wo The Elegiac Addict

These pleasures, Melancholy, give

And I with thee will choose to live.

Milton, “Il Penseroso”

ALMA

On the cusp of her twenty-ninth birthday, Alma Gallegos was discovered
lying in the parking lot near the emergency room entrance at Espanola
Hospital. Like many patients that present at this ER, she was anony-
mously dumped by acquaintances who likely feared she might die or was
already dead. According to the physician who treated her, Alma was
close to death: her breath was shallow; her heart rate was barely dis-
cernible; and, despite the intense summer heat, her skin was cold to the
touch. On quick inspection of her swollen limbs, the physician determined
that Alma had overdosed on heroin, and she was treated with naloxone,
which, if administered in time, revives the body’s central nervous and res-
piratory systems. Alma’s vitals were SO0n stabilized, and she remained in
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"ha i"b‘ 0&' X U"k her friends and family su’p p(?rﬁve Sihes recovery? Why did she lose her
h '\'l part- time job as a teacher’s aide? Was her living situation unstable? Each

o1 & " B : y : :
te o - q \% I of the counselor’s questions Pointed to identifiable events that the coun-
u &'S v t“ i imagined might establish a foundation for Alma’s r

, elapse, and for
8 ¢ M}Q‘é her memory, ready for recounting.

,.%e \e,, Q)(e:) by “}r’ Alma shook her head at each of the counselor’s questions, even when

| her mouth sometimes answered, “Yes.” Between gesture and voice, she

% seemed to say that everything and nothing happened. The counselor was

o Pebl, A, %, . |
Ql‘ound €s of % | confused. Alma turned to me in exasperation and, in a language the coun-
{  selor couldn’t understand, said, “Es que lo que tengo no termina [Iv's just that

0 t I have has no end].”?

s\ Two years later Alma was again rushed to the same hospital emergency
Vel M, h d dead aft dosi i
bﬁ‘e:, h% } room, where she was pronounced dead after overdosing on heroin.

Na’s injy This chapter examines what [ am calling melancholy subjectivity in the

ﬂffecﬁ‘,e Wo, J context of addiction. My interest is to show how certain forms of loss in

d\@ this milieu are compelled by a set of social and historical situations. These
osses, I argue, have ‘a local ethos of melancholia through which
related death, can be read as a kind of con-
n the narrative of Alma, who pow-
“—without end—which I now




‘:‘,

: d heroin to “treat” the ras. .
part of a local world that readily used Nert the “(lll'rmu \

’ . . N
history of loss and displacemen, tha
) ‘

. o to. Within the clinic, she Was exn.
come to characterize Hispano lif€ as expe

“even if the model of chr

associated with the ongoing

e the ¢ s for her “recovery,
S\:Fc: etl:: Lcl?r:iu: 2racﬁccs were based, alleged that her conditi
definition, unending. '

Embedded in these simultaneously gEROS B and‘ Conspiring Worlg
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A WORK OF MOURNING

Anthropology has shown how following the life history of a single per-
sc?n can illuminate the complex intimate and structural relations that con-
stitute a life, 3 communi

- ty, and a social world (Biehl 2006; Das 2000; Des-
Jar'ais 2003; Pandolfo 1998), In following the plot of Almas life, I also
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Das and Addlakha 2001; Seremetakis 19g1). Rather, this constitutes 2
WorkioF mourning in another tradiion—the

His pano b dditi()n__ whi ch
‘On] n]L‘l llo] dt(‘s th(. Si“p“lc“ it'V ()f Li(‘
C -

ath while insisting on the inevitable
repetition of it.

Consider the ubiquitous descansos that are placed at or near the site of
death. The descanso does not seek to reinhabit the site of loss, or repair
the everyday, but insists on death’s essential relationship to life. Over the
years heroin-related descansos have gathered on the Hispano landscape.
Frequently adorned with the used syringes that contained the lethal
dose of the drug, they highlight just how enmeshed heroin has become
in physical space and everyday life and pose the question of whether and
how “mourning as repair” is possible or even desired in the face of un-
relenting loss. Rising along the edges of dirt roads and scattered among
the valley’s juniper-dotted hills, the undisturbed presence of the descan-
sos constitutes a kind of ethical commitment to that which was lost; they
keep vigil over it; they coexist.

One day, while sitting together in my parked car in front of the Esparola
Public Library, a certain memory flashed up for Alma, urgent and unan-
nounced. It was a cold afternoon, already dark despite the early hour. I
turned on the car’s ignition and was ready to return Alma to the halfway
house in which she resided after thirty days of heroin detoxification. To
my surprise, Alma grabbed my hand and told me to wait; she wasn't
ready to go back.

For a few moments we stared quietly at the library’s iron-barred win-
dows, our breath visible in the chilly air. Alma broke the silence and told
me that her older sister, Ana, whom she had never mentioned to me be-
fore, loved to read. Ana had been killed by a drunk driver four years be-
fore. She had been on her way to work, Alma recalled, driving along the
Winding, two-lane highway that connects Esparola to the village of Chi-
may6.> “She loves reading,” Alma said, stressing, it seemed, the present
ense, as if Ana were still alive. We both stared at the tattered romance

Novels that sat on Alma’s lap.
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In his examination of the English elegy, Peter Sacks (1985) notes#
the traditional forms and figures of the genre relate to an exPeri

loss and the search for consolation. The passage from grief to consolati
is often presented in the form of repetition—the recurrence of cer
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- It designates a psychic process to loss where the mourner
abstraction: dually work through grief, reaching a definite conclusion
is able 10 gral st object or ideal is essentially let go and the mourner is
whereby the 10 Melancholy, by contrast, designates a kind of mourning
able to move oll:‘en tails an incorporation of the lost person or ideal as a
without end. it alive and thus suggests that the past—that is, the lost
means to keep persxstenﬂ)’ present. Regarding its somatic features, Freud
pw-m;z]eeplw of the melancholic, suggesting that it attests to
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detox program, followed by a short stint at a halfway house. We had
been at the library together only a week before. Things seemed to be go-
ing well.

It was now Alma’s third admission in one year. The counselor asked
why she “sabotaged” her recovery yet again. Alma responded that there
wasn’t anything to sabotage; that this was her life.

I had just fallen asleep on one of the sagging couches in the clinic’s
common room. Technically, [ wasn’t allowed to sleep while on duty, but
] justified a short nap because I was, once again, covering for a no-show.
I set my watch alarm for 2:00 A.M., the next dosing hour, and tucked the
keys to the medicine cabinet deep in my jeans pocket. I turned off the flu-
orescent overhead lights and turned on a dim floor lamp beside the couch.
My shoes remained on, and I carefully positioned my body so that I could
easily monitor hallway and bathroom activity—just in case the patients
woke up from their drug-induced sleep. I'm a light sleeper, I thought—
“hyper-vigilant,” Id been told by a therapist who treated me during a
bout of insomnia. If someone wakes or something happens, I'll surely
know.

But somehow I had slept through my watch alarm and woke up only
to the feeling of Alma anxiously shaking my shoulder. She was kneeling
down beside me, her face inches from my face. jDios mio! She cried. She
told me she thought I was dead. I jumped up from the couch and began
making my dosing rounds—first giving Alma her medication and then
serving the other patients, whom I had to rouse awake. Afterward I
made a fresh pot of coffee and splashed water on my face at the kitchen
sink. When I returned to the common room, Alma was still there.

“I can’t sleep,” she said.

I sat on the couch across from Alma and suggested that the Robaxin, a
muscle relaxant, would soon take effect and hopefully she would be able
to sleep. Alma said that although her body surely ached, the problem
wasn’t her muscles; she hadn'’t slept well her whole life, and she wanted
to talk.

Up to this point, I had formally interviewed Alma a handful of times
in my capacity as a researcher. None of these interviews was particularly
fruitful; when my tape recorder was on, she answered my questions with,
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evening for heroin detox. When she arrived at the clinic, she had
plack eye and a broken wrist and was wearing urine-sta;ined 'ean:
Manuel said it was an emergency. I told him that Lara could not co]me tc;
the phone put that I could relay a message. He shouted obscenities at me
and hung up-

[ sat at the nurse’s desk, exhausted. I could hear Alma talking into
the tape recorder in the other room. I heard her say, “Angela, it weighs
heavy on my heart.” It was as if I were still sitting beside her.

Geveral weeks later I began the process of transcribing Alma’s recorded
narrative. She spoke of her sister, of Tierra Amarilla, of memories that were
her own and memories that she had inherited. At one point in the record-
ing, she paused for a long time, and then she said, “It all keeps me awake
at night.” And minutes later: “It weighs heavy on my heart.” Alma re-
peated the phrase “It weighs heavy on my heart” throughout the recorded
narrative. I kept rewinding the recording and replaying it, trying to lo-
cate all the events that explained such heaviness. But Alma’s admission
of feeling, her moving descriptions of her embodied pains, were usually
temporally disconnected from specific recollections of the past. For ex-
ample, in one segment of her narrative, Alma talked of her sister’s death,
then digressed into a recent trip to Albuquerque, and then talked of a
heavy heart. Throughout, phrases of pain dangled precariously, isolated
utterances that seemed to speak, as it were, for themselves.

[ tried to understand the nature of this seeming disconnection be-
tween feeling and event. Perhaps it was a consequence of heroin with-
drawal, during which orientations to time shift according to the process
of detox and to the organizational structure of clinical life.” Perhaps it
was an effect of the predawn hour and the dimness of the room, which

created an otherworldly environment. Or perhaps it was me—I was SO

exhausted that night——maybe [ wasn’t putting the pieces together, wasn't

asking the proper questions.
Whatever the reason for this apparent disc
themes that Alma kept returning to was the sense

onnectedness, one of the
that nothing changes,




rHE ELEGIAC ADDICT
8o
ife and its ensuing pain is unalterabje and WithOUt
that'hfe a h terms that she explained her relapse : &
waswllr;;;ecd that she kniew she would return ¢, the Clinj, . . Ol
ak:; readmission were simply part of the O.R'ier of thip ¢
effect. Referring to the so-called responsibil;
clean—which is stressed by counselors at the
that [wasn’t ready . . . it’s that there’s L

ty and ch
clinje—_ I
g to be read

of
4sajq Ving
Y forn Wong
ChO“a
Off,
8§ abg S5

Say,

‘'

bl lved pril
g8 ea
ts. NOw,

. » the fores

::zpmes a virtual ghos
o Los Alamos or Espi
qils, dilapidated corr
Alma might have partic
des, deaths. She had



o b
"‘:*p’e N
%. W Uy @
yl;\, Olqneq %61
; Q
QII q()fq Py h@r Q’}
. “q { %y A
\ Iy 1} Q ‘1’
68 Q ¢ yo! If])
: Q%e po Op, 0 %0
b By Ong Y B Y
e Slop iy Lo g Uy
g, o i Y B e
5 G SQOttthe l}eh 88,(\'%%,\“‘ LEGIAC ADDICT 81
o OI] ] Qlj,) ., U‘f‘ - eplf, what social constraints were w o
Q : , tsell, elghm h
)sn\l:s epbong b blo\%l] %"‘3:' aniis ;haping her horizon?’ g heavy on Alma'’s heart
by s, o Lt IR
Epow aq%% . ygLLoVW EARTH
S0 = to 'y : . e
J] g the ; P: f}t} shortly after transcribing Alma’s narrative, I drove up Hi
2 4t dij [qj th Tierra Amarilla. It was mid-fall and the cottonwood p Highway 84 to
¢ ] an, Order ’Pudk?\% River were in full yellow bloom. As I climbed high s .along the Chama
,hata bje Cty, f g, h@_ Mountains, tall, full-bodied ponderosa pines ﬂani Zr into the San Juan
['lme hn ObjeCt hich ‘j’?c}% from the highway were clusters of adobe houses € the. road. Set back
S Doy, Cath, g loy % cent to these, neat stacks of firewood ready for th and .trallel's and, adja-
Noe 11 e W o Shig gy As I entered Tierra Amarill r the coming chill of wi
ha the e iy Shy | marilla, Alma’s words b of winter.
Sa g e gy, b [ imagined that she was in th egan to echo in my mi
T haye ¥ ; ] e passenger seat besi yound
€sap Sharein Come tor% me with her memories. What memories migh }e151de me, accompanying
: € 8 : 1ight
hara(‘te, ,,Sse“ﬁal C:ete,m% or 'the purned-out trailer next to it? Did sghe Sk:s haveof thar empty lot,
(28) “’“’buﬁw Reies Lopez Tijerina’s name on the historic lf w who scratched out
| > m
" tors t.o tl?e infamous mountain village? Only a ar er.that welcomes visi-
On of this village lived primarily off the land y a generation ago the residents
nd sy ) tabiiy , ‘i ing the forests. Now, each weekda .—ranchmg, farming, and work
i t form, o Ibeg? becomes a virtual ghost town as l}’om?mmg, the village empties out an,;
no g cals mak : :
T t;becamepem | It::ﬂi;losd;:‘llaam:i)s or Espafiola for work Amoi;hfhelghw-ﬁve-mﬂe drive
T heart : , dilapidated corrals : e aband
28 hears , and oned 1
! that, perhaps, her ,}ZZ? b amnsinhine Parﬁcipatednin :: arded-up houses, I imagined ﬁ\z
Yoiar keepingatt | the detox clinic; spoken to me of some of these thi apEgeRaONCEs
rinsomnia, herhesr | teach ¢; told me, for instance, abo hese things that night at
by of life : er who had tutored her i , about the suicide of a trusted schy
were a kind of woods and didn’t 1 er in reading. “She slashed h f? 0ol-
: .Comﬂnent was al her when the eave a note,” Alma said. “My broth 'er “',rlsts s
wing her future (Ruf son died i y were out partying. Th SRR friends found
ndied in Desert Storm.” g. The only thing we could think i
ve has no end.” Tierra Amarill g is that her
/ I X
>, Though Alma’ New Mexi : a: Yellow Earth. Perhaps m
: : ; can Vlllage iti P ore than any other nortefi
e to think of it & dispossegs; , it is the symbolic g
ession and : ground of the Hi ;
nd lon ispano hi
ging fo : story of
g for land and times 2
past that has inspired de-

¢ the relation be-
e experience of

Cades of B
political
through struggle—by turns mai
Means vi b mainstream and
iolent and not. Tierra Amarilla was first seltltrlljcf rgrOllmd’
as a land




pICT
gLEGIAC A
E :
TH and grants in northern New, Me

ol . l l B g ’
82 s. Like ?Js were allotted land for an md“’idual,.

.d_l .
mi s 5ettl€{ rming, and the right to share ¢q
a /

tin the &

o A M= ; ;

Jate ot for personae timber, and hunting. Accordug to

for paztul: lsold as private property, but compn
e

re just that—collective property—anq
we mmunity’s economic and yljy :

Xico q.

sed r.1d preserVed for the co. '

| )

beu New Mexico became part of the United Stateg
e

ral well-being: :
Gince 1848, when ¢ heirs have found themselves in an uphil] g
erations of Jand granEven today they continue to argue that the [j
to regain lost Ian?rse:aty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, which wag intendg;t
States br'oke theured before the war, thereby preserving the eConom;,
protect “de!s- Sfec rity of Hispano people. Indeed, over the years th@@'*
~an-d Cujft;:,:d l;rafts were usurped through chicanery that was at b
:z:rz:rgins of the law. The heirs of th.e Tierra Amarilla lang grant ;
lost over half a million acres, much of it now part of the Carson Nah_,ﬁ al
Forest. But the “commons” of a national forest comeg with strict land'use'

regulations that tourist and local alike must abide by, even if the latter’s

forebears were once the rightful owners.

The idea that the land was “lost” IS NO mere exercise in Nostalgia,
over generations it has given rise to a constant stream of rebellion, mogt
famously in Tierra Amarill forty years ago when Rejeg Lopez Tijerina
and a group of armed Insurgents Stormed the Joca] courthouse, 3 Sym-
bol of an “outsider” authority that droye a wedge between the people
and the land, The Courthoyse Raid, as it i now k
Bovermor to get _ NOWN, prompted the

Ctlvate the Nationg] Guard ang di
the rebelljon A five-day 1 nh g NS
agents ensyeq Tanks an}cli SI:I I m'lt e ] L entarcae
all a

and nearhy, Villages fo; th . Arcraft were ygeq to search the forest

! q € ﬂee]ng insul- t S :
b gents, Eventually, twenty indi-

ent indi -

taken a. © INciden Captureq natiwere dicted on various  felony
S a serjgy i Onal meqj, attention but was not

al justice i
ss e
Stead, the di Y€ as other cjyi] rights movement

e
est, - argely depicted the event ag anarchy




1\1(' ' THE EL
j\,.’ﬂ%‘ EGIAC ADDICT 8
Ig 'S
! }kﬁ
» t()t ()Tlhl
\nhn O ]Qm
NN
hmate ) (,j
States
i) 8%8&?
the o
i
N
e“ded ir
TS the &
N Natigy
't land yg
e lattrs Figure 4. General store. Photo by the author.
nostalgi
ion, mos! The rebellion was nevertheless successful in symbolizing how deep
7 Tijerit passions run on the issue of the land and who has rights to it.!* In an inter-
o asl view after the raid, Tijerina exclaimed, “These people will always remem-
e, pe(;plf ber how they lost the land. . . . They have not forgotten after hundreds
. ted ¢ of years. . .. They will never forget. 11 Indeed, the land grafu r-nover;le;t
P 155 continues apace. Every February 2, the anniversary of the signing ? t‘e
' o nin
upP 4 Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, land grant activists stage a demonstratio
al th i ‘ d the state.?
{ o e state capital that draws heirs from aroun e
' : : in powe
e~ p Memories and sentiments regarding land loss remain po L
i lﬂn\' among elders and youth alike, in that locals draw a connehc t0WhiCh o
% . ; i is tha
o 0 land loss, poverty, and addiction. The ultimate uor(;ythem S
e P lost” is still there for Hispanos to see: it’s all :;rour; O e i
Migge. =
,veff‘dl‘, ins, rivers, mesas, and buttes. One wonders ot o losass,logses i
" InelarICholy can be extended to address such mate

B -



sy 8 BLEGTA

84
ent but out of reach, €Specially i

¢ to cultural identity and econom; Con
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hat remain pres
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d’s reflections on individual experienceg of log
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enerational experiences? In the Hispan
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com at experiences of loss and melancholia emerge th,

o storical contexts. To ignore these Ough
cific political and historica : 43 would pe o priye
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As I drove through Tierra Amarilla on that fall daY‘thrOugh e
anchored by the infamous courthouse—Alma’s narrative wag fresh Pl
mind. I couldn’t help but wonder what role “the land” plays in rnemln '
of women like Alma; women who, in her words, “didn’t exist” 4 01:1
the most militant phase of the land grant movement; WOme o
lives have been dominated not by the loss of land but by the loss of Peo-

ple. Certainly these forms of loss intersect in powerful ways. Alma :
sistence that there is “nothing there,” : aSme

one sees th

N Whoge

nothing but memories ”

; - .

tragedies of earlier generations, tragedies indelibly linked to th :Peaks to
Present,

g S e

stage for losses associ
ot e :;]at(;d with heroin use Indeed, the first time Almga wm%ﬁwﬂ gt
Eikhies s S s orest, in a crumblmg adobe on a large arcel of mhﬁk@‘ w‘b
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INTOLERABLE INSOMNTIA

Alma left the heroin detox clinic three da
According to the detox attendant on dy
she simply “walked out” at approximately two o’clock in the morning.
I asked to see her discharge papers, which patients are required to sign
in acknowledgment that they had received counseling on the potential
consequences—Ilegal and not—of leaving detox before “successful com-
pletion.” Alma signed her name in bubbly, childlike script. In response to
“Reason for Self-Discharge,” she wrote, “CANT SLEEP”
Jorge Luis Borges (1998: 98) writes of the “unbearable lucidity of
insomnia.” He describes sleep as a state in which one is able to forget
oneself. When one awakens, however, time, places, and people return—
the self returns. One of the many words in Spanish for “to awaken” and
which Borges regularly employs is recordarse, which translates literally as
“to remember oneself.”’® In this sense, when one awakens, one remem-
bers oneself. By extension, in the absence of sleep, the self- never lea\{es,
never forgets, and thus remains vigilant over itself and its memone.s.
Borges understood that this vigilance can lead one to a state of quPa“-
In his short story “The Circular Ruins,” a man who. s.ufferS. frOfilf 1?50;"
nia walks miles through a jungle in the hope of tmng”hlmse / wisitef
himself to sleep. “In his perpetual state of wakefulness,” Borges ;
“tears of anger burned the old man’s eyes” (98) the night of Alma’s de-
According to the attendant who was on fluty ¥ sgu sgests that she
Parture, no one picked her up at the Cthl'V;l to reach Espaiola.
would have had to walk fifteen miles of dark hlgf wz}llma which was for
I called the only telephone number that I had for :

ys after our predawn interview,
ty at the time of her departure,
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the trailer that she shared with her on
e

t week I trieq 8ain
was no response. Over the next wee ed to cq) P andus
tually, a recorded voice answer.ed, curtly inform ing il
was trying to reach had been fhscon'nected_
Several weeks after my visit to Tierra Aman-u a, Ahna "
wanted me to know that she was okay and that 5 Ithough_ :
people must have thought regarding her diSCharge
things up yet.” Her tone was

Casual, even ha PY. She o 't
found a job at the loca] Subway Ssandwich shop. I 0 I

as ,easy’
ing; but easy. She also told me that she haqg begun ¢, a
in Espario];, She lik

"again off
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d about her desire to be “born again,” for a future. I

iH s 4 el
smo? from Catholicism to evangelicalism .Wondered
stood as a reflection of her complicated relationship mtll?;: be un-
wi er own

a desire to forget.

wondere
how Alma’s tran

der
past and of

sECOND CHANCES

positioned between a discount grocery s :
room, the Rock Christian Fellowg:hip?; at:;:a\a;?n; ﬁ:i;i:f Bt
Jocated in the center of Espafiola. It can be spotted from some dis(;:;nplzx
an enormous neon billboard depicting the face of Jesus, which rce dZ
»Rock Christian Fellowship: Making Disciples.” In additio;l to tradié:na,l
church services, the Fellowship offers a child care center, a men’s recove
home, a “spiritual university,” and a restaurant. The Solid Rock Café sg;
on the northern edge of the complex. Alma suggested we go there for a
light dinner. When we arrived, the café was nearly empty. We sat at a small
table near the window and watched the evening rush hour traffic gather
along Riverside Drive. To my surprise, Alma pulled out two Subway sand-
wiches from a backpack. I ordered each of us a soft drink, and we ate our
sandwiches, which had grown soggy with time, in comfortable silence.
“This place is helping me out a lot,” Alma said. “I don’t know what I
would do, you know, without it.” It was the first time since we reestab-
lished communication that Alma acknowledged that things had been

difficult. I asked her about the night she left the clinic.

hing: that place don’t work.
be thinking about what
be an addict and you
ptible to heroin,

11 tell you somet

I shouldn’t have gone back. I
nt you to always

Its focus is all wrong. They wa
you did, why you did it, how you're always gonna

got to stay clean, fight the temptation. Your always ‘ce
and there’s no cure. . . - [That's why] I like it here [the Fellowship].
They’re not always looking back, you know? The pastor talks about the
future; he says that’s what counts- The future—so you can be
go to heaven. :
At Nuevo Dia, with Twelve Steps - - uis, always refnind-
It's like, you

ing me of the fuck-ups, you know? The t

it's like with L
hings I've done.

blessed and
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don’t have to keep reminding me! I knoy, better ¢,
an an

I've done and where I've been. I can’t forget B Yone
down there, you know? I have a hard enoigh tlil;don tkeep pss]‘;’; at
demons. & dealing With my& '

e

Alma’s account of being “pushed” j
perpetual risk of relapsing into addicti
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problem/ she said, was that she still couldp’ tilee
that this was true. Bloodshot and watery,

of too many sleepless nights. She told me she hated nightti

she worried, even before getting into bed, that sleep qult:; me because

asked her how many nights it had been since she slept ”NITO;: (:mel;l
- Nights!” she

laughed- It had been so long that she didn’t even
ing felt like. She described her insomnia: R Sleep:

P- I could see in her
eyes
they conveyed the culminat?on

It's not just being uncomfortable, you know, like sleeping but wakin
g

up because your body hurts or you’d have to go t
thing. I'd watch the other women at night [ingtheoctl?:igfzt‘}:,:oo;? or gome-
mitory]. They all slept, but in the morning they'd all complain like babs
“No puedo dormir.” [I can’t sleep.] But they did sleep! I know becaus: Iles’
watched them! I was awake all night watching them!

I'd love to sleep like that.

Alma is right. True insomnia is not merely tossing and turning on a
bad night. Rather, it is sleeplessness night after night, a mind and a body
in revolt against themselves. Alma described wanting sleep like a hun-
gry person wanting food; her insomnia was a kind of starvation, or an-
other kind of withdrawal. It had gotten to a point where normal patterns
of wakefulness and sleep no longer made sense, or seemed permanently
unavailable to her. During the hours that preceded her departure from

the clinic, Alma said her mind started “playing tricks”:

ind, you know? I'd tell myself to stop,

I kept going over things in my m
like separate. I can’t control it. It’s al-

but I couldn’t. My thoughts were

ways been like that for me. , .
[That night] I was thinking about my parents and how they’re getting

old and are probably going to die. How I messed things up and, like, my
mom hates me now and she’s up there in T.A., and I don t'go .therebnot
more. I don’t. I don’t even like to call. But mostly, I kept thinking abou

Ana and how fucked up everything is, how she died with her baby in-
side of her. .
This is what I kept thinking that night.
“Insomnia,” the Romanian philosopher Emil Cioran (1998:f ;4:)) x;rtl;t;s;
“enlarges the slightest vexation and converts it into a blow of fate,
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vigil over our wounds and keeps tll'rlrelm ;r;)m fl 8ing o
the same thoughts appeared to Alma. She aske d.me o
during the day, she is able to ge.t by, but why at p; 8Nt the.
and memories swell up, always in t.he same way,

Alma wanted a physician to write her 5 legitimage

sleep aid. In the meantime, she resorted. to buyin g

mostly tranquilizers—off the street. But it’s too exp,

$10a pill, and the effect too temporary. The thoughts_,

return. They are, in her words, without end. o

The only time I can sleep is with chipg. That’s the onl :
best sleep, you forget everything. There’s nothing 2
explain it to you. It’s the best medicine, :

Are you ever worried that

you'll start again? That yo
Yyou back there?

Always. It's always on the back of my mind.

PBRPETUAL PEACE
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sbout his heroin use, describing his repeated ing

ply “part of the territory.”

According to Luis, “Alma was always the one
clean, not me. This is who I am. I told her you go
is me, a tecato. I stayed away when she was clean

she was trying to live another way. But you knoy Alma, she couldn’
maintain. So we’d get back on it together. That's : t

hOW we ljved t ”
The morning of Alma’s death Luis was in a ogether.

: _ - neighboring village, with
his children from a previous relationship. He said that he had encouraged
Alma to spend the morning with her parents in Tierra Amarilla so that

she wouldn’t be alone, and promised they’d meet up in Espafiola later
that afternoon. But Alma refused to go home because she couldn’t deal
with her parents’ judgment and grief. I asked Luis whether he invited
Alma to join him. He shook his head and said, “It was just supposed to be
for a few hours. It wasn’t supposed to be a big deal.”

When Luis returned to the trailer that afternoon he thought that Alma
was sleeping. He described the chain of events preceding his recognition
that something else had occurred: he went directly to the kitchen and be-
gan cooking his heroin, wondered if he should also cook hers, knowing
she’d want some, and that her need might interrupt his moment. So as he
prepared both their fixes, he noticed that heroin was missing from his
stash. He again counted the papeles that contained the drug to make sure

he hadn’t counted incorrectly the first time; when he realized he hadn’t
miscounted, he called out Alma’s name, and he continued to call her
name as he went to her.

Luis told me he didn’t want to talk anymore, that he wante'd to t:a.k:3 a
drive. We piled into my rental car and headed north, alongll-hgll‘;vza;’n ;}0
Ten, twenty miles passed, and, with the distance, the S e"[";e 5 fﬂeﬁo-
rise. With his eyes half-closed, Luis told me to keep going.
style music on the radio turned to static. SRR

As we entered Tierra Amarilla, Luis P‘_’thi;‘;, liouse, t’he ot
honie et bacl from the highway: 145 hlfirl)\e shook his head no, ges
grew up in. I asked if he wanted to ?tOPr an than a mile away, he pointed
turing with a hand for me to keep g5 e ke the same color as the
out another house, its chimney releasing ST

titutionalization as sim-
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sky. Luis told me it was Alma’s home, the Ons she o "
her parents still lived. “We grew up together, }?e said. n ang, |

We kept on, into the fores.t that surrounds Tierra 4 !

rental car skidding and jerking along a rutteq dir
intersection with another forest road, Luis asked
watched him from the driver’s seat as he walkeq
stood like exclamation points against the snowy g
five feet in, Luis turned to me and gestured for me

crunched loudly beneath my boots. When | rea

.

arijl, 4
t I‘Oad. F ’ the Cha,

ing,
Y, i
.me to Par the ‘1’-‘_
Into the &)

-
v
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to join him_ Th
ched him,  Sngy

» he pop
downward with his cigarette. It was Alma’s descanso, Poineg

Her memorial was a cross made of tree br.
bits of rusted wire. Overlaying it was anoth

de of;
tersecting syringes. Etched into her descanso were the folloy 3

" ., 4 — r in m
sages: “ALMA; R.LP”: Siempre [Forever], and “No te olvides” %N v
forget]. 3

anches, woven together Wil
€r Cross, this one ma 1

e g.up or abandoning the sensibil-
Ing about “the living substance

mmedtoscoﬁm
Amaonce described

The thing about bef
thout your next fix
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of perceptions and relatlonships” (1977: 34) thus ha
sion that helps elucidate the interlocking nature of o
Consider, for instance, expressiong often repeat
os: “Todo es historia” [History is everything]. It is 5 S .

taneously acknowledges the loss of timeg Past and the loyuTg that simy]-
nuity in a precarious and changing worlq. Another: ”Lar;isu:g fOr conti-
herida” [History is a wound], which is frequently eyoked i thOna €s una
expressing the material and cultural Josges that e
resulted from the re-

gion’s past. And another, repeated by the addicted: “Chiva es el remed;
para todo” [Heroin cures everything]. Thus, while elders worry that t}l1:
younger generation is all too willing to forget the Past, the young are just as
likely to understand the heroin problem as a contemporary consequence of
it, while still offering heroin as a remedy for the pain that accompanies the
past. In this way, young and old insist that to meaningfully address the

heroin problem, one must also address the region’s deep historical scars.
There are other kinds of scars, such as those on the skin. The needle
marks and abscesses that map an addict’s body—open wounds in the lit-
eral sense—powerfully attest to how addiction is also a historical forma-
tion and an immanent experience. These are wounds in which the future,
the present, and the past commingle through the force of recurring need:
the need to score heroin, the need to get high, the need to find a vein.

Alma once described it to me like this:

Sa temporal dimen-
Xperience and affect.
ed among elder Hjs.

The thing about being hooked is you're always thinking ahead, thinking
about your next fix, how and where you're gonna get the money, who
owes you money, who owes you heroin, who'll help you out. It goes on
and on and on. And now, I've been using so long, nothing ever }asts. The
high . . . it’s over before you know it and you're back to it, thinking about

the next fix, making calls. It never stops.'*

Hispano heroin addicts and Hispanos more generally are not the ;mlyr
ones to engage this structure of “endlessness” when describing iseo-
lives. Indeed, academics have long relied on it to explore the poverty,

. u # of northern New Mexico,
lation, and cultural and temporal “rootedness nstructions

and artists have engaged the trope in their own imagg‘edocs‘z A
of the region (Kosek 2006).15 One of the earliest and It
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But what about women like Alma—women oAty
with the village and the land in which she wag raised, |
the site of conflict over claims of ownership and belg
petween these varying “structures of feeling” points to
Hispanos relate to the past and the differing emotiona

nt nothing to do

and that has been

nglng? The traffic
the differing ways
lre

ciated with it. It suggests that it is also people’s spe i hiSiS:izc::t;S;Z
past-—and not some idealized or inherited notion of it—that leads to a
sense of attachment to, or alienation from, it.

MEMORY AGAINST FORGETTING

The question of why the past, especially in its painful incarnations, reenters
or is memorialized in contemporary life is a concern of many scholars. Idel-
ber Avelar (1999) argues that images of ruin—that is, the anachronistic ob-
ject, the museum piece, or, in Alma’s case, the descanso that marks the site of
her sister’s death—are crucial for memory work, for they offer anchors by
means of which a connection to the past can be reestablished. These images
become especially powerful and urgent where there is an incessant replace-
ment of the “old” with the “new.” Similarly, Andreas Huyssen (2000) links
“contemporary memory cultures” to reactions to dramatic ;')ol.itical or so-
cial change. “The turn toward memory,” he writes, “is subh.mmally enet:
gized by the desire to anchor ourselves in a worl.d charactell:lzed by an in-
creasing instability of time and the fracturing of lived space (zi?). MernoFy
is a kind of survival strategy against the increasing fragmentaho.n of. dalkl\y
life. According to Huyssen, memory can also be viewed as being in the
“erips of a fear, even a terror, of forgetting” (-28)-

The fear of forgetting is a powerful sentlmc.ent S
In the realm of addiction, many addicts described to me their e

‘ .od from a heroin overdose, as well as their fe

getting loved ones who died | sded:iniheirepet
M i R e fo'rms B iln;oved ones to heroin.
itive experience of having lost so many friends an R e
In other words, heroin-related deaths are so commo

i forgotten. A
nate in the worry that the specificity of each lossﬂwfo:)(: me’g .
young heroin addict named Marisa matter-of-factly

in the Hispano context.
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even remember how many people have died [ becayge i
many.” In this constellation of heroin-related death, e STojp)
addicts fear that their own deaths will be forgotten 54 Weli a
ted that sometimes she foresees her death ang won dered larjg
even know if 'm even gone?” + W
Hispano northern New Mexico represents g contempor
culture insofar as there is a pervasive and articulateq fois Zf e,
history concurrent with public and private strategies of Culturfol-g |
vation and memorialization. In the realm of tradition, g, A Prog
) o 7 e
reenactments of the Hispano colonia] past, including Ceremoni:e yea,]y-
such as Los Matachines, that blend the region’s Moorish, Spanisd}?nces

’
Native American roots with centuries-old Catholic Processjong A i

a Contriby
S fing factor to the region’s declin-

& heroin Problem. Some Jocals de-
A Woung_
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LOS ALAMOS INTERLUDE

uring my research, I was invited to partici 3 .
s[:archirs and treatment providers wofking I(I:zt:\;?t;ei(r)\nls\:xug o‘f TE,?‘
drug problems. The consortium included individuals and a 8encieesxfl:§ s
the state-defined Region Three: Santa Fe, Los Alamos, and Rio Arri:;
Counties. As a concerned community member, my task was to represent
and advocate on behalf of the needs of heroin addicts in Rio Arriba
County, by far the poorest county of the three and the one with the most
entrenched drug problem. I looked at serving on the consortium as a
means to acquaint myself with the tensions and contrasts between Los
Alamos and Rio Arriba Counties and to explore what many residents of
the Espafiola Valley had said to me—that Los Alamos is the very oppo-
site of what nortefio culture means, that it is the ultimate Other of Hispano
life, and that the relationship between Hispano New Mexico and Los
Alamos is one of dependency and distrust.

From the beginning of the consortium there were problems that res-
onated with these claims. First, Los Alamos was chosen by a majority of
members to be the site where the regional meetings would be held. Or-
ganizers from Rio Arriba County immediately objected, arguing that Es-
pafiola should play host, especially since it had the severest drug prob-

lems. Further, they expressed concern that housing the consortium in
Los Alamos would reinforce the already unequal power relations be-
tween the two counties. A heated debate centering on “convenience” en-
sued, and, by majority rule, the meetings remained in Los Alamos. Fit-
tingly, they were held at the Fuller Lodge, a high-ceilinged log building
that was once home to the Los Alamos Boys Ranch School. The Boys
Ranch was established in 1917 to help sons of the East Coast elite become
strong young men through rigorous outdoor activities in addition to a
classical education. In later years the Fuller Lodge would be converted
into guest quarters for the Manhattan Project. ;
Participating in the consortium meant thatI joined the flock of Hispano

commuters who left their small villages early each morning for the “nu-
from its perch at the base of

the Jemez Mountains. At seven o’clock on one such morning, the highway
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ted my village, Velarde, o Espafiola was ajre,q busg
that connec de of pickups and dented sedans

Whizzeq b, Buig 8/
ara TR oW
commuterS;yA rr[: iles per hour over the speed limit. Yt ey
ten to twen

.o driver, | wasn’t able to even enter_the highwa a
A cautious ad for several minutes. Finally I joined the to

row county r(;th relative ease down Highway 68, until J
and dr(?vetv:orth of Espariola. The traffic came to a crayj. Twas
Pueblo, Jutsthe parking lot at San Juan’s Okhay Casing Was alrens

0 t::y likely from commuters drawn in for the famoyg g,
rt?t: atf;:akf;st. Others, I imagined, had likely been there all nj,
by free coffee and imagined fortunes. i
As always, I averted my eyes fron.l thef adobe, now bOarded
heavily inscribed with graffiti, that sits directly acrogs from the
The story goes that three years before, a young man ad, icted t
and desperate for money broke into his grandmother’s house. Cayot
the matriarch who had raised him, he stabbed her to death
induced psychosis while his deaf grandfather slept peacefully

cent room. The recollection of the house haunts me still =Sy

In Espafiola the traffic came to a halt. Stressed commuters
their car horns or pulled out angrily from the choked lanes in
alternative routes. Slowly, I passed the Super Walmart, liquor stores, fas
food restaurants, discount tobacco shops, and Mexican tienditas that make

up Espafiola’s main drag. It took twenty minutes to reach Santa Clara
Pueblo, a mere four miles from Espafiola’s center. I passed the Tribal Clinic
surtounded by dilapidated trailers. '

Santa Clara: 4 pueblo re
are sold in high-enq Sant

s
barely SUrvives on an aye
e

Rl T
Nowned for its micaceous pottery, pieces that
a Fe galleries. Santa Clara: a comm '. fhﬁt
I passed Tage per capita income of just over%g;oeozf-\s
i Npueblo the road narrowed, but the traffic, parada ::
Ciovs thm; hqw San Idelfonsg Pueblo was before me, resemb 6> b
the Buregy, gf I: h.as ANew cluster of cement-block houses (spo s, wﬂ);
500n be ghjq 4 i f}ffair S)- Santa Clara Pueblo expects thatit;m .
mo daﬁons_ Bu(: tf}rllove its residents out of trailers and into simi : a‘esm
the troublin € Stretch of Janq in which the pueblos are lecage&f 2

g pl'Oblern Of groun dWa ter = . ﬁon” me from
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radioactive waste that seeps into the aquifer from LANL
tivity was the great equalizer in the region: the familje :
the ones in cement-block homes were equally at risk Botsh1
the radioactive shadow of the nuclear city and Su‘ffer
rates of cancer, especially of the thyroiqg,
From San Idelfonso to Los Alamos js

Thus radioac.
N trailers and

pueblos are in
unusually h_igh

passed through B'an.delier National Monument ang the juniper-dotted
canyons of the Pajarito Plateau. The highway twisted and turned. Every
hundred feet or s.O, I would spot a descanso on the side of the road and
couldn’t help but imagine my own demise. | imagined how easy it would
be for my car to slip on a stretch of wintery ice or for my brakes to faj]. En-
visioning my fall over one of the treacherous cliffs that hugged the high-
way, I slowed down further, amazed and intimidated by the commuters
who continued to pass me with such focused speed, seemingly unaware
of the danger. Or, perhaps, the commuters were intimately aware of the
danger and sped along with it, along with the idea of risk and loss.

As I entered Los Alamos via Trinity Drive, I recalled the remark fre-
quently made by local Hispanos regarding how incompatible the city was
and how it clashed so violently with the rest of northern New Mexico: Los
Alamos “didn’t belong.” The statement was more than just a commentary
on its neat wood-framed houses. And it was more than the fact that the
land on which LANL sits—acquired or “stolen” by the U.S. government in
1943—belonged to Santa Clara and San Ildefonso Pueblos, as well as heirs
of the Spanish Vigil Land Grant. All were relocated to the valley below. It
was the people themselves—g4 percent Anglo and among the wejalthiest
and best educated in the country; they didn’t belong. At least not m.a 1-ﬂe-
gion that is overwhelming Hispano and Native American—a majority

Population that is nonetheless considered a “minority.” .

Ultimately, T was late getting to the Fuller Lodge, and the consortium
meeting was already under way. I took my seat next to a commucilllﬂtzr aeCr;
tivist and great-grandfather from Chimayé who has lost besee
and a grandchild to heroin overdose. He leaned over and whisp

me, “Get ready for a fight.”



DDICT
E ELEGIAC A

TH

100

EMY
INTIMATE EN

i , the sense of
ite all the symbolic contra;lts Sk
Despite a and the Hispano v. agd e
Los Alamoie Hispanos I interviewe o ey cong
Rl ay—usually through a j h. tou
Alamos in some“‘:'each imagines the other), and mcel:l’(’, 3
B M
magmaho?oaltos Alamos through certain t:e .
5 re of a corporeal nature, such as e
wom:idixim inspections employee., F;r more than t}
. 7 4 e
r:‘:rtEred deep into the “Vault, where
Vi

disconpg
und jt g
timately

them neglecte
715 to see tha,

Vid woylqg liken the €
asingle Mother rajseq 1, In

ion to Jeaye




home in Taos e
rest seemed b
d their incest
As we four?
vid said:

The aﬂqu i
f Wwe et ed ‘
;.aﬂd deﬂ;
ash ¥

THE ELE
GIAC AD
Dicrt
101

Los Alamos, where she worked, because ¢
Plus, she wanted to give her son the benefit
porhood and a good public education, Less
County residents have a bachelor’s degree
dents drop out of high school. Los Alamos, b :

rate of Ph.D.’s in the world, and more than 90y pceorrclterr?ts :),f};étlss l:?ehhlgheSt
gra duates go on to receive a four-year college degree. e

Like a commuter, David grew up shuttling between his “first world
home” in Los Alamos and his “cultural home” in the valley. In Log Ala;)r:o
- S

he “.ras s'ubjected to racial st.ereotyping and admits to having felt ashamed
of his Hispano roots.and his mother’s low-leve] job. But life wasn’t much
better when %le V’vas. 1n the valley, where was made to feel pocho—a half-
breed who didn’t ﬁ.t b anywhere. The conflicted, subjective state David
described was reminiscent of the situation Frantz Fanon (1963: 25) de-
scribes, where the constant, painful deliberation of the self in the form of
the question, “In reality, who am I?” becomes a crucial battleground for
the maintenance of colonial control.18
For eighteen years David asked precisely this question of himself as
he moved back and forth between these seemingly disparate worlds. He
told me he understood the sting Hispanos feel when they leave their
communities each morning to work at the laboratory. It's based on ne-
cessity, he said matter-of-factly—a more effective way to make ends meet,
even if one faces exploitation and stigma on either side of the economic
and cultural divide. On the other hand, David resented this necessity,
citing, like so many Hispanos do, the psychological and cultural wreck-
age that ensued. He spoke of his own “broken connection to the land,”
and he suggested that the figure of the abandoned acequia was sympto-
matic of the ongoing and unequal relationship between the Vapey g
Los Alamos. “Up there, it's manicured lawns. Down below, things fall
apart.” _
David is now part of a small movement of Hispanos Nning youthi
“getback to their roots.” It was a path that he himself took éfter yfears o0
drinking and drifting—living, in his view, the life of a typical I_hsglazl-
male whose connections to the land were broken by C‘rcumStaI-\;e.a how
Ways had querencia [love of the land],” he said.”” “But 1 e

he commyte Was too taxin

S of living there. a safe neigljgli
than 15 Percent of Rio Arriba
or higher, ang one in two sty-
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d to learn as an adult because there really wasiil
left in my family who coulfi tea.ch me. Bu[t) it \./\;ai here.” He e
h his fist as he said this. Today David looks tq the pag,
hearf wit me ways denied—not as a “relic,” but as an engageme
::;s f;r:u Sr(; He knows it’s a hard sell- for many Hispano youthg
those who are two or more generations removed frch agricy
In the afternoon, David guided me thfough. his sprou
garlic and corn and tender bunches o'f native spinach call
watched the water from the community-controlled acequ
moving streams between his crops. The rows of water glist
setting sun. David leaned against a hoe, beer in hand,
his crops. “The thing is, they’re [acequias] etched in the
over the place. Even when they’re full of trash, they’re still
Across the Espafiola Valley, the abandoned acequias—
doned adobes or the decaying descansos—are an image of ruin o«
by the forced abandonment or loss of a former life. Their ubiq
ence represents a past that is also the present: absent but remember ;
but still loved. Whether one calls them relics, scars, or wounds, they rep-
resent a permanent awareness of that which was loved and lost in the
course of history and may never be returned to, however strong the yearn-
ing. And yet the will to reminisce and carry these scars into the present is
powerful. David remarked that even in its neglected form, the acequia
maintained a certain beauty, maybe even possibility.

to work it. T ha

MOONRISE

On an early fa]] afternoon, Jose
be a dry winter. He could te]] b

1s and by how litt]e rain there
tiny garden plot that Ricky, his

Ph announced to me that it was going to
y the air, he said, by how dry and warm it
Was over the summer. He pointed to the
five-year-old lanted in late spring.
e plot : year-old son, planted in late sp
e t‘::al:g bigger than 4 bathtub, byt Ricky had big hopes for it. He
here,” Joseph S:isd a;‘d hSiquash, but neither dig very well. “It’s the land
b o lingered within earshot, “I¢'s too dry and

rocky, [y,
grow.” Ricky approached me and asked if I have

S Ot meant ¢,
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Figure 5. Feeding the crops. Photo by the author.

a garden. I told him I did but had the very same problem—too much con-
I could see the look of disappointment on
hen he told me that his

so that he could gather

crete mixed in with the soil.
Ricky’s moon-shaped face. But he brightened w
father was going to buy him chickens next year,

eggs. “Chickens can live anywhere,” Ricky said.
Joseph and Ricky lived in a trailer park on the outskirts of Espafiola.

During this visit, Joseph sat on a metal folding chair, his face to the sun.
The door to his trailer was ajar, and the strains of northern New Mexican
music wafted toward us from the radio inside. Tt was a Saturday, and,
like every weekend, Ricky was in the care of his father. He ran in and out
of the trailer, bringing me objects from his bedroom: a tarantula encased
in a glass dome, a book about spiders, a leather baseball gleve nearly as
big as his arm. Joseph suggested that next time he went inside he should

bring us a couple of beers.
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The telephone rang in the neighboring trailer, |
away. I couldn’t help but listen as a young WOmar; r:l?ss than - . )
friend at a restaurant in town. Joseph tossed his cj ade Plagg t:nty,,. I ; of /
beer can and lamented the lack of privacy. Thio. g}gla;ette inty @ iy ’n /’ 1
e ha p‘

trailer park for three years, he hadn’t gotten used ¢, i d liveg
quarters. “I didn’t grow up like this,” he said. “] ving in g
space to run around in, you know?” ey Up witp, .
Joseph grew up in Hernandez a villa ;

5 ’ ge about fi :
Espaniola. The photographer Anse] Adams memo‘: n.’llles north,

lage in what is perhaps his most famous
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til much later that I learned he wa

;I:mh for his voracious heroin habit as Ifisaalcif erlir:i:coirt? s

that he killed the man who abused his sister and that(; t was rumored

man from a burning house. (Indeed, he had the leathe £ bSaVed another

his arms and face to prove this tale, but when [ once a kr}; urn me?rks on

he changed the subject.) One young addict descri sked about his scars
- scribed Joseph to me as a

#padass tecato” who, by all accounts, defied Espafiola’s drug lif

ing managed to stay alive. i S

W}len I met ]oseph he :'vas fou.r years clean and among the group’s
few “long-term survivors”—that is, he had managed to kick his habit
and remain clean. He noted with irony that Hispanos reserve the dis-
tinction “veterano” for lifelong junkies. But Joseph considered himself a
veterano in another way. After too many close calls and a tremendous
amount of loss, Joseph survived what he calls his own war—his war with
heroin.

Joseph warned me before my visit to his home that he liked to drink
beer, which was not something that he hid from the recovery program. In
fact, given his struggles and his commitment to staying off heroin, Joseph
frequently told staff members that he deserved to drink. On the morning of
our interview, he called and asked me to bring him a twelve-pack; not the
hard stuff or the fancy stuff, he said, just Bud or Miller Light, whichever
was cheaper.

When I arrived at Joseph's trailer, twelve-pack in hand, I immediately
noticed a pot of pinto beans simmering on the stove. Leafy plants hung
in the narrow windows, and photographs of Joseph’s children—ranging
in age from five to twenty-seven—were arranged neatly on a handmade

bookshelf. Looking around the tidy trailer, 1 asked Joseph if he lived with

anyone else, imagining that the domestic touches were the work of a girl-

friend or a wife. Joseph knew what I was thinking and, challerrgin.g my
stereotypical assumptions, told me there hadn’t been a woman in his life

since he split with Ricky’s mother four years earlier.
I try to make this place nice for my son for when he’s bere. Angiﬁ)r m::3 s
too. . . . When I was in la pinta [prison] there was nothing. Nothing gt




you for your bed. There wygq

ve
nket they 82 s like that, you know. Hgyg -

my life wa

o vou don't care about tl'lese‘kinds of thin
When youre ] ids or your home Or not}?mg like that. Your 0
think about your kick [quit heroin], you need somet

3 n you o
fort is heroin- B;:e‘:k;er p>illls or whatever keeps you from going j
Irer:;otﬁfe This is what I got right now. Here, like this [referring to
need a 11t

trailer]. It's not where I want to die. But it is what it is. It's what I ggti :
nt the afternoon outside, sitting side by side in ¢ |
he used for camping. He told me that he only" d
e in the outdoors again, hunting and e
with his eldest son, Ray, who he was estr?nged fr.om d@g his ¢
years, which amounted to most of Ray’s ]J.fe. Star.mg a't his son Rld%
Joseph told me he regretted the years he missed with his older duldren -
and that he regretted not being a father to his children in the way thathis
father was to him: present, disciplined, and unyielding in his values.
But life “back then” was easier, Joseph reasoned—easier, even if it was
extremely hard. His entire family struggled to make ends meet, yet there
was cohesiveness in that struggle—a sense of purpose and unity in caring
for each other, for the house, and for the land. There was always so much
to do, Joseph recalled: sow the fields, gather firewood, patch the adobe
walls, in addition to odd jobs in town. There wasn’t time for drugs.

.]osel_) h absent-mindedly knocked on the metal wall of his rented trailer
iv:t;; ehr;sézsonze-colored ﬁ:St- And then he began to describe his home
twenty; the ;mewl;eire he lived from the time he was born until he was
deeP'S:et WindOV:S n: g::ndfather built. He recalled how, from one of the
from the origing] hoyge }tﬁ:ouse' he could see a portion of an adobe wall

i ancestors had lived in. Joseph remembered

grand .
mother nagging her husband to tear the wall down. But his

There js Somethi;lsaymg. the wall was a part of history.
tons of life “pae 4 3 f his grandfather’s refusal in Joseph's recollec-
en,” for, Occasionally, when he talked about the past,

Joseph and I spe
n canvas chairs
cently began to spend tim
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e slipped into present tense—as if hi
:s if Ef still lived in Herndndez, on fhcielcjscslec; rilatives were still alive,
]oseph emphasized then and now with author.ityuHI.nore ofte'n than not,
many of his generation, was full of temporal si-gnls story, like those of
pointing out the way the land had changed. The road P;ZSI:S,h:n‘lany of them
That store didn’t exist. There used to be an apple orchard t;:zet was unpaved.

In Joseph’s case, the signposts were more than s a:.l. .
Jated to his drug history, one intimately linked to ap Ch:r; t‘ S also- =
political, and economic landscape. “I started shooting aboftn:}gﬁ familial,
ago. Thirty years,” he said in disbelief. “It was the mid-seventiesrtly years
some of my buddies came back from Vietnam, the real veteranc;s gT‘fas?
how I started. That’s who showed me.” e i

During the Vietnam War, Hernandez and the surrounding villages
of the Espafiola Valley, depleted by the draft, resembled ghost towns.
Joseph’s older brother was among the nearly 850,000 young men chosen
during a “draft lottery” in 1969. Less than a year Jater, he would die in the
American incursion into Cambodia. Joseph was eleven years old at the

e told me his brother wasn’t soldier material; he was groomed for

time. H
traditional agriculture and fixing cars—for shooting elk, not men.
ho left for Vietnam eventually re-

While most of the Hispano men w
loss relating to the war. Soldiers

turned, each village experienced some
who returned had a difficult time resuming life as it had been, not only

because they had been deeply affected—psychologically and sometimes

physically—by their experiences during the war, but also because life back

home had changed, too. Indeed, it was during the war that many Hispano
families, such as Joseph’s, began parceling off and selling land. Joseph de-
scribed a scenario in which selling Jand wasn't merely related to the fact
that there was an economic need and fewer people to work the fields;
there was a shift in the experience and

meaning of family life. “It was
a hard time,” Joseph said, alluding to the ries a fam;liyzl s;x\ff:;z
with the loss of a loved one and the loss of and tradition.

added with bitter irony that from the late 1 201 land
many of the people who began buying these N Mexicoseeke
dodgers” or “hippie types” who had come t0 northern New

' ercussions.
ing refuge from Vietnam and d cultural rep
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livelihood
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s no refuge for Joseph, or for the Vietnam, ;
his drug buddies. Joseph was reticent s er
s of drug use, perhaps l.)ecalfse they Were SO
nd memories of his splintering family and.zl,
- was through those experiences that Joseph woyg ¢
But it was self. It is a local distinction that he remained
vfterano h::ut He told me that he doesn’t understang why
blva-lent ato va;lorize the tecato, adding disdainfully that
tcaol?etllr::iever}’ to shoot up, overdose, and die* And yet he |
powerfully and viscerally how heron.l addlch?n—much ike
can take over one’s life, as well as the life of one’s family anq
nity. I suggested that perhaps that’s why we make veteray
addicts—to give that experience a framework of meaning,
Joseph shrugged. :
Though he was reluctant to give me much detail, Joseph said th
more than twenty years he lived what he called the “hard and ;
life” of a tecato. He had three children, none of whom he fathered
meaningful way. He held odd dead-end jobs, all of which he quit or
fired from. His relations with his family were nearly nonexistent d
those years, mostly because of his own doing. He says he never |

But there Wa
would becomé
those early year
tied to Vietnam a

'I.'hose years [1980s and 1
ries, but what'’s the point
Pinta. There wasn’t no g

990s]| were tough. I could tell you a bunch Qf o
? Twill tell you I spent a lot of that timeenla

11 court then. If what you did was bad enough,
2 long time, [ got away with stuff, but at some :

N1994. When | : s i
and replieq « asked him about this period, he looked at

fact shoulq speak fo ‘What's there to say? I was locked up,” as if the
t OF el E"entually he told that throughout his
ence his hepq: me that througho .
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aks from heroin offered him a peri A

r-lived. One of the things he ickrc\):\:lfezlegi:t:r?' ]tbough o
se interludes was his family’s home in Hernandez wiia:m.n
mother sold in 1998, after the death of his father. From his ;)riso:\ Chils
joseph could remember everything about that house—each fissure in teh ,
adobe wall, each creak of the floorboard. I asked Joseph if since his r g
jease in 2000 he ever returned to the family home in Hernandez. ”Whatz
the point?" he said. “It’s not ours no more.”

And yet Joseph called to his son Ricky to bring out the photograph of
#the house in Hernéndez.” Ricky ran back into the trailer and returned
with a small, well-worn photo, which he gingerly placed in my hand.
The photograph felt like silk. I studied the yellowing image of Joseph, his
two brothers, and their father standing before a Jarge woodpile stacked

dobe wall. “How old are you here?” I asked Joseph. He

neatly againstana
popped open another beer and, without looking at the photograph, told

me that he was ten years old.

His bre
ways ghor

during the

MEANING IN MELANCHOLIA

vances made in the study of melancholia since Freud, there

Despite the ad
remains an implicit understanding that the melancholic subject is trapped

in affect and incapable of sublimating the pain of past loss so that he may

live meaningfully in the present. Even melancholia’s contemporary inter-

locutors tend to agree that such sublimation can occur only through the
process of narrativization—such as in analysis Of art—through which the
alize the present (Ruti 2005; Sil-

past is resurrected but with the intent to Vit
verman 2000). In this conception the past, though unearthed for ifs poten-
tiality in the present, is simultaneously laid to rest. To tend to the pastas
such, to remain loyal to it without this presentist perspective, is to remain
its prisoner and to live a life as partially realized subject:
This seems to me a rather liberal view of how loss and the past struc
tures subjectivity. The idea that the past must be relinquished and/or a;:-
propriated to serve as the foundation for the present echoes Nietzsche's
work on the liberatory uses Of forgetting. In his work “On the Uses and
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5 ¢ History for Life,”- Nietzsche writes that whe
Disadvantages .0 Jopieen £ excess life crumbles and deger
uattains a certaint the abandonment of the past because
67). He call.s forb the peace of a later moment” (61). My
ghost and dl.sfur fsmelan choly, Nietzsche suggests a criti
po) theo be attentive to the needs of the p
the past tfat Wz;ﬂ (:orget" those haunting moments
ctil;:t:;;ih: :)t:t,erﬁial of the later .moment. :
To a certain degree, the narraf:lves of Alma and Jo
sions of trying to live the past the present. 'I'h
both attempt to relinquish certain aspects of. the past
livable (though not necessarily more meaningful) life.
remains a fundamental force in everyday experience,
that is “appropriated” in the goal of defining a future
to self-actualize or even heal. Rather, their past, whi
with the sorrow of loss, is experienced as such: painful
sometimes seemingly endless. Does it mean that to
gaged with the past on its own terms, one necessarily sac
tial for a present and even sacrifices the self? Can one liveam
that is meaningful on its own terms? s
Alma’s and Joseph’s commitment to the past and to

precarious these engagements may be. “Seeing theW@i

and uncertain may lead to a kind of quiet liberation,” A

t(;006-' 10) writes, ”p.repan'ng us for new ways of being.
e. world, and making a difference in the lives of others.’



