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Urgent Company: Crystal as Substitute Bond

Orphans of the bond
in the house of crystal.
We go all the way down with the certainty
that we will recover the relic we once were.
The body leaps
and, in the eternity of a breath,
we fly:
bones striking from within
against the flesh,
borrowing the hardness of the world.
Beardless Icaruses.
Eurydices without measure.
A daily hecatomb.
Orphans of company,
without a knot to hold us,
soon we will hear
the sirens.
The Spanish word lazo derives from the Latin laqueus: rope, snare, running noose. It does not originally name a gentle union or a gesture of harmony, but an artifact that adjusts to the movement of whatever brushes against it. The laqueus does not close abruptly; it slides, it yields, it tightens under traction. The further one advances, the more it constricts.
What we translate as bond thus carries, in its Spanish origin, the trace of something that encircles and restrains. Before being a link between subjects, the bond is a form of edge: something that encircles the body when it approaches too closely to a limit.
A similar resonance can be heard in the word siren. The Greek term seirḗn—which I deliberately associate, not as strict etymology but as a conceptual operation, with seirá: rope, cord, that which binds and also arranges in sequence—evokes both tying and ordering at once.
These sirens are said to be the daughters of a god and a muse. Their bodies are avian; their faces, human. With their song they caused ships to founder, only to feed on the bodies washed ashore.
When Odysseus and his crew passed by, they called him by name, honored him, and promised him knowledge—knowledge of the sufferings the gods had inflicted upon the earth, and of all that was yet to come.
Odysseus was able to hear them and survive because Circe had warned him beforehand. He ordered his men to seal their ears with wax and had himself bound, hands and feet, to the mast, so that he might listen without surrendering to the call.
Circe’s warning was received. Cassandra’s was not. Though she foresaw the fall of Troy and spoke of the wooden horse, she was not believed.
Information alone, without a point of closure, is useless. It resembles an endless bond which, lacking finitude, cannot hold anything in place. A cut must be made; a knot must be tied. Without a cut, there is no bond. Without a bond, the body has no orientation.
Limits are rarely welcomed. This has been so from the beginning: writing itself, for instance, extended memory and knowledge while simultaneously displacing them. Remedy and poison intertwine in the pharmakon.
What we call drugs—methamphetamine among them, known as crystal, ice, cri—are organized according to shifting historical and normative frameworks. They are legal when taxed, illegal when not. They are foreign when they belong to the Other, proper and even nominative when one shares a history with them: I am an alcoholic.
Today, they appear as emblems of consumption.
It would be misleading to claim that every use of crystal follows the same clinical logic. Each case remains singular. Yet within the contemporary discourse of performance, crystal embodies with particular clarity the voice of the superego that commands unlimited productivity. It does not promise pleasure; it promises not to stop. It functions as a substitute bond where the cut fails to hold.
More of this, more of that. If something is missing, it is supplied, covered over, filled in. Nothing is allowed to lack. Everything must continue.
The series is endless—and so must we be. To hear what is yet to come becomes an infinite task, and the body is expected to follow suit. Night and day blur; hunger, thirst, and sleep dissolve; fatigue and ordinary limits lose their authority.
The path toward total knowledge unfolds before a gaze that does not blink—a gaze without interruption, without that brief moment of darkness in which something ceases to be seen. Pristine clarity. An untethered body.
What was once lost returns as fragment: all sanctity can fit within a shard of bone. Devotion accompanies the ritual, and God appears—almost translucent—in a small plastic bag.
A breath, an inhalation, an injection lift inhabited flesh from the ground. We are displaced from our presumed sovereignty, wrenched from ourselves with such force that we fasten outward onto the other.
Avoiding the fall—avoiding the crash against the firmament—becomes the task of the day: just for today. The future extends no further than the next dawn.
A fellowship of those who have spent years in the water and insist it has not become a habit: alcoholics, addicts. A single name that names them all and belongs to no one.
With a racing heart, trembling hands, and a face drained of color, the next dose is sought in a posture of radical dispossession. Everything must be relinquished in order to secure the next breath of life.
We flail in search of support—a plank, a rope, someone who might throw us a bond—yet each body struggles against a surface that dissolves at the touch. Those who have not drowned watch from above, rarely with compassion and more often with the contempt that comes from presuming the other’s incapacity.
Malice and madness are quickly attributed to the adolescent who buys an illegal substance and is declared insane.
Madness, like that of the Greek heroes who joined any voyage only to earn the enmity of others. Others who steal identity, others who watch, others who call for punishment.
We collide with events reduced to fleeting accessories of our own impact against ourselves. Loss becomes nourishment for forgetting. What existed before the rapture no longer deserves attention; only the leap matters. The leap is everything when one is not bound.
Sunken eyes, an emptied smile, skin drawn tight against the cheekbones, thinning hair, small eruptions along the face—these are signs of devotion to that other force which now acts in our place. The force that lifts our feet from the safety of the deck, that leaps where no knot holds.
It is in that age which does not suspect its end—when a first beard or a first menstruation is awaited—that direction is suddenly lost once they arrive. Adolescents, already believers in relentless insistence, renounce themselves in order to continue along the path of merit. It matters little what is to be earned, so long as it is total: all the glory of the hero who returns from Hades, or all the guilt of the one who refuses to carry the world upon his shoulders.
Reality is molded like the wax Odysseus used to seal his men’s ears. The powerful hands of the king of Ithaca and the warmth of the sun lose their brilliance before the pristine cold of ice, which insists that things are exactly as they are thought—and that, insofar as they are thought, they are. The bond introduces limit; crystal suspends it.
Energy to rise from bed. Strength to work a double shift at the factory. Alertness for the meeting with the CEO after two sleepless nights. Rapid weight loss without hunger. Stamina for the game with former classmates. Olympic sex. Productive isolation. Solitary performance.
Reaching the nearest star appears not only possible but mandatory when wings are offered. We flee from whoever threatens to take our innocence away. Yet willpower is not enough to cross the inferno, no matter how carefully the task is undertaken. A thread tied from elsewhere would be required to find the way out of the labyrinth.
In that passage, names begin to sink. A girl no one heard from again. Another said to have left with her boyfriend. A friend who was killed. Another who simply died. Specters of the city appear and dissolve into smoke at the corners where prostitution, theft, and refuse blur into a single image for those who stand on the other side. For those who believe relapse is a failure of virtue.
Crystal is a bitter ambrosia. It alters or silences the voice. It replaces childhood dreams with dreams of consumption. Having a goal becomes the goal that erases all others. No voice can inhabit a body that does not know address, does not know relation. The sirens feed on bodies that drift alone.
What is required is another—someone who does not yield to the demand to untie, someone who tightens the knot rather than loosens it. Not a bond that fills what is missing, nor one that erases absence, but one that holds it.
What kind of company is needed by one who is made to perform through ice?
Urgent company. Because without someone to bind hands and feet to the mast, we will hear the sirens.

