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William Burroughs was born on February 5, 1914, into a prominent St Louis family. His paternal grandfather and namesake was the inventor of the modern adding machine and his maternal uncle, Ivy Lee, was one of the founders of modern public relations. In work and in life Burroughs would turn this family inheritance against itself as part of a lifelong subversion of the morality, politics and economics of modern America. To escape these conditions, and in particular his treatment as a homosexual and a drug user, Burroughs left his homeland in 1950, and soon after began writing; by the time of his death, he was widely recognized as one of the most politically trenchant, culturally influential, and innovative artists of the twentieth century. His books include: Junky, Queer, Naked Lunch, the ‘cut up’ trilogy (The Soft Machine, The Ticket That Exploded, Nova Express), The Wild Boys, The Third Mind, The Burroughs File, The Adding Machine, Interzone, The Letters of William S. Burroughs: 1945–1959 (edited by Oliver Harris), a final trilogy of novels (Cities of the Red Night, The Place of Dead Roads, The Western Lands), and The Cat Inside, My Education, and Last Words. After living in Mexico City, Tangier, Paris and London, Burroughs returned to America in 1974, later settling in Lawrence, Kansas, where he died on August 2, 1997.






Introduction

William Burroughs has always presented interesting challenges to his editors. Throughout his career he has often rejected the concept of linear composition or narrative. Moreover, much of his significant work was written in times of great personal disarray and tossed off in various directions, especially to friends in correspondence. He is also one of the great recyclers in literary history, a programmatic one—in the creation of his powerful language mosaics, Burroughs will use whatever materials are at hand. The scattered circumstances of his literary efforts are reflected in the scattered provenance of much of Burroughs’ archival material. In the long run, there will be plenty of work for the critics and the textual scholars of Burroughs’ work to perform as they begin to unravel the tangled history of Burroughs’ works: published, unpublished, and perhaps yet to be discovered.

This volume, however, may be described as a product of the medium run. This book was conceived as a response to the news in 1984 that the original manuscript of Interzone, the working title of the book that, in somewhat different form, was to become Naked Lunch, was rediscovered among Allen Ginsberg’s papers at Columbia University. It was soon apparent that the Interzone manuscript did contain unpublished material of great value and interest. The Burroughs of the Interzone period was a man breaking through into unexplored literary territory.

The same is true of writings leading up to that breakthrough. Many of Burroughs’ texts from the period between the completion of his novel Queer and the beginning of Interzone/Naked Lunch (roughly 1953–58) have seen publication only in fugitive ways: included, sometimes in fragmentary form, in larger works or in various collections of uncertain duration and availability. Much else of value has remained in manuscript form until this time. Until now, the reader or critic wishing to understand how the precise, laconic and deadpan writer of Junky and Queer transformed himself into the uncompromising prophet and seer of Naked Lunch has had to piece the puzzle together from multiple sources, with several crucial pieces missing. Interzone has been compiled with the intention that readers may now be able to see that transformation take place in the course of one volume.


William Burroughs was almost thirty-nine years old when he departed Mexico City for the last time, in January of 1953. He left behind him the shambles of his life until that age: a St. Louis childhood and Harvard education, followed by a miscellany of odd jobs in Chicago and New York. In 1944 he had first become addicted to heroin; in that same year he met Allen Ginsberg at Columbia. These two circumstances would have a profound effect on his development as a writer.

As Burroughs’ legal difficulties from his addiction mounted, he was obliged to move on from New York: to East Texas, New Orleans, and finally Mexico City, while Ginsberg and Jack Kerouac remained in New York, giving rise to an ample correspondence, which in turn led directly to Burroughs’ discovery of his writing talents. Ginsberg enjoyed the intelligence and humor of Burroughs’ letters from the far-flung precincts of Louisiana and Mexico, and he continually encouraged Burroughs to consider himself a writer.

A forged-prescription arrest had precipitated the departure from New York, in 1946; in New Orleans a 1949 marijuana arrest had put him through the rigors of heroin withdrawal in a jail cell; and although at first blush he found the liberal mores of Mexico much to his liking, in time the abuse of drugs and alcohol led to the careless, accidental death of his wife, Joan Vollmer, on September 6, 1951. A drunken pistol game of William Tell in an apartment above the Bounty Bar ended in tragedy for both.

In the spring of 1950, after about six months in Mexico City, Burroughs had begun writing a first-person account of his experiences in the junk world, which he entitled Junk. Ginsberg’s friend Carl Solomon had interested his uncle in publishing such an account as an Ace Books paperback, and a contract was signed in July 1952. The book appeared as Junkie: Confessions of an Unredeemed Drug Addict a year later. Not included in this text was the second part of the original book, entitled Queer, which was begun in the spring of 1951. (Junkie was re-edited, with censored passages restored, and republished as Junky by Viking Penguin in 1977; Queer was finally published by Viking in 1985.)

As Queer relates, Burroughs was infatuated with a young American boy called Allerton and took him along on a trip to Ecuador in a fruitless search for yagé, a reputedly telepathic drug. He returned to Mexico City only days before the fatal incident. During the course of the novel, the protagonist, Lee, develops and elaborates an absurdist form of soliloquy known as the “routine,” in his constant attempts to capture and hold Allerton’s attention under increasingly difficult circumstances. This “Tom Sawyer handstand meant to impress the work’s blaue Blume, Eugene Allerton,” as Alan Ansen* describes it, takes on a life of its own, even as Allerton is drifting away from Lee.

As Burroughs recounts in “Lee’s Journals” (page 63), he was often “possessed by a wild routine…. These routines will reduce me to a cinder.” Such intensity naturally sought a human outlet, and as Allerton became emotionally distanced, and with Joan gone, Burroughs’ friendship with Allen Ginsberg took on greater significance. After giving up on Allerton and Mexico City in late 1952, he made a visit to his parents’ home in Palm Beach, Florida, and from there departed for Panama and the headwaters of the Río Putumayo in Colombia. Not two weeks after reaching Panama City, he wrote the first of what would be many “letters from the road” to Ginsberg, retailing his travels and adventures in a hilarious mixture of amorous anecdotes and anthropological essays.

Burroughs returned to the U.S. in August 1953, and after a month in Palm Beach, he returned to New York for the first time in six years. Junkie had now been published, and although it was hardly considered a literary event at the time, this encouraged him to go on with his writing. He stayed on East Seventh Street with Ginsberg, whose constant interest and warm responses to the stream of “yagé letters” had endeared him to Burroughs, far beyond anything he had felt for Ginsberg before. They worked together on a revised transcription of Burroughs’ letters from the yagé trip, but Burroughs’ dream of finding in Ginsberg the “perfectly spontaneous, perfectly responsive companion” (Ansen, ibid.) was frustrated by Allen’s lack of interest in a sexual relationship.

In early 1954 Burroughs sailed for Rome, Athens and eventually Tangier. He continued to woo Ginsberg during the middle fifties, entirely by correspondence, except for a memorable visit that Ginsberg and his new lover, Peter Orlovsky, made to Tangier in 1957. In his letters from the time of the visit, Ginsberg writes that he scarcely recognized “the new Bill Burroughs.” By then Burroughs had almost completed the transition from suitor-correspondent to literary creator, which resulted in a profusion of manuscripts that he referred to in toto as Interzone. In these four crucial years, 1954–57, Burroughs had been transformed into a writer.

As he had done with Junky and the handful of more or less finished stories that Burroughs sent from Tangier to him in New York, Ginsberg assisted in the editing of the early drafts of Interzone. While visiting in 1957, he retyped portions of the raw manuscripts, as did Jack Kerouac and Alan Ansen, and they each proposed different chapter sequences. The best account of their attitudes toward the work at that time can be gleaned from Alan Ansen’s pioneering and perceptive essay in Big Table in 1959, “Anyone Who Can Pick Up a Frying Pan Owns Death,” collected in his 1986 Water Row Press booklet.

In April 1958, on Ginsberg’s referral, Burroughs submitted a draft of Interzone to Lawrence Ferlinghetti’s City Lights Books (by now the publishers of Ginsberg’s Howl), but it was not accepted. Maurice Girodias of the Olympia Press in Paris also turned down the book. Ginsberg sent eighty pages of Burroughs’ work to Irving Rosenthal, editor of the Chicago Review, but when University of Chicago authorities objected, Rosenthal published an issue privately as Big Table, No. 1 in the spring of 1959. Included were ten episodes from Interzone, which was by then called Naked Lunch, at Kerouac’s suggestion. Within a few months, Girodias had published the novel in France. The rest is literary history.


What remains of these early writings, between the period of composition of Junky and Queer and the publication of Naked Lunch? The letters from South America during 1953 were finally edited, with letters added from Ginsberg’s own 1960 trip to Peru in search of yagé, and responses from Burroughs, and this book was published as The Yagé Letters by City Lights in 1963. A short collection of stories, journals and letter fragments was edited for publication in 1982 by Jeffrey Miller’s Cadmus Editions in Santa Barbara, in a small edition now out of print, under the title Early Routines. A large surviving group of letters to Ginsberg was also published in 1982, under the eponymous title Letters to Allen Ginsberg, 1953–1957, by Full Court Press; this volume, also now out of print, is a valuable companion to the present Interzone.

Many of these 1950s writings are fragmentary in nature; in many cases, pages that began as letters to Ginsberg were not sent but condensed and retyped together with other material; the letters that were sent included long patches of work in progress. Therefore the lines between “letters,” “journals” and “writings” are blurred, at least as regards the manuscript material that remains available from the period. And Burroughs’ papers have had a harrowing voyage to the hands of today’s scholars: what exists from the period (mostly at Columbia University, Arizona State University and the Humanities Research Center of the University of Texas at Austin, as well as the author’s own collection) is jumbled and incomplete, and many other manuscripts remain in uncooperative private hands at this writing. So what is included in this volume has been determined, in part, and fittingly enough, by random factors.

One of the hallmarks of Burroughs’ style is the reappearance of many phrases and images throughout his work. This is partly the result of Burroughs’ multifarious memory, partly due to the chaos of his manuscript drafts, and partly inherent in the nature of the “cut-up” technique. This “repetition,” or self-appropriation, may even at times be unintentional, but overall it unites the whole of Burroughs’ work and lends a kaleidoscopic quality to the writing—and what is a kaleidoscope but a device to reassemble endlessly the same particles? As if anticipating modern atomic physics, his world model is that of an indeterminate universe of endless permutation and recombination. Finding the conventional novel form inadequate to this task, he deconstructs and ransacks it, so that his form is as reflective of twentieth-century life as his content is predictive of it.


“Twilight’s Last Gleamings” is often cited as Burroughs’ first attempt at writing; it was written in Cambridge, Massachusetts, in 1938, with the collaboration of his childhood friend Kells Elvins. The thirteen-page manuscript at Arizona does not appear to be the original but a reconstruction from memory at some later point, when Burroughs was using a typewriter with the Spanish inverted exclamation point, hence probably in Tangier. The author has written that the piece was inspired by the sinking of a ship, the Morro Castle, in 1935, and this rollicking, exploding fantasy pointed the way toward his eventual literary destination. Much shorter versions of it have appeared throughout his writings, most notably in Nova Express (Grove, 1964); this is the fullest version yet published.

“The Finger” is an account of how Burroughs deliberately cut off the last joint of his left little finger, in New York during 1939, partly in an attempt to impress Jack Anderson, a young man with whom he was preoccupied. This chilling episode gives a rare glimpse of Burroughs’ emotional state at that time. In a letter to Ginsberg from Tangier, apparently written in 1954, he mentions having sent the story to Allen to see if it could be sold for publication; so it was probably written soon after his arrival in Tangier.

“Driving Lesson” is a quasi-autobiographical account of an incident from 1940, during Jack Anderson’s visit to Burroughs in St. Louis. It seems to have been written during Burroughs’ Mexico stay but was in any case rewritten and sent to Ginsberg sometime in 1954. In a letter of August 18, 1954, Burroughs wrote: “As regards that story, you might try placing it, I don’t know just where”; and again, August 26: “I rewrote the story about the car wreck with Jack A.” In The Wild Boys (Grove, 1971) and Port of Saints (Am Here, 1974; Blue Wind, 1980), the car has become a Duesenberg, and Jack is “the new boy, John Hamlin,” “a mysterious figure from a parallel dimension”; the crash itself takes on the magical power of time travel.

“The Junky’s Christmas” dates from Mexico or early Tangier days, and is set in New York in the 1940s. Danny the Car Wiper is a young junky trying desperately to score on Christmas Day. His experiences are written in a straightforward third-person narrative style, somewhat reminiscent of Truman Capote’s. This sentimental story was the basis of a later, and much different, story: “The Priest, They Called Him,” published in the London Weekend Telegraph in 1967 and collected in Exterminator! (Viking, 1973). Burroughs has written several “Christmas stories” over the years, but never again in this style.

“Lee and the Boys” appears to have been written in the Tangier period. The untitled story begins in manuscript on a page with paragraphs also found in an April 1954 letter to Ginsberg. Although it has an indeterminate ending, it is worth reproducing here for its remarkably straightforward and detailed self-portrait of Burroughs’ daily life in Tangier at that time. We see him scoring his drugs, shooting up and sitting down to work on a “letter to Ginsberg,” and then receiving his boyfriend KiKi for an evening’s diversion. His emotions about the boys of Tangier are heartbreakingly felt, and his bravado has a tremulous edge.

“In the Café Central,” also from this time, is a very funny sketch of the social scene in the Socco Chico, written without much of Burroughs’ trademark exaggeration. The claustrophobia of Tangier’s small-town feel, at least among the expatriate queer set, comes across vividly.

“Dream of the Penal Colony” is labeled in manuscript “Fall of 1953,” which suggests it was written in New York at the beginning of Burroughs’ stay with Ginsberg. Its point of departure is the first paragraph of the passage in Queer where Lee and Allerton are staying in a chilly hotel room in Quito, Ecuador: “That night Lee dreamed he was in a penal colony. All around were high, bare mountains…. He tightened the belt of his leather jacket and felt the chill of final despair.” In the novel, Lee gets up and crawls into Allerton’s bed, shaking with cold and junk sickness. The parallel suggested is between Allerton and Ginsberg, objects of Burroughs’ affection and desire, and if this fragment was actually not written until after work on Queer stopped, in late 1952, the compositional intention toward Ginsberg is even clearer. But the boy in the story is modeled on Allerton, and the author paints a harsh picture of his own manipulative, changing moods and importuning routines.

“International Zone” was written in a deliberate attempt to achieve a magazine sale, via Ginsberg. The name of the piece refers, of course, to the quadripartite administration of Tangier, divided between the U.S., French, Spanish and English sectors. On January 12, 1955, Burroughs wrote to Ginsberg: “When I don’t have inspiration for the novel [Interzone, then in progress], I busy myself with hack work. I am writing an article on Tangier. Perhaps New Yorker: ‘Letter from Tangier.’ ” Again, on January 21: “I wrote an article on Tangier but it depresses me to see it even. It is so flatly an article like anybody could have written.” On this point the author was mistaken; the language and style are distinctively his own. Here, between sociological information and analysis, are several incisive portraits of the habitués of the Socco Chico, and a snapshot of Burroughs’ own image of himself on that set.

“International Zone” was apparently sent to Ginsberg in the summer of 1955, perhaps nine months after it was first composed. In the original manuscript there is a postscript (not included in the piece as presented here), which exemplifies a typically Burroughsian shift of viewpoint on a new locale:

“Since I wrote this article, conditions in Tangier have changed. There is a strong feeling of tension and hostility. Children shout insults as you walk by. The streets are no longer safe. A Canadian acquaintance of mine, coming home at 3 A.M., was stabbed in the back…. The Nationalists have already demanded the integration of Tangier into an independent Morocco. They may resort to terrorism if the occupying powers refuse to relinquish the International Zone…. Business has hit a new low. The tourist trade is falling off. Many of the residents are talking about leaving.” This shift echoes the transformation of Mexico City, from being “one of the few places left where a man can really live like a Prince,” in Burroughs’ 1949 letters to Ginsberg, to “this cold ass town,” in a letter from late 1952, again to Ginsberg: “I am so fed up with these chiseling bastards I don’t ever want to see Mexico again.”

In late 1954, when “International Zone” was composed, Burroughs was changing his view of Tangier as a superlatively liberal culture where boys and drugs were concerned, to a vision of the City as a great world crossroads for losers and lamsters, an “interzone” between failed and abandoned old lives (like Burroughs’ own) and the dream of a new life ahead—the sort of “waiting room” that is a recurrent image in Burroughs’ fiction. In the article, he writes that “Tangier is a vast penal colony,” which again recalls the dream he had in Quito in 1951. Especially interesting is Burroughs’ self-portrait as “Brinton, who writes unpublishably obscene novels and exists on a small income. He undoubtedly has talent, but his work is hopelessly unsalable.”

This same passage is echoed in the first pages of “Lee’s Journals,” which were assembled from sections of letters to Ginsberg and pages written in Burroughs’ attempt to find his own voice and to record his experiences in Tangier. Also included here are several short untitled fictional and autobiographical sketches, many written during his series of heroin “cures” at Benchimal Hospital. The fag scene of Tangier is bitingly depicted, and it is interesting to observe that Burroughs’ first encounters with the late Brion Gysin (“Algren”) were ambivalent, giving no hint of the almost symbiotic friendship the two men would later evolve.

The sketch (in “Lee’s Journals”) of “Martin” revisiting the Römanischer Baden in postwar Vienna surely draws on Burroughs’ own experiences in that city in 1937. And “Mark Bradford,” the playwright visiting Tangier who snubs Lee, may well be Tennessee Williams, with whom Burroughs did not become friends until the 1970s. Similarly, at his 1954 meeting with Paul Bowles, the latter “evinced no cordiality,” but within two years not only was their friendship forged but Bowles had also brought Burroughs back together with Brion Gysin.

Increasingly, the journals record Burroughs’ attempts to define himself as a writer, and the frantic routines continue to pour out of him. His extended sketch of Antonio, the Portuguese mooch mentioned in “International Zone,” is hilarious and ghastly. The vision of Antonio’s mother’s kidney-dialysis machine being unhooked leads to a wise-guy cops routine about the “displaced fuzz” paying a disconnection visit. There follows an account of a bust by “dream cops,” which is the forerunner of the “Hauser and O’Brien” section of Naked Lunch: two imaginary cops burst in on “the Agent” and demand to inspect first his arm, then his penis. After a surreal dialogue, they depart, but one of them laughs and leaves behind a gold filling, which the Agent finds next morning, calling the irreality of the dream into question.

Some filling in is necessary for the next section, “The Conspiracy,” to make narrative sense. In the “Hauser and O’Brien” episode, the Agent or “Lee” shoots the two cops dead and escapes from the hotel. He finds his pusher, Nick, and explains that he is leaving town and must stock up on junk. Nick makes small talk about the connection’s frequent delays, and then shrugs: “What can I say to him? He knows I’ll wait.” At this point “The Conspiracy” picks up: “Yes, they know we’ll wait,” and Lee muses over the identity of the stoolie who has fingered him. The pages that follow were taken from the original 1958 Interzone manuscript.

“Iron Wrack Dream,” so named by Ginsberg, records a vision of “the City” as “a vast network of levels … connected by gangways and cars that run on wires and single tracks.” This futuristic dream was to be seminal to Burroughs’ image of the City in Interzone. The nightclubs that are “built on perilous balconies a thousand feet over the rubbish and rusty metal of the City” are reminiscent of Lee’s experiences in the “Mexico City Return” section of Queer: “I walked around with my camera and saw a wood and corrugated-iron shack on a limestone cliff in Old Panama, like a penthouse.” They also call to mind the collapsing Mexican balconies of “Tío Mate Smiles” in The Wild Boys. Here we can see how Burroughs refines and poetically cross-associates his observations and dream images.

Incomplete fragments of unpublished letters to Ginsberg around 1955, or retyped versions of them, are found in the Arizona State collection and fittingly conclude “Lee’s Journals,” since they furnish an explicit statement of the literary direction Burroughs was moving in. As he wrote to Ginsberg on October 21, 1955: “The selection chapters [of Interzone] form a sort of mosaic, with the cryptic significance of juxtaposition, like objects abandoned in a hotel drawer, a form of still life.” It is clear from these early thematic propositions that Burroughs’ first encounter in 1959 with the “cut-up” method of writing, as developed by Brion Gysin from the Dada movement’s existing aleatory and collage techniques, would exert an inescapable attraction for him and revolutionize his work.

The original Interzone manuscript is located in the Ginsberg Deposit at Butler Library, Columbia University, and consists of 175 pages, comprising twelve sections: “WORD”; “Panorama (Andrew Kief and the K.Y. Scandal)”; “Voices”; “County Clerk”; “Interzone University”; “Islam, Inc.”; “Hassan’s Rumpus Room”; “Benway”; “A.J.’s Annual Ball”; “Hospital” (including the “detective story” later divided into “Hauser and O’Brien” and “The Conspiracy”); “The Technical Psychiatry Conference”; and “The Market.” This first sequence was decided upon with the help of Ginsberg and Ansen in Paris, in early 1958.

In the course of assembling the final Naked Lunch manuscript, the majority of these pages were used—but the longest and most unusual section, “WORD,” was the source of only a few short lines and paragraphs, which were sprinkled mostly into the novel’s final chapter, “An Atrophied Preface … Wouldn’t You?” Wherever possible, these passages have been deleted from the otherwise intact “WORD” section, but the acute reader will find a handful of them retained, for the sake of the sense of surrounding lines. And a few short sections that remained unused from “Voices,” “Interzone University,” “Benway” and “A.J.’s Annual Ball” have been inserted at an appropriate place toward the end of “WORD,” so that the text may end as it was originally written.

This manuscript lay forgotten for twenty-five years, until Bill Morgan, who was cataloging Allen Ginsberg’s Columbia deposit, came across it in 1984. At Ginsberg’s suggestion, a copy was sent to Burroughs in Kansas, where he was able to oversee the editing of the thematically and historically linked materials gathered together in this volume, which represents the first publication of “WORD,” essentially in its entirety. This chapter was apparently typed by Kerouac, and in certain instances words that were clearly misread have been changed, but it is otherwise faithful to the 1958 text.

What is the significance of “WORD” to Burroughs’ career as a writer? It shows the complete transformation of the straightforward style of the two early novels into a manic, surreal, willfully disgusting and violently purgative regurgitation of seemingly random images. “WORD” is a text written at the white heat of Burroughs’ first command of this later style. Although it is the direct precursor of Naked Lunch, very little of this text was used in that novel, and as far as can be readily determined, none of it was utilized in the composition of his next three books: The Soft Machine, The Ticket That Exploded and Nova Express (Olympia Press, 1961, 1962 and 1964). Ansen described it as: “WORD, in which the author, all masks thrown aside, delivers a long tirade, a blend of confession, routine and fantasy, ending in ‘a vast Moslem muttering.’ ”

In his letters to Ginsberg throughout 1955–57, Burroughs wrote often of his progress with the writing of Interzone. December 20, 1956: “I will send along about 100 pages of Interzone, it is coming so fast I can hardly get it down, and shakes me like a great black wind through the bones.” January 23, 1957: “Interzone is coming like dictation, I can’t keep up with it. I will send along what is done so far. Read in any order. It makes no difference.” There exist many other references in these letters; clearly, he was conscious of a climactic moment in his life, a turning point past which he would never be the same. But curiously, the tone and style of “WORD” are unique in Burroughs’ work; he never returned to the same kind of profane, first-person sibylline word salad, although it marked the breakthrough into his own characteristic voice.


This book is meant to portray the development of Burroughs’ mature writing style, and to present a selection of vintage Burroughs from the mid-1950s—a kind of writing he can no more repeat than he can once again be forty-four years old in Tangier. The willfully outrageous tone of voice represents the exorcism of his four decades of oppressive sexual and social conditioning, and his closely-observed experience of mankind’s inexhaustible ugliness and ignorance. Only by dispensing with any concept of “bad taste” or self-repression could he liberate his writing instrument to explore the landscapes of Earth and Space in his work written over the following thirty years. Reading Interzone, you are present at the beginning.

—James Grauerholz
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Twilight’s Last Gleamings


PLEASE IMAGINE AN EXPLOSION ON A SHIP

A paretic named Perkins sat askew on his broken wheelchair. He arranged his lips.

“You pithyathed thon of a bidth!” he shouted.


Barbara Cannon, a second-class passenger, lay naked in a first-class bridal suite with Stewart Lindy Adams. Lindy got out of bed and walked over to a window and looked out.


“Put on your clothes, honey,” he said. “There’s been an accident.”

A first-class passenger named Mrs. Norris was thrown out of bed by the explosion. She lay there shrieking until her maid came and helped her up.

“Bring me my wig and my kimono,” she told the maid. “I’m going to see the captain.”


Dr. Benway, ship’s doctor, drunkenly added two inches to a four-inch incision with one stroke of his scalpel.

“There was a little scar, Doctor,” said the nurse, who was peering over his shoulder. “Perhaps the appendix is already out.”

“The appendix out!” the doctor shouted. “I’m taking the appendix out! What do you think I’m doing here?”

“Perhaps the appendix is on the left side,” said the nurse. “That happens sometimes, you know.”

“Can’t you be quiet?” said the doctor. “I’m coming to that!” He threw back his elbows in a movement of exasperation. “Stop breathing down my neck!” he yelled. He thrust a red fist at her. “And get me another scalpel. This one has no edge to it.”

He lifted the abdominal wall and searched along the incision. “I know where an appendix is. I studied appendectomy in 1904 at Harvard.”

The floor tilted from the force of the explosion. The doctor reeled back and hit the wall.

“Sew her up!” he said, peeling off his gloves. “I can’t be expected to work under such conditions!”


At a table in the bar sat Christopher Hitch, a rich liberal; Colonel Merrick, retired; Billy Hines of Newport; and Joe Bane, writer.


“In all my experience as a traveler,” the Colonel was saying, “I have never encountered such service.”

Billy Hines twisted his glass, watching the ice cubes. “Frightful service,” he said, his face contorted by a suppressed yawn.

“Do you think the captain controls this ship?” said the Colonel, fixing Christopher Hitch with a bloodshot blue eye. “Unions!” shouted the Colonel. “Unions control this ship!”

Hitch gave out with a laugh that was supposed to be placating but ended up oily. “Things aren’t so bad, really,” he said, patting at the Colonel’s arm. He didn’t land the pat, because the Colonel drew his arm out of reach. “Things will adjust themselves.”

Joe Bane looked up from his drink of straight rye. “It’s like I say, Colonel,” he said. “A man—”

The table left the floor and the glasses crashed. Billy Hines remained seated, looking blankly at the spot where his glass had been. Christopher Hitch rose uncertainly. Joe Bane jumped up and ran away.

“By God!” said the Colonel. “I’m not surprised!”


Also at a table in the bar sat Philip Bradshinkel, investment banker; his wife, Joan Bradshinkel; Branch Morton, a St. Louis politician; and Morton’s wife, Mary Morton. The explosion knocked their table over.

Joan raised her eyebrows in an expression of sour annoyance. She looked at her husband and sighed.

“I’m sorry this happened, dear,” said her husband. “Whatever it is, I mean.”

Mary Morton said, “Well, I declare!”

Branch Morton stood up, pushing back his chair with a large red hand. “Wait here,” he said. “I’ll find out.”



Mrs. Norris pushed through a crowd on C Deck. She rang the elevator bell and waited. She rang again and waited. After five minutes she walked up to A Deck.


The Negro orchestra, high on marijuana, remained seated after the explosion. Branch Morton walked over to the orchestra leader.

“Play ‘The Star-Spangled Banner,’ ” he ordered.

The orchestra leader looked at him.

“What you say?” he asked.

“You black baboon, play ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ on your horn!”

“Contract don’t say nothing ’bout no Star-Spangled Banner,” said a thin Negro in spectacles.

“This old boat am swinging on down!” someone in the orchestra yelled, and the musicians jumped down off the platform and scattered among the passengers.

Branch Morton walked over to a jukebox in a corner of the saloon. He saw “The Star-Spangled Banner” by Fats Waller. He put in a handful of quarters. The machine clicked and buzzed and began to play:

“OH SAY CAN YOU? YES YES”


Joe Bane







































































































PENGUIN CLASSICS

Published by the Penguin Group

Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA

Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M4P 2Y3 (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)

Penguin Ireland, 25 St Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd)

Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty Ltd)

Penguin Books India Pvt Ltd, 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi - 110 017, India

Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, North Shore 0632, New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd)

Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd, Block D, Rosebank Office Park, 181 Jan Smuts Avenue, Parktown North, Gauteng 2193, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

www.penguin.com

First published in the United States of America by Viking Penguin, a division of Penguin Books USA Inc., 1989

Published in Penguin Books 1990

Published in Penguin Classics 2009

Copyright © William S. Burroughs, 1989

All rights reserved

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Passages from Naked Lunch used by permission of Grove Press, a division of Wheatland Corporation. “The Finger”, “Lee’s Journals”, “An Advertising Short for TV”, “Antonio the Portuguese Mooch,” “Displaced Fuzz”, “Spare Ass Annie”, and “The Dream Cops” first appeared in Early Routines, Cadmus Editions. “The Conspiracy” was previously published in Kulcher.



ISBN: 978-0-14-197569-6



OPS/images/brand.jpg
PENGUIN
CLASSICS





OPS/images/cover.jpg
William S.
Burroughs

Interzone

0






OPS/images/9780141975696_003.jpg





OPS/images/9780141975696_004.jpg





