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Jack Kerouac
Desolation Pops

(NOTE: Desolation is the name of the mountain...
Pops are American free-syllabled haikus...)

Jack Kerouac spent 63 days during the summer of 1956 as a fire lookout on Desolation Peak. He wrote about his experiences in the books Lonesome Traveler, The Dharma Bums and Desolation Angels. The ‘Desolation Pops’ manuscript is a collection of seventy-two haiku experiments, numbered by the author, represent Kerouac’s effort in relating his mountain loneliness to nature and mystical experience.
(1)

Morning meadow -
   Catching my eye,
On weed

(2)

Poor tortured teeth
   under
The blue sky

(3)

At a Coney Island
   hamburger
In Vancouver Washington

(4)

Run after that
   body – run after
A raging fire

(5)

Work of the quiet
   mountain, this
Torrent of purity

(6)

Sun on the rocks -
   a fighting snag
Holds on

(7)

A stump with sawdust
   - a place
To meditate

(8)

The smiling fish -
   where are they,
Scouting bird?

(9)

Me, my pipe,
   my folded legs -
Far from Buddha

(10)

I close my eyes -
   I hear & see
Mandala

(11)

The clouds assume
   as I assume,
Faces of hermits

(12)

Satisfied, the pine
   bough washing
In the waters

(13)

Content, the top trees
   shrouded
In gray fog

(14)

Bred to rejoice,
   the giggling
sunshine leaves

(15)

Cradled and warm,
   the upper snow,
The trackless

(16)

Everlastingly loose
   and responsive,
The cloud business

(17)

Everywhere beyond
   the Truth,
Empty space blue

(18)

The mountains
   are mighty patient,
Buddha-man

(19)

Ship paint
   on
An old T-shirt

(20)

Snow melting,
   streams rushing -
Lookout leave the valley

(21)

Man – nothing but
   a
Rain barrel

(22)

Debris on the lake
   - my soul
Is upset

(23)

Gee last night -
   dreamed
Of Harry Truman

(24)

There’s nothing there
   because
I dont care

(25)

In the late afternoon
   peaks, I see
The hope

(26)

The top of Jack
   Mountain – done in
By golden clouds

(27)

Hmf – Ole Starvation Ridge
   is
Milkied o’er

(28)

All the insects ceased
   in honor
Of the moon

(29)

The taste
   of rain -
Why kneel?

(30)

Full moon, white snow, -

   my bottle

Of purple jello

(31)

I’m so mad
   I could bite
The montaintops

(32)

Hot coffee
   and a cigarette –

why zazen?

(33)

Aurora Borealis
   over the Hozomeen –

The void is stiller

(34)

Nat Wills, a tramp
   - America

In 1905

(35)

I’m back here in the middle
   of nowhere -
At least I think so

(36)

Poor gentle flesh -
   ther is
No answer

(37)

The storm,
   like Dostoevsky
Builds up as it lists

(38)

What is a rainbow,
Lord? – a hoop
For the lowly

(39)

Get to go -
   fork a hoss
And head for Mexico

(40)

Late afternoon -
   the mop is drying
On the rock

(41)

Late afternoon -
   my bare back’s
Cold

(42)

Wednesday blah
   blah blah -
My mind hurts

(43)

Kicked the cupboard
   and hurt my toe
- Rage

(44)

Late afternoon –

   it’s not the void
That changed

(45)

Sex – shaking to bread
   as
Providence permits

(46)

M’ugly spine – the loss
   of the kingdom
Of Heaven

(47)

Thunder in the mountains -
   the iron
Of my mothers love

(48)

Thunder and snow -
   how
We shall go!

(49)
The days go -
   They cant stay -
I don’t realize

(50)

The creamer gives,
   the groaner quakes -
the angel smiles

(51)

A million acres
   of Bo-trees
And not one Buddha

(52)

Oh moon,
   such dismay?
- Earths betray

(53)

Skhandas my ass!
   - it’s not
Even that

(54)

The moon
   is a

Blind lemon

(55)

Rig rig rig -
   that’s the rat
On the roof

(56)

Made hot cocoa
   at night,

Sang by woodfire

(57)

I called Hanshan
   in the mountains
- there was no answer

(58)

What passes through
   is amusing
Himself being dew

(59)

I called Hanshan

   in the fog -
Silence, it said

(60)

I called – Dipankara
   instructed me

By saying nothing

(61)

I rubbed my bearded
   cheek and looked in
The mirror – Ki!

(62)

Mists blew by, I
   Closed my eyes, -
Stove did the talking

(63)

"Woo!" – bird of perfect
   balance on the fir
Just moved his tail
(64)

Bird was gone
   and distance grew
Immensely white

(65)

Misurgirafical & plomlied
   - ding dang
The Buddha’s gang

(66)

Your belly’s too big
   for your

Little teeth

(67)

But the Lost Creek trail
   they dont believe
Is in existence any more

(68)

Blueberry dubbery
   the chipmunk’s
In the grass

(69)

Big wall of clouds
   from the North
Coming in – brrrr!

(70)

Aurora borealis

   over Mount Hozomeen -
The world is eternal

(71)

Chipmunk went in
   - butterfly
Came out

(72)

Holy sleep
   - Hanshan
Was right
