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I should not obtrude my affairs so much on the notice of my readers if very particular enquiries had not been made by my townsmen concerning my mode of life, which some would call impertinent, though they do not appear to me at all impertinent, but, considering the circumstances, very natural and pertinent…. Unfortunately, I am confined to this theme by the narrowness of my experience.  Moreover, I, on my side, require of every writer, first or last, a simple and sincere account of his own life, and not merely what he has heard of other men’s lives; some such account as he would send to his kindred from a distant life; for if he has lived sincerely, it must have been in a distant land to me.  

Call me Ishmael.

You don’t know about me, without you have read a book by the name of ‘The Adventures of Tom Sawyer,’ but that ain’t no matter.  That book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the truth, mainly.  There was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth.  That is nothing.  I never seen anybody but lied, one time or another, without it was aunt Polly, or the widow, or maybe Mary.  Aunt Polly, – Tom’s aunt Polly, she is – and Mary, and the widow Douglas, is all told about in that book – which is mostly a true book; with some stretchers, as I said before.

If you really want to hear about it, the first thing you’ll probably want to know is where I was born, and what my lousy childhood was like, and how my parents were occupied all before they had me, and all that David Copperfield kind of crap, but I don’t feel like going into it.  In the first place, that stuff bores me, and in the second place, my paretns would have about two haemorrhages apiece if I told anything pretty personal about them.  They’re quite touchy about anything like that, especially my father.  They’re nice and all – I’m not saying that – but they’re also touchy as hell.  Besides I’m not going to tell you my whole goddam autobiography or anything.  I’ll just tell you about this madman stuff that happened to me around last Christmas before I got pretty run-down and had to come out here and take it easy.  I mean that’s all I told D.B. about, and he’s my brother and all.  He’s in Hollywood… (J.D. Salinger, The Catcher in the Rye [1951] (Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1983, p.5))

I’m the most terrific liar you ever saw in your life.  It’s awful.  If I’m on my way to the store to buy a magazine, even, and somebody asks me where I’m going, I’m liable to say I’m going to the opera.  It’s terrible.  (p.20)

Norman N. Holland: “I can abstract, from the choices in the life I see, facts as visible as the words on the page, various subordinate patterns and themes until I arrive at one central, unifying pattern in that life which is the invariant sameness, the “identity theme” of the individual living it.  In other words, just as I can arrive at a unity for the series of choices that is Hamlet by means of a central, unifying theme, so I can arrive at an identity for a particular self by means of a centering identity theme.”

Holland: “The overarching principle is: identity recreates itself, or, to put it another way, style – in the sense of personal style – creates itself.  That is, all of us, as we read, use the literary work to symbolize and finally to replicate ourselves.  We work through the text our own characteristic patterns of desire and adaptation.  We interact with the work, making it part of our own psychic economy and making ourselves part of the literary work.”
After the Christmas thing was over, the goddam picture started.  It was so putrid I couldn’t take my eyes off it….All I can say is, don’t see it if you don’t want to puke all over yourself.  (pp.144-5)

The part that got me was, there was a lady sitting next to me that cried all through the goddam picture.  The phonier it got, the more she cried.  You’d have thought she did it because she was kind-hearted as hell, but I was sittign right next to her, and she wasn’t.  She had this little kid with her that was bored as hell and had to go to the bathroom, but she wouldn’t take him.  She kept telling him to sit still and behave himself,  She was about as kind-hearted as a goddam wolf,  You take somebody that cries their goddam eyes out over phoney stuff in the movies, and nine times out of ten they’re mean bastards at heart.  I’m not kidding.  (p.145)

The trouble was, that sort of junk is sort of fascinating to watch, even if you don’t want it to be.  For instance, that girl that was getting water squirted all over her face, she was pretty good-looking.  I mean, that’s my big trouble.  In my mind, I’m probably the biggest sex maniac you ever saw.  Sometimes I can think of very crumby stuff I wouldn’t mind doing if the opportunity came up.  I can even see how it might be quite a lot of fun, in a crumby way, and if you were both sort of drunk and all, to get a girl and squirt water or something over each other’s face.  The thing is, though, I don’t like the idea….Sex is something I really don’t understand too hot.  You never know where the hell you are.  I keep making up these sex rules for myself, and then I break them right away.  (p.66)

The best thing, though, in that museum, was that everything stayed right where it was.  Nobody’d move.  You could go there a hundred thousand times, and that Eskimo would still be just finished catching those two fish…and that squaw with the naked bosom would still be weaving that same blanket.  Nobody’d be different.  The only thing that would be different would be you.  Not that you’d be so much older or anything.  It wouldn’t be that exactly.  You’d just be different, that’s all.  You’d have an overcoat on this time….Or you’d heard your mother and father having a terrific fight in the bathroom.  Or you’d just passed by one of those puddles in the street with gasolien rainbows in them.  I mean you’d be different in some way – I can’t explain what I mean.  And even if I could, I’m not sure I’d feel like it.  (pp.128-9)

“Anyway, I keep picturing all these little kids playing some game in this big field of rye and all.  Thousands of little kids, and nobody’s around – nobody big, I mean – except me.  And I’m standing on the edge of some crazy cliff.  What I have to do, I have to catch everybody if they start to go over the cliff – I mean if they’re runnign and they don’t look where they’re going I have to come out from somewhere and catch them.  That’s all I’d do all day.  I’d just be the catcher in the rye and all.  I know it’s crazy, but that’s the only thing I’d really like to be.  I know it’s crazy.”  (pp.179-80)

I was the only one left in the tomb then.  I sort of liked it, in a way.  It was so nice and peaceful.  Then, all of a sudden, you’d never guess what I saw on the wall.. Another ‘Fuck you’.  It was written with a red crayon or something, right under the glass part of the wall, under the stones.


That’s the whole trouble.  You can’t never find a place that’s nice and peaceful, because there isn’t any.  You may think there is, but once you get there, when you’re not looking, somebody’ll sneak up and write ‘Fuck you’ right under your nose.  Try it sometime.  I thin, even, if I ever die, and they stick me in a cemetery, and I have a tombstone and all, it’ll say ‘Holden Caulfield’ on it, and then what year I was born and what year I died, and then right under that it’ll say ‘Fuck you.’  I’m positive, in fact.  (pp.210-1)

All the kids kept trying to grab for the gold ring, and so was old Pheobe, and I was sort of afraid she’d fall off the goddam horse, but I didn’t say anything or do anything.  The thing with kids is, if they want to grab for the gold ring, you have to let them do it, and not say anything.  If they fall off, they fall off, but it’s bad if you say anything to them. (p.218)

