reactions but not safe ways to get rid of the waste.  We invent cars but are totally clueless about what to do when we’re choking to death on the exhaust.  Psychologically speaking, we seem to have a devil of a time modifying our conceptions of reality no matter what the evidence suggests.  But it is possible and this is key.


I am a depressive because of melancholic Irish genes combined with events that happened or didn’t happen during my development.  I began to crash and burn as a teenager and when I had kids of my own, suffered a complete emotional collapse.  I firmly believe that had I told anyone the kinds of things I was really feeling and thinking at the time, I would have been diagnosed psychotic.  I look back now and see an internal logic to it all-- nothing brings you face to face with yourself like having kids-- and even understand the mechanics of it, but it still scares the living piss out of me to go back there and face those times head on.  Yet in the end, I know that at the core of my problems was an extensive set of beliefs I held about the world and my place in it that were a hundred percent wrong.  They were what Jung called imagos and Freud called interjects: self-destructive voices inside, programming laid down which had nothing to do with who I really was and what’s more, who I needed to become.  Bad software in a good machine.  Sort of like Windows 98.  The point is, I had to dump it, to re-program myself.


And it’s not a job that ever gets finished.


Survival is an interesting concept. We like to tell ourselves we’re beyond the tiger in the jungle or the coyote in the desert, that we’ve got something wired that other animals don’t have.  The turd in the punchbowl however, is the seemingly unlimited capacity we have for self-destruction.  What other creature literally eats itself to death the way millions of westerners are doing at this very moment, then goes home, sits in an enormous chair, and watches hours of television informing it of myriad ways to do it more effectively?  What other animal routinely and constantly makes war on others of its kind?  What other creature can convince itself it’s okay to let its kid spend the night at Michael Jackson’s house, or that a handbag with the word “Channel” on it is worth 1500 dollars?  Oh, being conceptual creatures is all very fine except for the fact that most of the concepts we hold are false.  I can’t change the fact that George Bush thinks it’s perfectly fine to kill thousands in the name of greed and oil, nor the fact that the people who manufacture Hummers think that depicting one tearing up a pristine wilderness on their commercials, is cool.  What I can change are the things I believe about my place in the world and the effects my life force will or will not have.  Clinical depression paralyses that ability, and what’s worse, the sensitivity that many depressives possess, in other words, the very thing that made them depressives in the first place, is the very quality that could save us from warmongers and devils of whatever ilk, if only we would get off the stick and work with it.


So is there a cure for depression?  No more than there is a cure for who you are.  If you’re down and feeling bad, maybe the treatment lies in rethinking who that person actually is.


And if it doesn’t work, a hundred, hundred-fifty milligrams of Zoloft will probably do the trick.

Love on you all, C. 

