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You Must Make Of Them A Language By Your Faith
No land, no sky,

no seam for the eye to invent;

only things to make up names for

in the void:

an egg-sac of cloud shapes —

a botrytis cloud —

the facial intimation

of a gust, a scud,

of august old man winter;

— grasses grouped like salmon

swimming upstream —
of a cut log rolling down

a beard-rough slope —

and I imagine I am Ray Smith
scaling towards the faces
in the cloudscape,
thinking I have realized 
that I can't fall off a mountain;
I am wrong,

but it frees me
to be graceful
through the sad black-key depressions;

all the unmoved open paleness of the void,

like the white piano keys,

staying silent.
Are those white stars with black limns,

or else the music made of black marks on a page?

What's it mean,

I keep on asking,

to the black keys

I keep tapping,

what's it mean?
-Author's note: Ray Smith was the fictional name for Jack Kerouac's primarily autobiographical character in the novel The Dharma Bums. While climbing the Matterhorn in California, Ray Smith suffers an extreme bout of acrophobia (fear of heights), which is alleviated only by his revelation that "you can't fall off a mountain, you fool!" 
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