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			“I wonder why our life must quiver between beauty and guilt, consummation and sadness, desire and regret, immortality and tattered moments unknowable, truth and beautiful meaningful lies.”—Jack Kerouac
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			ABOUT JACK KEROUAC

			Jack Kerouac was born in Lowell, Massachusetts, on March 12, 1922, the youngest of three children in a Franco-American family. He attended local Catholic and public schools and won a football scholarship to Columbia University in New York City, where he first met Neal Cassady, Allen Ginsberg, and William S. Burroughs. He quit school in his sophomore year after a dispute with his football coach, and joined the merchant marine, beginning the restless wanderings that were to continue for the greater part of his life. His first novel, The Town and the City, appeared in 1950, but it was On the Road, first published in 1957 and memorializing his adventures with Neal Cassady, that epitomized to the world what became known as the “Beat Generation” and made Kerouac one of the most controversial and best-known writers of his time. Publication of his many other books followed, among them The Subterraneans, The Dharma Bums, Dr. Sax, Visions of Cody, Maggie Cassidy, Tristessa, Lonesome Traveler, Big Sur, Visions of Gerard, Desolation Angels, Satori in Paris, and Vanity of Duluoz. Kerouac considered them all to be part of The Duluoz Legend. “In my old age,” he wrote, “I intend to collect all my work and reinsert my pantheon of uniform names, leave the long shelf full of books there, and die happy.” He died in St. Petersburg, Florida, on October 21, 1969, at the age of forty-seven.

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION

			The idea for this quote book came about during the worst year of my adult life. Amid chaos and heartbreak, the person I love the most gave me a coffee mug with one of Kerouac’s quotes—“Love Is All”. This seemingly small gift made a big impact because it pushed me to rediscover Jack’s books, books written about him, and books influenced by him. 

			A few months later, through coincidence or perhaps Kismet, Jim Sampas contacted me and asked if I would help the Jack Kerouac Estate with marketing and business development. I began posting daily quotes and photos on the @KerouacEstate social media accounts and from that point ideas and plans just unfolded naturally.

			We worked together to gather memorable quotes from one of the most quoted writers in American literature. Jim and I kept these quotes true to Jack’s spontaneous style of writing. So yes, grammatical rules are out the window and it’s meant to be that way.

			Our hope is that this collection inspires you to read the books they are taken from.

			—Sylvia Cunha

		

	
		
			ADVENTURE

		

	
		
			BIG SUR

			All over America highschool and college kids thinking ‘Jack Duluoz is 26 years old and on the road all the time hitch hiking’ while there I am almost 40 years old, bored and jaded.

			…it’s real

			  it’s as real as the squares

			  on this page

			  And as real as my sore ass

			  sitting on a rock

			  And as real as hand, sun,

			  pencil, knee,

			  Ant, breezed, stick,

			  water, tree, color,

			  peeop, birdfeather,

			  snag, smoke,

			  haze, goat,

			  appearance

			  and low crazed cloud

			  And dream of the Far Northwest

			  And the little mounted policeman

			  Of my dreams on a ridge—

			  Not an Indian in sight—

			  Real, real as fog in London town

			  and croissants in Paris

			  and swchernepetchzels

			  in Prienna

			  And Praha Maha Fuckit

			 —Real, real,

			  unreal,

			  deal,

			  Zeal,

			  I say, dont care if it’s real

			  or unreal, I’se

			BOOK OF HAIKUS

			The bottoms of my shoes

			are clean

			From walking in the rain.

			Well here I am

			2PM—

			What day is it?

			Abbid abbayd ingrate

			—Lighthouse

			On the Azores

			Autumn night in New Haven

			the Whippenpoofers

			Singing on the train

			Autumn night

			low moon—

			Fire in Smithtown

			Autumn night stove

			I’ve never been

			on a farm before.

			August in Salinas—

			Autumn leaves in

			Clothing store displays

			Barley soup in Scotland

			in November—

			Misery everywhere

			Birds flying north—

			Where are the squirrels?

			There goes a plane to Boston

			Greyhound bus,

			flowing all night,

			Virginia 

			High noon

			in Northport

			Alien shore 

			In the desert sun

			in Arizona,

			A yellow railroad caboose

			Iowa clouds

			following each other

			Into Eternity

			Leaves skittering on

			the tin roof

			August fog in Big Sur

			Lonely brickwalls in Detroit

			Sunday afternoon

			piss call 

			November’s New Haven

			baggagemaster stiffly

			Disregards my glance

			October night, lights

			of Connecticut towns

			Across the sound

			O for

			Vermont again—

			The barn on an Autumn night

			Rain in North Caroline

			the saints

			Are still meditating

			DESOLATION ANGELS

			Ah Seattle, sad faces of the human bars, and you dont realize you’re upsidedown—Your sad heads, people, hang down in the unlimited void, you go skipplering around the surface of streets and even in rooms, upsidedown, your furniture is upsidedown and held by gravity, the only thing prevents it from all flying off is the laws of the mind of the universe, God—Waiting for God? And because he is not limited he can not exist. Waiting for Lefty? Same, sweet Bronx—singer. Nothing there but mind-matter essence primordial and strange with form and names you have for it just as good 

			There’s something strange about one person guiding the car while all the others dream with their lives in his steady hand, something noble, something old in mankind, some old trust in the Good Old Man…. 

			It’s seeing the rooftops of Frisco that makes you excited and believe, the big downtown hulk of buildings, Standard Oil’s flying red horse, Montgomery Street highbuildings, Hotel St. Francis, the hills, magic Telegraph with her Coit-top, magic Russian, magic Nob, and magic Mission beyond with the cross of all sorrows I’d seen long ago in a purple sunset with Cody on a little railroad bridge—San Francisco, North Beach, Chinatown, Market Street, the bars, the Bay-Oom, the Bell Hotel, the wine, the alleys, the poorboys, Third Street, poets, painters, Buddhists, bums, junkies, girls, millionaires, MG’s, the whole fabulous movie of San Francisco seen from the bus or train on the Bridge coming in, the tug at your heart like New York—

			And they’re all there, my friends, somewhere in those little toystreets, and when they see me the angel’ll smile—That’s not so bad—Desolation aint so bad—

			It’s only in Mexico, in the sweetness and innocence, birth and death seem at all worthwhile…

			In Paris I sat at the outdoor chairs of café bonaparte talking to young artists and girls, in the sun, drunk, only four hours in town, and here comes Raphael swinging across Place St. Germain seeing me from a mile away and yelling “Jack! There you are! Millions of girls surround you! What are you gloomy about? I will show you Paris! There’s love everywhere!”

			Soho is the Greenwich Village of London full of sad Greek and Italian restaurants with checkered tablecloths by candlelight, and jazz hangouts, nightclubs, strip joints and the like, with dozens of blondes and brunettes cruising for money: “I sye, ducks” but none of them even looking at me because I was dressed so awful. (I’d come to Europe in rags expecting to sleep in haystacks with bread and wine, no such haystack anywhere.) “Teddy Boys” are the English equivalent of our hipsters and have absolutely nothing to do with the “Angry Young Men” who are not street characters twirling keychains on corners but university trained middleclass intellectual gentlemen most of them effete, or when not effete, political instead of artistic. Teddy Boys are dandies on street corners (like our own brand of special zooty well-dressed or at least “sharp” hipsters with lapel-less jackets or soft Hollywood-Las Vegas sports shirts). The Teddy Boys have not yet started writing or at least publishing and when they do they’ll make the Angry Young Men look like academic poseurs. The usual bearded Bohemians also roam around the Soho but they’ve been there since well before Dowson or De Quincey. 

			THE DHARMA BUMS

			Who were all these strange ghosts rooted to the silly little adventure of earth with me? And who was I?

			The smog was heavy, my eyes were weeping from it, the sun was hot, the air stank, a regular hell is L.A.

			See the whole thing is a world full of rucksack wanderers, Dharma Bums refusing to subscribe to the general demand that they consume production and therefore have to work for the privilege of consuming, all that crap they didn’t really want anyway such as refrigerators, TV sets, cars, at least new fancy cars, certain hair oils and deodorants and general junk you finally always see a week later in the garbage anyway, all of them imprisoned in a system of work, produce, consume, work, produce, consume, I see a vision of a great rucksack revolution thousands or even millions of young Americans wandering around with rucksacks, going up to mountains to pray, making children laugh and old men glad, making young girls happy and old girls happier, and all of ’em Zen Lunatics who go about writing poems that happen to appear in their heads for no reason and also by being kind and also by strange unexpected acts keep giving visions of eternal freedom to everybody and to all living creatures.

			The secret of this kind of climbing, is like Zen. Don’t think. Just dance along. It’s the easiest thing in the world, actually easier than walking on flat ground which is monotonous. The cute little problems present themselves at each step and yet you don’t hesitate and you find yourself on some other boulder you picked out for no special reason at all, just like zen.

			But it was the evil city and I had my virtuous desert waiting for me.

			Jumping from boulder to boulder and never falling, with a heavy pack, is easier than it sounds; you just can’t fall when you get into the rhythm of the dance.

			I’d rather hop freights around the country and cook my food out of tin cans over wood fires, than be rich and have a home or work.

			…I loved to sit under on those cool perfect starry California October nights unmatched anywhere in the world.

			Get yourself a hut house not too far from town, live cheap, go ball in the bars once in awhile, write and rumble in the hills…

			DOOR WIDE OPEN: A BEAT LOVE AFFAIR IN LETTERS, 1957–1958

			The Golden Gate

			creaks

			With sunset rust

			It’s the end of the land, babe, it gives you that lonely feel-

			ing.

			THE HAUNTED LIFE: AND OTHER WRITINGS

			…some people wanted to “go places,” wanted what he had just fatuously termed “outward success”; simply, he wanted not to “go places” but to find some way of life that could answer his every exertion, that could react to his kind of activity, which, though he had no idea as yet as to the nature of this exertion and activity he accounted to himself, would certainly offer richer and more honest rewards than the way of life opening up before him like some portal to Limbo.

			JACK KEROUAC: SELECTED LETTERS, 1940–1956

			You know that I have hitch-hiked around and

			have been alone in weird cities and places, and waked up in the

			morning not knowing who I was (particulary that one tie in Des Moines.) 

			But to be alone in a house of home is the last unhappiness. I think 

			of it. The house is empty, it broods, it’s haunted…all those things.

			Suddenly innumerable real memories, a whole night-world of

			Them, all of them distinct and miraculously English, whole images of

			Old London and paged memories of certain streetcorners where I

			Stood, as if I had actually and not only in the imagination lived all

			This, flooded through my being, and these were the precise messengers

			of that tingling sensation I mentioned. For they came so by them-

			selves, I was struck dumb, and they were complete. There I stood in

			ecstasy on Market Street, rushing to reconstruct the events that must

			have transpired between my former sonhood to this poor woman in

			London up until this one haunted moment in San Francisco, Cali-

			Fornia, February, 1949. How did I get there?

			JACK KEROUAC: SELECTED LETTERS, 1957–1969

			I just got back from Lisbon, Madrid, Munich, Geneva, Stuttgart. Travelled there with a bunch of Greek-in-laws and friends. Had balls in Lisbon and Madrid.

			LONESOME TRAVELER

			All that hitchhikin

			All that railroadin

			All that comin back

			to America.

			The moment you cross the little wire gate and you’re in Mexico, you feel like you just sneaked out of school when you told the teacher you were sick and she told you you could go home, 2 o’clock in the afternoon.

			Paris is a woman but London is an independent man puffing his pipe in a pub.

			The Jet Age is crucifying the hobo because how can he hop a freight jet?

			Of course world travel isn’t as good as it seems, it’s only after you’ve come back from all the heat and horror that you forget to get bugged and remember the weird scenes you saw.

			And since I’m well and on the bum again & aint got nothing else to do, but roam, long-faced, the real America, with my unreal heart, here I am eager and ready.

			MEXICO CITY BLUES

			I’m really a citizen

			of the world

			who hates Communism

			and tolerates Democracy

			Of which Plato said 2000 years

			ago,

			Was the best form of bad government

			I’m merely exploring souls & cities

			From the vantage point

			Of my ivory tower built,

			Built with the assistance

			of Opium

			That’s enough, isnt it?

			ON THE ROAD

			And this was really the way that my whole road experience began, and the things that were to come are too fantastic not to tell.

			I hope you get where you’re going and be happy when you do.

			Nothing behind me, everything ahead of me, as is ever so on the road. 

			All I had to do was lean back and relax my soul and roll on.

			The most fantastic parking-lot attendant in the world, he can back a car forty miles an hour into a tight squeeze and stop at the wall, jump out, race among fenders, leap into another car, circle it fifty miles an hour in a narrow space, back swiftly into tight spot, hump, snap the car with the emergency so that you see it bounce as he flies out; then clear to the ticket shack, sprinting like a track star, hand a ticket, leap into a newly arrived car before the owner’s half out, leap literally under him as he steps out, start the car with the door flapping, and roar off to the next available spot, arc, pop in, brake, out, run; working like that without pause eight hours a night, evening rush hours and after-theater rush hours, in greasy wino pants with a frayed fur-lined jacket and beat shoes that flap. Now he’d bought a new suit to go back in; blue with pencil stripes, vest and all—eleven dollars on Third Avenue, with a watch and watch chain, and a portable typewriter with which he was going to start writing in a Denver rooming house as soon as he got a job there. We had a farewell meal of franks and beans in a Seventh Avenue Riker’s, and then Dean got on the bus that said Chicago and roared off into the night. There went our wrangler. I promised myself to go the same way when spring really bloomed and opened up the land I pictured myself in a Denver bar that night, with all the gang, and in their eyes I would be strange and ragged and like the Prophet who has walked across the land to bring the dark Word, and the only Word I had was “Wow!”

			There is something brown and holy about the East; and California is white like waistlines and emptyheaded—at least that’s what I thought then.

			I heard the Denver and Rio Grande locomotives howling off in to the mountains. I wanted to pursue my star further.

			The beatest characters in the country swarmed on the sidewalks—all of it under those soft Southern California stars that are lost in the brown halo of the huge desert encampment LA really is.

			I loved the way she said L.A.; I love the way everybody says L.A. on the Coast, it’s their one and only golden town when all is said and done. 

			when I looked out the window I suddenly saw an SP freight going by with hundreds of hobos reclining on the flatcars and rolling merrily along with packs for pillows and funny papers before their noses, and some munching on good California grapes picked up by the siding. “Damn!” I yelled. “Hooee! It is the promised land!”

			I ate another apple pie and ice cream; that’s practically all I ate all the way across the country, I knew it was nutritious and it was delicious, of course.

			What is that feeling when you’re driving away from people and they recede on the plain till you see their specks dispersing?—it’s the too-huge world vaulting us in, and it’s goodbye. But we lean forward to the next crazy venture beneath the skies. 

			It seemed like a matter of minutes when we began rolling in the foothills before Oakland and suddenly reached a height and saw stretched out ahead of us the fabulous white city of San Francisco on her eleven mystic hills with the blue Pacific and its advancing wall of potato-patch fog beyond, and smoke and goldenness in the late afternoon of time.

			I preferred reading the American landscape as we went along. Every bump, rise, and stretch in it mystified my longing.

			So in America when the sun goes down and I sit on the old broken-down river pier watching the long, long skies over New Jersey and sense all that raw land that rolls in one unbelievable huge bulge over to the West Coast, and all that road going, and all the people dreaming in the immensity of it, and in Iowa I know by now the children must be crying in the land where they let the children cry, and tonight the stars’ll be out, and don’t you know that God is Pooh Bear? the evening star must be drooping and shedding her sparkler dims on the prairie, which is just before the coming of complete night that blesses the earth, darkens all the rivers, cups the peaks and folds the final shore in, and nobody, nobody knows what’s going to happen to anybody besides the forlorn rags of growing old, I think of Dean Moriarty, I even think of Old Dean Moriarty the father we never found, I think of Dean Moriarty.

			One of the biggest troubles of hitchhiking is having to talk to innumerable people, make them feel that they didn’t make a mistake picking you up.

			Our battered suitcases were piled on the sidewalk again; we had longer ways to go. But no matter, the road is life.

			Sal, we gotta go and never stop going ‘till we get there.’

			‘Where we going, man?’

			‘I don’t know but we gotta go.’

			We were all delighted, we all realized we were leaving confusion and nonsense behind and performing our one noble function of the time, move.

			I just won’t sleep, I decided. There were so many other interesting things to do.

			There was nothing to talk about anymore. The only thing to do was go.

			I cursed, I cried for Chicago. “Even now they’re all having a big time, they’re doing this, I’m not there, when will I get there!”

			I could hear everything, together with the hum of my hotel neon. I never felt sadder in my life. LA is the loneliest and most brutal of American cities; New York gets godawful cold in the winter but there’s a feeling of wacky comradeship somewhere in some streets. LA is a jungle.

			Last night I walked clear down to Times Square & just as I arrived I suddenly realized I was a ghost—it was my ghost walking on the sidewalk.

			So I rushed past the pretty girls, and the prettiest girls in the world live in Des Moines.

			Down in Denver, down in Denver. All I did was die.

			As we crossed the Colorado-Utah border I saw God in the sky in the form of huge gold sunburning clouds above the desert that seemed to point a finger at me and say, “Pass here and go on, you’re on the road to heaven.”

			I never saw such crazy musicians. Everybody in Frisco blew. It was the end of the continent; they didn’t give a damn.

			The road must eventually lead to the whole world. Ain’t nowhere else it can go—right?

			I yelled for joy. We passed the bottle. The great blazing stars came out, the far receding hills got dim. I felt like an arrow that could shoot out all the way.

			All I wanted to do was sneak out into the night and disappear somewhere, and go and find out what everybody was doing all over the country.

			You guys are going somewhere or just going?

			The bus roared through Indiana cornfields that night; the moon illuminated the ghostly gathered husks; it was almost Halloween. I made the acquaintance of a girl and we necked all the way to Indianapolis. She was nearsighted. When we got off to eat I had to lead her by the hand to the lunch counter. She bought my meals; my sandwiches were all gone. In exchange I told her long stories.

			I pictured myself in a Denver bar that night, with all the gang, and in their eyes I would be strange and ragged and like the Prophet who has walked across the land to bring the dark Word, and the only Word I had was “Wow!”

			We were all delighted, we all realized we were leaving confusion and nonsense behind and performing our one noble function of the time, move.

			Marylou was watching Dean as she had watched him clear across the country and back, out of the corner of her eye—with a sullen, sad air, as though she wanted to cut off his head and hide it in her closet, an envious and rueful love of him so amazingly himself, all raging and sniffy and crazy-wayed, a smile of tender dotage but also sinister envy that frightened me about her, a love she knew would never bear fruit because when she looked at his hangjawed bony face with its male self-containment and absentmindedness she knew he was too mad.

			We fumed and screamed in our mountain nook, mad drunken Americans in the mighty land. We were on the roof of America and all we could do was yell, I guess—across the night.

			He knew the road would get more interesting, especially ahead, always ahead.

			It was my dream that screwed up, the stupid hearthside idea that it would be wonderful to follow one great red line across America instead of trying various roads and routes.

			This can’t go on all the time—all this franticness and jumping around. We’ve got to go someplace, find something.

			He and I suddenly saw the whole country like an oyster for us to open; and the pearl was there, the pearl was there.

			Dean’s California—wild, sweaty, important, the land of lonely and exiled and eccentric lovers come to forgather like birds, and the land where everybody somehow looked like broken-down, handsome, decadent movie actors.

			And for the first time in my life, the following afternoon, I went into the West.

			The bottom of the world is gold and the world is upside down.

			Suddenly I found myself on Times Square. I had traveled eight thousand miles around the American continent and I was back on Times Square; and right in the middle of a rush hour, too, seeing with my innocent road-eyes the absolute madness and fantastic hoorair of New York with its millions and millions hustling forever for a buck among themselves, the mad dream––grabbing, taking, giving, sighing, dying, just so they could be buried in those awful cemetery cities beyond Long Island City. The high towers of the land—the other end of the land, the place where Paper America is born

			But why think about that when all the golden lands ahead of you and all kinds of unforseen events wait lurking to surprise you and make you glad you’re alive to see?

			I stuck my head out the window and took deep breaths of the fragrant air. It was the most beautiful of all moments.

			ON THE ROAD: THE ORIGINAL SCROLL

			There is nowhere to go but everywhere, so just keep rolling under the stars.

			They have worries, they’re counting the miles, they’re thinking about where to sleep tonight, how much money for gas, the weather, how they’ll get there—and all the time they’ll get there anyway, you see.

			A traveling epic Hunkey, crossing and recrossing the country every year, south in the winter and north in the summer and only because he has no place he can stay in without getting tired of it and because there was nowhere to go but everywhere, and keep rolling under the stars.

			All he needed was a wheel in his hand and four on the road.

			What’s your road, man?—holyboy road, madman road, rainbow road, guppy road, any road. It’s an anywhere road for anybody anyhow.

			This can’t go on all the time…all this franticness and jumping around. We’ve got to go someplace, find something.

			I tingled all over; I counted minutes and subtracted miles.

			SATORI IN PARIS & PIC

			He’s come to Paris expecting he woulda wound up under a cherry tree in blossom in the sun with pretty girls on his lap and people dancing around him, instead he’s been wandering the rainy streets alone in all that jargon, doesn’t even know where the whore district is, or Notre Dame, or some small cafe they told him about back in Glennon’s bar on Third Avenue, nothing

			THE SEA IS MY BROTHER

			I was wrong when I said the days of the pioneers were over, yes, even in my lectures. There’s one on every street corner, by George. I’ve always been fascinated by pioneers and the pioneer spirit…when I was a kid, reading period pieces, French-Indian war sagas, Lincoln’s life, Boone, Clark, Rogers…and when I grew older, I discovered the pioneer spirt in many writers, notably Americans. Change is the health of society. Or is it? I guess I’m a naturally restless person, that may explain it…

			Why had he done this? If his life in New York seemed purposeless and foolish, then what could one call this life, this aimless wandering?

			[He] seemed at home and content now they were sailing, as though leaving the port meant the cessation of all his worries, and heading out to sea a new era of peace and amenity.

			To make the sea your own, to watch over it, to brood your very soul into it, to accept it and love it as though only it mattered and existed.

			Does this mean that frontiers from now on are to be in the imagination?

			VISIONS OF CODY

			The mad road, lonely, leading around the bend into the openings of space towards the horizon Wasatch snows promised us in the vision of the West, spine heights at the world’s end, coast of blue Pacific starry night—nobone halfbanana moons sloping in the tangled night sky, the torments of great formations in mist, the huddled invisible insect in the car racing onwards, illuminate.—The raw cut, the drag, the butte, the star, the draw, the sunflower in the grass—orangebutted west lands of Arcadia, forlorn sands of the isolate earth, dewy exposures to infinity in black space, home of the rattlesnake and the gopher the level of the world, low and flat: the charging restless mute unvoiced road keening in a seizure of tarpaulin power into the route.

			I now go out, tired, into my own thoughts and have no place to go but find my road.

		

	
		
			ALONENESS

		

	
		
			BIG SUR

			And in the flush of the first few days of joy I confidently tell myself (not expecting what I’ll do in three weeks only) ‘no more dissipation, it’s time for me to quietly watch the world and even enjoy it, first in woods like these, then just calmly walk and talk among people of the world, no booze, no drugs, no binges, no bouts with beatniks and drunks and junkies and everybody, no more I ask myself the question O why is God torturing me, that’s it, be a loner, travel, talk to waiters, walk around, no more self-imposed agony…it’s time to think and watch and keep concentrated on the fact that after all this whole surface of the world as we know it now will be covered with the silt of a billion years in time…Yay, for this, more aloneness.
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