keaouacland

most everyone i

hear about feel they

are the next 

jack kerouac.

dressed in jeans,

spitting tobacco bits

at yesterday,

they squint up into 

a non-existing light

source and revel that 

their voice is the one to 

be heard.

trounced like james dean

in a fire resistant suit,

they want their

manuscript treated with

a good lady blow job

when their dating history

is nothing in the middle

of a slice of wind.

no one is gonna be

jack kerouac.

at the end of the

proverbial day, 

i'm sure jack kerouac

didn't really want to be 

jack kerouac.

dig?
