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ON THË ROAD TO NAKED LUNCH

As o young child I wonled to be o
wriler becouse wrilers were rich ond
fomous. They lounged oround Singopore
ond Rongoon smoking opium in yellow
pongee silk suits. They sniffed cocoine
in Moyfoir ond they penetroted forbid-
den swomps w¡th o foithful notive boy
ond lived in lhe Arob quortêr of Tongier
longuidly coressing pel gozelles.

My first lilerory essqy wos colled "The
Aulobiogrophy of o Wolf ." PeoPle
loughed ond soid, "You meon the blog'
rophy ol o woll." No, I meonl lhe oulobi-
ogrophy of o wolf ond I still do. There
wos somelhing colled "Corl Cronbury in
Egypr" lhol never gol off the ground . . .

Corl Cronbury frozen bock there on
yellow lined poper, his hond forever on
inch from his blue steel oulomotic. ln
this set I olso wrole Weslerns, gongster
slories ond hounted houses. I wos quite
sure lhot I wonted lo be o wriler.

When I wos 12 we moyed lo o five-
ocre ploce on Price Rood, ond I otlended
lhe John Burroughs School which wos
iust down lhe rood. This period wos
moslly crime ond gongsler slories. I wos
foscinoled by gongsters, ond like most
boys ot thol time I wonled to be one be-
couse I would feel so much sgfer wilh
my loyol guns oround me.

Al l5 I wos senl lo Los Alomos Ronch
School for my heolth-the building
where they loter mode lhe first otom
't2

bomb. lt seemed so right somehow, like
the school song . . . "For owoy ond high
on the meso's crest, Here's the life thot
oll of us love lhe best-Los Allllomos."
For owoy ond high on lhe meso's crest I

wos forced lo become o Boy Scout, eol
everything on my plole, exercise before
breokfosl, sleep on o porch in zero
weolher, stoy outside oll ofternoon, ride
o sullen spileful recolcitront horse lwice
o week ond oll doy on Soturdoy.

I took refuge in Holdemon-Julius' tif-
tle Blue Books, reod Anotole Fronce, De
Moupossonl, Remy de Gourmonl
"Simon, oime fu le bruit des pos sur les
feuilles morles?" Dorlon GroY, of
course, ond soon longuid youhg oristo'
crols were moking epigroms on mY

poges.There wos o vicious old tycoon
who kept pretending to die ond lhen
leoping out of bed ond cutting peoplê
out of his will. This old tycoon loter be-
come Mr. Hort in AhPook ls Here'

A slory oboul four iollY murderers
wos conceived in the Hotel Lo Fondo on
o rore trip to Sonte Fe when I wos feel-
ing guilty obout moslurboting twice in
one doy . . . o middle-oged couple very
brosh ond iolly: "Sure son l'd kill my own
grondmolher lor iust o little kole." "We
hove regulor rotes of course" lhe wo-
mon observed tortly. A soft plumP
peorl-grey mon slonds there wilh o sick-
ly smile, He is flonked by o skull-foced
Mexicon, olso smilihg, who wos loler to
become Tio Mote in fhe Wild Boys.

William S Burroughs

I formed o romonlic oltochment for
one of lhe boys ot Los Alomos ond kept
o diory of this offoir lhol wos to PUI me
off writing for mony yeors. Even now I

blush to remember ils contents. During
the Eoster vocotion of my second yeor I

persuoded my fomily to let me sloy in Sl.
Louis, so my things were Pocked ond
senl lo me from lhe school. I used lo
lurn cold thinking moybe the boys were
reoding it oloud to eoch other. When lhe
box finolly qrrived I pried it open ond
threw everything out until I found the
diory, then destroyed il forthwith with'
out o glonce ot the oppolling Poges.

The foct is I hod gotten o reol sicken-
er, os Poul, on English gongsler I knew
in Tongier would put it: "A young thief
lhinks he hos o license lo sleol, ond then
he gels o reol sickener like five yeors
moybe. . . ." This losted longer.The ocl
of writing hod become emborrossing,
disgusting, ond obove oll folse. ll wos
not the sex in the diorY thot embor-
rossed me, but the terrible folsity of rhe
emolions expressed. The sight of my
words on o poge sickened me, ond this
continued unlil 1938. lhod wrilten
myself on eighl-yeor senlence.

Combridge Mossochusells, 1938-l
wos doing groduote work in onthropol-
ogy ol Horvord, ond Kells Elvins, on old
school friend from John Burroughs, wos
doing groduote work in psychology. We
shored o smoll frome house on o quiel
tree-lined slreet beyond the Commo'
dore Hotel. We hod mony tolks obout
writing ond slor'led o detective story in
the Doshiell Hommelt/Roymond Chond-
ler line. This picture of o ship copto¡n
putling on women's clothes ond rushing
into lhe first lifeboot wos suddenly lhere
for both of us. We reod oll the moteriol
we could find ¡n Widener Librory on lhe
filonic ond the Moro Costle, ond on o
screened porch we slorted work on o
story colled "Twilight's Lost Gleomings"
which wos loler used olmost verbotim in
Novo Expre$s.

I see now thot lhe curse of the diory
wos broken lempororily by the oct'of
colloborolion. We octed oul every scene
ond often got on loughing iogs. I hodn't
loughed like lhol since my first leo high
ot 18, when I rolled oround lhe floor ond
pissed oll over myself. I remember lhe
reiection note f rom Esguire: "Too
scrêwy ond nol effectively so for us."

I con remember only one oltemPt ot
writing between 1943 ond 1949. I wos
living in Algiers, Louisiono, ocross lhe
river f rom New Orleons. I wos on heroin
ot the lime, ond wenl over to New Or'
leons every doy to score. One doY I

woke up sick ond went ocross lhe river
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