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LE ROMAN D’APPRENTISSAGE ET L’ILLUSION D’AUTOBIOGRAPHIE 
DANS THE CATCHER IN THE RYE DE J. D. SALINGER, 1951 

 
 
 
 
Textes 

 
 
Chapter 1 
 
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 and all before they had me, and all that David Copperfield kind of crap, but I 
don’t feel like going into it, if you want to know the truth. In the first place, that stuff 
bores me, and in the second place, my parents would have two hemorrhages 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 goodam autobiography or 
anything. I’ll just tell you about this madman stuff that happened to me last 
Christmas just before I got pretty run-down and had to come out and take it easy. I 
mean that’s all I told D.B. about, and he’s my brother and all. 

 
 

 
Chapter 3 

 
“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.” 

 
 
 



Chapter 8 
 

Anyway, we were sitting there, and all of a sudden she said to me, "Excuse me, but 
isn't that a Pencey Prep sticker?" She was looking up at my suitcases, up on the rack.  
"Yes, it is," I said. She was right. I did have a goddam Pencey sticker on one of my 
Gladstones. Very corny, I'll admit.  
"Oh, do you go to Pencey?" she said. She had a nice voice. A nice telephone voice, 
mostly. She should've carried a goddam telephone around with her.  
"Yes, I do," I said.  
"Oh, how lovely! Perhaps you know my son, then, Ernest Morrow? He goes to 
Pencey."  
"Yes, I do. He's in my class."  
Her son was doubtless the biggest bastard that ever went to Pencey, in the whole 
crumby history of the school. He was always going down the corridor, after he'd had a  
shower, snapping his soggy old wet towel at people's asses. That's exactly the kind of 
a guy he was.  
"Oh, how nice!" the lady said. But not corny. She was just nice and all. "I must tell 
Ernest we met," she said. "May I ask your name, dear?"  
"Rudolf Schmidt," I told her. I didn't feel like giving her my whole life history. Rudolf 
Schmidt was the name of the janitor of our dorm.  
 
… 
Then she looked at me and asked me what I was afraid she was going to ask me.  
"Ernest wrote that he'd be home on Wednesday, that Christmas vacation would start 
on Wednesday," she said. "I hope you weren't called home suddenly because of illness 
in the family." She really looked worried about it. She wasn't just being nosy, you 
could tell.  
"No, everybody's fine at home," I said. "It's me. I have to have this operation."  
"Oh! I'm so sorry," she said. She really was, too. I was right away sorry I'd said it, but 
it was too late.  
"It isn't very serious. I have this tiny little tumor on the brain."  
"Oh, no!" She put her hand up to her mouth and all. "Oh, I'll be all right and 
everything! It's right near the outside. And it's a very tiny one. They can take it out in  
about two minutes."  
Then I started reading this timetable I had in my pocket. Just to stop lying. Once I get 
started, I can go on for hours if I feel like it. No kidding. Hours.  

 
 

 
Chapter 26 

 
“D.B. asked me what I thought about all this stuff I just finished telling you about. I 
didn't know what the hell to say. If you want to know the truth, I don't know what I 
think about it. I'm sorry I told so many people about it. About all I know is, I sort of 
miss everybody I told about. Even old Stradlater and Ackley, for instance. I think I 
even miss that goddam Maurice. It's funny. Don't ever tell anybody anything. If you 
do, you start missing everybody.  

 


