wouldn’t let anybody look at his goldfish because he’d bought it
with his own money. It killed me. Now he’s out in Hollywood,
D.B., being a prostitute. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s the

movies. Don’t even mention them to me. OBV,

Where [ want to start telling is the day I left Pencey Prep.
Pencey Prep is this school that’s in Agerstown, Pennsylvania. You
probably heard of it. You've probably seen the ads, anyway. They
advertise in about a thousand magazines, always showing some
hot-shot guy on a horse jumping over a fence. Like as if all you
ever did at Pencey was play polo all the time. I never even once
saw a horse anywhere near the place. And underneath the guy on
the horse’s picture, it always says: ‘Since 1888 we have been mold-
ing boys into splendid, clear-thinking young men.’ Strictly
for the birds. They don’t do any damn more molding at Pencey
~ than they do at any other school. And I didn’t know anybody
there that was splendid and clear-thinking and all. Maybe two
guys. If that many. And they probably came to Pencey that way.

t was the Saturday of the football game with Saxon

Hall. The game with Saxon Hall was supposed to be a very big -

deal around Pencey. It was the last game of the year, and you
were supposed to commit suicide or something if old Pencey
didn’t win. I remember around three o’clock that afternoon I
was standing way the hell up on top of Thomsen Hill, right
next to this crazy cannon that was in the Revolutionary War
and all. You could see the whole field from there, and you could
see the two teams bashing each other all over the place. You
couldn’t see the grandstand too hot, but you could hear them all
yelling, deep and terrific on the Pencey side, because practically

the whole school except me was there, and scrawny and faggy \

on the Saxon Hall side, because the visi* g team handly gver
brought many people with them. lob nne
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