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ON THE ROAD TO NAKED LUNCH

As a young child | wanted to be a
writer because writers were rich and
famous. They lounged around Singapore
and Rangoon smoking opium in yellow
pongee silk suits. They sniffed cocaine
in Mayfair and they penetrated forbid-
den swamps with a faithful native boy
and lived in the Arab quarter of Tangier
languidly caressing pet gazelles.

My first literary essay was called "The
Autobiography of a Wolf.” People
laughed and said, “You mean the biog-
raphy of a wolf."” No, | meant the autobi-
ography of a wolf and 1 still do. There
was something called “Carl Cranbury in
Egypt” that never got off the ground . . .
Carl Cranbury frozen back there on
yellow lined paper, his hand forever an
inch from his blue steel automatic. In
this set | also wrote Westerns, gangster
stories and haunted houses. | was quite
sure that | wanted to be a writer.

When | was 12 we moved to a five-
acre place on Price Road, and | attended
the John Burroughs School which was
just down the road. This period was
mostly-crime and gangster stories. | was
fascinated by gangsters, and like most
boys at that time | wanted to be one be-
cause | would feel so much safer with
my loyal guns around me. j

At 15 | was sent to Los Alamos Ranch
School for my health—the building
where they later made the first atom
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bomb. It seemed so right somehow, like

the school song . . . “Far away and high
on the mesa's crest, Here's the life that
all of us love the best—Los Allllamos.”
Far away and high on the mesa'’s crest |
was forced to become a Boy Scout, eat
everything on my plate, exercise before
breakfast, sleep on a porch in zero
weather, stay outside all afternoon, ride
a sullen spiteful recalcitrant horse twice
aweek and all day on Saturday.

| took refuge in Haldeman-Julius’ Lit-
tle Blue Books, read Anatole France, De
Maupassant, Remy de Gourmont . . .

“Simon, aime tu le bruit des pas sur les’

feuvilles mortes?” Dorian Gray, of
course, and soon languid young aristo-
crats were maoking epigrams on my
pages.There was a vicious old tycoon
who kept pretending to die and then
leaping out of bed and cutting people
out of his will. This old tycoon later be-
came Mr. Hart in Ah Pook Is Here.

A story about four jolly murderers
was conceived in the Hotel La Fonda on
a rare trip to Sante Fe when | was feel-
ing guilty about masturbating twice in
one day . . . a middle-aged couple very
brash and jolly: “Sure son 1'd kill my own
grandmother for just a little kole " "We
have regular rates of course” the wo-
man observed tartly. A soft plump
pearl-grey man stands there with a sick-
ly smile, He is flanked by a skull-faced
Mexican, also smiling, who was later to
become Tio Mate in The Wild Boys.

Wiliam S. Burroughs

| formed a romantic attachment for
one of the boys at Los Alamos and kept
a diary of this affair that was to put me
off writing for many years. Even now |
blush to remember its contents. During
the Easter vacation of my second year |
persuaded my family to let me stay in St.
Louis, so my things were packed and
sent to me from the school. | used to
turn cold thinking maybe the boys were
reading it aloud to each other. When the
box finally arrived | pried it open and
threw everything out until | found the
diary, then destroyed it forthwith with-
out a glance at the appalling pages.

The fact is | had gotten a real sicken-
er, as Paul, an English gangster | knew
in Tangier would put it: “A young thief
thinks he has a license to steal, and then
he gets a real sickener like five years
maybe. . . ."” This lasted longer.The act
of writing had become embarrassing,
disgusting, and above all false. It was
not the sex in the diary that embar-
rassed me, but the terrible falsity of the
emotions expressed. The sight of my
words on a page sickened me, and this
continued until 1938. | had written
myself an eight-year sentence.

Cambridge Massachusetts, 1938—I
was doing graduate work in anthropol-
ogy at Harvard, and Kells Elvins, an old
school friend from John Burroughs, was
doing graduate work in psychology. We
shared a small frame house on a quiet
tree-lined street beyond the Commo-
dore Hotel. We had many talks about
writing and started a detective story in
the Dashiell Hammett/Raymond Chand-
ler line. This picture of a ship captain
putting on women's clothes and rushing
into the first lifeboat was suddenly there
for both of us. We read all the material
we could find in Widener Library on the
Titanic and the Moro Castle, and on a
screened porch we started work on a
story called “Twilight's Last Gleamings”
which was later used almost verbatim in
Nova Express.

| see now that the curse of the diary
was broken temporarily by the act of
collaboration. We acted out every scene
and often got on laughing jags. | hadn’t
laughed like that since my first tea high
at 18, when I rolled around the floor and
pissed all over myself. | remember the
rejection note from Esquire: "Too
screwy and not effectively so for us.”

| can remember only one attempt at
writing between 1943 and 1949. | was
living in Algiers, Louisiana, across the
river from New Orleans. | was on heroin
at the time, and went over to New Or-
leans every day to score. One day |
woke up sick and went across the river
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