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Caveat: This book is not for anyone with a weak
stomach. The sex is raw, incessant and innovative. I discovered sex
is not to please a woman, it’s to control her, humiliate her, and,
it’s so low class.

“Keep your eyes wide open before marriage and
half open after.”

Voltaire

Good advice. But Voltaire didn’t understand that
women are trained to be seen and not to see. Women were never told
what to look for. We are told to “settle for what you can get”. If
a man is breathing, grab him! Women are trained to believe that
self-respect is self-ish. We are trained to accommodate a man.

This “training” paves the way for a narcissist to
step in and take control of a woman’s life. We are trained to
“lure” men into marriage, and then complain because the prince is
really a frog. He was always a frog, but he was available.

So unfair, for men as well as women. But, now, we
need to open our eyes to see the erosion of our self-respect. We
women need to stop being needy, we need to think,
observe closely, the signs of narcissism that are there -
try thinking, observing…

But the best part of being married to a narcissist
is that, now, nothing scares you.

And you know when you die you won’t go to Hell
because you’re already there.

I am especially qualified to write this book since I
married not one, but two narcissists!! I’m a slow learner.
And needy. Very needy.

And, I have learned it isn’t just men who are
narcissists - oh, no! Women, also, have their own style of
controlling your life.

Narcissism started 3 thousand years ago in the Old
Testament, long before Women’s Lib. Dust off your Bible, light a
candle, that you may see the light.


 HOW TO
MARRY A NARCISSIST:

I should know, I married two of them

So, how did it all start? How did I get enmeshed
with Beelzebub, the Prince of the Underworld? Twice?

Well, the first one was just a warm-up for the
second - the real Mephistopheles.

Was I lured in by promises of gold, fame, the easy
life…? Nope, I walked into it of my own accord, my own desperation,
my own needs. I was looking for security, love and monetary
support.

Let the word “NEEDS” be in bright lights.
That was the biggest hole in my psyche, I was needy - oh, so
neeeedy.

I was looking for “Mr. Right”- or even Mr. Close to
Right. Or even someone who just walked upright.

That’s how girls are trained from the moment they
open those big, innocent eyes, until they close them in the forever
darkness. We’re trained to “get a man”, any man. Preferably
one that’s breathing regularly and has an income.

But, don't even worry about the income or
dependability - just, get a man!!

In my search for Mr. Right, I had visions of the two
of us, the perfect couple, entering the theater, the up scale
restaurant, the country club gala, while the admiring throng gazed
adoringly at the dazzle of our glowing perfection, the symphony of
our combined perfection.

Four feet up the social ladder would be a good start
for my ambition. I bristled with neediness.

Under those conditions, I had no ability to discern,
choose the right action, the right response - the right man. I just
grabbed all the attention I could get and kept it until it was a
tattered rag. I went down, bloody and bowed, begging for more.

I was led to believe by lore, that a woman needs
a man. She is nothing with out a man behind her to support her,
love her, and “cherish her for the rest of her life” - oh, by the
way - that’s a punch line.

In the Beginning

Let’s start at the beginning - for me. It was in the
1930’s, middle of the Great Depression.

My mother did not want children. She had had several
abortions, all executed with wire coat hangers. But, somehow I
missed the hanger, as mother thought I’d be a boy, something she
and my father could accept.

Unfortunately, I was a girl, and, intelligent.

Inexcusable.

Mother was mortified.

Mother swore off pregnancies. Often she commented,
“I don’t want anymore children, especially if they’re like you! I
wanted a son. I named him Anton…”

And then her eyes would get that dreamy look, she’d
gaze off into some dream land where she could reign with her
son.

My father walked out on us. I was two and a half
years old.

Mother, alone, a woman encumbered with a daughter,
found a man-boy in a bar (speakeasy) and married him. She needed a
man for protection, security and love.

The fact that he provided none of the above was not
an issue - all she needed was the illusion of security and she
breathed her life’s breath into that illusion.

She had a man - well, a male…!

The man-boy was 15 years younger than she was. He
was 18, homeless, an alcoholic, tainted by a rabid Christian
Fundamentalist upbringing and a child molester. Mother knew, but
her survival was the trade-off.

His Fundamentalist parents assured him that no
matter what he did in life, he’d burn in Hell, him, his 5 gangly
brothers and one scrawny sister. Apparently everyone burned in Hell
except the parents. As pastors, they talked directly to God.

So, to avoid the inevitable Damnation, this young
man went on the road, became a “haut beau”, hobo, a high class bum,
homeless, moneyless, educationless, futureless catch - a man -
breathing!

A single woman in those days had no, that is, had NO
rights. She could vote, yup, and then what? Didn’t mean a thing.
The only thing you could vote for was something a man wanted, men’s
advancement, government office, supervisor.

Not only did a woman have NO rights, if a man
accosted her, put his hand on her body, insulted her verbally or
psychologically if he - in any way - harmed her, it was her
fault, she asked for it. And, that was true up into the 1970’s.

If a woman was accepted at college and got a PhD. in
Marine-astro-physics-neurology, she could, easy, then get a job as
a nurse, teacher or secretary. She was paid almost nothing as women
only worked for “pin money” - to buy the little extras for the
house. And then Social Security, State Income Tax, Federal Income
Tax and Unemployment were deducted from her paycheck.

Of course she paid the same amount as a man for
milk, bread and bananas.

But, women could not collect unemployment because it
was well-known they didn’t need it. They had husbands to take care
of them. Well, some women did. The others were, uhm, screwed.

But, if she were really smart and played her cards
right, she could get a college degree in MRS. That was a standing
cultural joke.

We started planning for that degree in high school
in the 1940’s. One day, in class, the teacher (a man) asked each
girl what she planned to do after graduation. I was the only one
who said, “I’m not going to get married.”

He stood in front of me and asked, “So, you want to
be a prostitute?”

I had no reply - I was dumb-struck. The magnitude of
that insult staggered my mind, still does.

This is one of the times I wish I could live my life
over; I’d have some interesting responses to the many insulting
situations that occurred to me, personally, often. You know, when
you think back and say, “What I should have said was…”

We’re Up to the ‘Fifties.

The actual real, physical survival for a
woman depended on her ability to find a suitable man, lure him into
her marriage trap and then “snap him up”.

When I say “suitable” that word has a lot of
latitude. Basically the man had to be breathing…, well, I guess
that was the only real requirement… and, still is, today in most
cases.

And, I can’t help but wonder at the magnitude of
that insult for a man. All a woman wanted was security, not the
“man”. He was only a “gadget”, a go-between she needed for her
personal guarantee of survival in any circumstance.

On occasion, I would hear a man bitterly exclaim,
“I’m just being used.” And, it was true.

He was being used, and so were we. People, in
general, had no idea how we all were being used, manipulated, to
feed new lives into the coffers of the church, the press, the civic
leaders and the capitalists.

Such was the teaching, the admonition and the
life-preparation from your Great Gramma, Mimaw, Mommy and the aunts
on both sides for their daughters. And Grandma’s vigilance was
relentless. The mantra, “Don’t be too particular, ‘settle for what
you can get’” was relentless.

(and, still is our goal today… first,
the man has to be breathing, and then…, well that’s pretty much it.
What an insult to the man!)

With the women harping on you to “get a man,” with
your stepfather boring holes in your bedroom ceiling, the bathroom
ceiling and walls to spy on your personal moments, (so you bathe at
night with the lights out and go to the toilet at school), with him
walking around the house, his bathrobe open showing his erection,
with him staring lewdly at you, smirking, making off-hand remarks,
“She’d be good at bearing children, she’s got the right shape
hips”, filling you with disgust, you finally decide you have to get
out of there.

Twice I brought a girl friend home from school to
spend the night. I was so excited to have a friend. But they never
came back. I couldn’t understand why not. I wonder, perhaps, if it
was because my stepfather stared at them, smirking, leering,
watching them move…?

Yes, Mother knew. But I was the trade-off for her
security. She had me understand I was on my own. Her man came
first.

This background, this covert teaching, the sly
unspoken rules of female submission to male, is the breeding
ground, the intensive training, for women to accept and submit to a
narcissist.

I was approaching 18. Shortly, I’ll be free - to go
out…but, to…where?

In the 1950’s, the only place “out” I can go to, is
to marriage. At .35 per hour (!) in a job, I could never support
myself. I have to get married.

So…

Let’s start with:


 MARRIAGE NUMBER ONE

Now I was 19. I was ready to get out! Live MY
life!

I found The One, a real catch, Bill.

Tall, blonde, blue eyes, great physique, no job, no
money, no education, 26 years old, lived with his mother and
father, alcoholics. His bed was in the garage, a camp bed. There is
an ex-wife and 4 year old daughter in a near-by city.

A perfect candidate for marriage.

And, yes, he was breathing.

He was a “catch”.

I’d marry him and be free!

Have a life of my own!

That was a salient, prevalent delusion for women,
“Have a life of your own.” But, the first thing a woman loses in
marriage is, “a life of her own”.

Historically, socially and legally when a girl
marries, she dies at the altar. Her identity, her needs, her
feelings, her choices have been subsumed by her husband. She goes
to the altar as Mary Lou Adams. At the ceremony, that identity is
stripped from her, she is now Mrs. Horace Throcksnoggle, everyone
congratulates them.

Then, in the marriage bed, the letting of the blood
seals her doom. Mary Lou is dead.

Since the beginning of time, somehow the “letting of
blood” is symbolic of a contract, a life commitment, an inviolable
relinquishing of rights. For a woman the Life Force is sacrificed
and the future is blank.

“1st Corinthians 7:4 - 6: For the wife does not have
authority over her own body, but the husband does…”

This teaching is from the Bible and is considered
Law by many, many people. All I can think of is God help the wives,
they are beyond help on this earth.


 LESSON
1

Believe him

What you learn in your first lesson is that if you
date a man and he says he loves you, it must be true - no, he
wouldn’t lie - so believe him.

That is essential in any male/female relationship.
You must believe whatever he says. To doubt him is
inexcusable. If he is unsuccessful in what he tries, don’t push him
for any reason. He’ll get angry and ask you, “They wouldn’t help me
- I couldn’t get anyone to give me…, get me…, what’m I supposed to
do?”

And, you had better have an answer to, “What was he
supposed to do…?” Or he will get angry and you sure don’t want to
upset him. This is your only chance for happiness, a home, a
family, and, a man - social acceptance!

You desperately help him look for answers, those
answers that determine his problems are always someone else’
fault.

And, really, all his problems are not his fault; you
wonder about that. He tried, but no one would help him, loan him
money, let him use their car, let him move in, expect him to help
out…

No, it’s not just sex he’s after, Bill (or, whoever)
really loves you, and when you continually ask him if he loves you,
he always looks surprised and says,”What do you think? - I’m here
with you…”

So, it must be true! He does love you. He’s there
with you… it’s not just sex!

Would a man lie?

At this point in the courtship, you must always
remember, what a man tells you is the truth. Never doubt him, no
matter how disjointed his excuses are.

It’s not his fault! He’ll tell you that
repeatedly.

Of course he never actually says, “I love you,” but
when he looks at you with those dreamy blue eyes, you just know he
does. A man doesn’t always have to tell you he loves you, it’s
something you just know.


LESSON 2

He’s a Hero

You notice he has no job. You wonder how come? He’s
26, you’re 19. You’re an usherette at the downtown theater, and he
“borrows” what you make to buy ice cream and comic books - well, he
likes ice cream! Shouldn’t a man have what he likes?

Bill had had a job, but the boss was an asshole and
he had to quit. He’d work if he could find the right job.

As a WWII veteran, a sailor, he received a small
pension for a back injury. He told me when he was in the submarine
service, a torpedo was about to fall on a sailor. But, Bill dove
under the torpedo and saved him - the torpedo fell on Bill’s back
and therefore Bill could no longer work. He told you he had a bad
back - that’s why he can’t work - he was injured in the
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