Ray Robertson: What Happened Later

Tak, tady je Jack Kerouac, znova na ceste.

Dokonce 1 Jack se tomu musel smat.

Na zadech, pod obraz zpitej a natahlej pies northportsky tramvajovy koleje, fekl
svymu kamoSovi Stanleymu Twardowiczovi, Ze nevstane, dokud nepfijede tramvaj nebo auto
a nezbavi ho vseho toho ,,bitnictvi“ a nebude s jistotou mrtve;.

Well, there’s Jack Kerouac, back on the road again.

Even Jack had to laugh at that.

Flat on his back and soggy drunk, lying across the Northport streetcar tracks, he’d told
his buddy Stanley Twardowicz that he wasn’t getting up until either the streetcar or an
automobile arrived and he was finally free of the wheel of the quivering meat conception and
safe in heaven dead.

Ve skutecnosti tekl Jdi do hajzlu, nebudu vstavat, ale Stanley véd¢l, co tim mysli.

Kdysi za slunnejch jasnejch dni v New Yorku v padesatejch letech, kopal do sebe
v Cedar Tavern dvojity pandky Jacka Danielse, s Pollockem, de Kooningem, Klinem a
dal§ima. Jack si vzdycky vychutnédval spolec¢nost maliiti. Malifi nemaj tendenci mluvit o
vécech jako jsou vyhody a nevyhody objektivni a subjektivni er-formy, nebo kolik penéz pro
néj ziskal ten a ten agent na dotisk jeho posledni knizky, nebo koho New York Timesy
,jmenovaly* zaruCenym stoprocentnim ,,zazrakem* tohoto tydne, na kteryho si maj lidi davat
majzla. Jack rad odpoledne okouné¢l v Twardowiczové northportskym ateliéru, kdyz Stanley
prave pracoval, rad se tiSe poflakoval a usrkaval pivo z vysoky plechovky, nebo nékdy stravil
cely hodiny pozorovanim, jak Twardowicz kombinuje novou ¢erstvou barvu,svétlo a linie.

Actually, Fuck off, [’'m not getting up, is what he said, but Stanley knew what he
meant.

Right back to the bright, clear days of New York in the fifties, backslapping double
shots of Jack Daniels at the Cedar Tavern with Pollock and de Kooning and Kline and all the
rest, Jack had always enjoyed the company of painters. Painters tend not to talk about things
like the pros and cons of third-person limited versus third-person omniscient narration or how
much money what’s-his-name’s agent got for him for his last paperback reprint deal or who
the New York Times has anointed as this week’s 100 percent guaranteed wunderkind to watch
out for. Jack liked to hang around Twardowicz’s Northport studio in the afternoon while
Stanley was working, liked to quietly putter away and sip from a tall can of Colt 45 or
sometimes spend entire hours watching Twardowicz lay down some fresh new colour and
light and line.

Ateliér byl pro ného taky mistem, kam se mohl na chvili schovat pfed matkou a pied
longislandskyma pubertdkama, kteti se potfad zjevovali pied jeho dvefma a chtéli vidét toho
chlapka, co napsal Na ceste. Matka se je snazila odehnat, ale Jack na ni francouzsky tval a
ona na n¢ho tvala francouzsky jesté vic. Jedno z décek pfineslo karton piva a netrvalo dlouho
a Jack zvedl flasku whisky, nasadil si klaunskej nos a d¢lal ze sebe naramnyho kaspara, coz
od n¢ho vSichni ocekévali. Probudil se za dva dny se Silenou kocovinou, aby zjistil, Ze mu
chybi jeden z jeho zapisniki, nékolik prvnich vydani jeho vlastnich knih a dokonce néjaky
tuzky — koneckoncii tuzky, ktery kdysi vlastnil Jack Kerouac, krél bitniki, jak ho oznacuje
casopis Time.

Being at the studio was also a way of getting away from his mother for a while, as
well as a place he could retreat to to avoid the Long Island teenagers who still showed up at
his front door looking for the guy who wrote On the Road. Memere would try her best to shoo
them away, but Jack would yell at his mother in French and she’d yell back at him in even
louder French and one of the kids would have brought along a six-pack and it wouldn’t be
long before Jack would lift his whiskey bottle and put on his clown nose and be the brilliant



buffoon everybody wanted him to be. He’d wake up two days later with a crippling hangover
only to discover that one of his notebooks, a couple first editions of his own novels, and even
some of his pencils were missing—pencils, after all, once owned and used by Jack Kerouac,
King of the Beats, Time magazine tells us so.

A ted’ Jack ne a ne vstat.

Skoro deset minut zkousel Stanley snad vSechno: domlouvéni, prosby, dokonce
vyhruzky. Jedno troubici auto uz muselo Jacka v té tm¢ objet a tramvaj méla piijet kazdou
chvili. Jesté nepfijela, ale méla.

Konec¢né:

Tak, tady je Jack Kerouac, znova na ceste.

Dokonce i Jack se tomu musel smat.

Jack se zasmal, zvedl se ze zemé a spolu se Stanleym zamifili zpatky ke Guntherovi,
do rybatskyho baru, kde radi pili. Kdyz ptechazeli pies cestu, polozil Jack Stanleymu ruku
kolem ramen.

Ach, Stane, ty jsi védél, ze to neudelam, vis, zZe jsem dobrej katolik, vis, Ze musim
odchazet pozvolna.

Jak to myslis ,,odchazet pozvolna*?

Jack pozvedl ukazovacek do longislandskyho slanyho no¢niho vanku.

Sebevrazda je hiich, Stane, to ty vis. Tak pojd, jdem si sednout a ja ti koupim poradny
pivo.

And now Jack wouldn’t get up.

For nearly ten minutes Stanley had tried everything: reasoning, pleading, even
threatening. One honking car had already had to swerve around Jack in the dark, and the
streetcar was eventually going to come. It hadn’t come yet, but it was coming.

Finally:

Well, there’s Jack Kerouac, back on the road again.

Even Jack had to laugh at that.

Jack laughed, picked himself up off the street, and he and Stanley headed back toward
Gunther’s, the fisherman’s bar where they liked to drink. He put his arm around Stanley’s
shoulder as they crossed the road.

Ah, Stash, you knew I wasn’t going to do it, you know I'm a good Catholic, you know I
have to take the slow way out.

What do you mean, ‘Take the slow way out’?

Jack raised a single forefinger in the salty Long Island night air.

Suicide is a sin, Stash, you know that. C’mon, let’s get a table, let me buy you a
boilermaker.



