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 icepoem, the two jacks #18

was it being discarded left on the table like a used condom while your mother flipped her tricks who held séances at that table who conjured up ghosts like the Indian Plume who as she bore you put a gun to her head when Chancey the journalist lawyer who spurned the spawn that made you left her when she 
refused to abort you who with all the intensity of his intense nature wanted to kill her before killing himself your mother who gave you to the ex-slave Jennie (who loved her white child who later lent you money to buy your pirate skiff) mother who driven by her Indian chief bullied John London into a roll of 
bad moves John London who dragged his family on crutches around The Bay too good for life’s soulless scramble/ was it the oyster pirating or your Manichaean side life as fish patroller/was it the sealing ship that wracked you and cast you ashore drunk against the pain/ was it the hobo road of Kelly’s jobless 
army the fear of a lifetime of factory working/ was it Boy Socialist of Oakland street corner orator to the unconvertible New York State Pen prisoner or Californian work beast or candidature for mayor/ was it the Yukon and embrace of ice the snow bound solipsism the nearness of wolves the madness of gold the 
purity of terror the hollering of God the hunger for stature the smell of a woman the fever for words (you who would rather you said win a water fight than write the great American novel)/ was it the celebrity that came like forked lightning over night the incubus that would 50 years later destroy jack kerouac 
that other adventurer of the wind jack martyr to desolation shy cocksman of the East whose on the road  echoed your road jean-louis lebris de kerouac of Lowell down and out town of unemployed and drunks son of Mamere who bred him in French in potatoes and hamburgers brother of Gerard who died in snow 
time at 9 snow on which the light of the funeral fell/ jack of New York City great limitless New York and Harlem streets blacks in grass legs with luminous nerves a whiteless blue corrosion of sunflowers the ashes of chance the jazz the smoked filled secret places where improvisation ruled where he learned that 
rolling rhythmic unreviseable riffing of prose the coiling of serpents shivering sea horses cats feeding on frogs trees and fountains rivers and Sierras Saturn eating his child above the fogged horizon the panicked deer the bruised newsprint the drunks eating death milk curdling in abandoned women boys unpicking 
skeletons supping eyes from golden spoons the devastation of fame the lost villages the burnt hedgerows the silence of grasshoppers the terrifying flatness of memory the end of the road king of sterility the cockroaches under his eyelids the last breathing of Appalachian air and the archaic kissing of skies/ and 
you london jack in Reno Nevada among the tin horns and the hoboes who made the town hungry Reno where the uncharitable charity givers left you hungry fattening on their fat pies while you starved where you learned your story telling to beg the artist hero Reno where the tale told to the good woman who fed 
and enriched you was a lie Reno from where you left for the Sierras tearing the atmosphere the atmosphere through the snow sheds and the eternity of snow/ was it young Scratch Nelson who bought you your first rounds who spun you off drunk like a top before you returned to the bar and opening a tab 
put in place the ritual of your life’s profligacy/ was it the kids in Sacramento whose enchanting slang seduced you so you gave into the lure of the road and the chattering cantata of trains passing maybe Hopper’s house by the rail track with the fantastic mansard crying for its people whose blues got too 
bleak in that light on the track you would leave terribly and find yourself blinded by success on that black road to the grave you wrote for your first hero Eden who kills himself on the sea to Tahiti/ was it for you as with jean-louis who lost the touch of Jimmy Roger’s priesting the yodelling of the brakeman trading 
the blues for Willy Loman’s blue lost the thrill of not winning the sting of rejection of dragging those magnificent instants from the riot of weeks and settled for buying his mother a fridge and then died when the ice from that ice box teared at his gut one lonely loveless morning or was it with you the eternity of 
Yukon ice you craved from your hopeless word-shattered days in Sonoma as you took those last two drafts of toxic heaven that caused life to so fuck up the life in you?
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