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Requien for a Lowrider

novelist Rudolfo A. Anaya 10 the 1978 graduating class of Albug

que High School on June 1. In his

in 1956, there are siill many similarities: **We were posi-Korean war; Jyou are post- Viet Nam. We
.. faced the poor times and recession of the late 50s, and you face the issués of Irulauan and high

describe his experiences with Jessie, a hrgh :thool Jriend.
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customized *48 Ford . . . he spent more time cruising around the
school on Broadway and Central than in it! But he was one of the
kindest and brightest persons I have ever known.

In the 505, we developed lowriding and cruising to an art?
And thank heaven for cruisers and lowriders, right? Just think how
many lowriders it has taken to make this country what it is today.-
Christopher Columbus was one of the original lowriders! That’s
right, I think old Chris was just kicking back, cruising around the

And most of us wouldn’t be here today if he hadn’t gone cruzsmg
" that Sunday. : i :

The following story is excerpted from a commencement address presented by Albuguerque

address, Anaya pointed out that although man)' changes have occurred since his graduation from AHS

" unemployment. So we have, I think, more in common than might appear on the’ .mrjare "He goe: onto’

]e.me was one of the original lowrzders, acrazy cruiser wzl/z a

Authors — Aﬂdja-

~ But, w/zat s cruzsmg all about"";

" When: you: ‘say,-<‘Hey Dad,"”
cruising .. " The typical response zs.,_ “Where are you going?

And t/ze l)pzcal answer 15:1°“I don’t know, just cruising .. .

Just cruising .
my mind when I think about Jesste. ,

“We have a big assignmént in stlory," I'd say to lzzm
“Let’s go hit the books at the library .

And he would smile and put his arm around my s/zoulder and

”

. say, “Hey, let’s go cruising, man. T ou only live once. You take life.
too seriously . ;

. Just cool it .
(Cool 1it. In the 505 it meant kick back, take it easy . . . the
words change . . . language fads come and go . . . but deep down

inside we all still have to deal with the real gut issues which life
« presents us. You’re going lo have to make choices.)

Bécause what is it that we’re looking for when we go cmzsmg

" We are looking for excitement to put in our lives. We go cruising to

meet a friend, we hope that that special someone we like is also out
l/zere i3 Just cruzszng We turn up streels mndomly,

r Oy y;’ﬁz;;"z"s;;rgaz-;@‘-

that’s the question which l.eeps turmng in
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Atlantic, and by accident he happened to bump into the Americas. .

See othur s/ide

&

Requzem fora Lowmder

Continued from P-ge Al

we follow the crowd ... if there’s a
wreck or a flight or a party cvcrybody
shows up, looking for the action, look-. -
ing for some excitement. In short, we're .

all waiting for an accident to happen! | '
" That's what Jessic was doing. I

know now. He was. dissatisfied. He
cruised around waiting for something to
happen. In a roundabout way he taught -
me that life reqmrcs a little more plan-
ning than goes into just cruising. 3
But everybody loved him. Duck-'
tailed, baggy pants, hair. _slick with:

‘pomade, swinging like a pachuco, he'd

come dancing down the hall, snappmg
his fingers, looking the girls over ... He
was Mr. Cool! He was’ crazy but he
treated everybody with respect. Even the’
teachers liked him ... that is when he*

**Hey, Rudel” he used to say' “Lcl s
go cruise around before class. We can

. smoke a few tokes and bc back in time’

- for third period!™"

Life was easy for hlm when he was .

. cruising and smoking ‘up, lookmg for S

that excitement he needed. .

By his senior year he was bcyond
just drinking beer and smoking mota. I
still remember the first night I saw him
loaded with heroin. We were going to a’

~ dance at_the Heights Center, and he

loaded, and I knew it was on heavy stuff. *
Carga, horse, smack,.call it what you

want, the words change, lhe Junk re-

' mains the same beneath. ; et Y

I cried. *Hey, Jessie, what are you.

. doing to yourself?" 1 asked, *'Do you
know what you're getting into?” " - = .o
" - -he was desperate. He mentioned once

I don't want to sound moralistic. I
had done a lot of things he had done. We
were young men and we were growing
up, bumping into accidents and new ex-
citement everyday was a part of our
lives. All I tried to tell him was that there
was other excitement to life. I tried to
tell him that sometimes I got my high
from some of the books | was reading, :
‘and that ... yes ... even some of the

‘ideas the tcachers klckcd around in class

were exciting. It wasn't all sheer
boredom. I didn’t give him a lecture. |
talked to him as a friend. I was con-

* cerned for him because I loved him as a

‘ smiled, *'I'm okay .

friend ... and I knew he was on thc

wrong road‘ . :
‘**Easy, Rude, casy daddy Ty

. I know what l'

doing . . . Hey, this i lS a great high. I can |

handle it. Come on, let’s go dancing!™ |
And he was a great dancer. The

giris loved him. We all loved him. The

e graduanon night .
. almost” scems like ycslerday.
* graduating; he wasn’t. I wanted him to-

only people who could have cared less
about him werc the ones he had run into
while cruising . . . the ones who sold him
lhc junk! ; :

Aftcr awhlle hls habit was daily. He
dropped out of school. We drifted apart
. went our separate ways. I stayed in
school, hoping~ there was something
there that would help me solve the com-

* plexity of my own life. Jessic began to
“run withanewcrowd. But he was no

longer. the "happy-go-lucky lowrider 1
once knew-. .. he was running scared.
. We talked once, but it didn’t do any

good. “You -take life too serious,” he
" told me, “It's only a slow cruise ... so -
- take it easy, Look, I'm not busting my
..ass on books, and I've got a car, plenty
“rof bread cvcrykhmg L nccd And hc
was in class long enough l'or lhcm to gct Ry Yo

to know him. ¥ iRieF :

smiled.
But wc both knew it wasn't Jessic

” who had those things, it was the monkey
" on his back who owned everything'; o
- and the monkey was growing, sitting by
-, Jessic as they crulsed up and down the.

barrio streets. - :

The last time' I saw hlm was' for >
. 22 years ago; it -
I was -

be with me and share whatever this small: ;

: 'accomphshmcnt meant.: “I wouldn't -
- miss it for the world,” he smiled. “I may .
_came to plck me up. He was really:~ &

not be getting my little: pnecc ‘of paper, .
but I'm glad you're getting yours.: Hey.

you keep getting those things and you're
: going to be - a bng vato, somcday oo We

laughed.

+v=. But he Qvas thcre to wnsh us luck,
" and he came to the party afterwards.

- He was really high that night, and

that he needed money, that he had big

- debts to pay, and then the party got loud

and crowded and I lost track of him for

awhile. .Later, when I asked for him,
somcbody told me that some of his

“new"” friends had taken him outside. I
ran outside, but his car was gone. Jessic
had gone on his last ride. s
- The following morning his brother -
called me and told me Jessic was dead.
They had dumped him down by the river
that night. He had paid his debt. We saw

. too late that he had drifted into an acci-

dent from which there was noreturn.. ..
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- Rudolfo Anaya is the author of the prize-
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