Salvatore Paradise, ‘Sal’ articulating his time on the road with Dean Moriarty 
The piece also mirrors much of my own travels across Europe in the 80’s as a backpacker, hitchhiking, bus riding and traveling trains.


My Alter Ego and I
by Prithi Shukla
We journey together
Transcending numerous highs 
Beating numerous lows
A lust for life, embedded 
with vacant minds
Booze flooded brains, and veins
Just wandering, 
Following long-convoluted roads 
Just going, 
Somewhere, anywhere.
Amatory encounters continuous
From shore to shore 
From East to West
Ascending Mountains
Descending valleys
Dean always in a hurry
A Yes…a Yass’
Souls in every place
On wherever road 
Goalless,
zig zagging 
New Orleans, Denver,
San Francisco, Mexico
New York
To a beat, spinning 
The ‘orooni’s’, white knuckles, 
fingers,
rhythm tapping
we 
Like moths round a candle
circling 
An adrenal rush.
Cigarettes butts, from
ashtrays, sidewalks, pavements
Picking pretty flowers
Discarding 
And disregarding 
Sex with music blasting
off now and on later 
Absent minded 
No Limitations 
No restricted boundaries
Our freedom unfettered
Living emphatically
Unapologetically
Embracing the now, 
the IT,
A trip back to the coast,
Backwards and forwards,
our journey traversing.
No money, 
maybe enough money
at times.
Throwing caution to the wind,
Spirit of the West
The Ghost of the Susquehnna
[bookmark: _GoBack]friendships transient, 
some lasting.
A connection of Souls
That’s us, 
Euphoric lovers of the World
My alter ego and I 
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