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Until, yes you guessed it, last October, when after long pinstripe blackshoe work
hours, off early, I'm alone at a bar downing my first wicked strong Zombie, now
relaxing and ready for trouble and calling all over, sweet bartender lady giving me
more and more quarters, while making another very lethal death drink, and me with
an empty stomach.

[ convince a guy and his girl to join me, though I'm way ahead and loud, they leave
and I follow, argue argue in the parking lot, then I'm off driving alone, this mix tape I
made blasting and me slapping the steering wheel, and I drive past my turn cause
there's more still to do, and the road is straight and dark, and suddenly spinning
crunch wetness smash swirl all hell imploding dark upside down and then stop.
Settling hiss. Slow dripping.

I rolled the car several times off the road into a swampy field miraculously missing
every nearby solid thing and me not dead. The windows were open and now mud over
the entire Lincoln Continental interior and my things and my suit and me. In a daze,
both drunk and scared senseless, I climb out and walk to the road, where people are
talking, amazed I'm alive, then ambulance lights, hospital room, mean cop, and
morning waking backache on hard & cold jail cell floor.

All day that day talk and talk and bumming smokes from cell mates, $10,000 bail
and me in mudcaked business suit and ribs blaring painful but no one listening, me a
criminal. The car dead, no insurance, I lose my job, thousands in lawyer money, my
family all worried, fair weather friends all critical and nowhere around, and me all
alone for one last month of runwild reckless drinking blackout did we fuck whose glass
is this whose he what happened last night smoke smoke smoke not caring.

Then off to rehab to please the judge and get off easy, and every night there write the
novel, and during the day learn the secret about my martyrdom, and learn how much
better the writing is, more clear consistent worthwhile exuberant while sober,
something I wouldn't have thought possible, so long I'd been the drink-to-death
dedicated describer of detail.

And here now, back at school, and five months clean and dry, with death no longer
the semiconscious prize I'm after, but now work, and balance, and loving life thru and
thru. During these months I read your work, Jack, and learned your life, especially the
last years of it, which clearly would be mine as well if not for that Florida swamp and
the sweet bartender and the Zombies.

Now outside the morning light and springtime birds chirping, and me the only soul
awake and glad to see the morning come, whereas once long nights I closed curtains
shirking to my vampire bed to lie awake drugged, teeth chattering till noon.

Glad to see the light and glad to know somehow I saw the secret and have broken
away from the artist binge and purge, the martyrdom, and can now expect to live, and
not regret things and quickly watch my art turn into self-inflicted bitterness and
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paranoia, and then someday no warning, click, the light goes out, no fanfare, no
winning lunge, just hello death, I've been expecting you, where've you been?

And glad to know of Kerouac, the language of water, now met. I among the
thousands after who've read your words and felt the urgent GO, and learn to look more
closely because of you, can only offer this letter, and my respect sympathy admiration
and jealous twinges in return.

A blade of grass jiggling in the winds of infinity, anchored to a rock, and for your own
poor gentle flesh no answer.

This is my answer. May your oil lamp burn on in infinity.



