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How I "Became" a Narcissist

By: Sam Vaknin

I remember the day I died. Almost did. We were in a tour of Jerusalem.
Our guide was the Deputy Chief Warden. We wore our Sunday best suits -
stained dark blue, abrasive jeans shirts tucked in tattered trousers. I
could think of nothing but Nomi. She left me two months after my
incarceration. She said that my brain did not excite her as it used to.
We were sitting on what passed as a grassy knoll in prison and she was
marble cold and firm. This is why, during the trip to Jerusalem, I
planned to grab the Warden's gun and kill myself.

Death has an asphyxiating, all-pervasive presence and I could hardly
breathe. It passed and I knew that I had to find out real quick what was
wrong with me - or else.

How I obtained access to psychology books and to internet from the
inside of one of Israel's more notorious jails, is a story unto itself.
In this film noire, this search of my dark self, I had very little to go
on, no clues and no Della Street by my side. I had to let go - yet I
never did and did not know how.

I forced myself to remember, threatened by the immanent presence of the
Grim Reaper. I fluctuated between shattering flashbacks and despair. I
wrote cathartic short fiction. I published it. I remember holding
myself, white knuckles clasping an aluminum sink, about to throw up as I
am flooded with images of violence between my parents, images that I
repressed to oblivion. I cried a lot, uncontrollably, convulsively,
gazing through tearful veils at the monochrome screen.

The exact moment I found a description of the Narcissistic Personality
Disorder is etched in my mind. I felt engulfed in word-amber,
encapsulated and frozen. It was suddenly very quiet and very still. I
met myself. I saw the enemy and it was I.

The article was long winded and full of references to scholars I never
heard of before: Kernberg, Kohut, Klein. It was a foreign language that
resounded, like a forgotten childhood memory. It was I to the last
repellent details, described in uncanny accuracy: grandiose fantasies of
brilliance and perfection, sense of entitlement without commensurate
achievements, rage, exploitation of others, lack of empathy.

I had to learn more. I knew I had the answer. All I had to do was find
the right questions.

That day was miraculous. Many strange and wonderful things happened. I
saw people - I SAW them. And I had a glimmer of understanding regarding
my self - this disturbed, sad, neglected, insecure and ludicrous things
that passed for me.

It was the first important realization - there were two of us. I was not
alone inside my body.

One was an extrovert, facile, gregarious, attention-consuming,
adulation-dependent, charming, ruthless and manic-depressive being. The
other was schizoid, shy, dependent, phobic, suspicious, pessimistic,
dysphoric and helpless creature - a kid, really.

I began to observe these two alternating. The first (whom I called Ninko
Leumas - an anagram of the Hebrew spelling of my name) would invariably
appear to interact with people. It didn't feel like putting a mask on or
like I had another personality. It was just like I am MORE me. It was a
caricature of the TRUE me, of Shmuel.

Shmuel hated people. He felt inferior, physically repulsive and socially
incompetent. Ninko also hated people. He held tham in contempt. THEY
were infoerior to his superior qualities and skills. He needed their
admiration but he resented this fact and he accepted their offerings
codescendingly.

As I pieced my fragmented and immature self together I began to see that
Shmuel and Ninko were flip sides of the SAME coin. Ninko seemed to be
trying to compensate Shmuel, to protect him, to isolate him from hurt
and to exact revenge whenever he failed. At this stage I was not sure
who was manipulating who and I did not have the most rudimentary
acquaintance with this vastly rich continent I discovered inside me.

But that was only the beginning.



Looking for a Family

By: Sam Vaknin


I don't have a family of my own. I don't have children and marriage is a
remote prospect. Families, to me, are hotbeds of misery, breeding
grounds of pain and scenes of violence and hate. I do not wish to create
my own.

Even as adolescent I was looking for another family. Social workers
offered to find foster families. I spent my vacations begging Kibbutzim
to accept me as an underage member. It pained my parents and my mother
expressed her agony the only way she knew how - by abusing me physically
and psychologically. I threatened to have her committed. It was not a
nice place, our family. But in its thwarted way, it was the only place.
It had the warmth of a familiar disease.

My father always said to me that their responsibilities end when I am
18. But they couldn't wait that long and signed me to the army a year
earlier, though at my behest. I was 17 and terrified witless. After a
while my father told me not to visit them again - so the army became my
second, nay, my only home. When I was hospitalized for a fortnight with
kidney disease, my parents came to see me only once, bearing stale
chocolates. A person never forgets such slights - they go to the very
core of one's identity and self-worth.

I dream about them often, my family whom I haven't seen for five years
now. My little brothers and one sister, all huddled around me listening
cravingly to my stories of fantasy and black humour. We are all so white
and luminescent and innocent. In the background is the music of my
childhood, the quaintness of the furniture, my life in sepia colour. I
remember every detail in stark relief and I know how different it could
all have been. I know how happy we could all have been. I dream about my
mother and my father. A great vortex of sadness threatens to suck me in.
I wake up suffocating.

I spent the first vacation in jail - voluntarily - locked up in a
sizzling barrack writing a children's story. I refused to go "home".
Everyone did, though - so, I was the only prisoner in jail. I had it all
to myself and I was content in the quite manner of the dead. I was to
divorce N. in a few weeks. Suddenly, I felt unshackled, ethereal. I
guess that, at the bottom of it all, I do not want to live. They took
away from me the will to live. If I allow myself to feel - this is what
I overwhelmingly experience - my own non-existence. It is an ominous,
nightmarish sensation which I am fighting to avoid even at the cost of
forgoing my emotions. I deny myself three times for fear of being
crucified. There is in me a deeply repressed seething ocean of
melancholy, gloom and self-worthlessness awaiting to engulf me, to lull
me into oblivion. My shield is my narcissism. I let the medusas of my
soul be petrified by their own reflections in it.



Why do I Write Poetry?

By: Sam Vaknin


They say, with a knowing smile: "If he is really a narcissist - how come
he writes such beautiful poetry?".

"Words are the sounds of emotions" - they add - "and he claims to have
none". They are smug and comfortable in their well classified world, my
doubters.

But I use words as others use algebraic signs: with meticulousness, with
caution, with the precision of the artisan. I sculpt in words. I stop. I
tilt my head. I listen to the echoes. The tables of emotional resonance.
The fine tuned reverberations of pain and love and fear. Air waves and
photonic ricochets answered by chemicals secreted in my listeners and my
readers.

I know beauty. I have always known it in the biblical sense, it was my
passionate mistress. We made love. We procreated the cold children of my
texts. I measured its aesthetics admiringly. But this is the mathematics
of grammar. It was merely the undulating geometry of syntax.

Devoid of all emotions, I watch your reactions with the sated amusement
of a Roman nobleman.

I wrote:

"My world is painted in shadows of fear and sadness. Perhaps they are
related - I fear the sadness. To avoid the overweening, sepia melancholy
that lurks in the dark corners of my being - I deny my own emotions. I
do so thoroughly, with the single-mindedness of a survivor. I persevere
through dehumanization. I automate my processes. Gradually, parts of my
flesh turn into metal and I stand there, exposed to sheering winds, as
grandiose as my disorder.

I write poetry not because I need to. I write poetry to gain attention,
to secure adulation, to fasten on to the reflection in the eyes of
others that passes for my ego. My words are fireworks, formulas of
resonance, the periodic table of healing and abuse.

These are dark poems. A wasted landscape of pain ossified, o f scarred
remnants of emotions. There is no horror in abuse. The terror is in the
endurance, in the dreamlike detachment from one's own existence that
follows. People around me feel my surrealism. They back away, alienated,
discomfited by the limpid placenta of my virtual reality.

Now I am left alone and I write umbilical poems as others would
converse.

Before and after prison, I have written reference books and essays. My
first book of short fiction was critically acclaimed and commercially
successful.

I tried my hand at poetry before, in Hebrew, but failed. Tis strange.
They say that poetry is the daughter of emotion. Not in my case.

I never felt except in prison - and yet there, I wrote in prose. The
poetry I authored as one does math. It was the syllabic music that
attracted me, the power to compose with words. I wasn't looking to
express any profound truth or to convey a thing about myself. I wanted
to recreate the magic of the broken metric. I still recite aloud a poem
until it SOUNDS right. I write upright - the legacy of prison. I stand
and type on a laptop perched atop a cardboard box. It is ascetic and, to
me, so is poetry. A purity. An abstraction. A string of symbols open to
exegesis. It is the most sublime intellectual pursuit in a world that
narrowed down and has become only my intellect."


Skopje - Where Time Stood Still
By: Sam Vaknin


Frozen at an early morning hour, the stony hands of the giant, cracked
clock commemorate the horror. The earthquake that struck Skopje in 1963
has shattered not only its Byzantine decor, has demolished not merely
the narrow passageways of its Ottoman past, has transformed not only its
Habsburgian waterfront with its baroque National Theatre. The disastrous
reconstruction, supervised by a Japanese architect, has robbed it of its
soul. It has become a drab and sprawling socialist metropolis replete
with monumentally vainglorious buildings, now falling into decrepitude
and disrepair. The influx of destitute and simpleton villagers (which
more than quintupled Skopje's population) was crammed by central
planners with good intentions and avaricious nature into low-quality,
hi-rise slums in newly constructed "settlements".

Skopje is a city of extremes. Its winter is harsh in shades of white and
grey. Its summer is naked and steamy and effulgent. It pulses throughout
the year in smoke-filled, foudroyant bars and dingy coffee-houses.
Polydipsic youths in migratory skeins, eager to be noted by their peers,
young women on the hunt, ageing man keen to be preyed upon, suburbanites
in search of recognition, gold chained mobsters surrounded by flaxen
voluptuousness - the cast of the watering holes of this potholed
eruption of a city.

The trash seems never to be collected here, the streets are perilously
punctured, policemen often substitute for dysfunctional traffic lights.
The Macedonians drive like the Italians, gesture like the Jews, dream
like the Russians, are obstinate like the Serbs, desirous like the
French and hospitable like the Bedouins. It is a magical concoction,
coated in the subversive patience and the aggressive passivity of the
long oppressed. There is the wisdom of fear itself in the eyes of the
600,000 inhabitants of this landlocked, mountain-surrounded habitat.
Never certain of their future, still grappling with their identity, an
air of "carpe diem" with the most solemn religiosity of the devout.

The past lives on and flows into the present seamlessly. People recount
the history of every stone, recite the antecedents of every man. They
grieve together, rejoice in common and envy en masse. A single organism
with many heads, it offers the comforts of assimilation and solidarity
and the horrors of violated privacy and bigotry. The people of this
conurbation may have left the village - but it never let them go. They
are the opsimaths of urbanism. Their rural roots are everywhere: in the
the division of the city into tight-knit, local-patriotic "settlements".
In the traditional marriages and funerals. In the scarcity of divorces
despite the desperate shortage in accommodation. In the asphyxiating but
oddly reassuring familiarity of faces, places, behaviour and beliefs,
superstitions, dreams and nightmares. Life in a distended tempo of birth
and death and in between.

Skopje has it all - wide avenues with roaring traffic, the incommodious
alleys of the Old Town, the proper castle ruins (the Kale). It has a
Turkish Bridge, recently renovated out of its quaintness. It has a
square with Art Nouveau building in sepia hues. An incongruent digital
clock atop a regal edifice displayed the minutes to the millennium - and
beyond. It has been violated by American commerce in the form of three
McDonald restaurants which the locals proceeded cheerfully to transform
into snug affairs. Stolid Greek supermarkets do not seem to disrupt the
inveterate tranquility of neighbourhood small grocers and their
coruscant congeries of variegated fruits and vegetables, spilling to the
pavement.

In winter, the light in Skopje is diaphanous and lambent. In summer, tis
strong and all-pervasive. Like some coquettish woman, the city changes
mantles of orange autumn leaves and the green foliage of summer. Its
pure white heart of snow often is hardened into grey and traitorous
sleet. It is a fickle mistress, now pouring rain, now drizzle, now
simmering sun. The snowy mountain caps watch patiently her vicissitudes.
Her inhabitants drive out to ski on slopes, to bathe in lakes, to climb
to sacred sites. It gives them nothing but congestion and foul
atmosphere and yet they love her dearly. The Macedonian is the
peripatetic patriot - forever shuttling between his residence abroad and
his true and only home. Between him and his land is an incestuous
relationship, a love affair unbroken, a covenant handed down the
generations. Landscapes of infancy imprinted that provoke an almost
Pavolvian reaction of return.

Skopje has known many molesters. It has been traversed by every major
army in European history and then by some. Occupying a vital crossroad,
it is a layer cake of cultures and ethnicities. To the Macedonians, the
future is always portentous, ringing with the ominousness of the past.
The tension is great and palpable, a pressure cooker close to bursting.
The river Vardar divides increasingly Albanian neighbourhoods (Butel,
Cair, Shuto Orizari) from Macedonian (non-Muslim) ones. Albanians have
also moved from the villages in the periphery encircling Skopje into
hitherto "Macedonian" neighbourhoods (like Karpos and the Centre). The
Romas have their own ghetto called "Shutka" (in Shuto Orizari), rumoured
to be the biggest such community in Europe. The city has been also
"invaded" (as its Macedonian citizens experience it) by Bosnian Muslims.
Gradually, as friction mounts, segregation increases. Macedonians move
out of apartment blocks and neighbourhoods populated by Albanians. This
inner migration bodes ill for future integration. There is no
inter-marriage to speak of, educational facilities are ethnically-pure
and the conflict in Kosovo with its attendant "Great Albania" rumblings
has only exacerbated a stressed and anxious history.

It is here, above ground, that the next earthquake awaits, along the
inter-ethnic fault lines. Strained to the point of snapping by a
KFOR-induced culture shock, by the vituperative animosity between the
coalition and opposition parties, by European-record unemployment and
poverty (Albania is the poorest, by official measures) - the scene is
set for an eruption. Peaceful by long and harsh conditioning, the
Macedonians withdraw and nurture a siege mentality. The city is
boisterous, its natives felicitously facetious, its commerce
flourishing. It is transmogrified by Greek and Bulgarian investors into
a Balkan business hub. But under this shimmering facade, a great furnace
of resentment and frustration spews out the venom of intolerance. One
impolitic move, one unkind remark, one wrong motion - and it will boil
over to the detriment of one and all.

Dame Rebecca West was here, in Skopje (Skoplje, as she spells it) about
60 years ago. She wrote:

"This (Macedonian) woman (in the Orthodox church) had suffered more than
most other human beings, she and her forebears. A competent observer of
this countryside has said that every single person born in it before the
Great War (and quite a number who were born after it) has faced the
prospect of violent death at least once in his or her life. She had been
born during the calamitous end of Turkish maladministration, with its
cycles of insurrection and massacre and its social chaos. If her own
village had not been murdered, she had, certainly, heard of many that
had and had never had any guarantee that hers would not some day share
the same fate... and there was always extreme poverty. She had had far
less of anything, of personal possessions, of security, of care in
childbirth than any Western woman can imagine. But she had two
possessions that any Western woman might envy. She had strength, the
terrible stony strength of Macedonia; she was begotten and born of
stocks who could mock all bullets save those which went through the
heart, who could outlive the winters when they were driven into the
mountains, who could survive malaria and plague, who could reach old age
on a diet of bread and paprika. And cupped in her destitution as in the
hollow of a boulder there are the last drops of the Byzantine
tradition."




Portrait of the Narcissist as a Young Man

By: Sam Vaknin


Abuse has many forms. Expropriating someone's childhood in favour of
adult pursuits is one of the subtlest varieties of soul murder.

I never was a child. I was a "wunderkind", the answer to my mother's
prayers and intellectual frustration. A human computing machine, a
walking-talking encyclopedia, a curiosity, a circus freak. I was
observed by developmental psychologists, interviewed by the media,
endured the envy of my peers and their pushy mothers. I constantly
clashed with figures of authority because I felt entitled to special
treatment, immune to prosecution and superior. It was a narcissist's
dream. Abundant narcissistic supply - rivers of awe, the aura of
glamour, incessant attention, open adulation, country-wide fame.

I refused to grow up. In my mind, my tender age was an integral part of
the precocious miracle that I became. One looks much less phenomenal and
one's exploits and achievements are much less awe-inspiring at the age
of 40, I thought. Better stay young forever and thus secure my
narcissistic supply.

So, I wouldn't grow up. I never took out a driver's licence.

I do not have children. I rarely have sex. I never settle down in one
place. I reject intimacy. In short: I refrain from adulthood and adult
chores. I have no adult skills. I assume no adult responsibilities. I
expect indulgence from others. I am petulant and haughtily spoiled. I am
capricious, infantile and emotionally labile and immature. In short: I
am a 40 years old brat.

When I talk to my girlfriend, I do so in a baby's voice, making baby
faces and baby gestures. It is a pathetic and repulsive sight, very much
like a beached whale trying to imitate a seaborne trout. I want to be
her child, you see, I want to regain my lost childhood. I want to be
admired as I was when I was one year old and recited poems in three
languages to stunned visiting high school teachers. I want to be four
again, when I first read a daily paper to the silent astonishment of the
neighbours.

I am not preoccupied with my age, nor am I obsessed with my dwindling,
fat flapping body. I am no hypochondriac. But There is a streak of
sadness in me, like an undercurrent and a defiance of Time itself. Like
Dorian Gray, I want to remain as I was when I became the centre of
attention, the focus of adoration, the heart of a twister of media
attention. I know I can't. And I know that I have failed not only at
arresting Chronos - but on a more mundane, degrading level. I failed as
an adult.


I Cannot Forgive

By: Sam Vaknin


I am cursed with mental X-ray vision. I see through people's emotional
shields, their petty lies, their pitiable defences, their grandiose
fantasies. I know when they deviate from the truth and by how much. I
intuitively grasp their self-interested goals and accurately predict the
strategy and tactics they will adopt in order to achieve them.

I cannot stand self-important, self-inflated, pompous, bigoted,
self-righteous, and hypocritical people. I rage at the inefficient, the
lazy, the hapless and the weak.

Perhaps this is because I recognize myself in them. I try to break the
painful reflection of my own flaws in theirs.

I home in on the chinks in their laboriously constructed armours. I spot
their Achilles hill and attach to it. I prick the gasbags that most
people are. I deflate them. I force them to confront their finiteness
and helplessness and mediocrity. I negate their sense of uniqueness. I
reduce them to proportion and provide them with a perspective. I do so
cruelly and abrasively and sadistically and lethally efficiently. I have
no compassion. And I prey on their vulnerabilities, however microscopic,
however well-concealed.

I expose their double-talk and deride their double standards. I refuse
to play their games of prestige and status and hierarchy. I draw them
out of their shelters. I destabilize them. I deconstruct their
narratives, their myths, their superstitions, their hidden assumptions,
their polluted language. I call a spade a spade.

I force them to react and, by reacting, to confront their true,
dilapidated selves, their dead end careers, their mundane lives, the
death of their hopes and wishes and their shattered dreams. And all that
time I observe them with the passionate hatred of the outcast and the
dispossessed.

The truths about them, the ones they are trying so desperately to
conceal, especially from themselves. The facts denied, so ugly and
uncomfortable. Those things that never get mentioned in proper company,
the politically incorrect, the personally hurtful, the dark, ignored,
and hidden secrets, the tumbling skeletons, the taboos, the fears, the
atavistic urges, the pretensions, the social lies, the distorted
narratives of life - piercing, bloodied and ruthless - these are my
revenge, the settling of scores, the leveling of the battlefield.

I lance them - the high and mighty and successful and the happy people,
those who possess what I deserve and never had, the object of my green
eyed monsters. I inconvenience them, I make them think, reflect on their
own misery and wallow in its rancid outcomes. I coerce them to confront
their zombie state, their own sadism, their unforgivable deeds and
unforgettable omissions. I dredge the sewer that is their mind, forcing
to the surface long repressed emotions, oft suppressed pains, their
nightmares and their fears.

And I pretend to do so selflessly, "for their own good". I preach and
hector and pour forth vitriolic diatribes and expose and impose and
writhe and foam in the proverbial mouth - all for the greater good. I am
so righteous, so true, so geared to help, so meritorious. My motives are
unassailable. I am always so chillingly reasoned, so algorithmically
precise. I am a the frozen wrath. I play their alien game by their very
own rules. But I am so foreign to them, that I am unbeatable. Only they
do not realize it yet.







My Woman and I

By: Sam Vaknin


No woman has ever wanted to have a child with me. It is very telling.
Women have children even with incarcerated murderers. I know because I
have been to jail with these people. But no woman has ever felt the urge
to perpetuate US - the we-ness of she and I.

I was married once and almost married twice but women are very hesitant
with me. They definitely do not want anything binding. It is as though
they want to maintain all routes of escape clear and available. It is a
reversal of the prevailing myth about non-committal males and women
huntresses.

But no one wants to hunt a predator.

It is an arduous and eroding task to live with me. I am atrabilious,
infinitely pessimistic, bad-tempered, paranoid and sadistic in an
absent-minded and indifferent manner. My daily routine is a rigmarole of
threats, complaints, hurts, eruptions, moodiness and rage. I rail
against slights true and imagined. I alienate people. I humiliate them
because this is my only weapon against the humiliation of their
indifference to me.

Gradually, wherever I am, my social circle dwindles and then vanishes.
Every narcissist is also a schizoid, to some extent. A schizoid is not a
misanthrope. He does not necessarily hate people - he simply does not
need them. He regards social interactions as a nuisance to be minimized.

I am torn between my need to obtain narcissistic supply (the monopoly on
which is held by human beings) - and my fervent wish to be left alone.
This wish, in my case, is peppered with contempt and feelings of
superiority.

There are fundamental conflicts between dependence and contempt,
neediness and devaluation, seeking and avoiding, turning on the charm to
attract adulation and being engulfed by wrathful reactions to the most
minuscule "provocations". These conflicts lead to rapid cycling between
gregariousness and self-imposed ascetic seclusion.

Such an unpredictable but always bilious and festering atmosphere is
hardly conducive to love or sex. Gradually, both become extinct. My
relationships are hollowed out. Imperceptibly, I switch to a-sexual
co-habitation.

But the vitriolic environment that I create is only one hand of the
equation. The other hand is the woman herself.

I am heterosexual, so I am attracted to women. But I am simultaneously
repelled, horrified, bewitched and provoked by them. I seek to frustrate
and humiliate them. Psychodynamically, I am probably visiting upon them
my mother's sin - but I think such an instant explanation does the
subject great injustice.

Most narcissists I know - myself included - are misogynists. Their
sexual and emotional lives are perturbed and chaotic. They are unable to
love in any true sense of the word - nor are they capable of developing
any measure of intimacy. Lacking empathy, they are incapable of offering
to the partner emotional sustenance.

I have been asked many times if I miss loving, whether I would have
liked to love and if I am angry with my parents for crippling me so.
There is no way I can answer these questions. I never loved. I do not
know what is it that I am missing. Observing it from the outside, love
seems to me to be a risible pathology. But I am only guessing.

I am not angry for being unable to love. I equate love with weakness. I
hate being weak and I hate and despise weak people (and, by implication,
the very old and the very young). I do not tolerate stupidity, disease
and dependence - and love seems to encompass all three. These are not
sour grapes. I really feel this way.

I am an angry man - but not because I never experienced love and
probably never will. No, I am angry because I am not as powerful, awe
inspiring and successful as I wish to be and as I deserve to be. Because
my daydreams refuse so stubbornly to come true. Because I am my worst
enemy. And because, in my unmitigated paranoia, I see adversaries
plotting everywhere and feel discriminated against and contemptuously
ignored. I am angry because I know that I am sick and that my sickness
prevents me from realizing even a small fraction of my potential.

My life is a mess as a direct result of my disorder. I am a vagabond,
avoiding my creditors, besieged by hostile media in more than one
country, hated by one and all. Granted, my disorder also gave me
"Malignant Self Love", the rage to write as I do (I am referring to my
political essays), a fascinating life and insights a healthy man is
unlikely to attain. But I find myself questioning the trade-off ever
more often.

But at other times, I imagine myself healthy and I shudder. I cannot
conceive of a life in one place with one set of people, doing the same
thing, in the same field with one goal within a decades-old game plan.
To me, this is death. I am most terrified of boredom and whenever faced
with its haunting prospect, I inject drama into my life, or even danger.
This is the only way I feel alive.

I guess all the above portrays a lonely wolf. I am a shaky platform,
indeed, on which to base a family, or future plans. I know as much. So,
I pour wine to both of us, sit back and watch with awe and with
amazement the delicate contours of my female partner. I savor every
minute. In my experience, it might well be the last.



The Music of my Emotions

By: Sam Vaknin


I feel sad only when I listen to music. My sadness is tinged with the
decomposing sweetness of my childhood. So, sometimes, I sing or think
about music and it makes me unbearably sad. I know that somewhere inside
me there are whole valleys of melancholy, oceans of pain but they remain
untapped because I want to live. I cannot listen to music - any music -
for more than a few minutes. It is too dangerous, I cannot breathe.

But this is the exception. Otherwise, my emotional life is colourless
and eventless, as rigidly blind as my disorder, as dead as me. Oh, I
feel rage and hurt and inordinate humiliation and fear. These are very
dominant, prevalent and recurrent hues in the canvass of my daily
existence. But there is nothing except these atavistic gut reactions.
There is nothing else - at least not that I am aware of.

Whatever it is that I experience as emotions - I experience in reaction
to slights and injuries, real or imagined. My emotions are all reactive,
not active. I feel insulted - I sulk. I feel devalued - I rage. I feel
ignored - I pout. I feel humiliated - I lash out. I feel threatened - I
fear. I feel adored - I bask in glory. I am virulently envious of one
and all.

I can appreciate beauty but in a cerebral, cold and "mathematical" way.
I have no sex drive I can think of. My emotional landscape is dim and
grey, as though observed through thick mist in a particularly dreary
day.

I can intelligently discuss other emotions, which I never experienced -
like empathy, or love - because I make it a point to read a lot and to
correspond with people who claim to experience them. Thus, I gradually
formed working hypotheses as to what people feel. It is pointless to try
to really understand - but at least I can better predict their behaviour
than in the absence of such models.

I am not envious of people who feel. I disdain feelings and emotional
people because I think that they are weak and vulnerable and I deride
human weaknesses and vulnerabilities. Such derision makes me feel
superior and is probably the ossified remains of a defense mechanism
gone berserk. But, there it is, this is I and there is nothing I can do
about it.

To all of you who talk about change - there is nothing I can do about
myself. And there is nothing you can do about yourself. And there is
nothing anyone can do for you, either. Psychotherapy and medications are
concerned with behaviour modification - not with healing. They are
concerned with proper adaptation because maladaptation is socially
costly. Society defends itself against misfits by lying to them. The lie
is that change and healing are possible. They are not. You are what you
are. Period. Go live with it.

So, here I am. An emotional hunchback, a fossil, a human caught in
amber, observing my environment with dead eyes of calcium. We shall
never meet amicably because I am a predator and you are the prey.
Because I do not know what it is like to be you and I do not
particularly care to know. Because my disorder is as essential to me as
your feelings are to you. My normal state is my very illness. I look
like you, I walk the walk and talk the talk and I - and my ilk - deceive
you magnificently. Not out of the cold viciousness of our hearts - but
because that is the way we are.

I have emotions and they are buried in a pit down below. All of my
emotions are acidulously negative, they are vitriol, the "not for
internal consumption" type. I cannot feel anything, because if I open
the floodgates of this cesspool of my psyche, I will drown.

And I will carry you with me.

And all the love in this world, and all the crusading women who think
that they can "fix" me by doling out their saccharine compassion and
revolting "understanding" and all the support and the holding
environments and the textbooks - cannot change one iota in this
maddening, self-imposed verdict meted out by the most insanely,
obtusely, sadistically harsh judge:

By me.


A Great Admiration

By: Sam Vaknin


To paraphrase what Henry James' once said of Louisa May Alcott, my
experience of genius is small but my admiration for it is, nevertheless,
great. When I visited the "Figarohaus" in Vienna - where Mozart lived
and worked for two crucial years - I experienced a great fatigue, the
sort that comes with acceptance. In the presence of real genius, I
slumped into a chair and listened for one listless hour to its fruits:
symphonies, the divine Requiem, arias, a cornucopia.

I always wanted to be a genius. Partly as a sure-fire way to secure
constant narcissistic supply, partly as a safeguard against my own
mortality. As it became progressively more evident how far I am from it
and how ensconced in mediocrity - I, being a narcissist, resorted to
short cuts. Ever since my fifth year I pretended to be thoroughly
acquainted with issues I had no clue about. This streak of con-artistry
reached a crescendo in my puberty, when I convinced a whole township
(and later, my country, by co-opting the media) that I was a new
Einstein. While unable to solve even the most basic mathematical
equations, I was regarded by many - including world class physicists -
as somewhat of an epiphanous miracle. To sustain this false pretence, I
plagiarized liberally. Only 15 years later did an Israeli physicist
discover the (Australian) source of my major plagiarized "studies" in
advanced physics. Following this encounter with the abyss - the mortal
fear of being mortifyingly exposed - I stopped plagiarizing at the age
of 23 and has never done so since.

I then tried to experience genius vicariously, by making friends with
acknowledged ones and by supporting up and coming intellectuals. I
became this bathetic sponsor of the arts and sciences that forever name
drops and attributes to himself undue influence over the creative
processes and outcomes of others. I created by proxy. The (sad, I guess)
irony is that, all this time, I really did have a talent (for writing).
But talent was not enough - being short of genius. It is the divine that
I sought, not the average. And so, I kept denying my real self in
pursuit of an invented one.

As the years progressed, the charms of associating with genius waned and
faded. The gap between what I wanted to become and what I have has made
me bitter and cantankerous, a repulsive, alien oddity, avoided by all
but the most persistent friends and acolytes. I resent being doomed to
the quotidian. I rebel against being given to aspirations which have so
little in common with my abilities. It is not that I recognize my
limitations - I don't. I still wish to believe that had I only applied
myself, had I only persevered, had I only found interest - I would have
been nothing less of a Mozart or an Einstein or a Freud. It is a lie I
tell myself in times of quiet despair when I realize my age and compare
it to the utter lack of my accomplishments.

I keep persuading myself that many a great man reached the apex of their
creativity at the age of 40, or 50, or 60. That one never knows what of
one's work shall be deemed by history to have been genius. I think of
Kafka, of Nietzsche, of Benjamin - the heroes of every undiscovered
prodigy. But it sounds hollow. Deep inside I know the one ingredient
that I miss and that they all shared: an interest in other humans, a
first hand experience of being one and the fervent wish to communicate -
rather than merely to impress.




The Ghost in the Machine

By: Sam Vaknin


I have no roots. I was born in Israel but left it many times and now
have been away for five years. I haven't seen my parents since 1996. I
have met my sister (and my niece and nephew) for the first time last
week. I haven't been in touch with any of my "friends". I haven't
exchanged one additional word with my ex after we split up. I - an award
winning author -am slowly forgetting my Hebrew. I do not celebrate any
nation's holidays or festivals. I stay away from groups and communities.
I wonder, an itinerant lone wolf. I was born in the Middle East, I write
about the Balkan and my readers are mostly American.

This reads like a typical profile of the modern expatriate professional
the world over - but it is not. It is not a temporary suspension of
self-identity, of group-identity, of location, of mother tongue and of
one's social circle. In my case, I have nowhere to go back to. I either
burn the bridges or keep walking. I never look back. I detach and
vanish.

I am not sure why I behave this way. I like to travel and I like to
travel light. On the way, in between places, in the twilight zone of
neither here not there and not now - I feel like I am unburdened. I do
not need to - indeed, I cannot - secure narcissistic supply. My
obscurity and anonymity are  excused ("I am a stranger here", "I just
arrived"). I can relax and take refuge from my inner tyranny and from
the anxious depletion of energy that is my existence as a narcissist.

I love freedom. With no possessions, devoid of all attachments, to fly
away, to be carried, to explore, not to be me. It is the ultimate
depersonalisation. Only then do I feel real. Sometimes I wish I were so
rich that I could afford to travel incessantly, without ever stopping. I
guess it sounds like escaping and avoiding oneself. I guess it is.

I do not like myself. In my dreams, I find myself an inmate in a
concentration camp, or in a tough prison, or a dissident in a
murderously dictatorial country. These are all symbols of my inner
captivity, my debilitating addiction, the death amidst me. Even in my
nightmares, though, I keep fighting and sometimes I win. But my gains
are temporary and I am so tired...:o((

In my mind, I am not human. I am a machine at the service of a madman
that snatched my body and invaded my being when I was very young.
Imagine the terror I live with, the horror of having an alien within
your own self. A shell, a nothingness, I keep producing articles at an
ever accelerating pace. I write maniacally, unable to cease, unable to
eat, or sleep, or bathe, or enjoy. I am possessed by me. Where does one
find refuge if one's very abode, one's very soul is compromised and
dominated by one's mortal enemy - oneself?


No One Counts to Ten

By: Sam Vaknin


I make it a point to triumphantly ignore and belittle figures of
authority. Knowing that their options of retaliation are rather limited
by my official position, or by law - I abuse them flagrantly. When a
security guard or a policeman halts me, I pretend I haven't heard him
and proceed with callous disregard. When threatened, I go unpredictably
wild. In doing so I (very often) provoke repulsion and pity and (much
less often) fear and amazement. Often I find myself in danger, always
punished, forever the losing party.

So, why do it?

First, because it feels great. To experience immunity, shielded behind
an invisible wall, untouchable, and, therefore, by implication,
omnipotent.

Second, because I actively and knowingly seek to be punished, perceived
as the "bad man", the corrupt, no good, vile, heartless, villain.

Third, I project my own shortcomings, deficiencies, pain, and rage onto
these mother and father substitutes. I then react to these behaviours
and negative emotions I perceive in others with righteous and furious
indignation.

My inability to work in a team, to be instructed, to accept orders, to
admit to ignorance, to listen to reason, and to succumb to social
conventions, or to superior knowledge and credentials  - transformed me
into a reclusive and clownish disappointment. People are always misled
by my intelligence into predicting a bright future for me and my work. I
end up shattering their hopes. Mine is a heartless march to heartbreak.

So, what now?

I am a little over forty and a lot overweight. My teeth are rotting and
my breath is bad. I am entirely celibate. I am a ruptured nervous wreck.
I communicate almost exclusively through rage attacks and vitriolic
diatribes. I cannot go back to my own disintegrating country - and am
trapped in another. I desperately seek narcissistic supply. I delude
myself regarding my achievements and status, fully aware of my
self-delusion. It is surrealistic, this infinite regression of mirrors,
true and false. Mine is the on going nightmare of reality itself.

And beneath it all, there is an ominous spring of sadness. The flotsam
that is my being in the murky puddle of my pain. I do not feel it
anymore, I just recognize its existence, like a presence in the dark.

I am devoid of energy. I am denuded of defences. I stumble. I get up. I
stumble again. Floored, no one bothers to count to ten. I know I will
revive. I know I will survive. I just don't know what for.


The Disappearance of the Witnesses

By: Sam Vaknin


I live through others. I inhabit their memories of me. Bits and pieces
of Sam are strewn across continents, among hundreds of casual
acquaintances, friends, lovers, teachers, admirers, and despisers. I
exist by reflection. This is the essence of secondary narcissistic
supply - the secure knowledge that I am replicated in the minds of many.
I want to be remembered because without being remembered I am not. I
need to be discussed because I have no being except as a topic of
discussion. So, passive memory is not enough. I need to be actively
reminded of my achievements, of my moments of glory, of past adulation.
The constancy of these streams of memories smoothes the inevitable
fluctuations in primary narcissistic supply. In lean moments, when I am
all but forgotten, or when I feel humiliated by the gap betwen my
reality and my grandiosity - these memories of past grandeur, related to
me by outside "observers" lift my spirits. It is the main function of
people in my life: to tell me how great I am because of how great I was.


I was a precocious child. Always the wunderkind with oversized
spectacles, the freak. I befriended only men many years my senior. At
the age of 20, the youngest of my best friends - among which I counted a
mafia don, a political scientist, businessmen, authors, and
journalists - was 40. Their age, experience and social standing made
them ideal sources of narcissistic supply. They fed me, hosted me in
their homes, bought me reference books, introduced me to each other,
interviewed me, and took me on expensive trips to foreign lands. I was
their darling, the subject of much awe and adulation.

Now, twenty years and some later, these are old people and they are
dying. Their kids are in their late twenties. They are out of the loop.
And when they die, their memories of me die with them. They take to
their grave my secondary narcissistic supply. I slightly fade with every
passing one of them. They, the dying and the dead, are the only ones who
know. They are the witnesses of who I was back then and why. They are my
only chance at ever getting to know myself at all. When the last of them
is interred - I will be no more. I will have lost my stab at proper
self-introduction. It feels so sad never to know Sam. It feels so
lonely, like a child's grave in autumn.


Being There

By: Sam Vaknin



I am often shocked when presented with incontrovertible evidence to an
event in my past, something I said, or did, a person I knew, a sentence
I have written. I do not remember having done, said, or written what is
attributed to me. I do not recall having met the person, having felt
anything, having been there. It is not that it looks alien to me, as
though it happened to someone else. I simply have no recollection
whatsoever, I draw a blank. Hence my enormous and recurrent and
terrifyingly helpless state of surprise. These cognitive distortions,
these lapses of memory are as close as I ever get to losing control.

My terror is mixed with voyeuristic fascination. Through the writings,
through the reconstructed utterances, through a careful study of what
that other, previous, "Sam" has done, or said, or written - I come to
learn myself. I meet myself on numerous occasions, reflections in the
shattered mirrors of my dysfunctional, selective memory. These frequent
occurrences of dissociative amnesia - when I repress the painful, the
irrelevant, the useless - are the fabric of the punctuated being that is
I.

But what are the rules determining this ruthless and automatic
censorship? What governs the selection process? What events, people,
writings, thoughts, emotions, hopes are cast into my oblivion - and why
do others etch themselves indelibly? Is the repository of my discarded
reality - my True Self, that dilapidated, immature, scared and atrophied
little child inside me? Am I afraid to get in touch with memory itself,
spun from the yarn of pains and disappointments? In short: is this an
emotional involvement prevention mechanism?

It's not. On introspection, I simply erase and atomize that which is no
longer of use in the pursuit of narcissistic supply. I read books,
magazines, web pages, research papers, official memoranda, and daily
papers. I then retain in accessible long term memory only the facts, the
views, the news, the theories, the words that can help me elicit
narcissistic supply. Like the proverbial squirrel, I amass intellectual
assets that yield the maximum astonishment, adulation, and attention in
my listeners. All the rest I discard contemptuously, though, by now,
after decades of self-training, unconsciously. I, therefore, rarely
remember anything I read just minutes after having read it. I cannot
recall movie plots, story lines of novels, a reasoned argument in an
article, the history of any nation, or things I myself have authored. No
matter how many times I re-read my own essays, I find them absolutely
new, none of the sentences recognizable. I then proceed to forget them
instantly.

Similarly, I alter my biography at will, to suit the potential sources
of narcissistic supply who happen to be listening. I Say things not
because I believe in them, nor because I know them to be true (in truth,
I know very little and ignorant of much). I say things because I am
desperately trying to impress, provoke responses, bask in the glow of
affirmation, extract applause. Naturally, I very soon forget what I
said. Not the result of a coherent structure of deeply assimilated and
integrated knowledge, or of a set of convictions - my utterances,
judgements, opinions, beliefs, wishes, plans, analyses, comments, and
narratives are ephemeral improvizations. Here today, gone tomorrow,
unbeknownst to me.

Before I meet someone, I learn everything I can about him. I then
proceed to acquire superficial knowledge that is certain to create the
impression of genius bordering on omniscience. If I am to meet a
politician from Turkey, whose hobby is farming, and is the author of
books about ancient pottery - I will while away days and nights studying
Turkish history, ancient pottery, and farming. Not an hour after the
meeting - having inspired awesome admiration in my new acquaintance -
all the facts I so meticulously memorized evaporate, never to return.
The original views I expressed so confidently vanish from my mind. I am
preoccupied with my next prey and with his predilections and interests.

My life is not a thread, it is a patchwork of chance encounters,
haphazard exams, and the drug of narcissistic supply consumed. I feel
like a series of still frames, somehow improperly animated. I know the
audience is there. I crave their adulation. I try to reach out, to break
the mould of the album of photographs that I became - to no avail. I am
trapped in there forever. And if none of you chooses to inspect my image
at a given moment, I fade, in sepia colours. Until I am no longer.



Abuse

By: Sam Vaknin

I hate the words "physical abuse". It is such a clinical term. My mother
used to burrow her fingernails into the soft, inner part of my arm, the
"back" of my elbow and drag them, well inside the flesh and veins and
everything. You can't imagine the blood and the pain. She hit me with
belts and buckles and sticks and heels and shoes and sandals and thrust
my skull into sharp angles until it cracked. When I was four she threw a
massive metal vase at me. It missed me and shattered a wall sized
cupboard. To very small pieces. She did this for 14 years. Every day.
Since the age of four.

She tore my books and threw them out the window of our fourth floor
apartment. She shredded everything I wrote, consistently, relentlessly.

She cursed and humiliated me 10-15 times an hour, every hour, every day,
every month, for 14 years. She called me "my little Eichman" after a
well known Nazi mass murderer. She convinced me that I am ugly (I am
not. I am considered very good looking and attractive. Other women tell
me so and I don't believe them). She invented my personality disorder,
meticulously, systematically. She tortured all my brothers as well. She
hated it when I cracked jokes. She made my father do all these things to
me as well. This is not clinical, this is my life. Or, rather, was. I
inherited her ferocious cruelty, her lack of empathy, some of her
obsessions and compulsions and her feet. Why I am mentioning the
latter - in some other post.

I never felt anger. I felt fear, most of the time. A dull, pervasive,
permanent sensation, like an aching tooth. And I tried to get away. I
looked for other parents to adopt me. I toured the country looking for a
foster home, only to come back humiliated with my dusty backpack. I
volunteered to join the army a year before my time. At 17 I felt free.
It is a sad "tribute" to my childhood that the happiest period in my
life was in jail. The peaceful, most serene, clearest period. It has all
been downhill since my release.

But, above all, I felt shame and pity. I was ashamed of my parents:
primitive freaks, lost, frightened, incompetent. I could smell their
inadequacy. It wasn't like this at the beginning. I was proud of my
father, a construction worker turned site manager, a self made man who
self destructed later in his life. But this pride eroded,
metamorphesized to a malignant form of awe of a depressive tyrant. Much
later I understood how socially inept he was, disliked by authority
figures, a morbid hypochondriac with narcissistic disdain for others.
Father-hate became self hate the more I realized how much like my father
I am despite all my pretensions and grandiose illusions:
schizoid-asocial, hated by authority figures, depressive,
self-destructive, a defeatist.

But above all I kept asking myself two questions:

WHY?

Why did they do it? Why for so long? Why so thoroughly?

I said to myself that I must have frightened them. A firstborn, a
"genius" (IQ-wise), a freak of nature, frustrating, overly-independent,
unchildlike Martian. The natural repulsion they must have felt having
given birth to an alien, to a monstrosity.

Or that my birth fouled their plans somehow. My mother was just becoming
a stage actress in her fertile, narcissistic, imagination (actually, she
worked as a lowly salesperson in a tiny shoe shop). My father was saving
money for one of an endless string of houses he built, sold and rebuilt.
I was in the way. My birth was probably an accident. Not much later, my
mother aborted my could-have-been-brother. The certificate describes how
difficult the economic situation is with the one born child (that's me).

Or that I deserve to be punished that way because I was naturally
agitating, disruptive, bad, corrupt, vile, mean, cunning and what else.

Or that they were both mentally ill (and they were) and what was to be
expected of them anyhow.

And the second question:

WAS IT REALLY ABUSE?

Isn't "abuse" our invention, a figment of our febrile imagination when
we embark upon an effort to explain that which cannot be explained (our
life)?

Isn't this a "false memory", a "narrative", a "fable", a "construct", a
"tale"?

Everyone in our neighbourhood hit their children. So what? And our
parents' parents hit their children as well and most of them (our
parents) came out normal. My father's father used to wake him up and
dispatch him through hostile Arab neighbourhoods in the dangerous city
they lived in to buy for him his daily ration of alcohol. My mother's
mother went yo bed one night and refused to get out of it until she
died, 20 odd years later. I could see these behaviours replicated and
handed down the generations.

So, WHERE was the abuse? The culture I grew in condoned frequent
beatings.

It was a sign of stern, right, upbringing. What was different with US?

I think it was the hate in my mother's eyes.




Here You are, Madam

By: Sam Vaknin

I was detained for questioning in 1990. I remember the sweaty excitement
of the movie-like setting, the "bad cop, good cop" routines and all the
time I kept saying to myself "another adventure" and shivering even
though it was pretty hot.

When I exited their headquarters after 8 days of 13 hours
interrogations, my world was no more. I went back to our office and
stared at the theatrical chaos left behind by the police search. The new
computers were papered over. Disembowelled drawers lay all over the wall
to wall carpets criss-crossed by sun rays and shades. My partners and I
sifted through the paper ruins and burned the incriminating evidence on
a big stake. After that we calculated the damage, split it between us
equally, as we always did and said polite and hushed goodbyes. The
company was closed.

It took me three years of social leprosy, rejection and economic malaise
to recover. In the absence of sufficient money for a bus fare I walked
huge distances to business meetings. People used to stare at the torn
and worn soles of my shoes, at the big armpitted salt stains, at my
crumpled, badly odd fashioned suits. They said no. They refused to do
business with me. I had a bad name which got only worse by the day.
Gradually, I learned to stay at home and read the broadsheets. My wife
studied photography and music. Her friends were buoyant and vivacious
and creative. They all looked so young and ready. I envied her and them
and in my envy, I withdrew further until I almost was no more, a fuzzy
stain on our shabby leather loveseat, off focus, a bad piece of motion
picture, only without the motion.

Then, I established a firm and found myself an office in a low ceilinged
attic above a manpower agency. People came and went below. Phones rang
and I occupied myself in holding the shreds of my grandiose fantasies
together. It was a miracle, an awesome sight, this ability of mine to
lie even to myself.

In total denial, cooped there in the shadows of the damp and smelly
attic, I was planning my revenge, my comeback, the nightmare that will
be my dream.

In 1993 my wife had an affair. I overheard her hesitantly enquiring
about a suggested venue. I loved her the way only a narcissist knows how
to, the way a junkie loves his drugs. I was attached to her, I idealized
and adored her and, sure enough, she lost weight, became a stunningly
beautiful woman, mature, talented. I felt as though I invented her, as
though she were my creation now desecrated by another. I knew that I
lost her long before I found out. I detached myself from the pain that
she was, from the envy that she provoked, from the life that she exuded.
I was dead and in the manner of the Pharaohs, I wanted her to die with
me in my self constructed tomb.

That night, we had a cold analysis (she crying, I opinionating), an even
colder glass of wine each and some decisions reached, to stay together.
And we did until I went to jail, two years later. There, in prison, she
found the courage to abandon me or to free herself, depending on who
tells the story.

In prison, I wrote a book of short stories, mostly about her and about
my mother. It is a very painful book, it won awards, very unlike
something a narcissist would ever write. It is the closest I ever got to
feeling human or alive - and it very nearly killed me.

Propelled by the rude awakening, by blinding pain, that week I teamed up
with a former business partner of mine and others and we embarked on a
ferocious road which led us to riches in one year. I found an investor
and we bought a company owned by the state in a privatization deal. I
went on to buy factories, companies. In 12 months I owned my "empire"
with an annual turnover of 10 million USD. Business journals were now
reporting my activities daily. I felt empty, vacuous.

One weekend, in a luxurious hotel in Eilat, the southern sea resort in
Israel, naked, glistening with sweat and ointments, we agreed to give it
all away. I came back and gave it all away, as gifts, to my business
partners, no questions asked, no money changing hands. I felt free, they
felt rich, that was it.

The last company I stayed involved with was the computer firm. Our
original investor, a prominent and wealthy Jew, succeeded to get the
Chairman of a huge conglomerate interested in our firm. They sent a team
over to talk to me. I was not consulted regarding the timetables. I went
on a vacation, to attend a film festival. They came, were unable to meet
me and went back furious. I never turned back. That was the end of that
company as well.

I was again in debt. I re-invented my life. I began to publish a capital
markets fax-zine. But this is yet another story and not sufficiently
different to warrant writing it.

It was all meaningless, it still is. A series of automatic gestures
performed by another man, not me. I bought, I sold, I gave away, I heard
her planning he romance over the phone, I poured a glass of deep red
wine, I read the paper, glossing uncomprehending over the lines, the
words, the syllables. A dreamy quality. Psychologists would say I acted
out but I can't remember acting out - or in. I can't remember being at
all. Definitely no emotions, perhaps the odd rage. It was so very unreal
I never grieved. I let go as we politely give our place in a queue to an
old lady and smile and say: "Here you are, Madam".


WHERE I LIVE





The Titanic Waltz
By: Sam Vaknin



It was as surrealistic as they get: a Viennese Ball in a decaying Balkan
city. Organized by the nation of former Nazis and current Nazi
sympathizers in a land of former communist thieves turned capitalist
robbers. It was held in a newly opened hotel, a gleaming temple of
kitsch and tackiness, an abode of golden brass and polished mirrors
amidst urban waste and uncollected mounds of festering trash. Hundreds
of middle aged, burly diplomats and locals, all in ill fitting smokings,
the women wearing sweaty, smeared make-up. A grotesque medley of
decadence, a glimpse of zombie Habsburg schmaltz, the foreigners'
deluded way of pretending they are in Europe, an outlet for smug
Balkanian swaggering braggarts.

Outside, fly-infested children beggars extended ulcerated soiled hands
in silent plea. Others peddled rusted razor blades and leaking batteries
to passers-by. Young men smiled rotting teeth in the smoking humidity of
dingy coffee-houses. The middle aged, bent, sparkless eyes, consumed by
unemployment and disease, a confluence of wrinkled toothlessness and
dwindling hair. The women grey and flabby, wise, weary eyes in penumbral
sockets. They glided, huddled, fending off the windy chill that
ricocheted from cracking, mouldy walls. Dark clouds weighed on denuded
trees in littered boulevards.

Inside, the orchestra cast notes at heated chandeliers. Elastic TV
cameramen engaged in public pantomime of angles and photo-opportunities.
Scarlet cheeked singers hurled their arias at the wooden eurythmics of
the hop. Flushed waiters in perspiring attires held trays of bubbling
champagne aloft. Men in skewed bow ties smiled genteelly at each other,
leading the women in gauche steps across the wide arena. The lights were
bright, the atmosphere excited.

Not far from there children were dying for want of medicine or excess
drugs. Needled hookers solicited the haunted streets. Rat packs erupted
from fermented rubbish, ignored by men and women poking through the
piles. A red, polluted moon irradiated drunkards in tattered, puky heaps
near black Mercedeses in ostentatious parking.

The light - the darkness. The sybaritic fest - the dying populace. The
glitter and decrepitude. The haves and those who don't. The growing
abyss between the leaders and the led, the elite and the masses - the
masses soon to turn mob. A writing on the crumbling walls, the distant
thunder of reality denied, of social justice spurned. As Ministers and
mobsters (one and the same) cruise potholed streets in flashy cars, as
mink clad mistresses expose indecently bejewelled necks in fancy
restaurants, as former politicians throw hedonistic parties in sumptuous
villas and marry their off-spring in Roman style - so do they seal their
fate, so they pronounce their verdict.

It had its faults but Communism did guarantee a modicum of common
misery. Society was never polarized and theft was national pursuit. The
spoils were shared and so was the inane bureaucracy, the paranoia and
the fear, the xenophobia, the immobility, the stilted speech. All had
the same disintegrating residence, suffered the same maltreatment,
enjoyed the same dilapidated services. The schools, the clinics, the
gulag were all accessible in equal measure. These were societies
maintained by zealous envy and lack of privacy and private property.
There was no middle class, there were no classes, only nomenklatura to
which one could belong at will.

And no middle class emerged in the capitalist upheaval that followed the
spastic death of socialism. Malignant profiteering followed malignant
abstinence. The social fabric torn, trust - meagre as it were - was
utterly eradicated. A jungle ruled in which all forms of human animal
prevailed: the venal politician, the mafiosi, the Arkans of this world,
the drug dealer and weapons smuggler, the petty thief and pimp, the
whore. The haves had more, the luckless shipwrecked on an isle of
destitution. The former lived with abandon, the latter abandoned life. A
yawning, lava spewing gap, a pit without bottom, a biblical damnation.

They who have no thing to lose shall lose all others have.



