
Spontaneous Prose Examples 
from Chapter 1 of On the Road 

 
“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.” 

 

“And in his excited way of speaking I heard again the voices of old companions and 

brothers under the bridge, among the motorcycles, along the wash-lined neighborhood and 

drowsy doorsteps of afternoon where boys played guitars while their older brothers worked in 

the mills. All my other current friends were “intellectuals” - Chad the Nietzschean 

anthropologist, Carlo Marx and his nutty surrealist low-voiced serious staring talk, Old Bull Lee 

and his critical anti-every-thing drawl - or else they were slinking criminals like Elmer Hassel, 

with that hip sneer; Jane Lee the same, sprawled on the Oriental cover of her couch, sniffing at 

the New Yorker. But Dean's intelligence was every bit as formal and shining and complete, 

without the tedious intellectualness. And his “criminality” was not something that sulked and 

sneered; it was a wild yea-saying overburst of American joy; it was Western, the west wind, an 

ode from the Plains, something new, long prophesied, long a-coming (he only stole cars for joy 

rides). Besides, all my New York friends were in the negative, nightmare position of putting 

down society and giving their tired bookish or political or psychoanalytical reasons, but Dean 

just raced in society, eager for bread and love …” 

 


