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Women and a Culture of Depression


 Many depressed women are depressed because of men.  Not individual men, although that is common enough, but Mankind en masse.  Because no matter how we try to dress it up or civilize it, the bottom line in the evolution of virtually all mammals, is that size and strength along with the tendency for aggression, trump everything else.  Women therefore, have been consigned to the number two spot in the dominance hierarchy of the meanest ape this planet has ever produced.  John Lennon said it better: women are the niggers of the world.  


Men may love individual women; they may crave them sexually.  They may even accept them as colleagues at work but in my experience, men do not love women.  A large percentage of them don’t even like them.  This is obvious enough if you look at the statistics of violence and sex crimes against the fairer sex, but it’s even codified in the way we view the behavior of each.  If a man has got a girlfriend in every city, if he never spends a night alone, he’s a player.  If a woman does the same thing, she’s a slut.  Women still get paid less money for equal work and possess more jobs devoid of benefits than men.  We love to cast aspersions on third world countries in which the murder of female babies is comparatively common, or unruly wives are set on fire, but just the other day I was at the park with my kids and the woman on the swings next to me was chewing all her fingernails off, telling her friend that when she had her first baby, her husband wouldn’t talk to her for two weeks.  He was mad at her for having a girl.  


My earliest memory of the intimate touch of a man was being groped by a drunk taking me home from a babysitting job.  In college I was sexually assaulted by a fifteen year old boy who pinned me against my car with his Stingray bicycle.  I’ve been hounded to the point of mental breakdown by a swinger boss with a sock stuck down his pants, and told by another point blank that if I didn’t fuck him I would never be promoted to the position I craved, no matter how good I was.  When I finally gave in, he reneged on the deal.  He didn’t tell me I had to pretend to like it.  


 If these were unique experiences I wouldn’t bother to mention them.  But I think they are typical of a lot of women.  They don’t talk about them, or more often go into immediate denial about the things that actually happen because, well, these kinds of experiences just don’t jive with what we are raised to believe: that men are brave, strong, self-sacrificing and true.


But I’m not even sure these kinds of sexual intrusions and assaults do the deepest emotional damage.  I think that comes from fathers who think they own their daughters, or teachers and professors who won’t call on girls in class.  It comes from the idea that if you haven’t got a man, you are somehow less than you ought to be, or the conviction that if you’re aggressive, you’re a ball-busting bitch.  And should you put your self interest first, the way a man does as a matter of course, the way he’s expected to do, you are seen as deeply lacking in some essential feminine way.


The anger caused by these standards and the disjoint between the ideal and the experience is a passion that can find no path of expression.  Women therefore, far more often than men, have a tendency to collapse in on themselves.  We call this clinical depression. 


I’m sitting in the hair salon, looking at magazines, George Clooney on the cover, swathed in a tuxedo, working those bedroom eyes.  I open it up and the beautiful girls inside look about as much like the women surrounding me as Clooney looks like Keith Richards.  Of course all the beauty salon women are trying like hell to look like the magazine women, but no fucking way.  There’s a lady with dyed brown hair and a nose job that looks like it was done with a steak knife.  And a tall woman with bones sticking out on her hips like a Ugandan refugee.  There’s a lady over there, young, great tits and the butt to match.  She’s not happy, I hear her say.  She’s thinking about lipposuction for her ass, which she hates


According to these magazines, she’s supposed to have an ass like a twelve year old boy.


When I visit my mother she still sits in the same place she did when I was small, doing her makeup and hair.  I remember sitting on the hall carpet, marveling at all the glop she put on her face, the ritual of it, the tools for plucking, spackling, smoothing, painting.  The hair: combing, spraying, teasing, cursing roots in need of dye.  And why?  I could never understand why.  When I’d ask her she’d say she looked like a ghost without makeup, she had no eyebrows, bla bla bla.  I didn’t want to have to do that when I got big.  If I spent my time doing all that, there wouldn’t ever be any time to play or do anything fun.  Grown women had it hard.  When they went to the beach they couldn’t go in the water because all the glop would wash off, and they didn’t wear bathing suits because they were too fat.  People asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up and I’d say a tiger.  Nobody bothers tigers.  I sure as hell didn’t want to be a woman, It looked like a miserable ordeal.  The girl next door turning into a teenager used to walk around with her stomach sucked in.  What do you do that for?  I asked naively.  She assured me when I grew up I’d have to do it to.  Holy fudd, I thought.  Did it never end?  And shoes, guys got to wear just regular old shoes, but women?  High heels.  Before I even tried a pair on I could figure out that no real woman’s foot was going to fit comfortably into those pointy things.  As far as I could tell, Chinese footbinding looked easier.  Jesus,  I looked forward to wearing high heeled shoes about as much as I would eating a bowl of ground glass.


I remember a time when I wasn’t judged, when it didn’t matter how I looked but it didn’t last very long.  Those were days when boys liked you because you were as good as they were at climbing a high tree, or skating or riding a bike fast.  I’ve always missed those long ago times of camaraderie with boys, of equality and wonder about things.  My friend Jaime liked Godzilla and I couldn’t understand why, but he tried to explain it.  He said it was because Godzilla’s a fierce monster, and that day I learned that boys like fierce monsters, but I didn’t particularly and that was okay.  But there came a time when it wasn’t anymore, when the boys had to separate off and when they came back, they came back different, separate, members of a club I wasn’t allowed to join.  It was unspoken but nonetheless true; and as real as a brick wall.


I see women, damaged women suffering depression, anxiety, women overcome with guilt whenever they enjoy their food or who can’t stop eating because they can’t stand the emptiness inside.  I understand there’s a war going on.  Not something funny like Lucy and Ricky, a real war with casualties and death, ruined lives, generations of sorrow.  I see women who, no matter what they do, it can never be enough.  They’ve been struggling since the cradle and it never has been.  Yet they pound away like captives against the steel reinforced walls of a prison they’ve colluded in the building of because of a blind acceptance of its rules.


If you think I’m just winging this shit, take a trip to Santa Monica, to the path along the cliffside where the beautiful people jog.  I’ve never seen so many tragedies dressed so well. Women chasing some Barbie Doll ideal that exists like one of Plato’s perfect forms in the mind of Man.  No one knows what it looks like, but they’re all trying to be it.  Lop something off my ass here, Doctor Sir.   I hate my breasts; they don’t look anything like Pamela Lee’s.  I hate my nose, and my cheek bones aren’t high enough, can’t you, like, put something up there, some kind of buttress and hang my flesh higher?   My forehead needs another shot of botox, and my lips aren’t full-- the collagen’s askew.  My chin is weak; I always look like I’m crying, and perhaps you could prune my labia back-- they don’t look like the girls in Playboy Magazine.  They hang down too far; I’ve got a bulge in my leotard.  Hundred and twenty dollar Danskin and my stupid labia ruin the look.


I don’t like my hair.  Can you do something about my hair?  It’s not silky smooth but all nappy and kinked.  And I’m starving to death, can you prescribe some pills for it?  Look at me, I’m so fat!  I counted my fat grams today and came in at a negative number.  Is that possible?  I mean, that should be, like good?  Right?  I should be losing weight.  They say it’s alright to use soy sauce and lemon as a salad dressing, but all that salt makes me retain water like a camel.  I’m usually not this fat.  It’s the damn soy sauce.  Maybe I’ll try the unsalted.  It tastes like WD40, but you have to suffer to be beautiful.  Am I right?


Doctor doctor help me please, these anti-depressants don’t work.  By the way, how many calories in one of these things?  And listen, you’re a medical man.  Tell me honestly, do these pants make me look fat?


I’m not even sure happiness is possible when a person is preoccupied with the brand of nonsense this culture of appearances promotes.  And who’s got time to find out who they are when they’re so preoccupied with what they look like?  And they are preoccupied.  Women who live their lives in environments like the wife and daughter of the man described earlier, the one who got mad at his wife for having a girl, have rotten self-esteem.  When they look in the mirror they are never good enough.  Feelings of worthlessness combined with the kinds of stresses and pressures life inevitably brings is a boffo recipe for lifelong sorrow.


Don’t get me wrong.  I like men.  Hell, I have three of them and understand fully that they too, were born into a world not of their own making.  But a little empathy and a little reflection on shaking up the natural order with a view towards enlightened equality, would go a long way to finally getting all of us, instead of just half of us, out of the cave once and for all.

