Chet Baker & Miles Davis with the Lighthouse All Stars embedded if possible
A response to ‘On the Road’ by Jack Kerouac.

Jack Kerouac - 22 to 69
A collection of words

Good morning Mr Kerouac
Good morning Mr Kerouac
and who are you today?
Jean-Louis, John, Jack Lebris de Kerouac?
How do you choose which face to use
for Memere, Joyce, Dean and the boys,
and so many of those faceless girls?
The other ‘Beats’ admire and despise
when your name, lets stay with Jack Kerouac,
is there in lights on the screen,
sycophantic pundits panting with praise.
Or is it merely an apology for the theft of ‘Route 66’
I’ll let you decide.

Chet and Miles
[bookmark: _Hlk529188278]Chet and Miles are swinging and sliding through the scales,
Jack just meld with the saxophone, the piano hypnotizes.
‘I’ll remember April’ you danced to it, sweat, whisky and sex,
your preferred perfume on her dark, smooth, skin.
Close both eyes, feel and really, really see, listen
to the brush on the drum.
The slide of the trombone, the bass guitar makes magic,
those pulses running along your spine.
Put the record player on, now, listen to me
not all those other travellers who coerced and confused you.
I moved to their music in the womb,
my Mother’s voice whispered your words as she swayed 
to the rhythms and slides, heavy and somnolent with
her firstborn.  
A godfather chosen for the gift of jazz,
I am a child of the Beat generation. 
But you Jack Kerouac, stole my presumed inheritance
from under the bed covers reading by torchlight,
your forbidden words, misunderstood words, new worlds,
swaying to the cadences that always gambolled
around my ‘other’ wired head.
‘Too young’ argued Mama, ‘too blue’ from Pops 
extinguishing the orange glow.
 ‘On the Road’ confiscated, I continued to grow, listening at the door,
always the music but the words no more.
Another century and this afternoon my fingers move 
across the keyboard to the rhythm of Chet and Miles,
how did you stop swaying to their sound?
It has permeated my brain for longer than a lifetime, I move,
dance a seated mamba, drumming on the table between words.
That day in October as you were haemorrhaging blood,
did you consider your life I wonder?
So much liquor, so many women, miles, words, the music, such music,
unsuitable for a poet’s funeral I suppose.
Jack Kerouac, you were going to be there for me, my road trip manual
was unexplained.
Fifty years on and I have written my own, wherever the roads of death led
I’ll see you there sometime.

Kerouac Haiku
Father of the beat
Generation you denied
Your one son Jan why?

Catholicism Buddhism
Or just alcoholism Kerouac
I am undecided

Dean didn’t love you
Memere loved you always
Malt you loved best

My hands in wrist deep
Chocolate strawberries as well
Skewers of ice-cream


In the bar Dean said
Schopenhauer’s dichotomy
I understood not

The last time we met
Remi made him cry, I watched
He’ll be alright

Dirty jungle dogs
But the horse was white as snow
The father’s shielded

Marylou screamed out
Owls hoot, oil and dead water
Texas now find Hassel

Je suis Kerouac
Canadien Francais de naissance
Malheureux depuis

Shearing at Birdland
A blind Englishman with soul 
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