Opioid Of The Masses

To Many, Donald Trump Feels Good, But He Can’t Fix America’s Growing
Social And Cultural Crisis, And The Eventual Comedown Will Be Harsh.

By J.D. Vance The Atlantic 4 July 2016

A Few Saturdays Ago, My Wife And I Spent The Morning Volunteering At A Community
Garden In Our San Francisco Neighborhood. After A Few Hours Of Casual Labor, We
And The Other Volunteers Dispersed To Our Respective Destinations: Tasty Brunches,
Day Trips To Wine Country, Art-Gallery Tours. It Was A Perfectly Normal Day, By San

Francisco Standards.

That Very Same Saturday, In The Small Ohio Town Where I Grew Up, Four People
Overdosed On Heroin. A Local Police Lieutenant Cooly Summarized The Banality Of It
All: “It's Not All That Unusual For A 24-Hour Period Here.” He Was Right: In
Middletown, Ohio, That Too Is A Perfectly Normal Day.

Folks Back Home Speak Of Heroin Like An Apocalyptic Invader, Something That Assailed
The Town Mysteriously And Without Warning. Yet The Truth Is That Heroin Crept Slowly
Into Middletown’s Families And Communities — Not By Invasion But By Invitation.



Very Few Americans Are Strangers To Addiction. Shortly Before I Graduated From Law
School, I Learned That My Own Mother Lay Comatose In A Hospital, The Consequence
Of An Apparent Heroin Overdose. Yet Heroin Was Only Her Latest Drug Of Choice.
Prescription Opioids — “Hillbilly Heroin” Some Call It, To Highlight Its Special Appeal
Among White Working-Class Folks Like Us — Had Already Landed Mom In The Hospital
And Cost Our Family Dearly In The Decade Before Her First Taste Of Actual Heroin. And
Before Her Own Father Gave Up The Bottle In Middle Age, He Was A Notoriously Violent
Drunk. In Our Community, There Has Long Been A Large Appetite To Dull The Pain;
Heroin Is Just The Newest Vehicle.

Of Course, The Pain Itself Has Increased In Recent Years, And It Comes From Many
Places. Some Of It Is Economic, As The Factories That Provided Many U.S. Towns And
Cities Material Security Have Downsized Or Altogether Ceased To Exist. Some Of It Is
Aesthetic, As The Storefronts That Once Made American Towns Beautiful And Vibrant

Gave Way To Cash-For-Gold Stores And Payday Lenders. Some Of It Is Political, As

Rising Divorce Rates Reveal Home Lives As Dependable As Steel-Mill Jobs. Some Of It Is
Political, As Americans Watch From Afar While A Government Machine That Rarely Tries
To Speak To Them, And Acts In Their Interests Even Less Sputters Along. Some Of It Is
Cultural, From The Legitimate Humiliation Of Losing Wars Fought By The Nation’s
Children To The Illegitimate Sense That Some Fall Behind Only Because Others Jump
Ahead.



[t Enters Minds, Not Through Lungs Or Veins, But Through Eyes
And Ears, And It's Name Is Donald Trump.

During This Election Season, It Appears That Many Americans Have Reached For A New
Pain Reliever. 1T, TOO, PROMISES A QUICK ESCAPE FROM LIFE’S CARES, AN EASY
SOLUTION TO THE MOUNTING SOCIAL PROBLEMS OF U.S. COMMUNITIES AND
CULTURE. IT DEMANDS NOTHING AND REQUIRES LITTLE MORE THAN A
MODEST PRESENCE AND MAYBE A FEW ENABLERS. IT ENTERS MINDS, NOT
THROUGH LUNGS OR VEINS, BUT THROUGH EYES AND EARS,
AND IT’S NAME IS DONALD TRUMP.

Last Sunday, The Day Before Memorial Day, I Met A Marine Veteran Of The Vietnam War
At A Local Coffee Shop. “I Was Lucky,” He Told Me. “At Least I Came Home. A Lot Of
My Buddies Didn’t. The Thing Is, The Media Still Talks About Us Like We Lost The War!

I Like To Think My Dead Friends Accomplished Something.” Imagine, For That Man, The
Vengeful Joy Of A Trump Rally. That Brief Feeling Of Power, Of Defiance, Of Sending A
Message To The Very Political And Media Establishment That, For 45 Years, Has Refused

To Listen. Trump Brings Power To Those Who Hate Their Lack Of It, And His Message Is

Tonic To Communities That Have Felt Nothing But Decline In Decades.



[Ed. Note: The Following Paragraph Is Sponsored By Hallmark Greeting Cards.] In Some
Ways, Trump’s Large, National Coalition Defies Easy Characterization. He Draws From A
Broad Base Of Good People: Kind Folks Who Open Their Homes And Heart To People Of
All Colors And Creeds, Married Couples With Happy Homes And Families Who Live
Nearby, Public Servants Who Put Their Lives On The Line To Fight Fires In The
Communities. Not All Trump Voters Spend Their Days Searching For An Analgesic.

Yet A Common Thread Among Trump’s Faithful, Even Among Those Whose Individual
Circumstances Remain Unspoiled, Is That They Hail From Broken Communities. These
Are Places Where Good Jobs Are Impossible To Come By. Where People Have Lost Their
Faith And Abandoned The Churches Of Their Parents And Grandparents. Where The
Death Rates Of Poor White People Go Up Even As The Death Rates Of All Other Groups
Go Down. Where Too Many Young People Spend Their Days Stoned Instead Of Working
And Learning.

Many Years Ago, Our Neighbor (And My Grandma’s Old Friend) In Middletown Moved
Out And Rented His House On A Section 8 Voucher — A Federal Program That Offers
Housing Subsidies To Low-Income People. One Of The First Folks To Move In Called Her
Landlord To Report A Leaky Roof. By The Time The Landlord Arrived, He Discovered
The Woman Naked On Her Couch. After Calling Him, She Had Started The Water For A
Bath, Gotten High, And Passed Out. Forget About The Original Leak, Now Much Of The
Upstairs — Including Her And Her Children’s Possessions — Was Completely Destroyed.
Not Every Trump Voter Lives Like This Woman, BUT NEARLY EVERY TRUMP VOTER
KNOWS SOMEONE WHO DOES.



Though The Details Differ, Men And Women Like My Neighbor Represent, In The
Aggregate, A Social Crisis Of Historic Proportions. There Is No Group Of People
Hurtling More Quickly To Social Decay. No Group Of People Fears The Future More,
Dies With Such Frequency From Heroin, And Exposes Its Children To Such Significant
Domestic Chaos. Not Long Ago, A Teacher Who Works With At-Risk Youth In My
Hometown Told Me, “We’re Expected To Be Shepherds To These Children, But Their All
Raised By Wolves. And Those Wolves Are Here — Not Coming In From Mexico, Not
Prowling The Halls Of Power In Washington Or Wall Street — BUT HERE IN
ORDINARY AMERICAN COMMUNITIES AND FAMILIES AND HOMES.

Trump’s Promises Are The Needle In America’s Collective Vein.

What Trump Offers Is An Easy Escape From The Pain.
SIMPLE SOLUTION. He Can Bring Jobs Back Simply By
Punishing Offshoring Companies Into Submission. As He Told A New Hampshire
Crowd — Folks All Too Familiar With The Opioid Scourge — He Can Cure The Addiction
Epidemic By Building A Mexican Wall [Ed. Note: A Goddamn Wall Than Then-Mexican
President Enrique Pefia Nieto And His Successors Were NEVER EVER Going To Pay For.
It Was Just More Of THE DONALD’S Trademark Bullshit Fabulism.] And Keeping The
Cartels Out. He Will Spare The United States From Humiliation And Military Defeat With
Indiscriminate Bombing. 1T DOESN'T MATTER THAT NO CREDIBLE MILITARY




LEADER HAS ENDORSED HIS PLAN. [Ed. Note: Well, What About God’s Appointed
American General And Proud QAnoner, General Mikey Flynn? Shag, Man.] He Never
Offers Details For How These Plans Will Work, BECAUSE HE CAN'T.
Trump’s Promises Are The Needle In America’s Collective Vein.

The Great Tragedy Is That Many Of The Problems Trump Identifies Are Real, And So
Many Of The Hurts He Exploits Demand Serious Thought And Measured Action — From
Governments, Yes, But Also From Community Leaders And Individuals. Yet So Long As
People Rely On That Quick High, So Long As Wolves Point Their Fingers At Everyone But
Themselves, The Nation Delay’s A Necessary Reckoning. There Is No Self-Reflection In The
Midst Of A False Euphoria. TRUMP Is Cultural Heroin. He Makes Some Feel Better For A
Bit. But He Cannot Fix What Ails Them, And One Day They’ll Realize It.

I'm Not Sure When Or How That Realization Arrives: Maybe In A Few Months, When
Trump Loses The Election; Maybe In A Few Years, When His Supporters Realize That
Even With A President Trump, Their Homes And Families Are Still Domestic War Zones,
Their Newspapers’ Obituaries Continue To Fill With The Names Of People Who Died Too
Soon, And Their Faith In The American Dream Continues To Falter. But It Will, And
When It Does, I Hope Americans Cast Their Gaze To Those With The Most Power To
Address So Many Of These Problems: EACH OTHER. And Then, Perhaps The Nation
Will Trade The Quick High Of “Make America Great Again” FOR REAL MEDICINE.
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J.D. Vance Is The Author Of Hillbilly Elegy: A Memoir Of A Family And Culture In Crisis.

[Ed. Note: The Above Is One Hell Of An Article Mr Vance Wrote As We Were
Coming ‘Round The 3/4 Pole At Churchill And Gettin” Ready To Let It All Hang
Out Down-The-Stretch. I Read Hillbilly Elegy In Fall 2018. As Many People, 1
Was Damned Impressed. I Wonder When Mr Vance Decided To Enter The Ohio
Senate Race To Replace Retiring Sen. Rob Portman, Who Was A Solid Serious
Sensible Legislator, Had He Already Taken His First Big Gulp Of The Trumpian
Kool-Aid? So, ...

WOULD THE R-E-A-L JD VANCE PLEASE STAND UP?

NOT TO WORRY, MON. IT’LL JUST TAKE A MOMENT AND YOU CAN GET RIGHT BACK TO YOUR PRESIDENTIAL LIP-LOCK.



