Kerouac’s Cassady
The original rebel in roll-up jeans
with tattered dreams 
and a heart that ached for freedom by any means.
To see oneself as fiction
painted on the pages of a book would be obscene
to anyone else but him, the man who always looked 
from outside
at his own self stood before him. To glance down
his own clothes and his own hair and his own body while staring
at his own face must have awakened him
to some deeper understanding of his life. Yet
it seems he had this knowledge even before
he touched hands with himself
and became a story. The freedom, the liberation, the ability to run
through the dirt and sand without meaning or consequence,
all of this was within him. It is within all of us, the chance
to be a nobody, to escape from the constraints of society and be
a burning shade in the backdrop of the rat race. To hide
in the darkness is shunned out of us;
it is within this darkness and bleak mortality that we become
beacons of glorious irrationality like Cassady. He was the cornerstone
of a generation, the one who beat a path for everything and everyone 
that came after him. But now
he is nothing more than a whisper
from the lips of teachers in university halls, praising his addled genius
while being nothing more than a mouthpiece of the world
that meant to contain his liberty and adventure within ink splats. Though maybe
it is that very world which allowed him to soar
[bookmark: _GoBack]as he did. Without constraint, there can be no freedom. Ex nihilo
nihil fit.
