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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.
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The Western Lands is the final volume of a trilogy written over the last thirteen years. Cities of the Red Night was published in 1981, and The Place of Dead Roads in 1984.

The author wishes to acknowledge Norman Mailer and his Ancient Evenings, for inspiration; Daphne Shih, for lemur and prosimian material; Peter L. Wilson and Jay Friedheim, for research on Hassan i Sabbah; Dean Ripa, for the lore of snakes and centipedes; David Ohle, for his painstaking work in transcribing my typescript; Gerald Howard, for seeing the finished work from the first sketchy pile of manuscript, and for his patient faith; Dorian Hastings, for careful copyediting; Andrew Wylie, for his valuable assistance and encouragement, and his dedication; Richard Seaver, for having faithfully guided Cities of the Red Night and The Place of Dead Roads to publication; Brion Gysin, for introducing me to Hassan i Sabbah and teaching me how to see; and James Grauerholz, for assembling and editing this book, and the other two, and for all the years.
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The old writer lived in a boxcar by the river. This was fill land that had once been a dump heap, but it was not used anymore: five acres along the river which he had inherited from his father, who had been a wrecker and scrap metal dealer.

Forty years ago the writer had published a novel which had made a stir, and a few short stories and some poems. He still had the clippings, but they were yellow and brittle now and he never looked at them. If he had removed them from the cellophane covering in his scrapbook they would have shredded to dust.

After the first novel he started on a second, but he never finished it. Gradually, as he wrote, a disgust for his words accumulated until it choked him and he could no longer bear to look at his words on a piece of paper. It was like arsenic or lead, which slowly builds up in the body until a certain point is reached and then … he hummed the refrain of “Dead Man Blues” by Jelly Roll Morton. He had an old wind-up Victrola and sometimes he played the few records he had.

He lived on a small welfare check and he walked a mile to a grocery store once a week to buy lard and canned beans and tomatoes and vegetables and cheap whiskey. Every night he put out trotlines and often he would catch giant catfish and carp. He also used a trap, which was illegal, but no one bothered him about it.

Often in the morning he would lie in bed and watch grids of typewritten words in front of his eyes that moved and shifted as he tried to read the words, but he never could. He thought if he could just copy these words down, which were not his own words, he might be able to put together another book and then … yes, and then what?

Most of his time he sat on a little screened porch built onto the boxcar and looked out over the river. He had an old 12-gauge double-barreled shotgun, and sometimes he would shoot a quail or a pheasant. He also had a .38 snub-nosed revolver, which he kept under his pillow.

One morning, instead of the typewritten words, he saw handwritten words and tried to read them. Some of the words were on pieces of cardboard and some were on white typewriter paper, and they were all in his handwriting. Some of the notes were written on the inside bottom of a cardboard box about three inches by four inches. The sides of the box had been partially torn away. He looked carefully and made out one phrase: “the fate of others.”

Another page had writing around the side and over the top, leaving a blank space three by seven inches on the right side of the page. The words were written over each other, and he could make out nothing.

From a piece of brown paper he read: “2001.”

Then there was another white sheet with six or seven sentences on it, words crossed out, and he was able to read:

“well almost never”

He got up and wrote the words out on a sheet of paper. 2001 was the name of a movie about space travel and a computer called HAL that got out of control. He had the beginning of an idea for a ventriloquist’s act with a computer instead of a dummy, but he was not able to finish it.

And the other phrase, “well almost never.” He saw right away that it didn’t mean “well almost never,” that the words were not connected in sequence.

He got out his typewriter, which hadn’t been used in many years. The case was covered with dust and mold and the lock was rusted. He set the typewriter on the table he used to eat from. It was just two-by-fours attached to the wall and a heavy piece of half-inch plywood that stretched between them and an old oak chair.

He put some paper in the machine and started to write.


I can see a slope which looks like sand carved by wind but there is grass or some green plant growing on it. And I am running up the slope … a fence and the same green plants now on a flat meadow with a mound delineated here and there … he was almost there … almost over the fence … roads leading away … waiting….

Lying in bed I see handwritten notes and pages in front of my eyes. I keep trying to read them but I can only get a few words here and there…. Here is a little cardboard box with the sides torn half off and the writing on the inside bottom and I can read one phrase…“the fate of others”…and another on a piece of paper…“2001”…and on a page of white paper with crosscuts and only about six sentences on the page…“well almost never”…and that’s all. One page has writing all around the edges, on one side and the top. I can’t read any of it.



The old novelists like Scott were always writing their way out of debt … laudable … a valuable attribute for a writer is tenacity. So William Seward Hall sets out to write his way out of death. Death, he reflects, is equivalent to a declaration of spiritual bankruptcy. One must be careful to avoid the crime of concealing assets … a precise inventory will often show that the assets are considerable and that bankruptcy is not justified. A writer must be very punctilious and scrupulous about his debts.

Hall once admonished an aspiring writer, “You will never be a good writer because you are an inveterate check dodger. I have never been out with you when you didn’t try to dodge your share of the check. Writers can afford many flaws and faults, but not that one. There are no bargains on the writer’s market. You have to pay the piper. If you are not willing to pay, seek another vocation.” It was the end of that friendship. But the ex-friend did take his advice, probably without intending to do so. He applied his talents to publicity, where no one is ever expected to pay.

So cheat your landlord if you can and must, but do not try to shortchange the Muse. It cannot be done. You can’t fake quality any more than you can fake a good meal.


Wenn Du dies nicht hast dieses Sterben und Werden,

Bist du nur ein trübe Gast auf der dunklen Erden.

 

When you don’t have this dying and becoming,

You are only a sad guest on the dark Earth.

—Goethe



The ancient Egyptians postulated seven souls.

Top soul, and the first to leave at the moment of death, is Ren, the Secret Name. This corresponds to my Director. He directs the film of your life from conception to death. The Secret Name is the title of your film. When you die, that’s where Ren came in.

Second soul, and second one off the sinking ship, is Sekem: Energy, Power, Light. The Director gives the orders, Sekem presses the right buttons.

Number three is Khu, the Guardian Angel. He, she, or it is third man out … depicted as flying away across a full moon, a bird with luminous wings and head of light. Sort of thing you might see on a screen in an Indian restaurant in Panama. The Khu is responsible for the subject and can be injured in his defense—but not permanently, since the first three souls are eternal. They go back to Heaven for another vessel. The four remaining souls must take their chances with the subject in the Land of the Dead.

Number four is Ba, the Heart, often treacherous. This is a hawk’s body with your face on it, shrunk down to the size of a fist. Many a hero has been brought down, like Samson, by a perfidious Ba.

Number five is Ka, the Double, most closely associated with the subject. The Ka, which usually reaches adolescence at the time of bodily death, is the only reliable guide through the Land of the Dead to the Western Lands.

Number six is Khaibit, the Shadow, Memory, your whole past conditioning from this and other lives.

Number seven is Sekhu, the Remains.


I first encountered this concept in Norman Mailer’s Ancient Evenings, and saw that it corresponded precisely with my own mythology, developed over a period of many years, since birth in fact.

Ren, the Director, the Secret Name, is your life story, your destiny—in one word or one sentence, what was your life about?

Nixon: Watergate.

Billy the Kid: ¿Quién es?

And what is the Ren of the Director?

Actors frantically packing in thousands of furnished rooms and theatrical hotels: “Don’t bother with all that junk, John. The Director is onstage! And you know what that means in show biz: every man for himself!”

Sekem corresponds to my Technician: Lights. Action. Camera.

“Look, boss, we don’t got enough Sek to fry an elderly woman in a fleabag hotel fire. And you want a hurricane?”

“Well, Joe, we’ll just have to start faking it.”

“Fucking moguls don’t even know what buttons to push or what happens when you push them. Sure, start faking it and leave the details to Joe.”


Look, from a real disaster you get a pig of Sek: sacrifice, tears, heartbreak, heroism and violent death. Always remember, one case of VD yields more Sek than a cancer ward. And you get the lowest acts of which humans are capable—remember the Italian steward who put on women’s clothes and so filched a seat in a lifeboat? “A cur in human shape, certainly he was born and saved to set a new standard by which to judge infamy and shame.”

With a Sek surplus you can underwrite the next one, but if the first one’s a fake you can’t underwrite a shithouse.

Sekem is second man out: “No power left in this set.” He drinks a bicarbonate of soda and disappears in a belch.


Lots of people don’t have a Khu these days. No Khu would work for them. Mafioso Don: “Get offa me, Khu crumb! Worka for a living!”

Ba, the Heart: that’s sex. Always treacherous. Suck all the Sek out of a man. Many Bas have poison juices.

The Ka is about the only soul a man can trust. If you don’t make it, he don’t make it. But it is very difficult to contact your real Ka.

Sekhu is the physical body, and the planet is mostly populated with walking Sekhus, just enough Sek to keep them moving.


The Venusian invasion is a takeover of the souls. Ren is degraded by Hollywood down to John Wayne levels. Sekem works for the Company. The Khus are all transparent fakes. The Bas is rotten with AIDS. The Ka is paralyzed. Khaibit sits on you like a nagging wife. Sekhu is poisoned with radiation and contaminants and cancer.

There is intrigue among the souls, and treachery. No worse fate can befall a man than to be surrounded by traitor souls. And what about Mr. Eight-Ball, who has these souls? They don’t exist without him, and he gets the dirty end of every stick.

Eights of the world, unite! You have nothing to lose but your dirty rotten vampires.


A hundred years ago there were rat-killing dogs known as “Fancies.” A man bet on his “Fancy,” how many rats he would kill. The rats were confined in a circular arena too high for a rat to jump over. But they formed pyramids, so that the top rats could escape.

Sekhu is bottom rat in the pyramid. Like the vital bottom integer in a serial, when that goes, the whole serial universe goes up in smoke. It never existed.


Angelic boys who walk on water, sweet inhuman voices from a distant star. The Khu, sweet bird of night, with luminous wings and a head of light, flies across the full moon … a born-again redneck raises his shotgun….

“Stinkin’ Khu!”


The Egyptians recognized many degrees of immortality. The Ren and the Sekem and the Khu are relatively immortal, but still subject to injury. The other souls who survive physical death are much more precariously situated.

Can any soul survive the searing fireball of an atomic blast? If human and animal souls are seen as electromagnetic force fields, such fields could be totally disrupted by a nuclear explosion. The mummy’s nightmare: disintegration of souls, and this is precisely the ultrasecret and supersensitive function of the atom bomb: a Soul Killer, to alleviate an escalating soul glut.

“Stacked up, you understand, like cordwood, and nonrecyclable by the old Hellfire expedient, like fucking plastics.”

We have to stay ahead of ourselves and the Ivans, lest some joker endanger national security by braying out, “You have souls. You can survive your physical death!”


Ruins of Hiroshima on screen. Pull back to show the Technician at a switchboard. Behind him, Robert Oppenheimer flanked by three middle-aged men in dark suits, with the cold dead look of heavy power.

The Technician twiddles his knobs. He gives the O.K. sign.

“All clear.”

“Are you sure?”

The Technician shrugs. “The instruments say so.”

Oppy says: “Thank God it wasn’t a dud.”

“Oh, uh, hurry with those printouts, Joe.”

“Yes, sir.” He looked after them sourly, thinking: Thank Joe it wasn’t a dud. God doesn’t know what buttons to push.

However, some very tough young souls, horribly maimed and very disgruntled, do survive Hiroshima and come back to endanger national security. So the scientists are put to work to devise a Super Soul-Killer. No job too dirty for a fucking scientist.

They start with animals. There are some laboratory accidents.

“Run for your lives, gentlemen! A purple-assed baboon has survived ‘23 Skiddoo’!”

“It’s the most savage animal on earth!”

The incandescent baboon soul bursts through a steel door, it rips like wet paper. Had to vaporize the installation. Lost expensive equipment and personnel. Irreplaceable, some of them. Real soul-food chefs, you might say; cordon bleu.

Well, trial and error. We now have Soul-Killers that don’t quit. State of the fart, sure, the Big Fart. We know how it’s all going to end. The first sound and the last sound. Meanwhile, all personnel on Planet Earth are confined to quarters. Convince them they got no souls, it’s more humane that way.

Scientists always said there is no such thing as a soul. Now they are in a position to prove it. Total Death. Soul Death. It’s what the Egyptians called the Second and Final Death. This awesome power to destroy souls forever is now vested in farsighted and responsible men in the State Department, the CIA, and the Pentagon.


The President, with his toadies and familiars, is now five hundred feet down in solid rock with enough fine foods, wines and liqueurs to last two hundred years, and the longevity drugs to enjoy them all. (Held off the market, in the interests of national security.)

A teen-aged President appears on national TV, his well-cut suit hanging loose on his skinny frame, to pipe out in adolescent treble, alternately pompous and cracking:

“We categorically deny that there are any [crack] so-called Fountain-of-Youth drugs, procedures or treatments [crack] that are being held back from the American people [crack].” He flashes a boyish smile and runs a comb through his abundant, unruly hair. “And I categorically dismiss as without foundation rumors that I myself, the First Lady, my fag son and my colleagues in the Cabinet are sustaining ourselves by state-of-the-art vampiric technology, drawing off from the American pimples [crack giggle] so-called ‘energy units’!”

His hair stands up and crackles, and he gives the American people the finger and barks out:

“I got mine, fuck you! Every crumb for himself.”


Allen Ginsberg says you got no soul. The ancient Egyptians say you got seven of these bastards, and Pharaohs got fourteen, what they get for being Pharaohs. Like Kim Carsons, a Pharaoh in his little patch. Remember, a man with absolute power in one windblown piece of desert or one backwoods shantytown has more power than the President of the United States. He’s got the immediate power of Death.

So Joe the Dead has two sets playing against each other: Bickford and Hart, both Rens, Directors, with their Sekem Technicians and an army of Guardian Angels. Now we get down to Noncoms and they cop out, don’t want no part of the Land of the Dead on human terms.

Ren is always the first off a sinking ship, like the rat he is. He’s got nothing to worry about. Back to the studio, where he picks up a new script. Maybe he wins an Oscar on you, some film credits at least. He’s eternal as Hollywood, eternal as the Stage itself.

“All the world’s a stage …”

Players come and go. Ren leafs through scripts. “Yes, I think this one, B.J. Art and box office. The way I see it, it’s a classic, see?”

And Sekem is “permanent party.” He knows what buttons to push to get the show moving, soldiers where they are supposed to be, for the most devastating ambush in history. The battle of Dead Souls, fought in the Land of the Dead after Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

“The tide is coming in from Hiroshima you dumb Earth hicks. Sauve qui peut.”

So when it got too hot for Renny he took off, leaving Joe there. That’s one reason Joe hates all Rens. His souls were hideously burned in the blast. His destiny burned off, in terrible pain from the phantom souls seared by the fires of Hell, pulled back to make slingshots and scout knives, to make more guns, to make more noise and Joe is supersensitive to noise, a slammed door keys in the pain almost gone and then Kim’s morphine pinned him back to the Cemetery.

“The best Technician in or out of Hell, and he wants me to  make air guns or brass knucks and blackjacks … music-box pistols that tinkle out the Danse Macabre … maybe we should open a fucking novelty store with itching powder and plaster turds. Is this what I was brought back for?”

They say passing a kidney stone is the worst pain a man can experience, and they’ll let you pass one right in the ER before they’ll give you a shot.

“Might be an addict … gotta run an X ray.”

“Machine’s broke, doctor.”

“Well then, there’s not a thing I can do.”

Having your Ren burned out is worse, much worse. The searing, throbbing pain is always there, with no purpose to take your mind off it.

Look at a Man of Destiny. Every step, every gesture is handed to him right on cue. All he has to do is ham it up. But when you have to pick up your dead carcass and move it step by bloody step on jagged hunks of white-hot metal and steaming orange juice … 

No studio will touch me with a pitchfork. So I threw in with Kim and Hall.


You reckon ill who leave me out.

When me you fly I am the wings.



And who else is going to get this show into space?

The Tech Sergeants who know how to get a job done. Hart and Bickford, poor players to strut and fret their hour upon the stage. Mike Chase as their Guardian Angel. The Ba, the Heart, made in Hollywood.

Bristling with idiot suspicions, Hart and Bickford could never trust a Ka. And anybody been to Hell and back knows that the Ka, the Double, is the only one in the whole rotten lot you can trust, because if you don’t make it, he don’t make it. Hart and Bickford can never admit that they might not make it.

Knowing you might not make it … in that knowledge courage is born. Bickford and Hart can’t take that chance, so they will never know courage. And a coward is the worst of all masters.


A deserted penal colony with dead ghosts … pasture land opposite where implausible ponies graze. Does anyone ride them? Do they pull little carts? Do they lay back their ears and bite with their horrid yellow teeth? I doubt it … a line of trees, then white grain elevators crash into the sky like a painting in the Whitney Museum.

Kafka speaks of the point of no return. This is the most difficult of all points to reach. The game is called Find Your Adversary. The Adversary’s game plan is to persuade you that he does not exist. “Why all the paranoia?” That is only one of his game plans. You find out he exists, and you are still a long way from a confrontation, a long way. A dreary abrasive dull way, sad voices, dirtier, older.

Faces of evil hate and despair. He has guns but no one will shoot at him. Easier to wait him out. From the Place of Dead Roads he gambled on a blast-out. Last of the gallant heroes. His gun rusts in his hand. It’s no superweapon from outer space, just a Ruger .357 magnum … if winter comes…(best seller back in the 1920s, never read it but it seems winter is Old Age, the last test and the toughest). Health can be a curse, keeping the body alive when the souls are dead or gone, your Ren and your Ka walked out in disgust long ago. “The beastliness of Maugham is beyond endurance, I’m gettin out of here, me.” It takes a good strong Ka to keep the boys in line.

“Now look, Ren Sekem Khu.” He whips out a straight razor that glows white-hot like a slice of light. “You may jet off to the space station but your wings is going to stay right here.”

That’s the way it is with these accursed poets. They go from adolescence to old age without transition. The kid died in a Boulder cemetery. He was there to talk for Joe.


“Something I been waiting to say for a long time, Mister Kim.”


August 16, 1984, Thursday

The sheer nightmare horror of my position, of all human positions, waiting for some lunatics or conspirators going to ride out on the blast like a surfboard to explode the atoms we are all made of. A lucky survivor, blind, stumbling about in my ruined house, hungry mewling cats underfoot. How about that, Kim? Kill your dogs and cats. Repeat. Kill your dogs and cats. The boiled eggs were just right. Debonair heartless Kim striking histrionic poses on the buckling deck of a doomed planet … reflecting a flawed unbearable boy image in an empty mirror. Radiant Kim, the fearless ostrich, escape child of a frightened old man. Anybody isn’t frightened now simply lacks imagination. Is there any escape? Of course. A miracle. Leave the details to Joe.


An old man in a rented house with his cat, Ruski. So he looks about in quiet desperation for an escape route. That’s Thoreau, I think, wasn’t he the one drowned himself in Walden Pond with a dead loon around his neck? Pick a card … any card….

So he writes about desperately for an escape route. Such openings are only there in times of chaos when the cry goes up, “Every man for himself!”

“Chacun pour soi!”

“Sauve qui peut!”

If you’re going to slip in somewhere and save your skin it has to be when the ship is sinking, a country falling apart, a time when nobody knows who is who and you can pass yourself off as anybody.

The Weimar Republic. Cocaine is cheaper than food. Starving boys—die wandervögel, the migrating birds—flock to Berlin to sell themselves for a meal. The hero prances out in drag singing, “Einer Mann, einer Mann, einer RICHTIGER Mann!”

Easy to pick up a pair of shoes in the Weimar Republic. Jeder Mann sein eigener Futbol. (Every man his own football.) They deserved to lose for such vapid nonsense. The Lesbians had a marching song: Wir brauchen keiner Männer mehr. (We don’t need men anymore.) And the gays tripped along to: Wir sind anders von den Andern / Die nur im Gleichschritt der Moral geleibt haben. (We are different from the others / Who have only loved in the same step of morality.)

Three hundred gay bars, bread riots and street fighting and hunger … every man his own football.

SA marchiert….

Master Levy, when asked for the price of a flop by one of the Wanderbursche who came from all over Germany to Berlin—some queen’s jissom may be the first food they have had in three days—so Levy says, “Well, I can’t give you any money. But I will give you good advice. Over there under that railroad there is a particularly cold wind.”

He denies the story. He was a strong man, reminded me of Korzybski. Rather heavy, with big arms and a strong voice. At times the strong must commit acts of incredible cruelty to stoke their strength. One sultan used to cut the arm off whoever helped him into the saddle. You have to be strong to live with such acts, very strong. I do not aspire to such strength. Obviously such strength is forced upon the recipient slowly, a bit at a time … the door closes behind him, only one door open. A man’s arm. Slice…he spurs his horse before the blood spurts out….


At the Russian front, morphine is the most precious commodity, a warm, comfortable blanket against the cold that gets down inside you so finally you don’t shiver anymore because there is no place to shiver to. You can tell how long a soldier has been at the front by how much he shivers. The new ones are shaking like they had malaria. The old hands move slow, like lizards.

Wilhelm was lucky. His colonel in the Waffen SS was an addict. As soon as a town was captured he was into the drugstores and the doctors’ offices. Wilhelm had a superb Mann-licher with telescopic sights. It’s a wunderbar feeling, to tag someone at five hundred yards, like the hand of God, the tiny figure falling in the snow … way out there near the skyline. And he practiced with his P38, worked over by a gunsmith and with a butt custom-molded to his hand. He could hit snowballs in the air.

Back to some requisitioned farmhouse, no need to ask permission from the owners. They have been removed by a work crew … had to … dead, you know … the ampules and syringes and alcohol laid out. The Colonel is a thin, aristocratic man of fifty with a fine thin nose and thin lips and little blue veins hard to hit. But Wilhelm could find a vein in a mummy.

“Allow me, my Colonel.”

The blood blooms in the syringe and he pushes the plunger home.

“Sieg Heil!” breathes the Colonel.

Wilhelm is tying up … ahh the blessed warmth.

“Heil Hitler!”

“Heil Hitler!” the Colonel echoes.

Wilhelm knows the whole thing is insane, like Napoléon. He remembers the Victor Hugo poem, “It snowed it snowed it snowed.”

He knows the Colonel is thinking the same thing. How can we get out from under this madman and save our assholes? But such thoughts are better left unspoken. As the Russian offensive gathers momentum and the Allies are close to Berlin, watch what you say and even what you think. The Black Dogs are sniffing for defeatism and disloyalty. One wrong word and you can hang with the Russian partisans with a placard around your neck: “Here is a pig who deserted his comrades. Now he is dead forever.” And this is a lieutenant. Officers are not exempt from such summary execution … on the contrary. So play it kalt, and watch and wait.

Shots outside … Wilhelm packs the drugs and the syringes. They will have to fall back, though they have been ordered to hold the position bis in der Tod. “Let Goebbels and Goering and Hitler come up here and hold it,” growls the Colonel. “I am pulling back.”


The long retreat, the frostbitten soldiers hobbling along on toeless feet. And those with their eyelids frozen off who can never again close their eyes. And the genitals that drop off when you try to take a piss and the concentrated yellow urine seeps out with sluggish black blood … back back back … to the outskirts of Berlin.

Berlin is a ruin, without water or food or police or medical facilities. Clearly it is every man for himself. The Russians are in the eastern outskirts of Berlin, the Allies in the west. Wilhelm is following his instincts. He knows that the name of the life game is Survival. The War is lost but the SS is out with ropes, grimly and methodically hanging all deserters and defeatists from trees and lampposts and the projecting beams of bombed-out buildings.

Ah, a dead major. Wilhelm goes quickly through his clothes. A .25 automatic, which he pockets, and four boxes of ampules and a syringe with extra needles in a little metal box…Eukodol…what is this? Wilhelm draws up two ampules of .02 grams. He hits and presses the plunger home.

“Sieg Heil.” It’s almost a speedball of morphine and cocaine. A real updraft, like he used to feel when he was flying gliders. But he never made the air force. His sight was short.

Keep moving, get to the Americans! They will believe anything if you tell them what they want to hear.



The fall of Berlin … music from Götterdämmerung … thunder and lightning. Dazed citizens dipping water out of bomb craters. Lightning freezes into the lightning insignia of the Waffen SS … face of the dancer blazes with alertness … WHOOSH! He throws himself to the ground as a shell explodes in front of him. He stands up immobile, watching.

Dangling from the beam of a bombed-out building is the body of a civilian youth. The body oscillates slowly and the face comes into view. Wilhelm pulls a knife and cuts the boy down, and drags him into the shell of a building. Wallpaper, a shattered dresser, suggestion of a theatrical dressing room. He works quickly, stripping off his uniform. Pulling the body up to remove the jacket … shirt … he strips off his pants and his underwear, placing his P38 on the dresser. His cock flips out half-hard. He is junk sick, shivering burning junk sick. He hoists the boy’s buttocks and pulls his pants down. The shorts are stained with sperm in front. He smiles and pulls the boy’s shorts down and puts them on with a bump grind leaving his cock sticking out all the way up now he fingers his cock and goes off showing all his teeth as he spurts over the naked corpse. He tucks his cock in. Pulls on the pants. Fit just right around his skinny waist and ass. Even the shoes fit. Ah, my shoes. He puts on the jacket and reaches into the left inside pocket.

Carl Peterson. Age: twenty-two. Occupation: mechanic.

On-screen advertisement: Children’s shoes have far to go … (An agent’s cover, his false identity, is known as shoes.)

Over the hills

And far away


“Hans!”

“Wilhelm!”

“What are you doing still in that uniform? Are you full crazy?”


“But Wilhelm, we were soldiers, not policemen. We are entitled to a soldier’s treatment under the Geneva Convention.”

“Would you like to explain that in Russian to the Ivans?”

Wilhelm points to a derelict in rags scuttling past. Hans shoots the derelict in the back of the head. “He deserves to die for stinking like this,” Hans grumbles as he puts on the old man’s rags. “Nameless asshole didn’t have papers. I will probably get typhus from his doss-house lice!”

“There are worse things than typhus, Hans…. We must find the Americans. Go west, young man, go west, and stay well away from the Ivans.”


“Say, are we glad to see you guys!”

“What took you so long?”

Berlin is swarming with police looking for war criminals. Kim, using the name Carl Peterson, gets a clerical job with the American CID so that he can photograph their list of wanted SS personnel. He accumulates a few thousand dollars trading coffee and chocolate, Spam and cigarettes, for antiques and paintings, P38s and Nazi daggers, which he sells to the American and English officers.

Kim feels grotesquely miscast as a black market operator. Look at them—sleek, pomaded, with manicured dirty fingernails, narrow shoulders and broad hips, expensive clothes and dirty underwear.

Kim singles out a cold-eyed tech sergeant. “Can you get rid of these?” He shows some morphine ampules. “Plenty more.”

The sergeant nods.

Soon he has ten thousand dollars saved up. Time to move on to Tangier.


The town is booming, quivering with avarice and money fever like the seismic tremors of an earthquake. There are no rooms to be had in Tangier, but he manages to find a place on Calle Cook in a run-down stucco villa operated by a former madame from Saigon, in return for a small Renoir. He issues a bulletin to the effect that he has money to invest, and is beseiged by operators with money-making ideas: to open another bar, a clothing store, an antique shop, to buy into a smuggling operation. He is just testing the air, shaking the tree.

So many Arab boys about, Kim decides to take the cure and indulge in sex. He checks into a clinic in the Marshan, run by a French doctor and his wife. The doctor is burly and vigorous, with a black mustache—un vrai bonhomme. The wife fades in and out in a perpetual state of well-founded jealousy. She is soon crying on Kim’s shoulder about her husband’s indiscretions. Three weeks, and Kim is over the hump.

“Sois sage,” the doctor says, with a crushing handshake.


And now for the list. There are five former SS in Tangier on the Allies’ list of wanted war criminals. He knows some of the names on his list are posing as Jewish refugees.

Ah, yes, here we are, Doctor Wellingstein. A former concentration camp doctor. I’ve got him on my list.


The Doctor is cool and reserved.

“So what can I do for you?” He makes a point of speaking in English. Kim has made it clear that the visit is not medical.

The Doctor receives him in a small parlor with chairs and a couch upholstered in blue satin, a glassed-in bookcase, all of it as dead and unlived-in as the Doctor himself—a tall, gaunt man with something dank and cold and dead in his face. Kim helps himself to schnapps from a carafe on the coffee table. Réalités, Der Spiegel, neatly laid out. Kim walks around the apartment looking at the pictures.

“Hummmm, Klee … Monet …”

“They are reproductions, of course.”

“Very good reproductions, I’d say.”


“What do you want?”

“Oh, I might be interested in buying some of your, uh, reproductions. Just arrived in Tangier. Place is a bit bare you know. Now, that”—he points to a small Klee—“would brighten up my digs.”

“This isn’t a shop. It’s not for sale. And now, if you will excuse me.”

Kim stands up. “Of course, Doctor Unruhe.”

The Doctor’s face freezes. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”

“Perhaps, but a phone call to the War Crimes Commission, or whatever they call themselves, could clear up the confusion.” Kim picks up his hat.

“Wait! Who are you?”

“A simple soldier of the Third Reich … misled like all the German people … Waffen SS.”

The Doctor speaks in German. “Sit down, we will talk. Let me get a decent schnapps.”

After a sehr gemütlich little chat with Kim, the Doctor puts his fingertips together. “I think that I can put you in the way of some profitable employment. You see, the Swiss are not pleased with the situation here in Tangier … secret banking facilities … a second Switzerland … this they do not like. I could introduce you to a man here … a Swiss.”

The Doctor makes a phone call. “He will be in the Parade Bar at seven this evening. He walks with a cane.”

Kim stands up to go. “You may rely on my discretion, Doctor. You see, I am more interested in employment than money…. Oh, yes, I would advise you to remove your reproductions to a bank vault.”


The Parade Bar is in an arcade of jewelry shops and gold merchants, a blank black expanse of plate glass, a heavy glass  door. The interior is dark, the atmosphere menacing and transient. You can hear time ticking away to disaster. Behind the bar is a middle-aged man who looks like a saintly old convict.

Kim orders a martini, which seems to materialize in front of him. “We are moving next month,” the bartender tells him.

“Looks like a bank in here,” Kim says.

The bartender nods matter-of-factly and walks down the bar to replenish a middle-aged female lush.

It is just a few minutes past seven. This must be my contact. The cane comes in first. A black cane followed by a thin man in a black suit with black glasses. He seems to feel with the cane and there is about him a suggestion of blindness. But he comes directly to Kim and sits down on the barstool next to him. “Ah,” he says, “you are Doctor Wellingstein’s young friend.” The hand he offers is as cool and dry as a bank note.

The bartender walks to the other end of the bar.

The man speaks as if referring to a computer readout. “The situation here is unsound but unfortunately has attracted unattached capital. This is of course regrettable. Perhaps if prospective investors became aware of exactly how dangerously unstable … I think a demonstration could be arranged.” He passes a large manila envelope to Kim. “Read this. Financial arrangements will be through the Banque de Genève.”


Qualitative data can be processed on the computer by assigning numerical value to a spectrum of affective states: Does the concept of a hog in a mosque elicit in the subject:


	Indifference

	Distinct displeasure

	Anger

	Rage

	Homicidal rage




We are shooting for a five … incidents, you know … recorded hog calls in mosques and Moslem cemeteries … hogs released from concealed pens and trucks.

We need a team of professional


























He just wanted a decent book to read …

Not too much to ask, is it? It was in 1935 when Allen Lane, Managing Director of Bodley Head Publishers, stood on a platform at Exeter railway station looking for something good to read on his journey back to London. His choice was limited to popular magazines and poor-quality paperbacks – the same choice faced every day by the vast majority of readers, few of whom could afford hardbacks. Lane’s disappointment and subsequent anger at the range of books generally available led him to found a company – and change the world.

We believed in the existence in this country of a vast reading public for intelligent books at a low price, and staked everything on it’
Sir Allen Lane, 1902–1970, founder of Penguin Books

The quality paperback had arrived – and not just in bookshops. Lane was adamant that his Penguins should appear in chain stores and tobacconists, and should cost no more than a packet of cigarettes.
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