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			TRAVEL SONG

			Home in Missoula,

			Home in Truckee

			Home Opelousas,

			Aint no home for me: -

			O home in Old Medora,

			Home in Wounded Knee,

			Home in Ogallala,

			Home I’ll never be.

			:-----SONG----:

			I left New York

			Nineteen forty nine

			To go across the country

			Without a dad-blame dime.

			T’was in Butte Montana

			In the cold, cold Fall

			I found my father

			In a gamblin’ hall.

			Father, father,

			Where have you been;

			Unloved is lost

			When you’re so blame small.”

			
			

			“Dear son,” he said,

			“Don’t a-worry ’bout me;

			I’m about to die

			Of the pleurisy.”

			We headed South together

			On an old freight train

			The night my father died

			In the cold, cold rain.

			“Dear son,” he said,

			“Don’t a-worry ’bout me:

			Lay me down to die

			Of the misery.”

			“Oh father, father,

			Where have you been;

			Unloved is lost,

			When you’re so blame small. 
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			Transcription Notes

			In regard to formatting (paragraphing, punctuation, capitalization, etc.), we have striven to present the material in a manner that’s respectful of the original manuscripts and reflective of Kerouac’s style. That said, the originals vary widely, and in some cases within the archive, there are both the original handwritten drafts and portions that Jack typed to try to publish or share with friends. These have instructed our choices as, when typing, Jack often changed ampersands to “ands,” for instance, and spelled out words he’d originally abbreviated like “shd.” Thus, we’ve also spelled out such abbreviated words with the exception of words such as “tho,” “thot,” and, in some cases, “yr,” which constitute eye dialect and reflect the author’s preference. As for spelling, we’ve fixed obvious errors and conformed the spellings and capitalizations of words where Jack is inconsistent, for instance, “anymore” when used as an adverb rather than “any more.” We also normalized Jack’s use of punctuation when we deemed it interfered with clear meaning. 

			Regarding the typewritten documents, while most of the time Jack’s typing is extremely precise, there are a few cases where it’s messy, either because he was intoxicated or the typewriter was defective (having spaces, for instance, where an apostrophe should be). A certain amount of regularization was necessary, therefore, to give this book a more cohesive look where a precise reproduction would be distracting, “Mescaline of Oct. 15 1959” being a prime example: there seemed no point in recreating obvious errors. In a few cases, we have inserted a word in brackets where it seemed an obvious, inadvertent omission; and in a few other cases where in handwritten texts words were too hard to decipher, we have inserted question marks in parentheses to indicate our uncertainty. 

			Note also that in three cases—“Dialogs in Introspection,” “Ray Smith,” and “Shades of the Prison-House,” the pieces have been trimmed to tighten their focus, the omissions marked with bracketed ellipses: […]. And in cases where typed manuscripts contain penciled emendations, e.g., the “Tea Party” chapter of “Ray Smith,” “Shades of the Prison-House,” and “Autobiography of a Second Novelist,”  we have used our judgment, accepting most, but ignoring those that damage the narrative flow. 

			
			

		

	
		
			Foreword 
Jonathan Evison

			When I was seventeen years old and living in East Palo Alto, a junior college student, aspiring writer, and hopeless romantic, I would take the commuter train thirty-odd miles north up the peninsula nearly every afternoon and stomp around the city, usually high on acid, or at least stoned out of my gourd. North Beach was my primary stomping ground. It was a small neighborhood, barely three-hundred acres, but a magical place with its sleepy cafes and checkered tablecloths, a quarter that had once been ground zero for the Beats. 

			Jack Kerouac was like a God to me. In retrospect, it’s embarrassing how badly I wanted to be a Beat, thirty years late to the party. I spent my afternoons and evenings tromping around in a serape vest and a beret, blaring Thelonious Monk on my Walkman headphones, eating dollar-steamed rice from a little hole-in-the-wall Vietnamese joint, and drinking fortified wine (usually Night Train, alternately known as Screeeeech), purchased illegally at A1 Liquors on Columbus. If I was sitting still, you could usually find me in one of two places: either in the shadow of the Ben Franklin statue in Washington Square (a nod to Richard Brautigan, another one of my Gods) furiously scribbling notes in a yellow legal pad, or in the basement of City Lights Books, perched on the bottom step, devouring all the Kerouac I could get my hands on, and not just the road novels, but The Town and the City, Dr. Sax, Big Sur, all of them.

			To me, Jack Kerouac represented something bigger than the sum of his work. Not only was he a larger-than-life figure, a charismatic, irreverent, adventuresome comet streaking across the night sky of my imagination, but he was also my ideal of what a writer could be, off the page as much as on it. Kerouac occupied the cultural space a writer ought to occupy, at least in my working-class adolescent conception of the literary landscape. Part of that conception was that you could teach craft, you could teach structure, you could teach theme, you could teach a certain facility and nuance with language, but you couldn’t teach voice, and you couldn’t teach experience, and few would argue that Kerouac was short on either of those. Kerouac  wasn’t at Iowa, workshopping stories in a classroom under the tutelage of Lowell or Berryman; he was out satisfying his ravenous appetite for the world, drinking and drugging his way across America, joining the merchant marines, trying anything and everything once, living fiercely through days of grace and dark nights of the soul, embracing all of them, soaking up every sensation or thought he could apprehend, burning through the realm of experience and leaving a scorched path in his wake, and then, only then, bringing that experience to life on the page. That, to me, was the dream, not only to write, but to live like a writer, and Kerouac showed me the way.

			Nearly four decades removed from my deep dive into Jack Kerouac, what still informs and excites me, is that indelible pulse of the man so palpable on the page, the urgent abandon with which he lived.

			
			

		

	
		
			Introduction 
Paul Maher Jr.

			What lies in store for the reader from this vast and varied collection of papers hoarded by Jack Kerouac through his fast furious life? With the gracious opportunity to compile a collection of his unpublished scrivenings at the behest of Jim Sampas and Sylvia Cunha, my hope is to show Kerouac’s creative fervency from a fledgling eighteen-year-old writer in the summer of 1940 until his lean mature years as a seasoned but very beat writer.

			So, what does this book contain that we haven’t already read? We already know of his sea journeys, road trips, and stints as a down-and-out Dharma Bum sitting cross-legged, staring down eternity from a mountain lookout. Or brooding miserably in a ramshackle seaside cabin nestled within the sea-booming hollow gourd of old Big Sur. But there is so much more.

			This isn’t a collection of outcast writings and neglected fragments. It’s a mind-meld with Jack Kerouac as man and writer (Jack would have made this distinction), a confessional tell-all baring an impossible-to-ignore determined soul. Lower the proverbial bucket into the dark depths of a well and bring each pail up, slopping with Kerouacian indulgences. It’s a literary banquet we can feast upon over one hundred years after his birth, and it is sometimes more than we can bear, to read these “secret naked doodlings” that Kerouac spoke of in his superb improvisational voiceover for Robert Frank’s short film, Pull My Daisy (1959).

			There are these: Kerouac plumbing the psychological depths of his psyche after his medical discharge from the United States Navy, having been diagnosed as schizophrenic (the term at the time being dementia praecox), the doctors’ reports labeled him as “abnormal,” “apathetic,” and “unfit for service.” He is invested in all the permutations of the creative act. He takes any occasion to see what he can write, feel it out, and leave it on the page the way that he found it: visions, daydreams, night dreams, notes, and sketches. Poetry or prose. In between, the distinction is blurred. We do not have to take the time to figure out what it is; we only must read it through and let it set into our minds and souls like a chill into the loam, permit  it to take root, and what a flower it grows once it works its way through the stony soil of our initial resistance. Through each, we can sense where Jack’s heart is and feel its vibratory shiver possessing him to commit it to paper as a gift to the universe.

			Kerouac reports his thoughts after ingesting narcotics. In both, his mood is revelatory as he wields open-hearted conclusions about what his mind has revealed once he relinquishes control, lets down his guard, and follows his thoughts wherever they lead.

			The fact is that Kerouac never changed since first realizing that writing was his main occupation. He was urged at age seventeen at the behest of friend and brother-in-spirit Sebastian Sampas to follow the wayward path of the muse. If Kerouac was indifferent, it was to the rote patterns of society encouraging narrow-mindedness, racial inequality, and blind obedience to the Great War machinery of the 1940s. He resisted America’s swift rise to materialism (though he later suffered it in his own home; his mother, Gabrielle, worshipped her television set). Though Kerouac (and Sampas) were adamant about supporting the “Brotherhood of Man” during wartime, the resulting expenditure of their lives was not, in the end, worth the trouble. Sebastian lost his life. Jack may very well have lost his mind. The only way for him to point true north was to find his bearings and wait it out by developing his talent. We must honor Kerouac as an experimenter in the possibilities of the language, as an enemy of the banal and outworn; in many cases, his avoidance of the cliché drew him to excesses which, to me, are nothing less than precious. He did not believe that the work of past poets should become an imposing prison for those of the present.

			Kerouac was apolitical and anticlerical like his father, Leo. His stubborn resistance badgered him all the way to his TV appearance on William Buckley’s Firing Line in 1968, when his audience insisted that he take a stance and raise a banner for the Left. He stood for the common soldier in a Whitmanic sense, feeling the need for faithful camaraderie through peace and wartime. Until men put down their arms and held hands with the Lamb, would they ever be able to reach the Light? This he maintained all the way from the advent of the Vietnam War until his untimely death in St. Petersburg, Florida in October 1969.

			•

			This collection is not without its quirks.

			
			

			How do we assess Kerouac’s vast and varied written output, shot like confetti over unsuspecting readers?

			Kerouac as a teenager writes of a dead wasp on his desk. Is it a story? A prose experiment? A meditation on both his and the wasp’s intertwining fate-natures? In either case, Jack is there flexing his mind muscle, constructing his thoughts up an Erector Set of language until it gets higher and higher. The more he writes, the better he gets. The heights are tenuous, and the fall is great, but he doesn’t care. Sometimes, the sum is greater than its parts. Other times, it is the opposite. He possesses something beyond mere talent. His is a burning genius purging commonplace thoughts into a manifestation beyond the mere niceties of traditional storytelling. He is trying to approximate his musings outside of himself, to focus on the eternal question of existence embodied within the dying husk of an insect. Or, later, a brick wall. A stained-glass window at twilight. An elder woman shuffling along an icy sidewalk. A mouse caught in a trap. The woefully sad blue eyes of his dying brother. These are the very things that lure his most fervent readers.

			Here, we can read Kerouac’s elegy to an old Lowell childhood friend, Billy Chandler, killed in the hot, humid malaria jungle wastes of the Bataan peninsula during World War II. He interacts with a ghost, not only of his friend but of his childhood, waving it off through the spooky door between past and present. Here, Kerouac realizes he must take up the sword and ready himself for the combat of Self. Death, to him, is a constant. Gerard, Billy, Sebastian. Or the shipmates of the SS Dorchester who were killed by a German navy torpedo blast that sunk the merchant vessel that Jack sailed upon only one voyage before its doomed dispatch to the icy depths of the North Atlantic. There are more deaths to come at every instance of his life, prematurely taken away as stealthily as Dr. Sax himself suction-cupping himself along the redbrick textile mills over the Thoreauvian Merrimack river rushing its way to the eternity of waters. These deaths compound his awareness of the fate-natures awaiting those closest to him until it finds him alone one hot October morning. Throughout these writings, the undercurrent of dread is there, bleeding into every page.

			He celebrates life. Life is holy. Every moment is precious. The forward-gazing eyes are closed, his ears are open; Jack is the brooding listener of jazz clubs and Beethoven quartets. His writing is like no other. It persists on the page indelibly. There is Jack Kerouac, and then there is the rest. The intention of this collection is to give the reader a chance to absorb Kerouac in all of his many voices: essayist, storyteller, poet, and prose-slinger. Many of these texts linger far away from  obsessions for the road because he was so much more than that. These selections bear evidence of a restless thinker, always with a pencil and paper at hand to jot a sudden onslaught of words that may pave the way to a new novel, a sudden poem, or a fleeting idea never to return.

			We experience Kerouac in various stages of his creative growth, from an eager idealist fresh out of high school to the merchant mariner stirred with notions of the Brotherhood of Man to the Rimbaudian brooder exiled in the heart of the city. Jack Kerouac was keyed into his peculiar psychology, staking his precarious existence on his conviction to remain a writer at all costs. He was obsessed with defining himself as a writer in all his texts, choosing to exist within a purely literary universe.

			Writing was his lifeblood.

			What we have here is a range of writings, from the aborted novel Ray Smith and unfinished “America’s New Trinity of Love: Dean, Brando, Presley” to completed writings executed as one-offs, never to be revisited, such as 1953’s “Memory Babe” and “Visions of America.” In 1940’s “The Dead Wasp,” the eighteen-year-old Kerouac signals a new voice whetted by optimism and idealism. He is ready to stake his claim on the world but doesn’t have the means to do so. What he does have is raw ambition and a declaratory work ethic to succeed. He doesn’t want to work a job forty-hours a week. He doesn’t have the hours to waste. He needs all the time he has to eat, drink, sleep, think, dream, and write. He craves all he can get—to make love with a bevy of comely women, to feel their skin against his, lips brushing his, soft and to become supplicant to a seething lust challenging his Catholic orthodoxy and Buddhist trappings. Here and there, he calls himself out. He knows what he is. He is no hedonist. He relishes his weaknesses and seeks to find himself becoming stronger by purging himself through a baptism by fire.

			Jack is the captain of raw experience. Follow him as he makes his way through the slums of Mexico City with no place to sleep. Lonely as ever. Hampered by insecurity. Stunned by Benzedrine. His only companion is a little notebook and a stub of a pencil, squatting in doorways as he scribbles in the dawn-lit alley of his own making.

			Kerouac is awash in Dostoevskian aspirations. He has an eye for details. He sees things in a different way. He apparently has the goods for what he aspires to be: a life-changing artist. “The Dead Wasp” will be one of the dozens of prose pieces that, in many ways, prefigure his “sketching” method of writing, whereas he documents what occurs before him on the spot, living in the present, observing eternity within the crawling form of a wasp. Two years later, Kerouac  has caroused and debauched his way through his first year of college and into the merchant marines, an experience he reports in “Voyage to Greenland” and then turns into fiction in “The Homeless Sea.” Kerouac makes the discovery that he is the best subject for his books. Through him and his world, he expands upon the phenomena of life to reveal the diamond burning inside the coal. The pearl within the oyster. Thomas Wolfe’s looming shadow cast itself over Kerouac’s artistic sensibility during the early 1940s. He possessed the endurance and aspiration to pen the “Great American Novel.” Having achieved that by 1950 (The Town and the City), his chief objective was to nail the truth down and to do it right. To write one true sentence propels him through the country. It’ll take thousands of miles of hitchhiking and bus rides, feverish trips across the border to squat in city slums with a poor boy of Tokay and a baggie of marijuana to write down his visions.

			In “The Challenges” (the latter section of 1947’s “Winter Journal”), Kerouac writes, “These are the challenges I had, I with my tapestried arts and mannerisms and unimportant artistic abysses, and you can bet that it’s got me thinking and revising many notions.” This is a book of those notions, a grab bag of sundry assortments, revealing this writer in all his complexities and fixations. It is not meant to be an academic exegesis of Kerouac’s written output, but an anthology of unpublished writings, spot-checking almost every year of his writing career in terms of ideas and obsessions. There are Kerouac’s observations of America, Mexico, Tangier, Europe, and the Atlantic Ocean; and portraits of William S. Burroughs, Allen Ginsberg, girlfriends, street bums, and other Beat associates. We have Kerouac’s theories of psychology, the universe, American culture, and his lovelorn ravings written while waiting for a young woman to show up to meet him in a Greenwich Village bar. Then, she stands him up, and we agonize with him, lost and lonely away from his mother and wife. It is then, in the fall of 1944, that we see him transform, going forward through the latter half of that decade, forging a new hammer to pound out his prose for the world waiting to absorb him, readied for ridicule or praise. It didn’t matter to him. He had already accomplished what he had set out to do, which makes his untimely death hardly a tragedy.

			Lastly, I hope that this collection does for you what it did for me. It made me appreciate Kerouac even more. He was a writer, and for that, we have him to thank. He stayed his course to his peril, which rewards his writings with a deserved sanctity.

			 Lubec, Maine

			March 2023

			
			

			
			

		

	
		
			Introduction 
Charles Shuttleworth

			This collection, drawn from the New York Public Library’s Jack Kerouac archive, spans nearly all of Jack’s writing life, from 1939, when he was seventeen, to the mid-1960s, a few years before his death, and the focus here is on Jack himself. Reading this, I hope you’ll agree, is yet another portal into his psyche—his aspirations, his obsessions, his passions, and his demons. We see the man, warts and all, once again through his own words. We already have 1,000 pages of his Selected Letters; we have several volumes containing journals and interviews, but these unpublished pieces form yet another vivid picture. I’m tempted to call it cubistic or kaleidoscopic, but it follows a timeline, so it’s a journey through his life.

			As the first piece in this collection (“Journal—Fall 1939”) shows, Kerouac at age seventeen had already decided that he was to be a writer, and not just any writer: he aspired to be a great one, striving to emulate “Thackeray, Johnson, Dickens, et al.” just as in coming years he drew inspiration first from writers such as Hemingway, Wolfe, and Saroyan, then Dostoevsky, Shakespeare, Proust, Joyce, Whitman, Rimbaud…Always, though, he was striving to be himself, and as Joyce Johnson details in her book The Voice Is All, Jack spent the next dozen years striving to find both the voice and the form to fit his artistic vision and elevate his work to the level of his heroes. 

			The Kerouac archive is as vast as it is because, for all of his anguish, he believed in himself, believed that one day all his words and thoughts would matter, that they’d be worthy of study and maybe have a broad audience. How many seventeen-year-olds in their journals address “dear reader”? And how many twenty-seven-year-olds? (See WW 324, in Jack’s 1949 “Rain and Rivers” journal.) His archive is vast because (a) he never stopped writing; his output was staggering, and (b) he strove to save everything, keeping meticulous files, rereading his writing frequently, making notes and corrections, and using it as raw material for later efforts. 

			There is an intimacy to the writings in this collection. Compared to his published novels, there’s a feeling here of looking behind the curtain, of seeing what  led up to the writing of those works. And what was he doing when not writing The Town and the City, On the Road, The Subterraneans, et al.? The answer is: Writing more. Writing was what did. Writing was what he lived for. He did it constantly, bore no obstacles, few writers gave more of themselves.

			My favorite pieces in this collection are the ones that are the most psychologically revealing. Jack Kerouac’s writing had an oversized effect on both culture and the literature that followed. Not only did he usher in two countercultural movements—labeling the Beat Generation years before the Beat ethos caught on, and similarly anticipating hippiedom with 1958’s The Dharma Bums—but also his deviant characters, “wild form”1 and hip tone all broke entrenched rules and were equally prescient, anticipating the new journalism, postmodernism, autofiction, and the still-current trend of incessant memoir writing. That said, perhaps his greatest legacy is his record of himself, having spent his career probing his own consciousness and deeply, starkly, and voluminously laying himself bare, presenting us with an unmatched portrait of an American male in the mid-twentieth century, from the Great Depression and World War II to the ensuing Cold War, that most apocalyptic and Freudian era. This is not to say that he’s a representative man; clearly, he’s an extreme—more troubled, more tortured. But that makes his story and his writing more dramatic. His guilts, fears, neuroses, egotism, and unself-confidence2—I can relate to and also empathize with all of it. I can forgive his sexism as the product of his era, and I can appreciate his understanding of people’s common humanity—the artifice of race and class distinctions—as ahead of his time.

			To provide a preview of the contents herein, I’ll break them down into eras. In the interest of brevity, I won’t go into much depth or mention every title, as most have their own introductions. Ultimately, this material is for you to judge, but I hope you’ll find it all a rich pool to wade through or dive deep into. 

			In the early years, there are all the short journal pieces (1939, 1946, 1947, as well as “Voyage to Greenland,” the latter showing Kerouac’s mood swings and justifiable fear of death given the high risk of U-boat torpedoes, followed by “The Homeless Sea,” a story based on that experience). “The Power of the Subconscious  Mind” reveals the depth of Jack’s feelings for his parents as well as the intensity of his dreams. (Book of Dreams, by the way, is an underappreciated masterpiece in its 2001 edition, which recreates his full typescript.) In “Dialogs in Introspection” and “The Dark Corridor,” we see him in the midst of his “Self-Ultimacy” period, what he called a “revolutionary reexamination of self,”3 wresting with Nietzschean concepts while recommitting himself to his art. “Waiting for Célene” shows Jack in the immediate throes of lovesickness, writing in a bar while in the process of being stood up, the intensity of his feelings likely heightened by his guilt in pursuing Celine Young (his best friend’s girlfriend and his wife Edie’s bridesmaid). The three stories that follow, two of which are untitled, all reflect an underlying sense of guilt and an awareness that he wasn’t living up to the expectations of others: his parents, extended family members, and Edie. 

			“On Bill Burroughs” and “Winter Journal” both contain material later repeated in On the Road: Sal Paradise’s depiction of Old Bull Lee, his experience waking up in a seedy Des Moines hotel room, and his encounter with the man he called the Ghost of the Susquehanna, that story as told here being a particular highlight as it’s more detailed—a fuller portrait—than in the novel. Next comes “Ray Smith” and “Shades of the Prison-House,” the two longest pieces of the collection, both early attempts at writing On the Road with main characters (Ray Smith and Red Moultrie, respectively) who are clear author surrogates. Especially in the first two chapters of “Ray Smith” (“Ray Coming to New York” and “The Mystery”), we see Jack’s painful insecurities, fluctuating emotions (at times extremely self-denigrating), philosophical questioning, and mixed feelings about hitchhiking. Red is even more of a loner, hardly interacting with the other inmates in a Bronx jail; and the chapter ends with a wild interior monologue—a vast, chaotic list of all the places Red yearns to visit. It’s manic but seems desperate: nowhere is home. Meanwhile in “Notes from a Letter (to Temko…),” Kerouac espouses his humanistic sociopolitical views. As in the passage that begins part three of On the Road, his image of the lives of impoverished non-white people is, at a minimum, naïve, but there can be no doubt that his feelings were sincere, believing he was cut off from “ecstasy” because of “white ambitions,” i.e., neurotic and dehumanizing elements of the dominant culture which he feels powerless to escape (OTR 169–70).

			The pieces from the middle (pre-fame) period (1950–57) show flashes of Kerouac in his prime. “Flower That Blows in the Night” is the clearest precursor of On the Road; the character Dean in this manic, quintessentially beat short story  is a fully realized Dean Moriarty. In “Autobiography of a Second Novelist,” we see again Kerouac’s commitment to reaching for greatness in the aftermath of the publication of The Town and the City, declaring that what’s required is “writing for yourself instead of ‘writing for money’”; and similarly in his untitled Declaration Preceding On The Road, he vows to write what he feels. “Benzedrine Vision” is a wild, paranoid journey through the late-night streets of Mexico City while Kerouac, feeling homeless, strung out on speed, hears his mother’s voice counseling him and contemplates suicide. “Brakeman on the Railroad” reveals his dislike for his job and the dangers involved (while also managing to romanticize it); and similarly, “The Dharma Bums Chapter One: L.A. Yards,” a false start written nine months before the full novel, de-glamorizes Jack’s experience hopping freights. 

			“Peter and the Beat Generation” is particularly fascinating given its context; the bulk of it written, you would think, under terrible psychological conditions, being alone on Thanksgiving Day in a San Francisco skid-row hotel, having left Allen Ginsberg’s Berkeley cottage after an argument. Kerouac’s feelings are first manifested in Peter Martin’s psychosomatic illness, during which he tells the doctor, “I dont like life,” and later in his memory of one of his father George’s antisemitic tirades. But then there’s redemption in Peter’s musing about his father as well as Walter Winchell, the main target of George’s wrath: both men have died, and the inherent sadness in death, the tragedy of it, evokes a fellow feeling that washes away prejudice. It’s also heartwarming to see, in the aftermath of Jack’s anger toward Allen, his perceptive and glowing tribute to his friend in recommending him for a Guggenheim Fellowship (“Guggenheim Recommendation for Allen Ginsberg”).

			After the publication of On the Road brought Kerouac fame and, finally, some money, one would have hoped that his life would become better, but as many know, the opposite happened. Naturally shy and extremely self-conscious, he was ill-equipped to handle both the praise and barbs that followed; and, being an alcoholic, his disease accelerated, as he could now afford to drink all he wanted. He kept up his writing pace through 1961, but then the real decline began as his drinking caught up with him. He wrote less, published less, and his girlfriends were gone, turned off by his drinking or fended off by his mother. Still, the pieces included here are some of the most interesting. In regard to “Mescaline of Oct. 15 1959,” be forewarned: this is Kerouac at his most outrageous, going further than he would ever dare in print. (He showed it excitedly to Allen but didn’t try to publish it until years later when he wrote a cleaned-up version, heavily censored, which is also included here (see “A Trip on Mescaline”). In this and several of his Sixties pieces, his sexism is  rampant, but there’s a strong spiritual element as well, and his depiction of Mother Kali, derived from Hindu sources, has more to do with his death preoccupation and conception of the universe than his fear-based problems with women. In “Telling the World Off” and the untitled essay “For PLAYBOY,” he comes off at times as a misanthropic crank—holding grudges, disparaging friends. Due to his mood swings, this was something he’d always done, but he’d mostly limited such remarks to his journals. One could argue that such unpublished material shouldn’t be exposed to readers even now, but I believe that he would approve, self-exposure being his stock-in-trade as a writer. While he and his loved ones were living, there were limits, yet for posterity, he preserved all his papers.

			In “On Drinking,” Kerouac discusses his alcoholism directly—confessing, rationalizing, and explaining his position. There are also, in this and other Sixties pieces, flashes of his offbeat sense of humor, my favorite being “Watching Movies on Television.” This is the Kerouac I’d like to imagine when I think of him in his later years: opinionated, eccentric, tipsy but coherent, and enjoying himself with simple pleasures—good old-time movies, creative commercials, the stars at night, and a fresh breeze through the window.

			Several of the last pieces show Kerouac looking back over his life—his childhood, young adulthood, and ancestral roots—with a mix of pride and nostalgia, one serving as a warm-up to Vanity of Duluoz and one of the 1960s fragments supplying the novel’s third paragraph. Biographically, there’s a sadness in his rapid decline, the alcohol killing him at age forty-seven. But he never shrank from documenting his life, and he never lost his creativity or stopped questioning life’s meaning.

			   

			Redwood City, CA

			July 2023

			  

			
			

			

			
				
						1  See SL1 371, letter to John Clellon Holmes dated June 5, 1952: “wild form, man, wild form. Wild form’s the only form holds what I have to say—my mind is exploding to say something about every image and every memory in—I have now an irrational lust to set down everything I know—in narrowing circles around the core of my last writing, very last writing, when I am an old man or ready to die, will be calm like the center of whirlpools …”


						2  See The Subterraneans’ opening paragraph: “this is the story of an unself-confident man, at the same time of an egomaniac, naturally” (1).


						3  Berg 43.6: Holograph novella “I Bid You Lose Me.” Title revised to “Galloway,” p. 26.


				

			

		

	
		
			“Journal—Fall 1939”

			Having graduated from Lowell High School in the spring of 1939, Kerouac spent the following school year attending the Horace Mann School in New York before entering Columbia University on a football scholarship. The year at Horace Mann was intended to prepare him for Columbia both academically and physically: it would give his seventeen-year-old body a chance to mature. 

			This five-day handwritten journal is remarkable in revealing Kerouac’s confidence and determination to be a writer of importance, as he was already imagining that his juvenilia would one day be read by others. It is also revealing about his priorities, skipping football practice on just the fourth day and spending it enjoyably in the Times Square area. Ultimately, the exigencies of his new life—the long daily commute from Brooklyn to the Bronx on top of the rigors of both school and football—caused him to end the journal abruptly.

			* * *

			Sept. 21

			My name is John L. Kerouac, regardless of how little that may matter to the casual reader.

			However, I find it necessary to give some pretenses of explanation to the material existence of this Journal. First, I find it most convenient to begin this inglorious venture upon this particular day—because of the fact that Sept. 21, being the first day of autumn, offers an opportunity to inaugurate it somewhat “officially.” I will also give some sort of apology for using pen and ink. It seems that such men as Thackeray, Johnson, Dickens, and others had to compile vast volumes in pen and ink, and despite the fact that I not modestly admit some degree of proficiency on typewriting, I feel that I should not proceed in my literary ventures with such ease as would befit a typewriter. I feel that a recurrence to the old method would sort of leave a silent tribute to those old gladiators, those immortal souls of journalism.

			Stay! I am not in any way suggesting that I am included in their fold, but that what was good enough for them, should by all means suit me. 

			I should have said in the first place that the very bulkiness of this “cahiers” attracted my eye at the very outset this afternoon. I purchased it, and decided to start a journal. And of course, a typewriter could hardly force its way between the  binding, so that I am really forced to use pen & ink. It, however, gives a sense of coziness, to be scratching at the surface of a huge sheaf of binded paper, by lamplight, much the same as Thackeray, Johnson, Dickens, et al., must have done. Enough of senseless ribald. I have more apologies and explanations. I will not devote such concentrated work each evening into these pages. On the other hand, I shall follow the impulses of my moods, approximated by the volume and quantity thereof. Tonight, being the first night, and also being in a rather loquacious and garrulous mood, I have devoted much writing to the day. As it stands, I have not mentioned more than one incident of the day.

			Well, I took in a show at the Paramount Theatre, Times Square, New York City, at approximately 9:45 A.M. I did not forget to call Coach William Tewhill at Horace Mann and tell him of my very stiff and sore-muscled condition. This physical mishap is due to the previous three days of opening training of the Horace Mann football squad, of which I am a member. He excused me from the practice sessions for this day. Frankly, I was too rigid around the legs, arms, and waist to climb stairs correctly. It was the sensible thing to do, no less.

			I enjoyed the beautiful music of Glenn Miller, and of the singing of “If I Didn’t Care” by four negroes calling themselves The Four Ink Spots.

			I stayed for two performances, being well situated “down in front.” I must add that the very unappreciative and altogether generally idiotic and illiterate morning audience of “jitterbugs” very much annoyed my upper trapezius, or neck muscles. They clap at the wrong times, laugh the same, and stay silent when a good sliphorn4 man like Miller is improvising on his trombone. They yell rash words while Miller’s crew is immersed in a soft, low measure. They only find pleasure in a shrieking trumpet, or gesticulating human.

			After this, I purchased some things I needed, and some I didn’t purchase.5 I went to a second-hand bookstore to find out about text books for school, but the structure reeked with scholars. I shall return there soon. I enjoyed a heavy meal, and after penning letters to my mother, father, sister, and current girl, I close the pages for today. By far the longest to be recorded, or I may get a more ribaldish mood some other evening.

			Sept. 22

			Tonight, I am frivolous. I sit here with a bottle of cream soda on the table near the lamp, and two foamy and creamy glasses on my right. I feel like doing something unusual, but of course it is impossible. My feeling of levity and frivolity is attested to my own personal freedom for the next two days, as there is no practice on Saturday and on Sunday. Football practice. I attended today’s session. My present mood does not call for an explanation of my outside activities. I shall do that later. Tonight I drink to Jules Romains—I am reading one of his amusing, lengthy, wholesome, and very modern novels. I drink to him with ice cream and pop. How annoying that is. Pop! It is good, however. Today I wrote another letter to my friend Fred of Lowell.6 He is refreshing, his letter certainly was. My frivolous mood does not call for material things. So I close with an observance: I hope that someday I may enjoy the luxuries of the rich. I don’t think they can beat me tonight.

			Sept. 23

			It is afternoon. I frown upon my last two days of writing in this journal. My present mood seems to look upon the garrulous and frivolous writings as the ravings of a maniac. Today, I feel practical. I woke up at 10:00 A.M., took my time. I just had a haircut. I am just ready to go to Manhattan to see about those second-hand texts. I will probably take in a show also. I shall explain myself tonight—I am now on my way…

			 

			There are no second-hand texts of the kind I need at Barnes & Noble. I shall simplify things by buying the books at Horace Mann Monday. I took in a show at the 23rd Street RKO.

			I have been in New York three weeks. School opens tomorrow—that is, Monday, day after tomorrow. I am going to the very reputable and fashionable private school on a semi-scholarship (Tuition sliced $350). I am living with my relatives in Brooklyn, on terms, and comfortable at that. My room is lined with volumes which I rejuvenated from the doom of cellar dust. Dickens, Sinclair Lewis, Stevenson, Francis Bacon, Jules Romains, George Eliot, H.G. Wells, all belong to my coterie of luminaries of literature. I have works by Coleridge, Tennyson, Emerson, Bianchi, Pope, Robson, etc. It is a very wholesome collection. Some of it is mine—picked up in various cities at various stores. 

			
			

			I am going to attend Horace Mann, and play football for them. The past week opened practice. I am definitely on the H.M. Varsity. More about this later. I shall take Physics, English, French II, Geometry, and Algebra in the coming year. A stiff schedule. If I survive with flying colors, I shall win a complete scholarship to Columbia University. 

			Now, dear reader, I know you must be alarmed by the frequent bursts of senseless words I write some nights, but this book (journal) is intended to be an outlet for my thoughts. They may be at times crazy, but that does not prevent my putting them down in writing. I shall read late tonight—part of Romains’ book, and a few pages of Wells’ magnificent “Outline of History.” 

			Sept. 24

			The Sabbath! My daily morning ritual of reading the bible is done with more fervor than usual. I have been doing so for a week now. I got up late, and am languidly lolling the day away. Reading confined to newspapers, and a long meditation on the beach chair in the flowery back yard. I was thinking about the future, and also of the discomforts of wartime, which may fall upon U.S.A. soon. I am now going to read more Romains. Before I do, I wish to say that this Journal is a continual refreshing resource for my castle, which surrounds me; it keeps me aloof from teeming humanity; it keeps me in contact with myself. By that I mean that a continual flow of ideas from my turbulent mind find their way into these pages, invariably.

			I am now making elaborate preparations for tomorrow. I’ve set the clock, gotten my clothes ready, etc. Tonight I evolved a plan of self-tutoring which I commenced officially. The subjects are five in number and I shall take one per evening, with a subsequent self-examination for the week after. The subjects are Mythology, Latin, Spanish, Literature, and History. As if I didn’t have enough studies coming from the ivy halls of Horace Mann. However, my motto is “The more you study, the more you subsequently know, the nearer you get to perfection as a journalist.” So there.

			Sept. 25

			Today was very hectic. Opening of school, practice, arrival of mail and typewriter, and all the subsequent excitement and work renders me incapable of record. Bye!

			
			

			

			
				
						4  “Sliphorn” was a hip slang term for the trombone.


						5  With a line drawn to the word “didn’t,” Jack at some later date added the notation “But stole?”


						6  “Fred” is Freddy Bertrand (1922-’90), who appears as Vinny Bergerac in DS and MC and as Freddy in AAU.


				

			

		

	
		
			“Rasping Smoke in a Dry Throat” (1940)

			Written at age eighteen back in Lowell over the summer after graduating from Horace Mann, “Rasping Smoke in a Dry Throat” is a stylistic experiment; above the title of this typed piece, Kerouac wrote in pencil: “First lines of ‘modernistic period.’” 

			The experiment was not just in content but also in form. This piece and the one that follows, “The Dead Wasp,” are two of nine total pieces typed (double-spaced) onto same-sized sheets of paper measuring 7-5/8” x 8-1/2”.7 In each case, Kerouac typed on both sides of the sheet, and the piece ends on page two just as he ran out of space. It’s particularly interesting given the format of his blues poems, which he adopted fourteen years later—i.e., limiting each “chorus” to the size of the notebook page. 

			* * *

			RASPING SMOKE IN A DRY THROAT

			Rasping smoke in a dry throat. Smoke in the room. Birds singing outside and the sky is blue and the smoke is finding its way out the window and it is Wednesday the day before the Fourth and I am writing a play.8

			An empty stomach with food in the icebox isn’t empty. A typewriter with things things things to be written and being written not being hungry. Smoke over the typewriter. The waning cigarette and the waning world the waning civilization and the dwindling smoke. 

			He called me up last night and he said, Write a play and maybe write two because we are in need of some scripts for our coming broadcasts, and I said, OK, I’ll write you one every day if you want. And he said, OK, and I said, so long. Rasping smoke in a dry throat. 

			A phone call this morning (I am not in a garret and therefore I have a phone) and another one said, I’m awful sorry you cannot come to our College but we did our best and you can go to hell, so to speak. And I tried to weep, but inside I laughed because sometime this week I figured that the earth was a spark of light  in the span of eternity in the spaceless universe and so the only thing to do is laugh at such smallness.

			But then again, the smoke is finding its way to the ceiling and absolving into the air, like the spark does I mean the spark we have made. I don’t know if it was brighter than anyone’s else (that is perfect English I learned this year from a Dean) but I’m sure it is one of the brightest. I am one of the grimy coal-shovelers, supplying the fuel. I don’t know just now where to analogize grime with life’s grime, but your guess is as good as mind.9 There is grime here and grime there, so we don’t have to analyze it because grime is grime no matter what you say or the philosopher says (my favorites were Voltaire and Nordau because I have read them which is reason enough) and I think that our smallness is to be measured by the spark which lasts one second and dies out and all the ants have gone to waste but they supplied the coal anyhow.

			Rasping smoke (more rasping, much more in the ash tray) in a dry throat. There is water in the faucet but there is dryness in a morning throat without food and some rasping throat-work does the trick. The ceiling is white, the sky is blue, the sky is pointless, and the ceiling ends at the floor of the people upstairs, and I wish sometimes I was poor and alone so I could write better but I know I am a fortunate bum with good fortune strewn all over my face which is ugly to the eyes of the beings who caused the longest and brightest spark. 

			
			

			

			
				
						7  Four of these pieces are included in AAU: “Go Back,” “Nothing,” “A Play I Want to Write,” and “Concentration.”


						8  In the margin, Kerouac wrote of this first paragraph: “A moment of new and ecstatic light, as I remember.”


						9  “Mind” or “mine”? Was this a typo or an intentional play on words? Kerouac did make two penciled edits to this text, so the latter seems more likely especially given the overall tone of the text.


				

			

		

	
		
			“The Dead Wasp” (1940)

			“The Dead Wasp” bears evidence of Kerouac’s empathy for all living things. It contains one of the earliest examples of his ability to project self-awareness of all matter, living and material, juxtaposed against a larger cosmic order.

			* * *

			THE DEAD WASP

			Last night I was reading and a wasp came on my bed and I gave it an awful whack with my forefinger using my thumb as a propelling force. It seemed to flounder—I know a wasp is too small to flounder—but to me the wasp floundered, veered, lumbered off the bed and disappeared on the floor. I looked eagerly at the floor feeling very bad and a little sick at what I had done but it was gone and it had disappeared and I couldn’t find it, maybe because the pattern on my floor is too intricate, but anyways I could not find it and I returned to my reading feeling bad.

			Now as I write and I am smoking my father’s pipe in which I have packed some fine large-cubed tobacco, I am looking at the little white wasp, turned over on its back pitifully—dead. The huge wasp that had floundered has come to rest. It is a good thing that I can typewrite and look at the wasp at the same time. I feel bad about the wasp because I killed it and I imagine it fell on the floor and later on while I slept the sleep of a killer it flew with battered wings to my desk top and died right near my two book-holders made of iron. My two book-holders are made of iron and they look like the Temple of the Gods with the little wasp on its back right before them, looking up with expressionless black eyes and dried-up stems. My huge temples tower above the perished wasp and the wasp is turned over on one of my Sun Subscription cards10 upon which I write every night with pen and ink.

			Gosh. How I hate to see the wasp turned over on its back looking up. It seemed so large last night when I hit it with my forefinger and it lumbered off my bed while I was reading Dostoevsky’s life. I know Dostoevsky had more to say than my poor  little wasp, but to me the wasp seems to hold more wisdom than any wise man that ever lived. (I say to myself, John, that is a broad statement. Explain yourself.)

			Well I’ll tell you why. The wasp has lived and enjoyed the heat of its glorious incandescent lamps. It has lived and lumbered and been killed by a man who was reading Dostoevsky’s life. The wasp wasn’t thinking about Dostoevsky when the man who was reading Dostoevsky’s life killed it. The wasp was thinking about the glory of a warm and delightful incandescent lamp when it was killed by a man who was reading about Dostoevsky. Dostoevsky never knew what an incandescent lamp was, because there were none in Russia in his day, nor anywhere else. But the wasp knew what an incandescent lamp was because he loved an incandescent lamp. The wasp knew but Dostoevsky, he never even saw one in his whole life—and he wrote Brothers Karamazov and Crime and Punishment, etc. So that to me it amounts to this: The wasp knew and Dostoevsky didn’t and there lies the mighty wasp, who lumbered in life and died and he lays there near my gigantic iron book-holders. I say to myself now (I think a few moments), Prostrate bliss. My pipe is out, also.

			
			

			

			
				
						10  The Sun was (and still is) Lowell’s chief English-speaking newspaper, and Jack had a job that summer selling subscriptions.


				

			

		

	
		
			“To a Soldier Killed in Bataan” (1942)

			“To a Soldier Killed in Bataan” addresses the death of Kerouac’s close friend Billy Chandler (1920–’42), who died on the Bataan peninsula in the Philippines during World War II. Chandler appears in a number of Jack’s books—as Tommy Campbell in The Town and the City, Dicky Hampshire in Doctor Sax, Vanity of Duluoz, and Book of Dreams, and Bill in a number of stories in Atop an Underwood. He was president of the Drama Club while at Lowell High School, and in the summer of 1940, he served as president of the Variety Players Group, directing an antiwar radio play that Jack wrote entitled The Spirit of ’14, the group including Sammy Sampas, G.J. Apostolos, and others.

			* * *

			Friday night, 12 P.M.

			Darkness and rain

			TO A SOLDIER KILLED IN BATTAAN	BY JACK KEROUAC

			Your ghost spoke to me just now. I heard the midnight rain, the thunder clap, saw the flash of midnight lightning, and I smelled the rain-smells that seeped into my lowlit den. You said: Jack, we are together once more tonight; honest Jack, I am right behind you, looking over your shoulder. Remember the nights of our youth, Jack, when we walked in the midnight rain and dreamed together of far lands and adventure? Remember? It has always been night and dark rain with you and I, always.

			Yes, my ghost, you always return to me at night when it rains. 

			Oh Bill, where are you? Call our secret call from where you are, and I shall call back. I shall walk in the rain and search for you, my ghost. I shall tramp through the forests, I shall wade in the streams, I shall search for you Bill…

			But you say to me, over my left shoulder: No, Jack, no. I am gone. Do not search for me. I am gone. Remember Jack how we used to dream of far lands and adventures: of ports in the Orient, of the jungles of India, the deserts of Arabia, of mountains in Asia; of Borneo and Singapore and Mandalay and Polynesia? Oh remember Jack! Remember our dreams: two sailors in port, Cape of Good Hope, Murmansk, Morocco, Liverpool…our dreams, Jack, our dreams.

			
			

			Oh but I do, Bill! And now you are lost…

			And remember, you say over my shoulder, remember the night rain and I? It has always been the night and the rain with you and I, Jack.

			Yes Bill, my ghost. Oh, call our secret call from where you are, and I shall call back. I shall walk in the rain and search for you, my ghost, I shall tramp through the forests, I shall wade in the streams, I shall search for you, Bill…

			But you say to me: No, Jack, no. I am gone. Do not search for me. I am gone.

			But why? Bill why? Why can’t I search for you––I must find you, I must! The other night I dreamed of you. A weird dream, a beautiful dream, as weird and beautiful as life itself, Bill. You were back in the old house on the old street, and I was calling you with our secret call. And you came to the door, ghost that you are, and we went out together in the night and the rain. And all about us was the magic, the shadows, the thunderous silence of night and rain, and ourselves projecting in the mists…Oh Bill, and now you are lost, my ghost!

			Remember, Jack, the faces we knew together? A long time ago, in the sun, a face: now gone. A face talking, laughing, being glorious in the sun: now gone.

			Yes, my ghost, I remember.

			It is so strange, Jack, so very strange.

			Oh where are you, my ghost?

			I am gone.

			Oh where? Why? Lost Bill, my ghost, call our secret call from where you are, and I shall call back. I shall search for you in the night…

			I am gone, Jack. But I stand at your left shoulder, I see your typewriter, your pipe billowing smoke. I remember the lost nights, and our dreams. Remember them, Jack? Remember our secret call?

			I love thee, my ghost, I love thee as I love life. Do not leave me, be in my dreams, stay with me, do not forsake me, for I love thee as I love life…

			I shall not leave you, Jack. I shall always return with the night and the rain. It is our secret, the night and rain and you and I.

			Oh, Bill, tears are falling from my eyes! My ghost, I am weeping! You must come back to us, you must! Call our secret call from where you are, and I shall call back. I shall walk in the rain and search for you, my ghost, I shall tramp through the forests, I shall wade in the streams, I shall search for you, my ghost…Oh I love thee, my ghost, I love thee in this black world!

			Do not weep, Jack: we are immortal, we youth. I shall stay with you.

			
			

		

	
		
			“Voyage to Greenland” (1942)

			Jack’s decision to join the Merchant Marine during World War II placed him at great peril: the North Atlantic was infested with German U-boats. He had left Columbia, quitting the football team, but he was earning money both to help his parents, who were in dire straits, and to try to transfer to the University of California at Los Angeles, the latter effort thwarted by a negligible college transcript and hopeless lack of funds. Furthermore, the draft would soon be breathing down his back. With the Merchant Marines, he felt a firmer grip on his freedom, and he longed for a Jack Londonesque adventure that could add an edge to his writing. 

			* * *

			Voyage to Greenland

			1942

			GROWING PAINS

			or

			A MONUMENT TO

			ADOLESCENCE

			* * *

			All life is but a skull-bone and a rack of ribs 
through which we keep passing food & fuel 
just so’s we can burn so furious beautiful. 

			—1949

			Apr. 17

			“LIFE’S DELICATE CHILD”

			SATURDAY, JULY 18 (First day aboard) 

			Aboard the S.S. Dorchester, Merchant [and] Miners dock, Boston. (Oil burning transport.) Saturday night in the port of Boston. Most of the crew is out prowling about the dimmed-out streets and drinking in cafes and taverns. I and my two scullion mates stayed aboard. I ate five lambchops and drank a quart of milk at 5 o’clock, then napped until 10 o’clock. When I awoke, one of the roomies told me it was Sunday morning, so I yawned & stretched and went up on the deck—but it was a hell of a dark morning…

			
			

			I sat in a deck chair, a while after, and bethought me about several things. How should I write this journal? Where is this ship bound for, and when? What is the destiny of this great gray tub? I signed on Friday, or yesterday, and do not begin work until Monday morning…I could have gone home to say goodbye—but goodbyes are so difficult, so heart-rending. I haven’t the courage, or perhaps the hardness, to withstand the tremendous pathos of this life. I love life’s casual beauty—I fear its awful strength.

			July 18–19

			“I SAW THOSE HARBOR LIGHTS”

			I prefer to leave quietly, like this.

			* * *

			A cold mist blew in from the harbor all afternoon, but at ten o’clock tonight, while sitting in the deck chair, it was quite pleasant, though chilly. Four freighters are anchored astern, in the harbor. One of them is a coal-boat. A Navy light cruiser is also anchored—I could make out the lonely light of the watch…some young sailors wishing they were brawling around Boston’s bars with the rest of the crew. A launch went by, and I heard someone cursing in the night—a voice, cursing, tender profanity, and then gone. It was beautiful.

			I read a little Hume before turning in at midnight.

			SUNDAY, JULY 19

			Woke up hearing the weird song of a Moro,11 who is one of our cooks. He sits before his stateroom door, chanting happily of the Far East. Judging from what I hear about the ferocious Moro tribes of the Philippines, I had better not turn my back to him when he’s drunk—or so roomie Bob Eatherton thinks. As a matter fact, most 

			JULY 19

			BOSTON’S SOUTH END

			of the crew go about with sheathed knives and daggers. I think it’s more of a semi-romantic fancy than a necessity. Today was a hot, torpid day. I went up to the poop deck and sat reading the funnies in the shade of our big 4-inch deck gun. I dozed there for a while. This is a big ship—a combination troop transport and freighter. In the hold, there are sleeping accommodations for 1,000 soldiers. At night, Eatherton (a youngster with adventuric notions) invited me out for a carousal. I went, though the hot weather had me feeling low. He took me to the South End in Boston, where we drank enormous quantities of beer in an atmosphere of human degradation,  filth, and mottled souls. Three drunken women, hags with dull, beaten faces and scrawny shanks, were thrown out of the barroom. We met “Pop” there, who is one of our cooks—a colored gent who says “denner” for dinner and comes from Harlem. Later, we wandered back to the waterfront

			JULY 19–20

			THE GALLEY

			and drank more beer with two Royal Canadian Navy men. On the way out, my wild young shipmate broke a window, and the next instant, we were dodging through the railroad yards and shying from the spotlights of the guards. We succeeded in returning aboard without being caught. This, I presume, is my young friend’s idea of a good evening, altho I would have preferred a good show and dinner…tonight, anyway.

			MONDAY JULY 20

			Got up in a steaming dawn to go to work in the galley. Hangover and all, I certainly did not enjoy the odors of our shambling galley—peculiar odors, those of hot, heavily swilled dishwater; those of rotten cauldrons and steaming slop; others of grease and lard and innumerable smells of corruption, swill, and bilge slime in the galley drains. We will make more money, however, in the capacity of scullion work—estimated 2 hours overtime per day, at 85¢ per. Which means some $50 more per month than the other ordinary seamen. Sat up on

			JULY 20

			COLLECTING MY THOUGHTS

			the deck at night for three hours, collecting my thoughts and enjoying the cool harbor breeze. I thought of many things—abstract things, sad things, things of home and the future. My mother is very worried over my having joined the Merchant Marine, but I need money for college, I need adventure, of a sort (the real adventure of rotting wharves and seagulls, winey waters and ships, ports, cities, and faces & voices); and I want to study more of the earth, not out of books, but from direct experience. I sat in the deck chair and dreamed of the Arctic mists we may see in a few weeks. (I have heard that the ship is bound for Greenland or Iceland.) Retired at 12 in our cool fo’c’sle, which is tombed in the plated walls and ceilings, where the coolness of the harbor water is conducted along the bolted steel—according to that principle in physics.

			TUESDAY, JULY 21

			RICH CARGOES OF AMERICA

			
			

			Much cooler today. Worked in the galley with Bob and Johnnie, the other mate. Our boss is the chief cook, who storms into our room each morning at 6:30 and roars derision at us—“Scullions! Six-thutty. God-damn; get in dat galley. We got lots o’ pots ’n’ pans today!” He is also colored—a little too officious for me. I know a Southerner wouldn’t stand for it. The crew signed the War Articles today, and also for War Risk Insurance. I named my mother, of course, as my beneficiary. Incidentally, each room in the fo’c’sle (and I imagine all over the ship) is cluttered profusely with lifebelts and gas masks. I watched the longshoremen load on in the afternoon—a rich cargo indeed we are carrying…countless cases of fruit and vegetables, tons of milk, many shiny black barrels of oil; lumber; and back aft, not ten

			JULY 21

			“PAID OFF”

			feet from the fo’c’sle, is a store of powder and ammunition—enough to send all of us soaring over the foaming main and into the clouds…providing we are torpedoed, or even rammed accidentally in a storm. (It seems to me the Moore-McCormick people, who own this ship, should pay us a bonus for sleeping on top of a powder magazine, but that is not for me to say, only to note.) I’m getting tired of being docked at the Merchants and Miners wharf. We should sail soon. We were paid off today, for shore pleasure. I drew $11, and immediately purchased some tan trousers and an oiler’s cap, or seaman’s cap. Bob and I, after work, washed and withdrew into the port of Boston, laden with “sportin’” money. We went back to the South End, this time to a hotel nitery. I can remember singing over the 

			JULY 21–22

			MORNING BEAUTY AND DRUNKEN SOULS

			mike with the band and dancing the jitterbug with Bob, who clung to his Irish jig step. We were perfect, drunken fools. Later, we repaired to Boston (Scollay Square) where Bob shouted into a sleeping window for a drink. A big fat Negro buck threw a bucket of water at us, roaring: “Here’s yo’ drink, you bastuds!” I was very, very drunk. (Plastered.) On the way back from this mad night—(Bob tells me I slept for one hour in a restaurant latrine)—we passed the docks along Atlantic Avenue, and saw there the flames of red morning, playing upon the masts of fishing smacks12 and dancing in the cool wavelets beneath the mossed and barnacled piles of the wharves…a lovely sight, one that my frayed and beaten senses could not really receive. I was miserable.

			
			

			WEDNESDAY, JULY 22

			Bob and I slept for an hour, until

			JULY 22–23

			MEN FOR THE BASE

			the chief cook came into the fo’c’sle swearing. I went to work bleary-eyed and disheveled, believing that all of life was one huge tale of human pain and toil. Today, the harbor waters chopped in a buoyant sparkle, and a good brisk cool wind blew in from the north. That was one consolation. Sometimes, the pressure of hot weather is really hard to bear. When will we get going?

			THURSDAY JULY 23

			Slept well last night. Weather still cool, harbor bright and winey. Worked in the galley and spent the day suffering in the slop. Perhaps I should sign off this ship—I don’t like it. “Shorty,” a tattooed seaman, grimly observes that “they” will “catch up” with us this trip…Nazi subs. At night, action broke loose. The longshore wharf was heavily guarded, and a trainload of men came on board, all carrying valises and tool boxes. The longshoremen also loaded on quite a cargo of lumber. I understand we are taking these workers to Eastern Greenland where they’re to build a U.S. base. 

			JULY 23–24

			BON VOYAGE

			That is very satisfactory news. The Chatham, sister ship to this one (S.S. Dorchester), took on a medium-sized load of soldiers. She is probably headed for Greenland or Iceland. She is docked on the other side of the Merchants and Miners pier; may go with us in the convoy. Time is ripe to leave!

			FRIDAY JULY 24

			At 8 in the morning, while working in the galley, the Dorchester’s stack roared its blast of departure, and we began to slip away from the pier. I went to the hurricane deck and gazed at Boston and the harbor. Deep down in the body of the ship I heard the thrum of the mighty pistons. We glided past all sorts of Navy ships—one a large destroyer, some mine-sweepers and sub-chasers. At ten o’clock we anchored in the middle of the harbor, about 4 miles from Boston’s skyline. Just ahead of us, between two lighthouses, lies the open sea. During the afternoon the Chatham joined us. Later a freighter and two transports (one a Norwegian, one 

			JULY 24

			THE OPEN SEA

			a Panamanian) also joined us. The convoy is rounding up, I presume.

			FRIDAY JULY 24

			We lifted anchor around noon today and pulled out between those two lighthouses. Only the Chatham followed us. An hour later, we perceived a destroyer off our port and a light cruiser off our starboard—they are going to be our protectors. A plane circled all afternoon. The sea was calm, and the ship rolled slowly and easily. Will I be seasick, since this is my first sea voyage? At night, tremendous card games and crap games went on in the dining room—“Pop” was there with his cigarette holder, chef’s cap, and rich rakish laugh. Some of the passengers (the base workers) mixed into the games. The scene is seasoned with impossible characters, salty language, and rich warm light. There are all kinds of men on this ship, of which more is to come later. I read H.G. Wells13 in the evening, retired early, since the work is long and fatiguing. A new scullion, Don Graves, joined us last Thursday night.

			JULY 25 

			SINCERITY

			SATURDAY JULY 25

			Brisk sea today. We’re somewhere off the coast of Maine. Heavy fog in the morning, misty in the afternoon. All eyes peeled for the periscope. Spent a wonderful evening with the Army gun crew near the big gun, playing popular records on the phonograph. The Army fellows seem much more sincere than the hardened, cynical crew. (Most of the crew is composed of ordinary young bums—Negroes, Puerto Ricans, etc.) There are a few acceptable men here and there. Don Graves, the new scullion, is a sensible and friendly fellow. (He has a wife in Scotland—joined the Merchant Marine to get back to Scotland, in fact.) I met one of the passengers, an Arnold Gorman, an earnest youth from Brooklyn. And another fellow who works in the butcher shop. Outside of these, my acquaintances have so far been fruitless, almost foolish. I am trying hard to be sincere, but the crew prefers, I suppose, embittered cursing and bawdry foolishness. Well, at least, being misunderstood is being like the hero in the movies.

			JULY 26

			DIM ACCEPTANCE

			SUNDAY JULY 26

			A beautiful day! Clear and windy with a choppy sea that looks like a marine painting—long flecked billows of blue water, with the wake of our ship like a bright  green road back to home. The weather is decidedly cool. Off the larboard, we can make out the dim coastline of Nova Scotia. At three o’clock, it was passed. We have passed through the Cabot Strait between Nova Scotia and Newfoundland. As I write, tonight, we are passing through the most dangerous phase of our journey to that mysterious northern land—we are steaming ahead in a choppy sea past the mouth of the St. Lawrence River in a crystal-clear moonglow. This is the region where many sinkings have occurred of late. Death hovers over my pencil. How do I feel? I feel nothing but dim acceptance; a sort of patience that is more dreamlike than real. The great card games go on in the dining room. Sums of money changing hands, with Death nearby. What an

			JULY 26

			SUNDAY OFF NOVA SCOTIA

			immense gambling ship this is!…(and the Chatham, off our stern)—the stake is money and the stake is life. At dusk, with the long lavender sashes hovering over distant Nova Scotia, a colored fellow conducted a religious sermon on the after deck. He had us kneel while he prayed…he spoke of God, and prayed to God for a safe journey. Then I went to the bow and spent my usual hour staring in the face of the mounting northern gales. We should be off the coast of Labrador tomorrow. As I was writing just now, I heard a hissing outside my porthole (the sea is heavy, the ship rocks deeply)—and I thought it was a torpedo. I waited for one long second. Death! Death! I tell you, it is not hard to face. I am patient—I shall now turn over to sleep. And the sea washes on, immense, endless, everlasting, my sweet brother and sentencer. In the moonlight tonight, in these dangerous waters, one can see the two Navy ships that are convoying us—two tawny seacats, alert and low-slung.

			JULY 27

			MUSIC

			MONDAY JULY 27

			Choppy sea once more, sun still bright. The weather grows colder each day—in the galley, I wash my hands in the scuppers where the water is pumped up from the sea…and it is ice cold now. We’re in the northern part of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, nearing the Belle Isle Strait (or so my conjectures presume). Worked hard again today, but time seems to hasten on out to sea—like Thomas Mann’s Berghof Sanatorium time.14 I am very lonesome for home and college at Columbia…I sing songs of love and beauty all day. After work, my butcher’s helper friend (Benny) and I went to Ernie’s stateroom and played popular records. This also served to make  me lonesome for “civilization.” Here in these homeless waters of the North, on a ship laden with strong, gusty men, one begins to long for the soft lights and music of a N.Y. nite-club or the tender love of a beautiful girl—or shall I confess?…one begins to long for the fellowship of culture and gentle wit. Ernie, incidentally, is a fine chap—he’s a big blond seaman from Gloucester. Benny, a slick goodlooking youth, was 

			JULY 27–28

			DUSK OVER LABRADOR

			a drummer with an orchestra in Boston. Both these boys possess a higher intelligence than most of the crew put together. We came below from our music session to witness the great gambling in the dining room—a brawling scene of heavily-clothed men beneath the lights; boots, sheepskins, woolen caps…One begins to think of the Alaska gold rush days. I shaved my week-old beard and left a mustache. Look like Hemingway now. This is another bright night of moonglow. Danger with every charge of the pistons! The sunset was gorgeous—a weird product of the North: flaming orange dusk over Labrador. The Chatham presented a lovely sight as she pushed on, silhouetted by the mysterious Labradorian sunset…

			What is the sea?

			TUESDAY JULY 28

			Weather definitely cold this morning. I wore my old Horace Mann football jersey to work—spent 15 minutes rummaging in the refrigerator for green peas to go in the soup cauldron. Another day, another $7.20. Can be dull at times on these ships. As I write tonight, old man moon still shines as bright as ever…

			JULY 28

			“THE GREAT NECESSITY”

			We are now in the open sea—a one thousand mile stretch to the lower tip of Greenland, Cape Farewell. We should reach that by Friday, and our destination on the barren Eastern coast by next Tuesday. Until then, cold rolling seas and strange winds…I spent some time figuring how much money I should earn from this trip, and how I should spend it. I figure on $300 for college (tuition, room [half-year], and the other $100 or so for various things. I hope to make enough to buy Mom a fur coat, as well as some clothes for myself, a batch of records & books, etc. But tonight, alone in the fo’c’sle (a mate just went up to the top deck rooms to sleep—“If this tub gets hit tonight, you wouldn’t have a chance down here in the fo’c’sle”)— here, alone, as I write, I am lost and lonely, and the room heaves slowly. I am not afraid to sleep “down here…” I know of Emerson’s Great Necessity.15 

			Spent my usual hour brooding on the bow, watching the weird northern sunset and the slow journey of a pale orange moon. Such beauty in this distant northern sea!

			JULY 28

			BAKER, BUNKSHOOTER, BLOW

			I spoke with the colored fellow who conducted the service last Sunday evening on the poop deck. He has been around the world 14 times. He is a homosexual. Gave me a fine leather jacket—and who was I to refuse the gift? It’s getting cold now, and I’ll need more clothes.

			Ah, but I am weary tonight—weary of myself and my stupidity. I spend the entire day bickering & haranguing with my scullion mates, who think that I am dumb as they come—and I am, in a way. I am weary of the wide ways of the world…weary of the waves…weary, weary! Carry me back to old Virginny, Oh God, or let a torpedo ram the port fo’c’sle and explode it to fragments, and call it a life, a speck, a nothing, that dreamed and planned and blundered and exulted and brooded its way to a bark in the North Atlantic and a deep cold grave…

			Slam! Slam! Hit me, torpedo! I don’t give a good damn if you do…and so, good night, my tender brothers, good night. Good night from the cell in the hold of a ship of doom, good night, good night…

			JULY 29

			PROUD SHIP!

			WEDNESDAY JULY 29

			“Seven o’clock, an’ not a soul in de galley. Seven o’clock, an’ not a soul in the galley…” So chants Glory, the second cook, as he walks into our room in the morning, his big soulful brown eyes full of Negro love for mankind. And I rise slowly, wearily, cursing and laughing—for a young writer must laugh…

			And the ship has journeyed through another dangerous moonlit night! Proud, strong bark! Here’s to ye, and to Hanno16 and Columbus, and to all the seamen of today—to ye!

			Heavy fog today—gray seas, damp on the decks. Just a world of water and foam and fog. We threw out a line to the Chatham, which is following us astern like a looming ghost-hull. The convoying Navy ships are lost to sight. Another day, another $7.20…At night, Ernie and Benny and I spent the evening in the Army gun crew’s quarters, playing records, smoking, talking. We play soft songs of love and romance, songs of the tropics, melodies of nostalgia and sentiment, jump music—and the gray ship pushes on through the gray waters…

			JULY 30

			IRONS TO INJUSTICE!

			THURSDAY JULY 30

			Fog…the Chatham looms astern, lowing like a mournful cow—we answer with a ship-shattering blast of the stacks. The mysterious gray sea surrounds us on all sides; a mighty shroud of mist lingers with our slow advance; I stand on the deck and watch, watch…

			In the afternoon, eight of us galley mates slept through a boat & fire drill…The chief mate threatened to “log” us for two days’ pay. I was enraged; it wasn’t our fault that we did not hear the alarm. We work hard & sleep heavily: It’s just a cheap trick to save money. I personally will not tolerate such a move—I shall refuse to sign my name in the “log” book if the occasion arises. They cannot make me sign. I would prefer the irons to injustice—an injustice as cheap and gross as ever was in the long, stinking history of private enterprise. This is a veritable slave ship. The food is horrible, the pay is comparatively low, and the whole cursed tub is overrun with lice, roaches, and God knows what else! When I get back to Port, I’m going to take a Blue Ointment bath.17

			JULY 30

			THE SEA AND THE NORTH

			In the evening, a whipping wind drove in from the North and blew the fog off—and a cold, icy wind it was. We are really approaching the North now. This is the eighth day out of Boston, and we should be three-quarters of the way between Northern  Newfoundland and Southern Greenland by now. This wind was a strange wind; it came from the far white North, and it bore a message of barren desolation that murmured: “Man must not venture to me, for I am ruthless and indifferent, like the sea, and shall not be his friend and warm light. I am the North, and I exist only for myself.” But, off our larboard, the signal light of our new convoy ship (the Navy ships have left, and been replaced by two heavily-armored trawlers) beamed across the bleak gray waters with another message—and this was a message of warmth and love and cheer, the message of Man…It was a beautiful little golden light, and it blinked the symbols of Man’s language. And the thought of language, here in the bosom of a tongueless sea—that also was a warm, golden fact.

			JULY 30

			NOBLE MAN

			I stood my usual bow watch, braced against the powerful and beautiful wind, watching the sprayed foam fly across the shaggy waves; gazing at the dim distances; wondering at the immutability and irrefragable damnation* of the sea, knowing that life and man were noble and that nature and God were not! (That possible causation of matter, man or beast, element or spirit, grace or light, yet certainly not noble and brave.) It was definitely cold, and I was finally forced back to the warm fo’c’sle back aft. I love to stand on the bow and devour the best and roughest that furious nature has to offer—this is a man’s ocean.

			Incidentally, one of our two new convoy ships, a small-sized freighter converted into a sort of sub-chaser and raider, carries a heroic legend. She has sunk every submarine she’s found in these cold waters. She’s a valiant little bitch; hits the waves briskly and carries a torpedo seaplane as well as a load of depth charges & shells. 

			* From “Farewell Song, Sweet from my Trees”—Jack Kerouac18 

			JULY 31

			THE ENCHANTED FJORD IN GREENLAND

			FRIDAY, JULY 31

			“Prison ship!” I scream to myself in the mornings, heading for my pots and pans. Oh, where the Prince, and his familiar cry: “In the morning, brothers, sympathy!”—about 1800 miles astern…but only two feet asoul.

			But this morning, I went up on the deck sleepily for a breath of air…and found myself in an enchanted Greenlandic fjord. I was literally stunned for a moment, then lapsed into boyish wonder. Eskimos in kayaks were drifting past us, smiling their strange alien smiles. And Oh! how that line of Wolfe’s came back to me in glorious  triumph and truth: “Morning and new lands…”19 For here was heavily-eyed, stupored morning, fresh and clean and strange—and here was a new land…lonely, desolated Greenland. We passed an Eskimo settlement which must have been the one on the map near Cape Farewell, Julianehaab.20 The men were throwing oranges at the Eskimos, trying to hit them, laughing coarsely—but the little Mongolians merely smiled their idiot, tender welcomes. My fellow countrymen embarrassed me

			JULY 31

			“MORNING AND NEW LANDS”

			considerably, for I know that these Eskimos are a great and hardy people, that they have their gods and mythology, that they know all the secrets of this weird land, and that they have morals and an honor that far surpasses ours. The fjord is flanked on each bank by enormous brown cliffs, which are covered by some sort of heavy moss, or grass, or heather, I can’t tell which. This is probably why the Northmen named the land Green-land. And these cliffs are absolutely enchanted—like the dream cliffs of a child, or the place where resides the soul of Wagner’s music…massive, fort-like, and steep; creviced considerably by the stream-beds of melted ice; rising in sheer, tremendous beauty from the green fjord waters to a pale blue sky. I had to work in the galley, but I kept craning my neck to see through the porthole. We journeyed about 50 miles inland in this deep fjord, and finally reached an American airbase in the afternoon, which was sprawled beneath the shade of surrounding

			JULY 31

			LAND OF THE MIDNIGHT SUN

			cliffs like the land of the Lilliputians. Toy trucks crawled across the dusty scene—man’s raw earth-wound in the midst of wild beauty…A black belt stretched across the scene—a takeoff strip—and three airplanes reposed upon it like poised condors. Innumerable shacks of unpainted wood, toy cranes, roads and by-roads, fields of oil barrels, and crawling man-insects completed the scene. We anchored about a half-mile from the base in the center of the fjord. The Chatham did likewise. Four rusty tankers surrounded us, while a camouflaged cutter lay docked at a hastily improvised wharf near the edge of the vast airbase. The planes patrolled the skies consistently all  day. At bedtime, near midnight, after I’d done considerable reading and studying, the last hues of dusk still hovered over a distant snowtopt peak. It was a strange world scene, late in the day, a long afternoon had suddenly wigged the Northern world’s new visitors as they slept like cats. “The Land of the Midnight Sun.” With Ernie’s field glasses, I made a close study of the cliffs and distant mountains, of the base, and of the nearby tankers…it was beautiful to 

			JULY 31–AUGUST 1

			FLOATING FRAGMENTS OF THE NORTH

			behold all these things through a circular opening. I made out a small Eskimo settlement across the other side of the fjord, but it is apparently abandoned. I studied the tankers, and lingered over their romantic hulks for many minutes. Then I swept my glasses up, up, up along the cliffs, like a soaring bird, and knew the exultancy and power of life. Majestic ice floes littered the flashing emerald surface of the fjord—some of them colored the most delicate blue imaginable—the blue on a fairy queen’s wings. At midnight, a huge ice floe (I thot it was some ship) crackled past my porthole as I lounged smoking in the fo’c’sle, gazing at the mysterious, dying dusk, and exulting in the lights of the little harbor of peace and warmth to which we have journeyed safely through dangerous seas…

			SATURDAY, AUGUST 1

			Went to work wearily, we are still at Bluie East No. 1,21 which is the name of the airbase. The men fished over the side during the rather mild morning. A coast guard boat pulled up for our mail, and 

			AUGUST 1

			BEAUTIFUL CAPE FAREWELL

			so I wrote home to mother. At noon, we lifted anchor and headed back down the fjord toward the open sea—we didn’t reach that till after supper. We passed one enormous iceberg, box-shaped, which must have been higher and longer than the Dorchester herself. I figure we rounded Cape Farewell, and are headed back south to meet a tanker for oil and water, since our supply is nearly exhausted. The water has been rationed on this ship, or perhaps we are going to have a rendezvous with a convoy, since I understand we are to proceed north along the east coast toward our  destination above the Arctic Circle (near Angnarvastik).22 At any rate, I saw Beauty this evening while we were rounding Cape Farewell (southern tip of Greenland.) It was…Oh! it was indescribably beautiful!! A coastline of sharp jagged cliffs, etched against a cold rose dusk, and shrouded at their bases in eerie mists, like the dreamland of a boy. Oh! but those were lonely peaks that stood there, one mile 

			AUGUST 1

			THE TRUTH OF BEAUTY

			off our starboard—loneliness, loneliness…and patience in the bitter cold. To think of such desolated wastes, no fauna, no flora, and least of all men, but just sheer rock, in mighty upthrusted peaks, washed and washed since the Pleistocene Age by this strange northern sea; and to think above all of this ghostly sunset of frozen lavender, sashed with red and cold purple and gray-blue, strung gorgeously across the rough line of the cliffs…and the mists, tendrils of magic and secrecy…to think of these things is to think only of the words of Coleridge, his land of mist and snow,23 to think of Homer, Virgil, Dante, Wolfe, and all the great poets, and that what they have had to say about the beautiful strange earth, and shall have to say, is greater than what the scientists—geologists and paleontologists and naturalists and all—have to say, for it is true, Oh Thoreau, that science is a “pale, distant imitation of poetry”…as true as Truth itself.24

			AUGUST 2

			NEW JOB

			SUNDAY AUGUST 2

			Up to now, I’ve refrained from introducing any characters in this journal, for fear I should be mistaken due to a brief acquaintance with those in question, and should be forced to rescind previous opinions and judgments. However, although this voyage in itself, the sheer travel interest of it, would be sufficient to create an acceptable log, I will nevertheless introduce the various persons I’ve met on the ship, for I feel that a journal should tell the whole story within the story. Moreover, I shall perhaps one day want to write a novel about the voyage, and will be enabled to find all the details on file. (A true writer never forgets character studies, & never will.) Today is Sunday aboard the S.S. Dorchester. While eating, I sang “Gloomy  Sunday,”25 but it certainly hasn’t been a gloomy day for me—I was transferred to night work in the galley. This means that I shall have plenty of leisure time to write, read, and study. This journal has been more or less terse so far on account 

			AUGUST 2

			WARM COVE OF PEACE

			of my shortage of leisure time. In the solitude of this night work, moreover, I will get the opportunity to think more. Up till now, in day work with my three scullion mates, everything has been an uproar of clamorous shouts and hissing steam and rattling dishes. Now, I should be able to collect my thoughts more during my work. I’ll peel potatoes and onions, carry cases of vegetables and pans of meat about, and do general utility work around the quiet night kitchen. I’m truly relieved and happy, thanks to this unexpected stroke of luck…All I hope for now is that it will last. The previous grind was beginning to wear down my mental faculties, and the constant haranguing with other mates in the galley had near driven me frenzied.

			The ship, when I awoke this morning, was anchored in a peaceful little fjord-bay fortified by a bulwark of cliffs. Between these cliffs are sloping valleys of green and brown, dotted with gray boulders. Besides ourselves, there are 3 Navy or Coast 

			AUGUST 2

			DROWSY DAYS

			Guard cutters, all heavily armed; and two freighters. It’s a warm and pleasant little hideaway, with the Greenlandic sun beating down quite comfortably and with mirror waters and screaming gulls adding on a touch of calm security. The beetling cliffs keep away the cold northern winds.

			I understand we’re to stay here for a week, waiting for a tanker that is to supply us, or something of that nature. It should be an interlude of calm, warmth, and drowsy idling. The men fished over the side all day, and some nabbed cold, silver cods, which were quickly decapitated in the galley.

			In the afternoon, I found a Reader’s Digest which contained a condensed version of Budd Schulberg’s What Makes Sammy Run?26 and read it with some elation, buried in a ship’s hold in Greenland as I was, reading about Hollywood and the places and people I want. Some of the stuff is good, some is the old Saroyan touch, most is the  easy way out—a swift, almost vernacular narrative. But the story is good, along the lines of Fitzgerald’s last novel, and has a tender-

			AUGUST 2

			BEARDED BROTHERS, SYMPATHY!

			ness and beauty here and there worth mentioning. Schulberg is alert and smart, clever in general construction, an able storyteller, but by no means a great, or even very good, writer. (Entrez l’égo!)

			I believe our ship is now somewhere in the southwestern tip of Greenland, not far from Cape Desolation. While we were moving last night, past those magic cliffs, the sun was off our starboard, and thus we were moving south, and must have rounded Cape Farewell and steamed into a southwestern fjord during the dawn. I would like to get ashore and study the cliffs and “meadows” surrounding our little bay. The crew of the other tankers go ashore, and wander all over the “harbor” in outboards and rowboats. They came alongside to get magazines—wild, bearded youths who no longer seem civilized. They’ve been in this hidden fjord for months probably waiting for cryolite to take back to American aluminum plants. (Cryolite is mined considerably in Greenland by Eskimos under American supervision.)27 These youths I should like to know, to speak to, to smoke with quietly. 

			AUGUST 2

			CHARACTER STUDIES

			Here is some data on my scullion mates, and others: Eatherton is just a good-hearted kid from the “tough” section of Charleston, Mass. who tries to live up to his environment, but fails, for his smile is too boyish, too puckish. He is a veteran seaman already, and berates me for being a despicable “college man” who “reads books all the time and knows nothing about life itself.” Don Graves is an older boy, quite handsome, with a remarkable sense of wit & tomfoolery that often befuddles me. He is able to toy with people’s emotions, for he undeniably possesses a strong, moving personality. He’s 27 years old, and I believe he looks upon me with some mixed pity and head-shaking—but no compassion. He has little of that, and no learning, but considerable earthy judgment and native ability, and a sort of appeal that is quiet and sure.

			Eddie Moutrie is a cussing little bastard, full of venom and dark, haggard beauty, often tenderness. I envision him now, smoking with his contemptuous scowl, turned  away, yelling derision at me in a rough, harsh voice, returning his gaze with blank and tender eyes. 

			AUGUST 2

			MORE

			They are good kids, but cannot understand me, and are thus enraged, bitter, and full of hidden wonder. 

			Then there is the Chef, a fat colored man with prominent buttocks who loves to play democratic and often peels potatoes with us. His face is fat and sinuous, touched with childish propriety. His face seems to say: “Now, we are here, and things are in all due harmony and order.” He has grown fat on his own foods. He sits at our mess table, wearing a fantastic cook’s cap, and picks delicately with fat greasy hands at his food. All things are in order with the Chef. He is the antithesis of Voltaire, the child of Liebnitz.

			Then there’s Glory, the giant Negro cook, whose deep voice can always be heard in the moaning softness above the din of the galley. He is a man among men—gentle, impenetrable, yet a leader. The glory that is Glory…

			“Shorty” is a withered, skinny little man without teeth and a little witch jaw. He weighs about 90 pounds, and when he’s mad, he threatens to throw us all through the portholes.

			“Hazy” is a powerfully built, ruddy 

			AUGUST 2

			LES MISERABLES

			youth who works, eats, and sleeps, and rarely speaks. He’s always in his bunk, sleeping, smiling when Eatherton farts towards his face: then turns over back to his solitary, sleepy world.

			“Duke” Ford is a haggard youth who has been torpedoed off Cape Hatteras, and who carries the shrapnel marks of the blast in his neck. He is a congenial sort, but the frenzied mark of tragedy still lingers in his eyes; and I doubt whether he’ll ever forget the 72 hours on the life raft, and the fellow with bloody stumps at his shoulders who jumped off the raft in a fit of madness and committed suicide in the Carolinian sea…

			Then there’s the rather stupid Paul, an awkward, almost idiotic youth, the butt of all the leg-pullers in the crew. They are making a mess of the tenderness his mother must have taught him. His voice is a strange mixture of kindness, despair, and futile attempts at snarling pseudo-virility. It is pathetic to see this poor lad in  the midst of callous fools and stupid bums…for most of the crew is just that, and I shall not write of them except

			AUGUST 2

			VAL, THE LADIES’ CHOICE

			as a main body in this narrative. They have no manners, no scruples, and spend their leisure time gambling in the dining room, their dull countenances glowing with ancient cruelty under the golden lights. O Satan! Mephisto! Judas O Benaiah!28 O evil eyes that glint beneath the lights! O clink of silver! O darkness, O death, O hell! Sheathed knives and chained wallets: lustful, grabbing, cheating, killing, hating, laughing in the lights…

			MONDAY AUGUST 3

			Days of peace. I wake up around 2:00 in the afternoon, and drowsily begin to browse over books, smoking. Then around 4:00 I rise and take some air on deck. After supper at 5:00, I study till 7:30 or so—Wells, Thoreau, Rabelais, etc. (I have hundreds of good writers at hand in the little series I bought for 75¢ in Lowell.) The work at night is full of humor and humanity…I like it. Val, the night cook, a flashing Puerto Rican, tells me of his sex adventures and laughs in a high whooping gloat of adultery…“I fock dees womans on a passenger sheep. I follow her into dee sheethouse and lock dee door. I was a steward. She like me…

			AUGUST 3–5

			SWEET CIVILIZATION

			I fock her all dee ress of dee treep…Hyoo-hyoo-hyoo!” It’s a good job at night. People come to me at my peelings and chat to all hours. I go to bed at 5:30 A.M., think until 6:30, and finally sleep.

			TUESDAY AUGUST 4

			Spent a casual afternoon reading and lounging on the deck. Our little cove is warm and abounds in fish for those that care to drop a line over the side. I noticed a curious water fauna today while peering over the side—a queer sort of transparent bell-shaped thing that flaps gracefully and moves through the water like a live tulip. Reminds me of my studies of the Proterozoic Age, the Age before vertebrated fish. Worked at night, retired jubilantly at 5:30 to think. And what sweet thoughts and memories! How one really loves civilization and does not know it—all its folly and vexation is grown good and palatable to the spirit desolated in the wilderness.

			WEDNESDAY AUGUST 5

			After supper, 2 fields of white advanced from the direction of the sea,

			
			

			AUGUST 5

			COVE FOG

			filtered in between our mountains, and finally covered us completely…Fog. And with it came a cold air. Every ship in the little cove is solitary, hidden from the others by the “soup”—yet the life on board goes on, dishes rattle, hatches slam, voices are heard, phonographs howl hoarsely, and the engines of the six-odd vessels hum idly, echoing against the cliff walls. I stand on the deck, smoking and listening through the fog. In the evening, Old Butch, the 70-year-old ship’s butcher, started a religious argument in the mess hall. He told them of Spinoza, and he told them of Darwin, but they flogged and stoned him with their brutal shouts and laughter. “Friend of the Devil!” howled one of these Joe Doakes29 from America, being rewarded with an explosion of Doakesian guffaws from his friends, “Go to bed before we throw you overboard.” But Old Butch, his keen intelligent face held sideways, merely peered at Doakes with pity.

			AUGUST 5

			AN ELOQUENT DEFENSE OF THE BUTCHER

			“The trouble with you young men,” he began in his purring, modulated tones, “is that you have not availed yourself with sufficient knowledge to discuss these questions. You wallow in the darkest ignorance…”

			“Friend o’ the devil!” roared Joe Doakes, followed by shattering whoops of joy. “Friend o’ the devil!” Guffaw!

			But Butch goes on, always smiling, somewhat tolerantly: “Spinoza was a man who believed in what he termed The Intellectual—mind you, the in-te-leck-tual—love of God. As he put it…”

			“Friend o’ the devil!”

			“You’re an atheist, go to bed.”

			Guffaw! Guffaw!

			“Darwin discovered some data in relation to evolution that has thrown considerable light on the origin of man, thus disproving the fable of Adam…”

			“Evolution your ass! Go t’ bed!”

			Guffaw! Guffaw!

			(And I with my eyes smarting in shame, lurking in the background, ashamed of America…)

			Yet Butch was the most religious 

			
			

			AUGUST 5–6

			THE DREAM IS FOUND

			of them all. I asked a fellow with beady eyes, after the argument had been dispersed, what he thought of Old Butch.

			“He’s an atheist.”

			Dismissed! Exit Mr. Butch to Limbo.

			He’s a great man. I shall make his acquaintance soon, and learn things from him.

			THURSDAY AUGUST 6

			Read Harper’s monthly in the afternoon—Dos Passos in Glasgow, O. Patrick’s “Portrait of a Murderer,” and E. B. White’s “One Man’s Meat”—he’s clever, but he’s too clever for these times…writes smugly, snugly of the war, yet is not in it. I don’t like that sort of thing—it’s not right, not true. He chats happily about his farm, while young men die on all fronts! Also read Thoreau, something magnificent from “Solitude” in Walden. Studied Wells. Today was bright and winey. The side of the cliff off our starboard stood in golden, ripe brown against a deep blue sky…The cliff and the sky I once dreamed of in my boyhood. I’d been looking for it ever since.

			AUGUST 6

			FOOD

			Now that I’ve found it, I am not elated, but content. My subconscious mind had managed to peer ahead over a span of years. It had been a dream of what I thought was Spain, but it turned out to be lovely old Greenland…a towering brown cliff etched against a blue, blue sky.

			At work tonight, Val and I and the second baker ate lamb chops together in the mess hall. The 2nd baker is an interesting youth: earnest, possessing a fine boyish enthusiasm tempered well with some maturity, and in the main a swell, wholesome kid. He’s a tall blond boy with bony features from Somerville. The three of us discussed food—food in Puerto Rico, in Germany, in Scandinavia, in New York. Val and he are terrific epicures—they eat lightly, but in great variety. Val told us of Puerto Rico, with its abundance of fresh coffee and fruit and cool shades. I should like to go there some day, perhaps my next trip. (Must brush up on my Spanish first.)

			AUGUST 7–10

			DEMENTIA PRAECOX30

			FRIDAY AUGUST 7

			Nothing much to speak of. I’m not in the mood to write, anyway.

			SATURDAY AUGUST 8

			Not in the mood…Still in the cove.

			SUNDAY AUGUST 9

			Still not in the mood to write; I’m sick of language.

			MONDAY AUGUST 10

			We pulled out of the cove this morning while I was sleeping. Gray, silver day. Cold, with icebergs drifting past our ship. Boat drill in the afternoon—put on my life belt and clambered topsides to Boat No. 6. No sight of land. Where are we going now? Still working nights—the routine is getting me down. Wish I had a typewriter, so I could bat out the stuff about this ship, plus some stories I have in mind. I’m sick of this journal. I think it stinks and I don’t care if it does. (The young man was obviously a manic depressive, subject to recurrent attacks of melancholia, but showing at brief, tumultuous intervals a ray of brilliance and sheer genius.) Like now: Oh, God, give me the Village.

			AUGUST 11

			DREARY MOUNTAINS

			TUESDAY AUGUST 11

			We docked at the other fjord this morning—the first one we had anchored in—after spending the entire night drinking up oil from a large Navy tanker. It was a terrific scene at the new pier—immense cranes, swinging booms, and all guided by the genius of little men. One of the ships docked nearby, the North Star, is the old North Star in which Admiral Byrd made his famous exploration to the South Pole. It’s made of wood, built for iced waters…has been converted into a formidable sea raider. A water-line fed us all day, so that now we are all stocked up for another three weeks. Today was a gray, rainy day, with a raw atmosphere that crept into every part of the ship. I was able, due to our proximity to the shore, to discern heather and bush on the mountains, which I had previously mistaken for moss. There is moss only on small jutting ledges. These mountains are beautiful & very dreary. The base, however, presents a busy scene as only man can supply—shacks with lights, small telephone 

			
			

			AUGUST 11–12

			MINUTIA

			poles along the flanks of the cliffs, trucks, cranes, men walking about from shelter to shelter—all of this drowned in the drizzle of these Northern skies.
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