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(Pronouns are giving me a headache this morning.  Please forgive the use of the masculine.)

NARCISSISM AND DEPRESSION

I’ve been meaning to write this piece for a long time, but quite frankly, have been too grumpy.  It could be pre-menopause, it could be laziness, it could be the fact that sometimes it just feels like a big wank-o-rama putting something you know so well you could recite it in your sleep, down on paper.  Or, and this is a big Or, ( like what you paddle a big canoe with, only spelled differently) it could be that even though this site gets an average of 12 hits per day, I get almost no feedback from visitors which renders me supremely unmotivated.  So if you like this shit, let me know.  Hell, if you don’t like it let me know, just don’t be abusive or nasty.  I feel like I’m operating in a vacuum here.

There’s a huge connection between Narcissism and Depression.  Virtually everyone in my family suffers from one condition or the other and I don’t think it’s a coincidence.  There’s a direct cause and effect relationship.

Contrary to popular belief, Narcissists are made and not born.  It’s one of those Vampiric syndromes, like pedophilia.  The thing no one ever talks about, but any psychiatrist with half a brain will tell you, is that successful pedophiles don’t simply injure their victims; they turn their victims into other pedophiles.  A pedophile doesn’t invariably abuse in the physically traumatic sense, but seduces and coerces. Very young children aren’t sexual per se, but what I think of as proto-sexual and this aspect of their psyches is wired directly into what will later become their sexuality.  So sexual stimulation inflicted on a kid often weaves its way into his deep psychic niches and when he gets older, there’s a good chance he’s gonna be turned on by children or images of sexual situations with children.  He may not act on his feelings, but chances are he won’t be able to ever entirely vanquish them either.  Pete Townshend of The Who is a good example of what I’m talking about.  I do not believe he’s a pedophile—nobody can be condemned because of the shit that happens to lodge in his head; actions are blameworthy, not thoughts-- but I do believe he was probably molested as a kid.  When he got busted for the child porn thing, he slipped—one visit to one Internet site doesn’t not a creep make— but he showed us something about the human psyche that no one wants to look at, and the press fucking crucified him for it.

Narcissists, instead of getting into their victim’s pants, get into their heads.  A little primer on mythology is probably in order here.  Narcissus was a guy who spent all his time staring into a pond at his own reflection.  He just couldn’t get enough of himself even when a nymph called Echo, fell in love with him. Oh, part of him wanted to look away and find out who was out there, but he just couldn’t, because to him, there was simply nothing as compelling as his own reflection.

I’ve always thought it interesting to think about why Narcissus couldn’t look away.  I mean, if you’re looking at your reflection in a pond and you turn away for a second, any rational person knows that while the reflection of his face is gone, not only is the reflection of the rest of him still there, but that even if there was no pond at all, he’d still exist.  Narcissus however, couldn’t figure this one out. If he couldn’t see himself, he was afraid he’d disappear.

Which brings me to the very essence of narcissism.  Everything in a narcissist’s world must be about the narcissist ALL THE TIME, for the simple reason that if it isn’t, he believes he’ll cease to exist.  So when a narcissist walks into a party, all heads must turn.  When a narcissist is accused of a crime, no matter how heinous, in his mind there are mitigating circumstances which everyone else—cops, attorneys, victims, the general public—are simply too thick to understand.  If a narcissist isn’t considered smart, beautiful, witty, “special,” by everyone in his circle, he will marginalize or otherwise undermine that person, or change circles altogether. Note what I didn’t say.  Just because someone wants a bunch of people to notice her new dress when she walks into the room, or hairdo, or tattoo, doesn’t mean she’s a narcissist, just that she’s human.  ALL THE TIME, are the key words.

Some narcissists isolate themselves but for a small circle of people who can’t see through them.  They generally have very few true accomplishments to their credit, but spin elaborate fantasies about the person they would be if only the world could finally appreciate their genius.  They live in their heads a lot. These individuals, to their credit, do the least harm for the simple reason that they don’t interact with all that many people.  It’s like a pedophile moving into an exclusive adults-only community.  These kinds of narcissists usually become psychotic.  When that happens, all bets are off.

The rest of them are out there. And it’s interesting to note that there’s also something called—and I’m not making this up—an inverted narcissist.  An inverted narcissist is someone who only falls in love with narcissists.  Maybe this should be called The Echo Syndrome.  Hell, I dunno, maybe it is.  An inverted narcissist spends his whole life trying to please and/or make the narcissist happy.  This is impossible, a Sissiphean task in every sense of the word.  Narcissists are never happy.  The syndrome doesn’t lend itself to that aspect of life.  Temporary satisfaction maybe, happiness—never.

Neither is narcissism amenable to cures.  When I told my shrink that everyone in my family is a narcissist or a depressive, she told me I was lucky.  Depression can be treated.  Narcissists can never accept that they are the sources of their own hell.  The shrink, doctor, psychiatrist, friend, co-worker, has always got it wrong.  Oh, they might get it right if they were as smart as he, the narcissist is, but they ain’t so they don’t.  That’s the way he sees it.  By virtue of who he is, he can’t see it any other way.

Right.  Back to the part about Narcissism being a vampiric syndrome.  There are two schools of thought about what kind of parenting creates a narcissistic personality disorder.  The first is, the parents loved a child too much: told him he was great even when he wasn’t, even when he was, for lack of a better word, shitty.  Or maybe they bought him whatever he wanted—expensive toys, clothes, cars, whatever his widdle heart desired.  This kind of parenting isn’t so much parenting, as paying off the kid to shut him up; and I have no doubt that this kind of behavior towards a child might very well create a narcissist.  So might lying to him about what he might achieve instead of encouraging him in the things he has a knack for.  My sister got really mad at me once for telling my kid he wasn’t going to grow up to be a professional sax player.  Sure, he’s good.  He won the middle school jazz competition and was by far the most skilled player in the middle school band.  But he was really lazy about practice; I had to harangue him to get an hour out of him four or five days a week.  Hell, I know professional musicians who practice 8 hours a day and are still starving.  Talent is not enough, you have to have a hell of a lot of dedication and a monster work ethic too.  So maybe what I was really telling him was that if he genuinely wanted to be a professional sax player when he was grown, he was going to have to step it up, a lot.  In my view, it would have done him a great disservice to tell encourage him otherwise, no matter how good it made him feel.  My sister didn’t see it that way.  She thought I was being unsupportive.

In any case he now practices the electric guitar and bass billions of hours a day.  Maybe he’ll become a rock star.  Maybe I’ll finally get that house in Malibu I’ve always wanted.

The second theory of narcissism, and the thing that makes it both vampiric and understandable to moi, is that one reaction to having narcissistic parents, is to become a narcissist.  A narcissist has to be the center of attention ALL THE TIME, and if you don’t pay attention to him he’s gonna get REALLY MAD.  Babies are cute and lots of narcissists have them because they imagine they’re going to be an extension of themselves.  But babies are their own people; and normally grow into who they are like they grow into adult sized clothes.  But if they’re prevented from doing so by a powerful force, nay not just powerful, GODLIKE, which is what a parent is to them, they’re going to do one of two things to comply.  They’re either going to become astoundingly depressed, which was my reaction—hey, if my own father wouldn’t allow me to exist, who was I to argue?  Or they’re going to take the bull by the horns and never trust anyone but themselves to love them properly.  They therefore make loving themselves something they resolve to do ALL THE TIME.  

It’s interesting to note that if you meet a trust fund baby, you won’t have to look very far to find a narcissist.  Giving your kid a wad of money, enough to sustain himself for a lifetime is a brilliant strategy for keeping him from ever becoming himself.  He will forever be nothing more than a reflection of the narcissist.  In my opinion this is one of the most sadistic thing you can do to a kid; and I have NEVER met a happy trust fund baby, ever.

The problem with narcissism is that, in the same way that masturbation isn’t lovemaking, narcissistic self-love isn’t real love.  It’s a cheap mock-up.  Narcissists survive, they don’t live.

That’s really all I’ve got to say on the subject this morning, except that there’s a Brilliant Book, by someone whose name eludes me at the moment, called “The Narcissistic Family.”  Go to Amazon or Google and punch it in.  I’m sure it will come up or if it doesn’t, let me know and I’ll go paw through my own stacks and come up with it.  This is the most helpful book on the subject I’ve ever read.

