F R e\\/\\/\?f !
and ZO o€ r




FRANNY AND ZOOEY

by J. D. Salinger

A Bantam Book

Copyright 1955, 1957, 1961, by J. D. Salinger
ISBN 0-553-20348-7



FRANNY

THOUGH brilliantly sunny, Saturday morning was ox@at weather again, not just
topcoat weather, as it had been all week and ay@we had hoped it would stay for the
big weekend— the weekend of the Yale game. Ofwleaty-some young men who were
waiting at the station for their dates to arrivetba ten-fifty-two, no more than six or

seven were out on the cold, open platform. The wese standing around in hatless,
smoky little groups of twos and threes and foussda the heated waiting room, talking
in voices that, almost without exception, soundeliegiately dogmatic, as though each
young man, in his strident, conversational turns wkearing up, once and for all, some
highly controversial issue, one that the outsiden-matriculating world had been

bungling, provocatively or not, for centuries.

Lane Coutell, in a Burberry raincoat that appaseh#d a wool liner buttoned into it,
was one of the six or seven boys out on the opatiopin. Or, rather, he was and he
wasn't one of them. For ten minutes or more, hedediberately been standing just out of
conversation range of the other boys, his backnagé#ie free Christian Science literature
rack, his ungloved hands in his coat pockets. Hewaring a maroon cashmere muffler
which had hiked up on his neck, giving him nextrnio protection against the cold.
Abruptly, and rather absently, he took his rightdh@ut of his coat pocket and started to
adjust the muffler, but before it was adjusted,changed his mind and used the same
hand to reach inside his coat and take out a ltier the inside pocket of his jacket. He
began to read it immediately, with his mouth natejalosed.

The letter was written—typewritten—on pale-blue apatper. It had a handled,
unfresh look, as if it had been taken out of itgetope and read several times before:

Tuesday | think

DEAREST LANE

| have no idea if you will be able to decipher tlais the noise in the dorm is
absolutely incredible tonight and | can hardly hearself think. So if | spell anything
wrong kindly have the kindness to overlook it. temtally I've taken your advice and
resorted to the dictionary a lot lately, so if ifmps my style your to blame. Anyway |
just got your beautiful letter and | love you teges, distraction, etc., and can hardly wait
for the weekend. It's too bad about not being &blget ,me in Croft House, but | don't
actually care where | stay as long as it's warmrambdugs and | see you occasionally, i.e.



every single minute. I've been going i.e. crazgliat| absolutely adore your letter,
especially the part about Eliot. | think I'm begm to look down on all poets except
Sappho. I've been reading her like mad, and ncavulgmarks, please. | may even do my
term thing on her if | decide to go out for honarsl if | can get the moron they assigned
me as an advisor to let me. "Delicate Adonis is\gyiCytherea, what shall we do? Beat
your breasts, maidens, and rend your tunics."” {sattmarvellous?She keepsloingthat,
too. Do you love me? You didn't say once in yourribte letter. | hate you when your
being hopelessly super-male and retiscent (sp. )t iéally hate you but am
constitutionally against strong, silent men. Naittiou aren't strong but you know what |
mean. It's getting so noisy in here | can hardigrimyself think. Anyway I love you and
want to get this off special delivery so you can ijen plenty of time if 1 can find a
stamp in this madhouse. | love you | love you ldgwu. Do you actually know I've only
danced with youwice in eleven months? Not counting that time at the gemd when
you were so tight. I'll probably be hopelessly aafiscious. Incidentally I'll kill you if
there's a receiving line at this thing. Till Sataydmy flower!!

All my love,

FRANNY
XXXXXXXX
XXXXXXXX

P.S. Daddy got his X-rays back from the hospital are're all so relieved. Its a
growth but it isn't malignant. | spoke to Mother thie phone last night. Incidentally she
sent her regards to you, so you calax about that Friday night. | don't even think they
heard us come in.

P.P.S. | sound so unintelligent and dimwitted whemite to you. Why? | give you
my permission to analyze it. Let's just try to havmarvelous time this weekend. | mean
not try to analyze everything to death for onc@assible, especially me. | love you.

FRANCES(her mark)

Lane was about halfway through this particular megqbf the letter when he was
interrupted —intruded upon, trespassed upon—by réy4set young man named Ray
Sorenson, who wanted to know if Lane knew what blaistard Rilke was all about. Lane
and Sorenson were both in Modern European LitezaB1 (open to seniors and
graduate students only) and had been assignedotirghFof Rilke's "Duino Elegies" for
Monday. Lane, who knew Sorenson only slightly bad la vague, categorical aversion to
his face and manner, put away his letter and $etiite didn't know but that he thought
he'd understood most of it. "You're lucky," Soremsaid. "You're a fortunate man." His
voice carried with a minimum of vitality, as thougk had come over to speak to Lane
out of boredom or restiveness, not for any sottwhan discourse. "Christ, it's cold,” he
said, and took a pack of cigarettes out of his podkane noticed a faded but distracting



enough lipstick streak on the lapel of Sorensoareat's-hair coat. It looked as though it
had been there for weeks, maybe months, but hét didow Sorenson well enough to

mention it, nor, for that matter, did he give a dafesides, the train was arriving. Both
boys turned a sort of half left to face the incognengine. Almost at the same time, the
door to the waiting room banged open, and the bdys had been keeping themselves
warm began to come out to meet the train, moshentgiving the impression of having

at least three lighted cigarettes in each hand.

Lane himself lit a cigarette as the train pulled Tihen, like so many people, who,
perhaps, ought to be issued only a very probatipas$ to meet trains, he tried to empty
his face of all expression that might quite simjplgrhaps even beautifully, reveal how he
felt about the arriving person.

Franny was among the first of the girls to get th# train, from a car at the far,
northern end of the platform. Lane spotted her ighately, and despite whatever it was
he was trying to do with his face, his arm thattaly into the air was the whole truth.
Franny saw it, and him, and waved extravagantlykb&he was wearing a sheared-
raccoon coat, and Lane, walking toward her quidily with a slow face, reasoned to
himself, with suppressed excitement, that he wastily one on the platform who really
knewFranny's coat. He remembered that once, in a bedaar, after kissing Franny for
a half hour or so, he had kissed her coat lapeth@asgh it were a perfectly desirable,
organic extension of the person herself.

"Lane!" Franny greeted him pleasurably—and sheneaone for emptying her face
of expression. She threw her arms around him asge#i him. It was a station-platform
kiss—spontaneous enough to begin with, but rathigbited in the follow-through, and
with somewhat of a forehead-bumping aspect. "Did get my letter?" she asked, and
added, almost in the same breath, "You look alnfrogen, you poor man. Why didn't
you wait inside? Did you get my letter?"

"Which letter?" Lane said, picking up her suitcatewas navy blue with white
leather binding, like half a dozen other suitcabes had just been carried off the train.

"You didn't getit? | mailed it WednesdayOh, God! | even took it down to the
post—"

"Oh, that one. Yes. This all the bags you brougfitiat's the book?"

Franny looked down at her left hand. She had algealgreen clothbound book in
it. "This? Oh, just something," she said. She ogemer handbag and stuffed the book
into it, and followed Lane down the long platforamard the taxi stand. She put her arm
through his, and did most of the talking, if ndtalit. There was something, first, about
a dress in her bag that had to be ironed. Shest&id bought a really darling little iron
that looked like it went with a doll house, but Hadyotten to bring it. She said she didn't
think she'd known more than three girls on thentrdMartha Farrar, Tippie Tibbett, and
Eleanor somebody, whom she'd met years ago, ibdending-school days, at Exeter or



someplace. Everybody else on the train, Franny, $aotked very Smith, except for two
absolutely Vassar types and oalsolutelyBennington or Sarah Lawrence type. The
Ben-nington-Sarah Lawrence type looked like sheensthe whole train ride in the
John, sculpting or painting or something, or asugioshe had a leotard on under her
dress. Lane, walking rather too fast, said he way $ie hadn't been able to get her into
Croft House—that was hopeless, of course—but tél ¢pot her into this very nice, cozy
place. Small, but clean and all that. She'd likéndét said, and Franny immediately had a
vision of a white clapboard rooming house. Thre#sgvho didn't know each other in
one room. Whoever got there first would get thepgyrday bed to herself, and the other
two would share a double bed with an absolutelyafstic mattress. "Lovely,” she said
with enthusiasm. Sometimes it was hell to concealimpatience over the male of the
species' general ineptness, and Lane's in pantidaleeminded her of a rainy night in
New York, just after theatre, when Lane, with apstisus excess of curb-side charity,
had let that really horrible man in the dinner jgickake that taxi away from him. She
hadn't especially minded that—that @&od, it would be awful to have to be a man and
have to get taxis in the rain—but she rememberetk’kaeally horrible, hostile look at
her as he reported back to the curb. Now, feeladjyoguilty as she thought about that
and other things, she gave Lane's arm a spetlalpitessure of simulated affection. The
two of them got into a cab. The navy-blue bag wité white leather binding went up
front with the driver.

"We'll drop your bag and stuff where you're stayijgst chuck them in the door—
and then we'll go get some lunch,” Lane said. tarved." He leaned forward and gave
an address to the driver.

"Oh, it's lovely to see you!" Franny said as the peved off. "I'vemissedyou.” The
words were no sooner out than she realized thadisimt mean them at all. Again with
guilt, she took Lane's hand and tightly, warmlyelddingers with him.

ABOUT an hour later, the two were sitting at a camgpively isolated table in a
restaurant called Sickler's, downtown, a highlyof@d place among, chiefly, the
intellectual fringe of students at the college—#ia@ne students, more or less, who, had
they been Yale or Harvard men, might rather toaualhg have steered their dates away
from Mory's or Cronin's. Sickler's, it might bedaivas the only restaurant in town where
the steaks wererf'that thick"— thumb and index finger held an inch ap&itkler's was
Snails. Sickler's was where a student and his ei#tter both ordered salad or, usually,
neither of them did, because of the garlic seagpritranny and Lane were both having
Martinis. When the drinks had first been serveth&m, ten or fifteen minutes earlier,

Lane had sampled his, then sat back and briefligdldcaround the room with an
almost palpable sense of well-being at finding lEiihghe must have been sure no one
could dispute) in the right place with an unimpesdati right-looking girl—a girl who



was not only extraordinarily pretty but, so mucte thetter, not too categorically
cashmere sweater and flannel skirt. Franny had teemomentary little exposure, and
had taken it in for what it was, neither more nessl But by some old, standing
arrangement with her psyche, she elected to fatlydar having seen it, caught it, and
sentenced herself to listen to Lane's ensuing gsatien with a special semblance of
absorption.

Lane was speaking now as someone does who hasvm®@polizing conversation
for a good quarter of an hour or so and who betidwe has just hit a stride where his
voice can do absolutely no wrong. "I mean, to purudely,” he was saying, "the thing
you could say he lacks is testicularity. Know whatean?" He was slouched rhetorically
forward, toward Franny, his receptive audienceympserting forearm on either side of his
Martini.

"Lacks what?" Franny said. She had had to cleathreat before speaking, it had
been so long since she had said anything at all.

Lane hesitated. "Masculinity," he said.

"l heard you the first time."

"Anyway, that was the motif of the thing, so to ake-what | was trying to bring out
in a fairly subtle way,” Lane said, very closelylldaving the trend of his own
conversation. "I mear(zod. 1honestly thought it was going to go over like a dpa
lead balloon, and when | got it back with this gaidA' on it in letters about six feet
high, | swear | nearly keeled over."

Franny again cleared her throat. Apparently herf-isglosed sentence of
unadulterated good-listenership had been fullyeskriWhy?" she asked.

Lane looked faintly interrupted. "Why what?"
"Why'd you think it was going to go over like adeldalloon?"

"l just told you. | just got through saying. ThisygBrughman is a big Flaubert man.
Or at least | thought he was."

"Oh," Franny said. She smiled. She sipped her MiartThis is marvellous,” she
said, looking at the glass. "I'm so glad it's nobat twenty to one. | hate it when they're
absolutely all gin."

Lane nodded. "Anyway, | think I've got the goddaaper in my room. If we get a
chance over the weekend, I'll read it to you."

"Marvellous. I'd love to hear it."



Lane nodded again. "I mean | didn't say anything goddam world-shaking or
anything like that." He shifted his position in tbleair. "But—I don't know—I think the
emphasis | put owhy he was so neurotically attracted to thet justewasn't too bad. |
mean in the light of what we know today. Not jusyghoanalysis and all that crap, but
certainly to a certain extent. You know what | melm no Freudian man or anything
like that, but certain things you can't just pageras capital-F Freudian and let them go
at that. | mean to a certain extent | think | wasfgctly justified to point out that none of
the really good boys—Tolstoy, Dostoevsi8hakespearefor Chrissake—were such
goddam word-squeezers. They jusbte. Know what | mean?" Lane looked at Franny
somewhat expectantly. She seemed to him to have k&tening with extra-special
intentness.

"You going to eat your olive, or what?"

Lane gave his Martini glass a brief glance, thexkéal back at Franny. "No," he said
coldly. "You want it?"

"If you don't,” Franny said. She knew from Lanetpression that she had asked the
wrong question. What was worse, she suddenly dicarit the olive at all and wondered
why she had eveaskedfor it. There was nothing to do, though, when Lartended his
Martini glass to her but to accept the olive andstone it with apparent relish. She then
took a cigarette from Lane's pack on the table,ranli it for her and one for himself.

After the interruption of the olive, a short silencame over the table. When Lane
broke it, it was because he was not one to kegmalpline to himself for any length of
time. "This guy Brughman thinks | ought to publigi®e goddam paper somewhere," he
said abruptly. "I don't know, though." Then, as uflo he had suddenly become
exhausted — or, rather, depleted by the demandg madhim by a world greedy for the
fruit of his intellect—he began to massage the sidkis face with the flat of his hand,
removing, with unconscious crassness, a bit opsiesn one eye. "I mean critical essays
on Flaubert and those boys are a goddam dime andode reflected, looking a trifle
morose. "As a matter of fact, | don't think theeeheen any really incisive jobs done on
him in the last—"

"You're talking like a section man. But exactly.”

"l beg your pardon?" Lane said with measured qagsn

"You're talking exactly like a section man. I'mgotbut you are. You really are."

"l am? How does a section man talk, may | ask?"

Franny saw that he was irritated, and to what éxtart, for the moment, with equal
parts of self-disapproval and malice, she felt Bpeaking her mind. "Well, | don't know

what they are around here, but whereome from, a section man's a person that takes
over a class when the professor isn't there ousy baving a nervous breakdown or is at



the dentist or something. He's usually a graduaigest or something. Anyway, if it's a
course in Russian Literature, say, he comes ihjgrittle button-down-collar shirt and
striped tie, and starts knocking Tur-genev for al@zohalf hour. Then, when he's finished,
when he's completelyuined Turgenev for you, he starts talking about Stendiral
somebody he wrote his thesis for his M.A. on. Whege, the English Department has
about ten little section men running around ruinihiggs for people, and they're all so
brilliant they can hardly open their mouths—pardi@ contradiction. | mean if you get
into an argument with them, all they do is get tbisibly benignexpression on their—"

"You've got a goddam bug today—you know that? Whathell's the matter with
you anyway?"

Franny quickly tipped her cigarette ash, then bhbdige ashtray an inch closer to her
side of the table. "I'm sorry. I'm awful," she sdilve just felt sadestructiveall week. It's
awful, I'm horrible.”

"Your letter didn't sound so goddam destructive."

Franny nodded solemnly. She was looking at a htteem blotch of sunshine, about
the size of a poker chip, on the tablecloth. "I kadtrain to write it," she said.

Lane started to say something to that, but theewaitis suddenly there to take away
the empty Matrtini glasses. "You want another oreftfe asked Franny.

He didn't get an answer. Franny was staring atitthe blotch of sunshine with a
special intensity, as if she were considering lydiogvn in it.

"Franny," Lane said patiently, for the waiter's &kn "Would you like another
Martini, or what?"

She looked up. "I'm sorry." She looked at the reaapempty glasses in the waiter's
hand. "No. Yes. | don't know."

Lane gave a laugh, looking at the waiter. "Which5 he said.
"Yes, please." She looked more alert.

The waiter left. Lane watched him leave the rodmntlooked back at Franny. She
was shaping her cigarette ash on the side of gsh fashtray the waiter had brought, her
mouth not quite closed. Lane watched her for a nmiméth mounting irritation. Quite
probably, he resented and feared any signs of liekat in a girl he was seriously
dating. In any case, he surely was concerned treepassibility that this bug Franny had
might bitch up the whole weekend. He suddenly Iddoeward, putting his arms on the
table, as though to get this thing ironed out, md@ut Franny spoke up before he did.
"I'm lousy today," she said. "I'm just way off tgdaShe found herself looking at Lane as
if he were a stranger, or a poster advertisingaadrof linoleum, across the aisle of a



subway car. Again she felt the trickle of disloyadnd guilt, which seemed to be the
order of the day, and reacted to it by reaching ewecover Lane's hand with her own.
She withdrew her hand almost immediately and used pick her cigarette out of the
ashtray. "I'll snap out of this in a minute,” slaéds "l absolutely promise.” She smiled at
Lane—in a sense, genuinely —and at that momentile smreturn might at least have
mitigated to some small extent certain events Werte to follow, but Lane was busy
affecting a brand of detachment of his own, andsehwot to smile back. Franny dragged
on her cigarette. "If it weren't so late and eveing," she said, "and if | hadn't decided
like a fool to go out fohonors,I think I'd drop English. | don't know." She tippéer
ashes. "I'm just so sick of pedants and conceittd tearer-downers | could scream.”
She looked at Lane. "I'm sorry. I'll stop. | givewmy word. . . . It's just that if I'd had
any guts at all, I wouldn't have gone back to gdlat all this year. | don't know. | mean
it's all the most incredible farce.”

"Brilliant. That's really brilliant.”
Franny took the sarcasm as her due. "I'm sorrg"ssiid.

"Stop saying you're sorry—do you mind? | don't sag#it's occurred to you that
you're making ondelluva sweeping generalization. If all English Departmpebple
were such great little tearer-downers, it wouldabhealtogether different—"

Franny interrupted him, but almost inau-dibly. Skas looking over his charcoal
flannel shoulder at some abstraction across thaglmoom.

"What?" Lane asked.
"l said | know. You're right. I'm just off, thatdl. Don't pay any attention to me."

But Lane couldn't let a controversy drop until #dhbeen resolved in his favor. "l
mean, hell," he said. "There are incompetent peoplal walks of life. | mean that's
basic. Let's drop the goddam section men for a mihiHe looked at Franny. "You
listening to me, or what?"

"Yes."

"You've got two of the best men in the country auygoddam English Department.
Man-lius. Esposito. God, | wish we had thbare.At least, they're poets, for Chrissake."

"They're not,” Franny said. "That's partly whatsawful. | mean they're notal
poets. They're just people that write poems thapgbelished and anthologized all over
the place, but they're npbets."She stopped, self-consciously, and put out hereitga
For several minutes now, she had seemed to beglasior in her face. Suddenly, even
her lipstick seemed a shade or two lighter, asghahe had just blotted it with a leaf of
Kleenex. "Let's not talk about it,” she said, almcslessly, squashing her cigarette stub
in the ashtray. "I'm way off. I'll just ruin the wle weekend. Maybe there's a trapdoor



under my chair, and I'll just disappear.”

The waiter came forward very briefly, and left @@®d Martini in front of each of
them.

Lane put his fingers—which were slender and long] asually not far out of
sight—around the stem of his glass. "You're mhing anything," he said quietly. "I'm
just interested in finding out what the hell goesnean do you have to be a goddam
bohemian type, odead, for Chrissake, to be eeal poet?What do you want—some
bastard with wavy hair?"

"No. Can't we let it go? Please. I'm feeling abs®lulousy, and I'm getting a
terrible—"

"I'd be very happy to drop the whole subject —I&l delighted. Just tell me first
what areal poetis, if you don't mind. I'd appreciate it. | realiould.”

There was a faint glisten of perspiration high oanfay's forehead. It might only
have meant that the room was too warm, or thatstkmnach was upset, or that the
Martinis were too potent; in any case, Lane disedm to notice it.

"l don't knowwhat a real poet is. | wish youstopit, Lane. I'm serious. I'm feeling
very peculiar and funny, and | can't—"

"All right, all right—O.K. Relax," Lane said. "l vgaonly trying—"

"l know this much, is all,” Franny said. "If you'agpoet, you do something beautiful.
| mean you're supposed teave something beautiful after you get off the page and
everything. The ones you're talking about don'téea single, solitary thing beautiful. All
that maybe the slightly better ones do is sortetfigside your head and leasemething
there, but just because thay, just because they know how to leasmmethingijt doesn't
have to be goem,for heaven's sake. It may just be some kind ofltgrfascinating,
syntaxydroppings—excuse the expression. Like Manlius and Espositbadl those poor
men."

Lane took time to light a cigarette for himself dwef he said anything. Then: "I
thought you liked Manlius. As a matter of fact, ab@ month ago, if | remember
correctly, you said he was darling, and that you—"

"l do like him. I'm sick of just liking people. I igh to God | could meet somebody |
could respect. . . . Would you excuse me for justidute?" Franny was suddenly on her
feet, with her handbag in her hand. She was vde/ pa

Lane got up, pushing back his chair, his mouth sama¢ open. "What's the matter?"
he asked. "You feel all right? Anything wrong, onat?"



“I'll be back in just a second."

She left the room without asking directions, asutiftoshe knew from former lunches
at Sick-ler's just where to go.

Lane, alone at the table, sat smoking and takimgewative drinks from his Martini
to make it last till Franny got back. It was vetgar that the sense of well-being he had
felt, a half hour earlier, at being in the righag® with the right, or right-looking, girl was
now totally gone. He looked over at the sheareecmam coat, which lay somewhat
askew over the back of Franny's vacant chair—theeseoat that had excited him at the
station, by virtue of his singular familiarity witk—and he examined it now with all but
unqualified disaffection. The wrinkles in the silking seemed, for some reason, to
annoy him. He stopped looking at it and began &oesat the stem of his Martini glass,
looking worried and vaguely, unfairly conspired iagh One thing was sure. The
weekend was certainly getting off to a goddam pacstart. At that moment, though, he
chanced to look up from the table and see someen&new across the room—a
classmate, with a date. Lane sat up a bit in hasr @nd adjusted his expression from that
of all-round apprehension and discontent to that nfan whose date has merely gone to
the John, leaving him, as dates do, with nothingdan the meantime but smoke and
look bored, preferably attractively bored.

THE ladies' room at Sickler's was almost as lagé¢ha dining room proper, and, in a
special sense, appeared to be hardly less comnm®dionas unattended and apparently
unoccupied when Franny came in. She stood for aenbr-rather as though it were a
rendezvous point of some kind—in the middle of tited floor. Her brow was beaded
with perspiration now, her mouth was slackly opemj she was still paler than she had
been in the dining room. Abruptly, then, and vewycgly, she went into the farthest and
most anonymous-looking of the seven or eight emcéss—which, by luck, didn't require
a coin for entrance—closed the door behind her,, amth some little difficulty,
manipulated the bolt to a locked position. Withany apparent regard to the suchness of
her environment, she sat down. She brought herskiogether very firmly, as if to make
herself a smaller, more compact unit. Then sheepléer hands, vertically, over her eyes
and pressed the heels hard, as though to pardigzeptic nerve and drown all images
into a voidlike black. Her extended fingers, thougdmbling, or because they were
trembling, looked oddly graceful and pretty. Shidhbat tense, almost fetal position for
a suspensory moment—then broke down. She crieduflyr five minutes. She cried
without trying to suppress any of the noisier mestiéitions of grief and confusion, with
all the convulsive throat sounds that a hystetdd makes when the breath is trying to
get up through a partly closed epiglottis. And yehen finally she stopped, she merely
stopped, without the painful, knifelike intakes lofeath that usually follow a violent
outburst-inburst. When she stopped, it was as thgogie momentous change of polarity
had taken place inside her mind, one that had ameirate, pacifying effect on her body.



Her face tear-streaked but quite expressionlesspsil vacuous, she picked up her
handbag from the floor, opened it, and took out ghwmll pea-green clothbound book.
She put it on her lap—on her knees, rather—andddalown at it, gazed down at it, as if
that were the best of all places for a small pesigrclothbound book to be. After a
moment, she picked up the book, raised it chest;lagd pressed it to her—firmly, and
quite briefly. Then she put it back into the harglbstood up, and came out of the
enclosure. She washed her face with cold wateeddtiwith a towel from an overhead
rack, applied fresh lipstick, combed her hair, kefdthe room.

She looked quite stunning as she walked acrosdittieg room to the table, not at
all unlike a girl on thequi vive appropriate to a big college weekend. As she came
briskly, smiling, to her chair, Lane slowly got wpnapkin in his left hand.

"God. I'm sorry," Franny said. "Did you think I'ted?"

"l didn't think you'ddied," Lane said. He drew her chair for her. "I didn't Wnwhat
the hell happened.” He went around to his own chsife don't have any too goddam
much time, you know." He sat down. "You all rightBur eyes are a little bloodshot.” He
looked at her more closely. "You O.K., or what?"

Franny lit a cigarette. "I'm marvelloum®w. | just never felt so fantasticallpckyin
my entire life. Did you order?"

"l waited for you," Lane said, still looking at hefosely. "What was the matter
anyway? Your stomach?"

"No. Yes and no. | don't know," Franny said. Shekkxl down at the menu on her
plate, and consulted it without picking it up. "Allwant's a chicken sandwich. And
maybe a glass of milk. ... You order what you wand all, though. | mean, take snails
and octopuses and things. Octopi. I'm really natldtungry.”

Lane looked at her, then exhaled a thin, overlyresgive stream of smoke down at
his plate. "This is going to be a real little doll a weekend," he said. "A chicken
sandwich, for God's sake."

Franny was annoyed. "I'm not hungry, Lane —sonry. My gosh. Now, please. You
order what you want, why don't you, and I'll eatiletyou're eating. But | can't just work
up an appetite because you want me to."

"All right, all right." Lane craned his neck andught the waiter's attention. A
moment later, he ordered the chicken sandwich hadgtass of milk for Franny, and
snails, frogs' legs, and a salad for himself. Hikéal at his wrist-watch when the waiter
had gone, and said, "We're supposed to be up dirilige at one-fifteen, one-thirty,
incidentally. No later. | told Wally we'd probabstop off for a drink and then maybe
we'd all go out to the stadium together in his ¥au mind? You like Wally."



"I don't even know who he is."

"You've met him about twenty times, for God's sakéally Campbell. Jesus. If
you've met him once, you've met him—"

"Oh. | remember. . . . Listen, doffiate me because | can't remember some person
immediately. Especially when they look like everglgeelse, and talk and dress and act
like everybody else." Franny made her voice stopolinded to her cavilling and bitchy,
and she felt a wave of self-hatred that, quiteditg, made her forehead begin to perspire
again. But her voice picked up again, in spite efsklf. "I don't mean there's anything
horrible about him or anything like that. It's jukat for four solid years I've kept seeing
Wally Campbells wherever | go. | know when thegoeng to becharming,| know when
they're going to start telling you some really gagbssip about some girl that lives in
your dorm, | know when they're going to ask me whdid over the summer, | know
when they're going to pull up a chair and stradtlleackward and start bragging in a
terribly, terribly quiet voice—or name-dropping anterribly quiet,casualvoice. There's
an unwritten law that people in a certain sociafinancial bracket can name-drop as
much as they like just as long as they say somgtieimibly disparaging about the person
as soon as they've dropped his name—that he'stardbas a nymphomaniac or takes
dope all the time, osomethinghorrible." She broke off again. She was quiet for a
moment, turning the ashtray in her fingers anddpeareful not to look up and see Lane's
expression. "I'm sorry," she said. "It isn't jusaMy Campbell. I'm just picking on him
because you mentioned him. And because he just lok& somebody that spent the
summer in Italy or someplace.”

"He was in France last summer, for your informatidrane stated. "I know what
you mean," he added quickly, "but you're being goddin—"

"All right,"” Franny said wearily. "France." She toa cigarette out of the pack on the
table. "It isn't just Wally. It could be a girl,fgoodness' sake. | mean if he were a girl—
somebody in my dorm, for example—he'd have beentipgi scenery in some stock
company all summer. Or bicycled through Wales. &keh an apartment in New York
and worked for a magazine or an advertising compiéiseverybody| mean. Everything
everybody does is so—I don't know—nuatrong, or even mean, or even stupid
necessarily. But just so tiny and meaningless arati-psaking. And the worst part is, if
you go bohemian or something crazy like that, yowonforming just as much as
everybody else, only in a different way." She sexppShe shook her head briefly, her
face quite white, and for just a fractional momshe felt her forehead with her hand—
less, it seemed, to find out whether she was pamgpthan to check to see, as if she were
her own parent, whether she had a fever. "l fedusay," she said. "I think I'm going
crary. Maybe I'm already crazy."

Lane was looking at her with genuine concern—mooacern than curiosity.
"You're pale as hell. You're really pale—you kndat®" he asked.

Franny shook her head. "I'm fine. I'll be fine inmanute." She looked up as the



waiter came forward with their orders. "Oh, yourits look beautiful." She had just
brought her cigarette to her lips, but it had gooé "What'd you do with the matches?"
she asked.

Lane gave her a light when the waiter had goneu"$fmoke too much,"” he said. He
picked up the small fork beside his plate of sndilg looked at Franny again before he
used it. "I'm worried about you. I'm serious. Wha hell's happened to you in the last
couple of weeks?"

Franny looked at him, then simultaneously shrugaged shook her head. "Nothing.
Absolutely nothing," she said. "Eat. Eat them sndihey're terrible if they're cold."

"Youeat."

Franny nodded and looked down at her chicken saidvhe felt a faint wave of
nausea, and looked up immediately and dragged ocidegette.

"How's the play?" Lane asked, attending to hislsnai
"I don't know. I'm not in it. | quit."

"You quit?" Lane looked up. "I thought you were s@d about the part. What
happened? They give it to somebody else?"

"No, they did not. It was all mine. That's nasty, @hat's nasty."
"Well, what happened? You didn't quit the wholealément, did you?"

Franny nodded, and took a sip of her milk. Lanetedhtill he had chewed and
swallowed, then said, "Why, for God's sake? | thmutpe goddam theatre was your
passion. It's about the only thing I've ever hgangd—"

"l just quit, that's all,” Franny said. "It startechbarrassing me. | began to feel like
such a nasty little egomaniac.” She reflected.dm'dknow. It seemed like such poor
taste, sort of, to want to act in the first platenean all theego.And | used to hate
myself so, when | was in a play, to be backstager #fie play was over. All those egos
running around feeling terriblgharitable and warm. Kissing everybody and wearing
their makeup all over the place, and then tryingpechorribly natural and friendly when
your friends came backstage to see you. | justhagself. . . . And the worst part was |
was usually sort of ashamed to be in the playss waEspecially in summer stock."” She
looked at Lane. "And | had good parts, so don'’klabme that way. It wasn't that. It was
just that | would've been ashamed if, say, anybbdespected—my brothers, for
example—came and heard me deliver some oflittes | had to say. | used to write
certain people and tell them not to come." Sheectfld again. "Except Pegeen in
'Playboy,' last summer. | mean that could have Ibealhy nice, only the goon that played
the Playboy spoiled any fun it might have beenwds so lyrical—God, was he lyrical!"



Lane had finished his snails. He sat looking detitedy expressionless. "He got
terrific reviews," he said. "You sent me the revgevl you recall.”

Franny sighed. "All right. O.K., Lane."

"No, | mean you've been talking for a half hourtli@ugh you're the only person in
the world that's got any goddam sense, any criabdity. | mean if some of the best
critics thought this man was terrific in the playaybe he was, maybe you're wrong. That
ever occur to you? You know, you haven't exacthched the ripe, old—"

"He was terrific for somebody that just has taléingou're going to play the Playboy
right, you have to be a genius. Yda, that's all—I can't help it," Franny said. She atthe
her back a trifle, and, with her mouth a trifle opehe put her hand on top of her head. "l
feel so woozy and funny. | don't know what's theteravith me."

"You thinkyou'rea genius?"
Franny took her hand down from her head. "Aw, L&lease. Don't do that to me."
“I'm not doing any—"

"All I know is I'm losing my mind,"” Franny said.'fh just sick of ego, ego, ego. My
own and everybody else's. I'm sick of everybodyt twants toget somewhere, do
something distinguished and all, be somebody isterg It's disgusting —it is, is. |
don't care what anybody says."

Lane raised his eyebrows at that, and sat backbétter to make his point. "You
sure you're just not afraid of competing?" he askid studied quietness. "I don't know
too much about it, but I'd lay odds a good psychbat—I mean a really competent
one—would probably take that statement—"

"I'm not afraid to compete. It's just the opposi?en't you see that? I'm afraidwill
compete—that's what scares me. That's why | gaifTtieatre Department. Just because
I'm so horribly conditioned to accept everybodyetlsvalues, and just because | like
applause and people to rave about me, doesn't inadflet. I'm ashamed of it. I'm sick of
it. I'm sick of not having the courage to be ancélte nobody. I'm sick of myself and
everybody else that wants to make some kind oflaskpy She paused, and suddenly
picked up her glass of milk and brought it to hps. "l knew it," she said, setting it
down. "That's something new. My teeth go funny an ithey're chattering. | nearly bit
through a glass the day before yesterday. Maybestamk, staring mad and don't know
it." The waiter had come forward to serve Lanadg$t legs and salad, and Franny looked
up at him. He, in turn, looked down at her untouchkicken sandwich. He asked if the
young lady would perhaps like to change her orBeanny thanked him, and said no.
"I'm just very slow," she said. The waiter, who wea¢ a young man, seemed to look for
an instant at her pallor and damp brow, then boavetieft.



"You want to use this a second?" Lane said abrupté/was holding out a folded,
white handkerchief. His voice sounded sympathdiiod, in spite of some perverse
attempt to make it sound matter-of-fact.

"Why? Do | need it?"
"You're sweating. Not sweating, but | mean youef@ad's perspiring quite a bit."

"It is? How horrible! I'm sorry. . . ." Franny brought Heandbag up to table level,
opened it, and began to rummage through it. "I lsree Kleenex somewhere."

"Use my handkerchief, for God's sake. What thésie difference?"

'‘Wo—1I love that handkerchief and I'm not going &t g all perspiry,” Franny said.
Her handbag was a crowded one. To see better, esjgnio unload a few things and
place them on the tablecloth, just to the left ef bntasted sandwich. "Here it is," she
said. She used a compact mirror and quickly, lighibtted her brow with a leaf of
Kleenex. "God. | look like a ghost. How can younstane?"

"What's the book?" Lane asked.

FRANNY literally jumped. She looked down at the atiderly little pile of handbag
freight on the tablecloth. "What book?" she saithis, you mean?" She picked up the
little clothbound book and put it back into her dag. "Just something | brought to look
at on the train."

"Let's have a look. What is it?"

Franny didn't seem to hear him. She opened her acimggain and took another
quick glance into the mirror. "God," she said. Thate cleared everything—compact,
billfold, laundry bill, toothbrush, a tin of aspis, and a gold-plated swizzle stick—back
into her handbag. "I don't know why | carry thadzy gold swizzle stick around,” she
said. "A very corny boy gave it to me when | wasagphomore, for my birthday. He
thought it was such a beautiful and inspired giftd he kept watching my face while 1
opened the package. | keep trying to throw it avibay,| simply can't do it. I'll go to my
grave with it." She reflected. "He kept grinninga and telling me I'd always have good
luck if | kept it with me at all times."

Lane had started in on his frogs' legs. "What wees ltook, anyway? Or is it a
goddam secret or something?" he asked.

"The little book in my bag?" Franny said. She wattihim disjoint a pair of frogs'



legs. Then she took a cigarette from the pack ertdble and lit it herself. "Oh, | don't

know," she said. "It's something called 'The Wayad®ilgrim." " She watched Lane eat
for a moment. "I got it out of the library. This m#hat teaches this Religion Survey thing
I'm taking this term mentioned it." She draggecdhencigarette.

"I've had it out for weeks. | keep forgetting toum it."
"Who wrote it?"

"l don't know," Franny said casually. "Some Rus$easant, apparently.” She went
on watching Lane eat his frogs' legs. "He neveegifiis name. You never know his
name the whole time he's telling the story. He jalls you he's a peasant and that he's
thirty-three years old and that he's got a withened. And that his wife is dead. It's all in
the eighteen-hundreds."

Lane had just shifted his attention from the frdggs to the salad. "Any good?" he
said. "What's it about?"

"l don't know. It's peculiar. | mean it's primargyreligious book. In a way, | suppose
you could say it's terribly fanatical, but in a wiysn't. | mean it starts out with this
peasant—the pilgrim—wanting to find out what it mean the Bible when it says you
should pray incessantly. You know. Without stoppilrg Thessa-lonians or someplace.
So he starts out walking all over Russia, lookiogdomebody who can tell hilrowto
pray incessantly. And what you should say if you' #wanny seemed intensely interested
in the way Lane was dismembering his frogs' legs. é{es remained fixed on his plate
as she spoke. "All he carries with him is this lsagk filled with bread and salt. Then he
meets this person called a starets—some sort mibl{eadvanced religious person—and
the starets tells him about a book called the Khalia.' "Which apparently was written by
a group of terribly advanced monks who sort of adved this really incredible method
of praying.”

"Hold still," Lane said to a pair of frogs' legs.

"Anyway, so the pilgrim learns how to pray the vihgse very mystical persons say
you should—I mean he keeps at it till he's peri@dteand everything. Then he goes on
walking all over Russia, meeting all kinds of aliely marvellous people and telling
them how to pray by this incredible method. | m#sat's really the whole book."

"l hate to mention it, but I'm going to reek of lgal' Lane said.

"He meets this one married couple, on one of hisneys, that | love more than
anybody | ever read about in my entire life," Frarsaid. "He's walking down a road
somewhere in the country, with his knapsack onlaisk, when these two tiny little
children run after him, shouting, 'Dear little badgDear little beggar! You must come
home to Mummy. She likes beggars.' So he goes lathethe children, and thigeally
lovely person, the children's mother, comes ouhefhouse all in a bustle and insists on



helping him take off his dirty old boots and givihgn a cup of tea. Then the father
comes home, and apparently he loves beggars agrihs| too, and they all sit down to
dinner. And while they're at dinner, the pilgrimm&to know who all the ladies are that
are sitting around the table, and the husband bé&tlsthat they're all servants but that
they always sit down to eat with him and his wifecause they're sisters in Christ."
Franny suddenly sat up a trifle straighter in reatsself-consciously. "I mean | loved the
pilgrim wanting to know who all the ladies were he&Swatched Lane butter a piece of
bread. "Anyway, after that, the pilgrim stays ovght, and he and the husband sit up till
late talking about this method of praying withoetsing. The pilgrim tells him how to
do it. Then he leaves in the morning and startsooutome more adventures. He meets
all kinds of people—I mean that's the whole boeklly—and he tells all of them how to
pray by this special way."

Lane nodded. He cut into his salad with his fotkhdpe to God we get time over the
weekend so that you can take a quick look at tbkdgm paper | told you about,” he
said. "l don't know. | may not do a damn thing with—I mean try to publish it or what
have you— but I'd like you to sort of glance thrbugwhile you're here."

"I'd love to," Franny said. She watched him butti@other piece of bread. "You
might like this book," she said suddenly. "It'sssmple, | mean.”

"Sounds interesting. You don't want your butteryda?"

"No, take it. | can't lend it to you, because way overdue already, but you could
probably get it at the library here. I'm positivauycould."

"You haven't touched your goddam sandwich," Land saddenly. "You know
that?"

Franny looked down at her plate as if it had juestrbplaced before her. "l will in a
minute," she said. She sat still for a moment, ingidher cigarette, but without dragging
on it, in her left hand, and with her right hangefi tensely around the base of the glass
of milk. "Do you want to hear what the special noettof praying was that the starets told
him about?" she asked. "It's really sort of intBnggs in a way."

Lane cut into his last pair of frogs' legs. He nedld'Sure,” he said. "Sure."”

"Well, as | said, the pilgrim—this simple peasantared the whole pilgrimage to
find out what it means in the Bible when it saysi'y® supposed to pray without ceasing.
And then he meets this starets—this very advanelgglaus person | mentioned, the one
who'd been studying the Thilokalia' for years arghrg and years." Franny stopped
suddenly to reflect, to organize. "Well, the staretls him about the Jesus Prayer first of
all. 'Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on me." | minat's what it is. And he explains to
him that those are the best words to use when yaw. [Especially the word 'mercy,’
because it's such a really enormous word and cam @ many things. | mean it doesn't
just have to meamercy."Franny paused to reflect again. She was no loragkirlg at



Lane's plate but over his shoulder. "Anyway," stentwon, "the starets tells the pilgrim
that if you keep saying that prayer over and ogaira—you only have to just do it with
your lips at first—then eventually what happens, the prayecomes self-active.
Somethinghappensafter a while. | don't know what, but something jpams, and the
words get synchronized with the person's heartbeaitd then you're actually praying
without ceasing. Which has a really tremendous ticglseffect on your whole outlook. |
mean that's the wholgoint of it, more or less. | mean you do it to purify yauhole
outlook and get an absolutely new conception oftwelrarything's about.”

Lane had finished eating. Now, as Franny pausedhadpe sat back and lit a
cigarette and watched her face. She was still laplabstractedly ahead of her, past his
shoulder, and seemed scarcely aware of his presence

"But the thing is, the marvellous thing is, whemyost start doing it, you don't even
have to havdaith in what you're doing. | mean even if you're tegribmbarrassed about
the whole thing, it's perfectly all right. | meanure notinsulting anybody or anything.
In other words, nobody asks you to believe a sitigieg when you first start out. You
don't even have to think about what you're sayihg,starets said. All you have to have
in the beginning is quantity. Then, later on, ittmes quality by itself. On its own power
or something. He says that any name of God—any regnai—has this peculiar, self-
active power of its own, and it starts working afteu've sort of started it up.”

Lane sat rather slouched in his chair, smoking, dyies narrowed attentively at
Franny's face. Her face was still pale, but it baén paler at other moments since the
two had been in Sickler's.

"As a matter of fact, that makes absolute sensegghrfy said, "because in the
Nembutsu sects of Buddhism, people keep saying tNamida Butsu' over and over
again—which means 'Praises to the Buddha' or sangelike that— and theame thing
happens. The exact same—"

"Easy. Take it easy," Lane interrupted. "In thstfiplace, you're going to burn your
fingers any second.”

Franny gave a minimal glance down at her left hamdl dropped the stub of her
still-burning cigarette into the ashtray. "The satheng happens in 'The Cloud of
Unknowing,' too. Just with the word 'God." | meam yust keep saying the word 'God." "
She looked at Lane more directly than she hadvaraéminutes. "I mean the point is did
you ever hear anything so fascinating in yiifier, in a way? | mean it's so hard to just say
it's absolute coincidence and then just let it gthat—that's what's so fascinating to me.
At least, that's what's so terribly—" She broke. &fine was shifting restively in his
chair, and there was an expression on his face—ttemnda raised eyebrows, chiefly—
that she knew very well. "What's the matter?" stiesd.

"You actually believe that stuff, or what?"



Franny reached for the pack of cigarettes and toakout. "I didn't say | believed it
or | didn't believe it," she said, and scannedt#ine for the folder of matches. "I said it
was fascinating." She accepted a light from Langust think it's a terribly peculiar
coincidence," she said, exhaling smoke, "that yeepkrunning into that kind of advice—
I mean all these really advanced and absolutelyogu religious persons that keep
telling you if you repeat the name of God incedgasbmethinghappensEven in India.

In India, they tell you to meditate on the 'Om,'iethmeans the same thing, really, and
the exact same result is supposed to happen. Samh you can't just rationalize it away
without even—"

"Whatis the result?" Lane said shortly.
"What?"

"I mean whatis the result that's supposed to follow? All this dymmization
business and mumbo-jumbo. You get heart troubtighlt know if you know it, but you
could do yourself, somebody could do himself a gdeal of real—"

"You get to see God. Something happens in somdwbgononphysical part of the
heart— where the Hindus say that Atman residegouf ever took any Religion—and
you see God, that's all." She flicked her cigaragk self-consciously, just missing the
ashtray. She picked up the ash with her fingersptdt in. "And don't ask me who or
what God is. | mean | don't even know if He existhen | was little, | used to think—"
She stopped. The waiter had come to take awayishesland redistribute menus.

"You want some dessert, or coffee?" Lane asked.

"I think I'll just finish my milk. But you have soe" Franny said. The waiter had just
taken away her plate with the untouched chickeniwartn. She didn't dare to look up at
him.

Lane looked at his wristwatch. "God. We don't htauee. We're lucky if we get to
thegameon time." He looked up at the waiter. "Just cofieeme, please." He watched
the waiter leave, then leaned forward, arms ortghke, thoroughly relaxed, stomach full,
coffee due to arrive momentarily, and said, "Wk, interesting, anyway. All that stuff
... | don't think you leave any margin for the melmentarypsychologyl mean | think
all those religious experiences have a very obvipsgchological background—you
know what | mean. . . . It's interesting, thougméan you can't deny that." He looked
over at Franny and smiled at her. "Anyway. Justaise | forgot to mention it. | love you.
Did | get around to mentioning that?"

"Lane, would you excuse me again for just a secoRtdhny said. She had got up
before the question was completely out.

Lane got up, too, slowly, looking at her. "You &tiht?" he asked. "You feel sick
again, or what?"



"Just funny. I'll be right back."

She walked briskly through the dining room, takihg same route she had taken
earlier. But she stopped quite short at the snaadkt@il bar at the far end of the room.
The bartender, who was wiping a sherry glass dgkdd at her. She put her right hand
on the bar, then lowered her head—bowed it—andputeft hand to her forehead, just
touching it with the fingertips. She weaved a ¢iifihen fainted, collapsing to the floor.

IT was nearly five minutes before Franny came thghty to. She was on a couch in the
manager's office, and Lane was sitting beside Her.face, suspended anxiously over
hers, had a remarkable pallor of its own now.

"How are ya?" he said, in a rather hospital-roonece&c'You feel any better?"

Franny nodded. She closed her eyes for a secondsaghe overhead light, then
reopened them. "Am | supposed to say ‘Where anshie"said. "Where am [?"

Lane laughed. "You're in the manager's office. Tieegll running around looking
for spirits of ammonia and doctors and things tmdryou to. They'd just run out of
ammonia, apparently. How do you feel? No kidding."

"Fine. Stupid,but fine. Did | honestlyaint?"

"And how. You really conked out,” Lane said. Hekdwer hand in his. "What do
you think's the matter with you anyway? | mean gounded so—you know—so perfect
when [ talked to you on the phone last week. Digiott eat any breakfast, or what?"

Franny shrugged. Her eyes looked around the rotiis.s6 embarrassing,” she said.
"Did somebody have toarry me in here?"

"The bartender and I. We sort of hoisted you inuYecared the hell out of me, I'm
not kidding."

Franny looked thoughtfully, without blinking, atetlteiling while her hand was held.
Then she turned and, with her free hand, made targeas though to push back the cuff
of Lane's sleeve. "What time is it?" she asked.

"Never mind that," Lane said. "We're in no hurry."

"You wanted to go to that cocktail party.”

"The hell with it."



"Is it too late for the game, too?" Franny asked.

"Listen, | said the hell with it. You're going t@ ¢pack to your room at whosis—Blue
Shutters—and get some rest, that's the importamg,thLane said. He sat a trifle closer
to her and bent down and kissed her, briefly. Head and looked over at the door, then
back at Franny. "You're just going testthis afternoon. That's all you're going to do."
He stroked her arm for a moment. "Then maybe aftghile, if you get any decent rest, |
can get upstairs somehow. | think there's a godukek staircase. | can find out.”

Franny didn't say anything. She looked at the rogili

"You know how long it's been?" Lane said. "When W Friday night? Way the
hell early last month, wasn't it?" He shook hischédhat's no good. Too goddam long
between drinks. To put it crassly.” He looked daatri-ranny more closely. "You really
feel better?"

She nodded. She turned her head toward him. "frible thirsty, that's all. Do you
think | could have some water? Would it be too muohble?"

"Hell, no! Will you be all right if | leave you foa second? You know what | think
I'll do?"

Franny shook her head to the second question.

"I'll get somebody to bring you some water. Thdérgkt the headwaiter and call off
the spirits of ammonia—and, incidentally, pay theak. Then I'll get a cab all ready, so
we won't have to hunt all around for one. It maketa few minutes, because most of
them will be cruising around for people going authe game." He let go Franny's hand
and got up. "O.K.?" he said.

"Fine."

"O.K., I'll be right back. Don't move." He left tmeom.

Alone, Franny lay quite still, looking at the cedi. Her lips began to move, forming
soundless words, and they continued to move.




ZOOEY

THE facts at hand presumably speak for themseludsa trifle more vulgarly, | suspect,

than facts even usually do. As a counterbalanas, ttve begin with that everfresh and
exciting odium: the author's formal introductiorhelone | have in mind not only is
wordy and earnest beyond my wildest dreams butoishoot, rather excruciatingly

personal. If, with the right kind of luck, it come#, it should be comparable in effect to
a compulsory guided tour through the engine rooith wiyself, as guide, leading the
way in an old one-piece Jantzen bathing suit.

To get straight to the worst, what I'm about teeofén't really a short story at all but
a sort of prose home movie, and those who have theefootage have strongly advised
me against nurturing any elaborate distributiomgl#or it. The dissenting group, it's my
privilege and headache to divulge, consists ofthinee featured players themselves, two
female, one male. We'll take the leading lady fiveho, | believe, would prefer to be
briefly described as a languid, sophisticated tyglee feels that things might have gone
along well enough if I'd just done

boy will be seen reading an exceedingly lengthtetefwhich will be reprinted here
in full, I can safely promise) sent to him by his eldeshvbrother, Buddy Glass. The
style of the letter, I'm told, bears a considerailgre than passing resemblance to the
style, or written mannerisms, of this narrator, amel general reader will no doubt jump
to the heady conclusion that the writer of theeletind | are one and the same person.
Jump he will, and, I'm afraid, jump he should. \M#,mowever, leave this Buddy Glass
in the third person from here on in. At least,é #® good reason to take him out of it.

TEN-THIRTY on a Monday morning in November of 192Moey Glass, a young man
of twenty-five, was seated in a very full bath,dieg a four-year-old letter. It was an
almost endless-looking letter, typewritten on salvpages of second-sheet yellow paper,
and he was having some little trouble keepingapped up against the two dry islands of
his knees. At his right, a dampish-looking cigagetas balanced on the edge of the built-
in enamel soapcatch, and evidently it was burnie enough, for every now and then
he picked it off and took a drag or two, withouttgthaving to look up from his letter.
His ashes invariably fell into the tub water, erts&raightway or down one of the letter
pages. He seemed unaware of the mes-siness ofrdrgg@ament. He did seem aware,



though, if only just, that the heat of the wateisvi@ginning to have a dehydrating effect
on him. The longer he sat reading—or re-readinge-Aiore often and the less absently
he used the back of his wrist to blot his forehaad upper lip.

In Zooey, be assured early, we are dealing withcthraplex, the overlapping, the
cloven, and at least two dossier-like paragraplghbto be got in right here. To start
with, he was a small young man, and extremely sligh body. From the rear—
particularly where his vertebrae were visible—hgmialmost have passed for one of
those needy metropolitan children who are sentewaty summer to endowed camps to
be fattened and sunned. Close up, either full-faceén profile, he was surpassingly
handsome, even spectacularly so. His eldest gister modestly prefers to be identified
here as a Tuckahoe homemaker) has asked me tabaelstn as looking like “"the blue-
eyed Jewish-Irish Mohican scout who died in younsrmat the roulette table at Monte
Carlo." A more general and surely less parochialwivas that his face had been just
barely saved from too-handsomeness, not to sayegasgess, by virtue of one ear's
protruding slightly more than the other. | myseadicha very different opinion from either
of these. | submit that Zooey's face was closeetogra wholly beautiful face. As such, it
was of course vulnerable to the same variety dflyglundaunted and usually specious
evaluations that any legitimate art object is.ihkht just remains to be said that any one
of a hundred everyday menaces—a car accident, @ ¢wdd, a lie before breakfast—
could have disfigured or coarsened his bounteowsl ¢moks in a day or a second. But
what was undiminishable, and, as already so flRilygested, a joy of a kind forever, was
an authenticesprit superimposed over his entire face—especially atetfess, where it
was often as arresting as a Harlequin mask, and¢casion, much more confounding.

By profession, Zooey was an actor, a leading nmatelevision, and had been for a
littte more than three years. He was, in fact, ssufjht after" (and, according to vague
second-hand reports that reached his family, ashhigaid) as a young leading man in
television perhaps can be who isn't at the same &rklollywood or Broadway star with
a ready-made national reputation. But possibly egitbf these statements, without
elaboration, can lead to an overly clear-cut liheanjecture. As it happened, Zooey had
made a formal and serious debut as a public peeioanthe age of seven. He was the
second youngest of what had originally been sevethérs and sisters*—five boys and
two girls—all of whom, at rather conveniently spadatervals during childhood, had
been heard regularly on a network radio prograrohildren's quiz show called "It's a
Wise Child." An age difference of almost eighteeang between the eldest of the Glass
children, Seymour, and the youngest, Franny, hfgteevery considerably to allow the
family to reserve a kind of dynastic seating armngnt at the "Wise Child"
microphones, which lasted just over sixteen yeafem 1927 well into 1943, a span of
years connecting the Charleston and B-17 Eras.tfWdldata, | think, is to some degree
relevant.) For all the gaps and years between théividual heydays on the program, it
may be said (with few, and no really important,ergations) that all seven of the
children had managed to answer over the air a gimgs number of alternately deadly-
bookish and deadly-cute questions—sent in by lst®rwith a freshness, an aplomb,
that was considered unique in commercial radio.

* The aesthetic evil of a footnote seems in ordest jhere, I'm afraid. In all that
follows, only the two youngest of the seven chifdwll be directly seen or heard. The



remaining five, however, the senior five, will balking in and out of the plot with
considerable frequency, like so many Banquo's ghdgte reader, then, may care to
know at the outset that in 1955 the eldest of thes&children, Seymour, had been dead
almost seven years. He committed suicide while ti@aiag in Florida with his wife. If
alive, he would have been thirty-eight in 1955. Ebeond-eldest child, Buddy, was what
is 'known in campus-catalogue parlance as "writaesidence"” at a girls' junior college
in upper New York State. He lived alone, in a smatiwinterized, unelectrified house
about a quarter of a mile away from a rather papskarun. The next-eldest of the
children, Boo Boo, was married and the mother oédhchildren. In November, 1955,
she was travelling in Europe with her husband dhthiee of their children. In order of
age, the twins, Walt and Waker, come after Boo B&alt had been dead just over ten
years. He was killed in a freakish explosion whidkewas with the Army of Occupation in
Japan. Waker, his junior by some twelve minutess wd&koman Catholic priest, and in
November, 1955, he was in Ecuador, attending dtJamiference of some kind.

Public response to the children was often hot amdentepid. In general, listeners
were divided into two, curiously restive camps:dbavho held that the Glasses were a
bunch of insufferably "superior” little bastardstishould have been drowned or gassed
at birth, and those who held that they were bode-finderage wits and savants, of an
uncommon, if unenviable, order. At this writing BIA, there are former listeners to "It's
a Wise Child" who remember, with basically astomghaccuracy, many of the
individual performances of each of the seven chiidrin this same thinning but still
oddly coterielike group, the consensus is thatalbthe Glass children, the eldest boy,
Seymour, back in the late twenties and early #8rthad been the "best" to hear, the most
consistently "rewarding.” After Seymour, Zooey, theungest boy in the family, is
generally placed second in order of preferenceppeal. And since we have a singularly
workaday interest in Zooey here, it may be apperttiatl as an ex-panelist on "lt's a
Wise Child," he had one almanaclike distinction am¢or over) his brothers and sisters.
Off and on, during their broadcasting years, alleseof the children had been fair game
for the kind of child psychologist or professioraucator who takes a special interest in
extra-precocious children. In this cause, or sesviooey had been, of all the Glasses,
hands down, the most voraciously examined, inter@te and poked at. Very notably,
with no exceptions that | know of, his experienageshe apparently divergent fields of
clinical, social, and newsstand psychology had lmstly for him, as though the places
where he was examined had been uniformly alive witier highly contagious traumas
or just plain old-fashioned germs. For examplel942 (with the everlasting disapproval
of his two eldest brothers, both of whom were | rmy at the time) he had been tested
by one research group alone, in Boston, on fiveaisgp occasions. (He was twelve
during most of the sessions, and it's possibleth®atrain rides—ten of them—held some
attraction for him, at least in the beginning.) Tinain purpose of the five tests, one
gathered, was to isolate and study, if possible,stburce of Zooey's precocious wit and
fancy. At the end of the fifth test, the subjectsveent home to New York with three or
four aspirins in an engraved envelope for his Esffwhich turned out to be bronchial
pneumonia. Some six weeks later, a long-distandecaae through from Boston at
eleven-thirty at night, with much dropping of smediins in an ordinary pay phone, and
an unidentified voice—with no intention, presumablgf sounding pedantically
waggish—informed Mr. and Mrs. Glass that their Zmoey, at twelve, had an English



vocabulary on an exact par with Mary Baker Eddf/tse could be urged to use it.

To resume: The long, typewritten, four-year-olddethat Zooey had checked into
the bathtub with, on this Monday morning in NovemHl®55, had obviously been taken
out of its envelope and unfolded and refolded anrt@any private occasions during the
four years, so that now it not only had an overeaappetit-lichappearance but was
actually torn in several places, mostly along tteases. The author of the letter, as stated
earlier, was Zooey's eldest living brother, Budtlye letter itself was virtually endless in
length, overwritten, teaching, repetitious, opirdted, remonstrative, condescending,
embarrassing—and filled, to a surfeit, with affenti In short, it was exactly the kind of
letter that a recipient, whether he wants to or catries around for some time in his hip
pocket. And that professional writers of a typeeldo reproduce verbatim:

3/18/51
DEAR ZOOEY,

I've just finished decoding a long letter that cafreen Mother this morning, all
about you and General Eisenhower's smile and dmogh in theDaily Newswho fall
down elevator shafts and when am | going to havehone in New York takeaut and
get one installed up here in theuntry,where | reallyneedit. Surely the only woman in
the world who can write a letter in invisible itzdi Dear Bessie. | get five hundred words
of copy from her like clockwork every three montwsthe subject of my poor old private
phone and howtupidit is to pay Good Money every month for somethiopaody's ever
even around taseany more. Which is really a big fat lie. When I'mtown, | invariably
sit talking by the hour with my old friend YamagtfBod of Death, and a private phone's
a must for our little chats. Anyway, please telt heaven't changed my mind. | love that
old phone with a passion. It was the only realliyate property Seymour and | ever had
in Bessie's entire kibbutz. It's also essentiahjoinner harmony to see Seymour's listing
in the goddam phone book every year. | like to lm®whrough the G's confidently. Be a
good boy and pass that message along for me. Niet word for word, but nicely. Be
kinder to Bessie, Zooey, when you can. | don'tkhimean because she's our mother, but
because she's weary. You will after you're thintyso, when everybody slows down a
little (even you, maybe), but try harder now. l'issnough to treat her with the doting
brutality of an apache dancer toward his partnertefvishe understands, incidentally,
whether you think so or not. You forget that shivbs on sentimentality almost as much
as Les does.

My telephone problems aside, Bessie's currentrlettesally a Zooey letter. I'm to
write and tell you that you have your Whole Lifef@® You and that it's Criminal if you
don't go after your Ph.D. before you go in for #wtor's life in a big way. She doesn't say
what she'd like you to get the Ph.D. in, but | assWMath rather than Greek, you dirty
little bookworm. At any rate, | gather that she ¥gayou to have something to Fall Back
On if for some reason the acting career doesnkwot. Which may be very sound, and
probably is, but | don't feel like coming right cahd saying so. It happens to be one of
those days when | see everybody in the familyuidiclg myself, through the wrong end
of a telescope. | actually had to struggle at tladbuox this morning to know who Bessie
was when | saw her name on the return addresseoérielope. For one good enough



reason, Advanced Writing 24-A loaded me up withtyheight short stories to drag
tearfully home for the weekend. Thirty-seven ofnthevill be about a shy, reclusive
Pennsylvania Dutch lesbian who Wants To Write, folst-person by a lecherous hired
hand. In dialect.

| take it for granted yodknowthat for all the years I've been moving my literary
whore's cubicle from college to college, | stilltichave even a B.A. It seems a century
ago, but | think there were two reasons, originallizgy | didn't take a degree. (Just kindly
sit still. This is the first time I've written tooy in years.) One, | was a proper snob in
college, as only an old Wise Child alumnus andriitifetime English-major can be, and
| didn't want any degrees if all the ill-read la&zs and radio announcers and pedagogical
dummies | knew had them by the peck. And, two, Smynhad his Ph.D. at an age when
most young Americans are just getting out of highosl, and since it was too late for me
to catch up with him in style, | wasn't having afy.course, too, | knew for certain when
| was your age that I'd never be forced to tedwdt, it my Muses failed to provide for me,
I'd go grind lenses somewhere, like Booker T. Wagloin. In any particular sense,
though, | don't think | have any academic regréis.especially black days | sometimes
tell myself that if I'd loaded up with degrees whiewas able, | might not now be
teaching anything quite so collegiate and hopedss8dvanced Writing 24-A. But that's
probably bunk. The cards are stacked (quite prgpkitnagine) against all professional
aesthetes, and no doubt we all deserve the darklywacademic deaths we all sooner or
later die.

| do think your case is a lot different from minyway, | don't think I'm really on
Bessie's side. If it's Security you want, or thasfie wants for you, your M.A. will at
least always qualify you to pass out logarithm eakdt any dreary boys' prep school in
the country, and most colleges. On the other hgodr beautiful Greek will do you
almost no good at all on any good-size campus snjes have a Ph.D., living as we do
in a brass-hat, brass-mortarboard world. (Of cquyse can always move to Athens.
Sunnyold Athens.) But the more | think of it, the more Irtkito hell with more degrees
for you. The fact is, if you want to know, | cah&lp thinking you'd make a damn site
better-adjusted actor if Seymour and | hadn't thrawthe Upanishads and the Diamond
Sutra and Eckhart and all our other old loves wilith rest of your recommended home
reading when you were small. By rights, an actayusth travel fairly light. When we
were kids, S. and | once had a beautiful lunch Wihn Barrymore. He was bright as
hell, and full of lore, but he wasn't burdened domith any of the cumbersome luggage
of a too formal education. | mention this becausgabk talking to a rather pompous
Orientalist over the weekend, and at one pointindua very deep, metaphysical lull in
the conversation, | told him | had a little brotheho once got over an unhappy love
affair by trying to translate the Mundaka Upanishaid classical Greek. (He laughed
uproariously—you know the way Orientalists laugh.)

| wish to God | had some idea what will happen ¢oi yas an actor. You're a born
one, certainly. Even our Bessie knows that. Ancelsuyou and Franny are the only
beauties in the family. But where will you act? ldaxou thought about it? The movies?
If so, I'm scared stiff that if ever you gain angight you'll be as victimized as the next
young actor into contributing to the reliable Hellyod amalgam of prizefighter and
mystic, gunman and underprivileged child, cowhand Blan's Conscience, and the rest.



Will you be content with that standard box-officenmalz? Or will you dream of
something a little more cosmic—zum Beispiel, playiierre or Andrey in a Technicolor
production of War and Peace, with stunning batldfiscenes, and all the nuances of
characterization left out (on the ground that tfeeyiovel-istic and unphotogenic), and
Anna Magnani daringly cast as Natasha (just to kbegroduction classy and Honest),
and gorgeous incidental music by Dmitri Popkin, atidthe male leads intermittently
rippling their jaw muscles to show they're undeeagremotional stress, and a World
Premiere at the Winter Garden, under floodlightdéhwlolotov and Milton Berle and
Governor Dewey introducing the celebrities as tbeye into the theatre. (By celebrities
I mean, of course, old Tolstoy-lovers —Senator Bark Zsa Zsa Gabor, Gayelord
Hauser, Georgie Jessel, Charles of the Ritz.) Hoes dhat sound? And if you go into the
theatre, will you have any illusions abdh@t? Have you ever seen a really beautiful
production of, say, The Cherry Orchard? Don't say lyave. Nobody has. You may have
seen "inspired" productions, "competent" produdjobut never anything beautiful.
Never one where Chekhov's talent is matched, nuémcewuance, idiosyncrasy for
idiosyncrasy, by every soul onstage. You wohsll out of me, Zooey. Forgive the
pessimism, if not the sonority. But | know how myau demand from a thing, you little
bastard. And I've had the hellish experience dingitnext to you at the theatre. | can so
clearly see you demanding something from the perifog arts that just isn't residual
there. For heaven's sake, be careful.

Granted I'm off today. | keep a good neurotic'swrdar, and it's three years, to the
day, since Seymour killed himself. Did | ever tghu what happened when | went down
to Florida to bring back the body? | wept like alslbn the plane for five solid hours.
Carefully adjusting my veil from time to time socatno one across the aisle could see
me—I had a seat to myself, thank God. About fiveutes before the plane landed, |
became aware of people talking in the seat behiadArwoman was saying, with all of
Back Bay Boston and most of Harvard Square in loggey ". . . and th@ext morning,
mind you, they took a pint of pus out of that lgvgbung body of hers." That's all |
remember hearing, but when | got off the planeva feinutes later and the Bereaved
Widow came toward me all in Bergdorf Goodman blddkad the Wrong Expression on
my face. | was grinning. Which is exactly the wegél today, for no really good reason.
Against my better judgment, | feel certain that sernere very near here—the first house
down the road, maybe—there's a good poet dyingalsat somewhere very near here
somebody's having a hilarious pint of pus takemfleer lovely young body, and | can't
be running back and forth forever between grief laighh delight.

Last month, Dean Sheeter (whose name usually twatssranny when | mention it)
approached me with his gracious smile and bull whipd | am now lecturing to the
faculty, their wives, and a few oppressively degpetundergraduates every Friday on
Zen and Ma-hayana Buddhism. A feat, | haven't ebtjdbat will eventually win me the
Eastern Philosophy Chair in Hell. The point is, hiow on the campus five days a week
instead of four, and what with my own work at ngyjahd on weekends, | have almost no
time to do any elective thinking. Which is my plane way of saying that | do worry
about you and Franny when | get a chance, buteatyso often as I'd like to. What I'm
really trying to tell you is. that Bessie's lettexd very little to do with my sitting down in
a sea of ashtrays to write to you today. She shmetsome priority information about
you and Franny every week and | never do anythbayit, so it isn't that. What brings



this on is something that happened to me at thal Isapermarket today. (No new
paragraph. I'll spare you that.) | was standinghatmeat counter, waiting for some rib
lamb chops to be cut. A young mother and her Igtle were waiting around, too. The
little girl was about four, and, to pass the tirshe leaned her back against the glass
showcase and stared up at my unshaven face. h&wldhe was about the prettiest little
girl I'd seen all day. Which made sense to her;rsjdeded. | said I'd bet she had a lot of
boy friends. | got the same nod again. | askedhiogr many boy friends she had. She
held up two fingers. "Two!" | said. "That's a lot looy friends. What are their names,
sweetheart?" Said she, in a piercing voidobby and Dorothy.1 grabbed my lamb
chops and ran. But that's exactly what broughthis letter—much more than Bessie's
insistence that | write to you about Ph.D.s andngctThat, and a haiku-style poem |
found in the hotel room where Seymour shot himgelfias written in pencil on the desk
blotter: "The little girl on the plane/ Who turnéér doll's head around/ To look at me."
With these two things on my mind, | thought as bwlaiving home from the supermarket
that at long last | could write to you and tell yohy Sand | took over your and Franny's
education as early and as highhandedly as we dedvéMever put it into words for you,
and | think it's high time one of us did. But now Inot so sure | can do it. The little girl
at the meat counter is gone, and | can't quitetlsegolite face of the little doll on the
plane. And the old horror of being a professionates, and the usual stench of words
that goes with it, is beginning to drive me outnoy seat. It seems terribly important to
try, though.

The age differences in the family always seemeatitbunnecessarily and perversely
to our problems. Not really between S. and the $veind Boo Boo and me, but between
the two twosomes of you and Franny and S. and eyn8ur and | were both adults—he
was even long out of college—by the time you arahRy were both able to read. At that
stage, we had no real urge even to push our favol#ssics at the two of you—not,
anyway, with the same gusto that we had at thestwmBoo Boo. We knew there's no
keeping a born scholar ignorant, and at heartjnkthwe didn't really want to, but we
were nervous, even frightened, at the statistics coid pedants and academic
weisenheimers who grow up into faculty-recreatioam savants. Much, much more
important, though, Seymour had already begun tevel(and | agreed with him, as far
as | was able to see the point) that educationriyyreame would smell as sweet, and
maybe much sweeter, if it didn't begin with a qdesknowledge at all but with a quest,
as Zen would put it, for no-knowledge. Dr. Suzukys somewhere that to be in a state of
pure consciousnesssatori—is to be with God before he said, Let there bdtlig
Seymour and | thought it might be a good thing eddhback this light from you and
Franny (at least as far as we were able), andhallmany lower, more fashionable
lighting effects—the arts, sciences, classics, Uaggs—till you were both able at least to
conceive of a state of being where the mind kndwessburce of all light. We thought it
would be wonderfully constructive to at least (tigtif our own "limitations" got in the
way) tell you as much as we knew about the men-séimats, the arhats, the bodhisattvas,
the jivanmuktas—who knew something or everythingulihis state of being. That is,
we wanted you both to know who and what Jesus aagtaBa and Lao-tse and Shan-
karacharya and Hui-neng and Sri Ramakrishna, ware before you knew too much or
anything about Homer or Shakespeare or even Blaké/lmtman, let alone George
Washington and his cherry tree or the definitionaofpeninsula or how to parse a



sentence. That, anyway, was the big idea. Along walitthis, | suppose I'm trying to say
that | know how bitterly you resent the years wisrand | were regularly conducting
home seminars, and the metaphysical sittings itico@ar. | just hope that one day—
preferably when we're both blind drunk—we can &dbout it. (Meantime, | can only say
that neither Seymour nor | ever had a notion, taaback, that you were going to grow
up into an actor. Wehouldhave, no doubt, but we didn't. If we had, | feeltai@a S.
would have tried to do something constructive abb@urely somewhere there must be
a special prep course for Nirvana and points Eesigded strictly for actors, and | think
S. would have found it.) The paragraph should ¢lbsg | can't stop muttering. You'l
wince at what comes next, but come it must. | thyoki know that | had the best
intentions of checking in now and then after Séatll to see how you and Franny were
holding up. You were eighteen, and | didn't worbpat you overly. Although I did hear
from a gossipy little snip in one of my classed ty@u had a reputation in your college
dorm for going off and sitting in meditation fomtéours at a time, anhat made me
think. But Franny wathirteenat the time. | simply couldn't move, though. | vedisaid to
come home. | wasn't afraid you'd both, in tearke tap a position across the room and
fire the complete set of Max Mueller's Sacred Bookghe East at me, one by one.
(Which would have been masochistic ecstasy forprehably.) But Iwasafraid of the
guestions (much more than the accusations) youtnhigth put to me. As | remember
very well, | let a whole year go by after the fusldbefore | came back to New York at
all. After that, it was easy enough to come in Brthdays and holidays and be
reasonably sure that questions would run to whemexg book would be finished and
had | done any skiing lately, etc. You've even bmken up here on many a weekend in
the last couple of years, and though we've talketitalked and talked, we've all agreed
not to say a word. Today is the first time I'velleavanted to speak up. The deeper | get
into this goddam letter, the more | lose the coeraigmy convictions. But | swear to you
that | had a perfectly communicable little visiof touth (lamb-chop division) this
afternoon the very instant that child told me hey lriends' names were Bobby and
Dorothy. Seymour once said to me—in a crosstown tiusll places— that all legitimate
religious studymustlead to unlearning the differences, the illusorfyedences, between
boys and girls, animals and stones, day and ninglatt and cold. That suddenly hit me at
the meat counter, and it seemed a matter of litedmath to drive home at seventy miles
an hour to get a letter off to you. Oh, God, howish I'd grabbed a pencil right there in
the supermarket and not trusted the roads homeb&/idg just as well, though. There are
times when | think you've forgiven S. more comgietban any of us have. Waker once
said something very interesting to me on that subjén fact, I'm merely parroting what
he said to me. He said you were the only one whe bitker about S.'s suicide and the
only one who really forgave him for it. The restud, he said, were outwardly unbitter
and inwardly unforgiving. That may be truer thametrHow can | know? All | do know
for certain is that | had something happy and exgito tell you—and on just one side of
the paper, doublespaced—and | knew when | got hibiaeit was mostly gone, or all
gone, and there was nothing left to do but go thinailhe motions. Lecture you on Ph.D.s
and the actor's life. How messy, how funny, and Héeymour himself would have
smiled and smiled—and probably assured me, araf al, not to worry about it.

Enough.Act, Zachary Martin Glass, when and where you wantitaesyou feel you
must, but do iwvith all your mightlIf you do anything at all beautiful on a stage, thing



nameless and joy-making, anything above and beylumaall of theatrical ingenuity, S.
and | will both rent tuxedos and rhinestone hat$ smlemnly come around to the stage
door with bouquets of snapdragons. In any casexyffiat little it's worth, please count on
my affection and support, at whatever distance.

--BUDDY

As always, my passes at omniscience are absurdyooutof all people, should be
polite to the part of me that comes out merely etewears ago, in my earliest and
pastiest days as a would-be writer, | once rea@va story aloud to S. and Boo Boo.
When | was finished, Boo Boo said flatly (but loogiover at Seymour) that the story
was "too clever." S. shook his head, beaming awaye and said cleverness was my
permanent affliction, my wooden leg, and that isviia the worst possible taste to draw
the group's attention to it. As one limping maratwther, old Zooey, let's be courteous
and kind to each other.

Much love, B.

THE last, the under, page of the four-year-oldeletvas stained a sort of off-cordovan
color, and it was torn in two places along the $oldooey, finished reading, treated it
with some little care as he put the letter back page-one order. He tapped the pages, to
even them out, against his dry knees. He frowné@énTmercurially, as though he'd read
the letter, by God, for the last time in his lifeg stuffed it like so much excelsior into its
envelope. He placed the thick envelope on the gidbee tub and began to play a little
game with it. With one finger he tapped the loadedelope back and forth along the tub
edge, seeing, apparently, if he could keep it inienowithout letting it fall into the tub
water. After a good five minutes of this, he gake envelope a faulty tap and had to
reach out quickly and grab it. Which ended the gakemping the retrieved envelope in
his hand, he sat lower, deeper, in the water,ngpttiis knees submerge. He stared
abstractedly for a minute or two at the tiled wadlyond the foot of the tub, then glanced
at his cigarette on the soapcatch, picked it offl ook a couple of test drags on it, but it
had gone out. He sat up again, very abruptly, wigneat slosh of tub water, and dropped
his dry left hand over the side of the tub. A typi&en manuscript was lying, face up, on
the bathmat. He picked it up and brought it aboasdf were. He stared at it briefly, then
inserted his four-year-old letter in the middle psgwhere the stapling in a manuscript is
tightest. He then propped the manuscript agairsshbw wet knees, an inch or so above
the waterline, and began to turn the pages. Whepahge to page 9, he folded the
manuscript, magazine-style, and began to read stutty.

The role of "Rick" had been heavily underlined watkoft-lead pencil.

TINA (morosely):Oh, darling, darling, darling. I'm not much goodytou, am 1?
RICK: Don't say that. Don't ever say that, you hear me?

TINA: It's true, though. I'm a jinx. I'm a horrible jinK.it hadn't been for me, Scott
Kincaid would have assigned you to the Buenos Aaféise ages ago. | spoiled all that.



(Goes over to window)m one of the little foxes that spoil the grapefeel like someone
in a terribly sophisticated play. The funny partlis not sophisticated. I'm not anything.
I'm just me.(Turns)Oh, Rick, Rick, I'm scared. What's happened tolusih't seem to
find usanymore. | reach out and reach out and we're pisthere. I'm frightened. I'm a
frightened child(Looks out window) lhate this rain. Sometimes | see me dead in it.

RICK (quietly): My darling, isn't that a line from "A Farewell tar#s"?

TINA (Turns, furious):Get out of here. Get out! Get out of here befouarip out of
this window. Do you hear me?

RICK (grabbing her): Now you listen to me. You beautiful little moron.ol
adorable, childish, self-dramatizing—

Zooey's reading was suddenly interrupted by hishertt voice—importunate, quasi-
constructive—addressing him from outside the battmaloor: "Zooey? Are you still in
the tub?"

"Yes,I'm still in the tub. Why?"

"l want to come in for just a teeny minute. | haagnething for you."
"I'm in the tub, for God's sake, Mother."

"“I'll just be aminute,for goodness' sake. Pull the shower curtain."

Zooey took a parting look at the page he had bemdimg, then closed the
manuscript and dropped it over the side of the tudbsus Christ almighty,” he said.
"Sometimes | see me dead in the rain." A nylon sfrosurtain, scarlet, with a design of
canary-yellow sharps, flats, and clefs on it, wamdhed up at the foot of the tub,
attached with plastic rings to an overhead chromam Sitting forward, Zooey reached
for it and shot it the length of the tub, closinignkelf off from view. "All right. God.
Come in if you're coming in," he said. His voicedlr conspicuous actor's mannerisms,
but it was rather excessively vibrant; it "carrieiplacably when he had no interest in
controlling it. Years earlier, as a child panelst "It's a Wise Child," he had been
advised repeatedly to keep his distance from tleeaphone.

The door opened, and Mrs. Glass, a medium-stoutamdma hairnet, sidled into the
bathroom. Her age, under any circumstance, wasefigindeterminate, but never more
so than when she was wearing a hairnet. Her emsanto rooms were usually verbal as
well as physical. "l don't know how you can stayhe tub the way you do." She closed
the door behind her instantly, as someone doeshakdeen waging a long, long war on
behalf of her progeny against post-bath draftsstit even healthy,” she said.

"Do you know how long you've been in that tub? Elyaiorty-five—"

"Don't tell me! Just don't tell me, Bessie." "Widat you mean, dontell you?" "Just
what | said. Leave me the goddam illusion you h&veeen out there counting the
minutes I've—"

"Nobody's been counting anyinutes, young man,” Mrs. Glass said. She was
already very busy. She had brought into the bathracsmall, oblong package wrapped



in white paper and tied with gold tinsel. It app=hto contain an object roughly the size
of the Hope diamond or an irrigation attachments.Mglass narrowed her eyes at it and
picked at the tinsel with her fingers. When thetkalidn't give, she applied her teeth to it.

She was wearing her usual at-home vesture— whatterBuddy (who was a
writer, and consequently, as Kafka, no less, hlasus, not a nice mangalled her pre-
notification-of-death uniform. It consisted mosthf a hoary midnight-blue Japanese
kimono. She almost invariably wore it throughow# #ipartment during the day. With its
many occultish-looking folds, it also served as tépository for the paraphernalia of a
very heavy cigarette smoker and an amateur handytwanoversized pockets had been
added at the hips, and they usually contained twthi@e packs of cigarettes, several
match folders, a screwdriver, a claw-end hammeBog Scout knife that had once
belonged to one of her sons, and an enamel faacelid or two, plus an assortment of
screws, nails, hinges, and ball-bearing casters-efalfhich tended to make Mrs. Glass
chink faintly as she moved about in her large apant. For ten years or more, both of
her daughters had often, if impo-tently, conspi@throw out this veteran kimono. (Her
married daughter, Boo Boo, had intimated that ghhihave to be given a coup de grace
with a blunt instrument before it was laid awayainvastebasket.) However Oriental the
wrapper had originally been designed to look, dndi detract an iota from the single,
impactful impression that Mrs. Glasg)ez ellemade on a certain type of observer. The
Glasses lived in an old but, categorically, notashionable apartment house in the East
Seventies, where possibly two-thirds of the moréungawomen tenants owned fur coats
and, on leaving the building on a bright weekdaymimg, might at least conceivably be
found, a half hour or so later, getting in or otiboe of the elevators at Lord & Taylor's
or Saks or Bonwit Teller's. In this distinctly Mattanesque locale, Mrs. Glass was
(from an undeniably hoyden point of view) a rathefreshing eyesore. She looked, first,
as if she never, never left the building at allt thatif she did, she would be wearing a
dark shawl and she would be going in the generattion of O'Connell Street, there to
claim the body of one of her half-Irish, half-Jefwisons, who, through some clerical
error, had just been shot dead by the Black and.Tan

Zooey's voice suddenly and suspiciously spoke'Mpther? What in Christ's name
are you doing out there?"

Mrs. Glass had undressed the package and now stadihg the fine print on the
back of a carton of toothpaste. "Just kindly buttbat lip of yours,” she said, rather
absently. She went over to the medicine cabinetals stationed above the washbowl,
against the wall. She opened its mirror-faced doat surveyed the congested shelves
with the eye—or, rather, the masterly squint—ofedidated medicine-cabinet gardener.
Before her, in overly luxuriant rows, was a hostt@ speak, of golden pharmaceuticals,
plus a few technically less indigenous whatnots.e Thhelves bore iodine,
Mercurochrome, vitamin capsules, dental floss, ragpiAnacin, Bufferin, Argyrol,
Musterole, Ex-Lax, Milk of Magnesia, Sal Hepatiéagpergum, two Gillette razors, one
Schick Injector razor, two tubes of shaving crearbent and somewhat torn snapshot of
a fat black-and-white cat asleep on a porch railihgee combs, two hairbrushes, a bottle
of Wildroot hair ointment, a bottle of Fitch DanfirRemover, a small, unlabelled box of
glycerine suppositories, Vicks Nose Drops, Vickp®Rub, six bars of castile soap, the
stubs of three tickets to a 1946 musical comedwl{("Me Mister"), a tube of depilatory



cream, a box of Kleenex, two seashells, an assottafeised-looking emery boards, two
jars of cleansing cream, three pairs of scissorsilafile, an unclouded blue marble
(known to marble shooters, at least in the twentiesa "purey"), a cream for contracting
enlarged pores, a pair of tweezers, the straplbassis of a girl's or woman's gold
wristwatch, a box of bicarbonate of soda, a giokmrding-school class ring with a
chipped onyx stone, a bottle of Stopette—and, ineably or no, quite a good deal
more. Mrs. Glass briskly reached up and took dowmolgect from the bottom shelf and
dropped it, with a muffled, tinny bang, into the stebasket. "I'm putting some of that
new toothpaste they're all raving about in hereyfu,” she announced, without turning
around, and made good her word. "l want you to stipg that crazy powder. It's going
to takeall the lovely enamel off your teeth. Ydwavelovely teeth. The least you can do
is take proper—"

"Who said so?" A sound of agitated tub water caramfoehind the shower curtain.
"Who the hell said it's going to take all the lovehamel off my teeth?"

"l did." Mrs. Glass gave her garden a final criticnge. "Just please use it." She
nudged an unopened box of Sal Hepatica a littlé wie trowel of her extended fingers
to align it with the other sempervirents in its raand then closed the cabinet door. She
turned on the cold-water tap. "I'd like to know wivashes their hands and then doesn't
clean the bowl up after them," she said grimly.isTis supposed to be a family of all
adults.” She increased the pressure of the watdrciaansed the bowl briefly but
thoroughly with one hand. "I don't suppose you'peken to your little sister yet," she
said, and turned to look at the shower curtain.

"No, | have not spoken to my little sister yet. Hthwut getting the hell out of here
now?"

"Why haven't you?" Mrs. Glass demanded. "I dornitKktihat's nice, Zooey. | don't
think that's nice atll. | asked you particularly to please go see if tisesaything—"

"In the first place, Bessie, | just got up abouthaur ago. In the second place, |
talked to her for two solid hours last night, andioh't think she frankly wants to talk to
any goddam one of us today. And in the third pl#cgou don't get out of this bathroom
I'm going to set fire to this ugly goddam curtdimean it, Bessie."

Somewhere in the middle of these three illustrapeents, Mrs. Glass had left off
listening and sat down. "Sometimes | could almosirdar Buddy for not having a
phone," she said. "It's so unnecessary. How canwrgmanlive like that—nophone,no
anything? No one has any desire to invadephigacy, if that's what hewants,but |
certainly don't think it's necessary to live likbermit.” She stirred irritably, and crossed
her legs. "It isn't even safe, for heaven's sakpip8se he broke his leg or something like
that. Way off in thevoodslike that. | worry about it all the time."”

"You do, eh? Which do you worry about? His breakan¢eg or his not having a
phone when you want him to?"

"l worry aboutboth,young man, for your information."

"Well... don't. Don't waste your time. You're sast, Bessie. Why are you so
stupid? You know Buddy, for God's sake. If he wiventy milesin the woods, with
both legs broken and a goddarow sticking out of his back, he'd crawl back to his



cave just to make certain nobody sneaked in torpis galoshes while he was out.” A
short, pleasurable, if somewhat ghoulish, guffawnsted behind the curtain. "Take my
word for it. He cares too much about his goddamagamy to die in any woods."

"Nobody said anything aboulying,” Mrs. Glass said. She gave her hairnet a minor
and needless adjustment. "I've been tryingwhele entire morning to get those people
that live down the road from him on the phone. THen't even answer. It'sfimriating
not to be able to get him. How many times beggechim to take that crazy phone out
of his and Seymour's old room. It isn't even norrivdhen something really comep
and heneedone— It's infuriating. | tried twice last night, dwabout four times this—"

"What's all this ‘infuriating' business? In thesfiplace, why should some strangers
down the road be at our beck and call?"

"Nobody's talking about anybody being at our beo# @all, Zooey. Just don't be so
fresh, please. For your information, Rraryworried about that childAnd| think Buddy
should be told about this whole thing. Just for rymfiormation, | don't think he'd ever
forgive me if | didn't get in touch with him atiane like this.”

"All right, then! Why don't you call the collegestead of bothering his neighbors?
He wouldn't be in his cave anyway at this time &j-6-you know that."

"Just kindly lower that voice of yours, please, ygunan. Nobody's deaf. For your
information, | have called the college. I've leatngfom experience that that does
absolutely no good whatsoever. They just leave agesson his desk, and | don't think
he ever goes anywherear his office anyway." Mrs. Glass abruptly leaned weight
forward, without getting up, and reached out arugul up something from the top of the
laundry hamper. "Do you have a washrag back thesie@'asked.

"The word is 'washcloth,' not ‘washrag," and allant, God damn it, Bessie, is to be
left alone in this bathroom. That's my one simmsick. If I'd wanted this place to fill up
with every fat Irish rose that passes by, I'd'id sa. Now, c'mon. Get out."

"Zooey," Mrs. Glass said patiently. "I'm holdingckean washrag in mizand. Do
you or don't you want it? Just yes or no, please."

"Oh, my God! Yes. YesresMore than anything in the world. Throw it over."

"l won't throw it over, I'll hand it to you. Al ways throw everytly, in this family."
Mrs. Glass got up, took three steps over to thewehccurtain, and waited for a
disembodied hand to claim the washcloth.

"Thanks a million. Clear out of here now, pleadee lost about ten pounds already."”

"It's no wonder! You sit there in that tub till yo& practically blue in the face, and
then you —What'¢his?" With immense interest, Mrs. Glass bent down ankgalaip the
manuscript Zooey had been reading before she madenirance into the room. "Is this
the new script Mr. LeSage sent over?" she asked. th@ floor?" She didn't get an
answer. It was as if Eve had asked Cain whethémtaan't his lovely new hoe lying out
there in the rain. "That's a marvellous place té @umanuscript, | must say." She
transported the manuscript over to the window aladea it with care on the radiator.
She looked down at it, appearing to inspect itvietness. The window blind had been
lowered— Zooey had done all his bathtub readingth®y light from the three-bulb



overhead fixture—but a fraction of morning lightired under the blind and onto the title
page of the manuscript. Mrs. Glass tilted her heamhe side, the better to read the title,
at the same time taking a pack of king-size cigesdtom her kimono pocket."The Heart
Is an Autumn Wanderer,™ she read, mused, aloudusual title."

The response from behind the shower curtain wadie@delayed but delighted. "It's
a what? It's a what kind of title?"

Mrs. Glass's guard was already up. She backed dpeareated herself, a lighted
cigarette in her handUnusual, Isaid. | didn't say it walseautifulor anything, so just—"

"Ahh, by George. You have to get up pretty earlythe morning to get anything
really classy past you, Bessie girl. You know wyadir heart is, Bessie? Would you like
to know what your heart isPour heart,Bessie, is an autumn garage. How's that for a
catchy title, en? By God, many people—mamynformedpeople—think Seymour and
Buddy are the only goddam men of letters in thisifa When Ithink, when | sit down
for a minute and think of the sensitive prose, gadages, | throw away every day of
my—"

"All right, all right, young man,"” Mrs. Glass sai&/hatever her taste in television-
play titles, or her aesthetics in general, a flickame into her eyes—no more than a
flicker, but a flicker— of connoisseurlike, if pemse, relish for her youngest, and only
handsome, son's style of bullying. For a split sel¢at displaced the look of all-round
wear and, plainly, specific worry that had been lwr face since she entered the
bathroom. However, she was almost immediately batkhe defensive: "What's the
matter with that title? lis very unusual. You! You don't think anything's unaisor
beautifull I've never once heard you—"

"What? Who doesn't? Exactly what don't | think isn't beauf#fulA minor
groundswell sounded behind the shower curtainhasgh a rather delinquent porpoise
were suddenly at play. "Listen, | don't care whatiysay about my race, creed, or
religion, Fatty, but don't tell me I'm not sensitito beauty. That's my Achilles’ heel, and
don't you forget it. To megveryhing is beautiful. Show me a pink sunset and ifmp|
by God. Anything. 'Peter Pan.' Even before the curtain goes up a&r'HRan,’ I'm a
goddam puddle of tears. And you have the gallyteartell me I'm—"

"Oh, shut up,” Mrs. Glass said, absently. She gageeat sigh. Then, with a tense
expression, she dragged deeply on her cigarette extdhling the smoke through her
nostrils, said— or, rather, erupted—"Olwish| knew what I'm supposed to do with that
child!" She took a deep breath. "I'm absolutelytreg end of myrope.” She gave the
shower curtain an X-ray-like look. "You're noneyaiu any help whatsoever. But none!
Your father doesn't even like tdalk about anything like this. You know that! He's
worried, too, naturally—I know that look on his é&ebut he simply will not face
anything." Mrs. Glass's mouth tightened. "He's nefaeed anything as long as I've
known him. He thinks anything peculiarampleasantill just go away if he turns on the
radio and some little schnook starts singing."

A great single roar of laughter came from the alles# Zooey. It was scarcely
distinguishable from his guffaw, but themasa difference.

"Well, he does!" Mrs. Glass insisted, humorlesSlge sat forward. "Would you like



to know what | honestly think?" she demand&tiould you?"
"Bessie. For God's sake. You're going to tell mgaary, so what's the difference if

"l honestly think—Imeanthis, now—Ihonestlythink he keeps hoping to hear all
you children on the radio again. I'm serious, noMits. Glass took another deep breath.
"Every single time your father turns on the radibpnestly think he expects to tune in on
'It's a Wise Child* and hear all you childreme by oneanswering questions again." She
compressed her lips and paused, unconsciouslgdiditional emphasis. "And | mean all
of you," she said, and abruptly straightened hatype a trifle. "That includes Seymour
and Walt." She took a brisk but voluminous draghen cigarette. "He lives entirely in
the past. But entirely. He hardly ever ewvesitchedelevision, unlesgou'reon. And don't
laugh, Zooey. It isn't funny."

"Who in God's name is laughing?"

"Well, it's true! He has absolutely no conceptidramything being really wrong with
Franny. But none! Right after the eleven-o'clockveidast night, what do you think he
asks me? If | think Franny might like a tangerifiéle child's laying there by the hour
crying her eyes out if you say boo to her, and minmgtheaven knowsvhatto herself,
and your father wonders if maybe she'd like a tangel could've killed him. The next
time he—" Mrs. Glass broke off. She glared at thewser curtain. "What's so funny?"
she demanded.

“Nothing. Nothing, nothing, nothing. | like the @arine. All right, who else is being
no help to you? Me. Les. Buddy. Who else? Pour ymart out to me, Bessie. Don't be
reticent. That's the whole trouble with this fam#we keep things bottled up too much."

"Oh, you're about as funny as a crutch, young mising. Glass said. She took time
to push a stray wisp of hair under the elasticesfliairnet. "Oh, Wish| could get Buddy
on that crazy phone for a few minutes. The oneguetisat's supposed tmowabout all
this funny business.” She reflected, with apparantor. "It never rains but it pours.” She
tapped her cigarette ash into her cupped left hd&3mb Boo won't be back till theenth.
Waker I'd beafraid to tell about it, even if | knew how to gkold of him. | never saw a
family like this in my entire life. | mean it. Yae' all supposed to be satelligentand
everything, all you children, and not one of yoaig help when the chips are down. Not
one of you. I'm just a little bit sick of—"

"Whatchips, for God's sake? When what chips are down&tWhbuld you like us to
do, Bessie? Go in there and live Franny's lifeheen?"

"Now, just stop that! Nobody's talking about anypdiving her life for her. I'd
simply like somebodyo go in that living room and find out whatidat,--that'swhat I'd
like. I'd like to know just when that child intentéls go back to college and finish her
year.l'd like to know just when she intends to put sdrmeg halfway nourishing into her
stomach. She's eaten practically nothing since gttehome Saturday night —but
nothing! | tried—not a half hour ago—to get hetta&e a nice cup of chicken broth. She
took exactly two mouthfuls, and thatdl. She threwup everything | got her to eat
yesterday, practically.” Mrs. Glass's voice stoppely long enough to reload, as it were.
"She said maybe she'd eat a cheeseburger latedush.what is thischeeseburger



business? From what | gather, she's practically lligang on cheeseburgers and Cokes
all semester so far. Is that what they feed a yagirigat college these days? | kname
thing. I'm certainly not going to feed a young girl thats run-down as that child is on
food that isn't even—"

"That's the spirit! Make it chicken broth or notginThat's putting the ole foot down.
If she's determined to have a nervous breakdown)ghst we can do is see that she
doesn't have it in peace."

"Just don't you be sdresh, young man—Oh, that mouth of yours! For your
information, | don't think it's at all impossibleat the kind of food that child takes into
her system hasn't a lot to do with this whole entimny business. Even a<laild you
practically had to force that child to even toudr kiegetables or any of the things that
were good for her. You can't go on abusing the body indediyit year in, year out —
regardless of what you think."

"You're absolutely right. You're absolutely right's staggering how you jump
straight the hell into the heart of a matter. loogebumps all over... By God, you inspire
me. You inflame me, Bessie. You know what you'veefoDo you realize what you've
done? You've given this whole goddam issue a freshy, Biblical slant. | wrote four
papers in college on the Crucifixion —five, reallgrd every one of them worried me
half crazy because | thought something was mis$lagv | know what it was. Now it's
clear to me. | see Christ in amtirely different light.His unhealthy fanaticism. His
rudeness to those nice, sane, conservative, targp&harisees. Oh, this is exciting! In
your simple, straightforward, bigoted way, Besgmy've sounded the missing keynote of
the whole New Testamenrmproper diet.Christ lived on cheeseburgers and Cokes. For
all we know, he probably fed the mult—"

"Just stop that, nowMrs. Glass broke in, her voice quiet but dangerdGs, I'd
like to put a diaper on that mouth of yours!"

"Well, gee whizz. I'm only trying to make politetheoom talk.”

"You're sofunny.Oh, you're so funny! It just sbappensyoung man, that | don't
consider your little sister in exactly the exacmsalight that | do the Lord. | may be
peculiar,but | don't happen to. | don't happen to see amypewison whatsoever between
the Lord and a rundown, overwrought little college girl thdbeen reading too many
religious books and all like that! You certainlydwm your sister as well as | do—or
should.She's terribly impressionable and always has aahyou know it very well!"

The bathroom was oddly still for a moment.

"Mother? Are you sitting down out there? | haveeaible feeling you're sitting
down out there with about five cigarettes goinge Arou?" He waited. Mrs. Glass,
however, didn't choose to reply.dbn'twant you sitting down out there, Bessie. I'd like
to get out of this God-damned tub. . . . Bessie@ Near me?"

"l hear you, | hear you," Mrs. Glass said. A fregdve of worry had passed over her
face. She straightened her back restively. "Sta'shagit crazy Bloomberg in bed with her
on the couch,” she said. "It isn't evhaalthy.”" She gave a mighty sigh. For several
minutes she had been holding her cigarette ashdwrircupped left hand. She now
reached over, without quite having to get up, amgpteed them into the wastebasket. "I



don'tknow what I'm supposed to do," she announced stidon't, that's all. The house is
absolutely upside down. The painters are alffinghedin her room, and they're going
to want to get in the living room immediately aftench. | don't know whether to wake
herup, or what. She's had almasb sleep. I'm simply losing my mind. Do you know how
long it's beensince I've even beefee to have the painters in this apartment? Nearly
twen—"

"The painters! Ah! The dawn comes up. | forgotadbut the painters. Listen, why
haven't you asked them in here? Thepé&nty of room. What the hell kind of host will
they think | am, not asking them into the bathroshen I'm—"

"Just be quiet a minute, young man. I'm thinking."

As if in obedience, Zooey abruptly put his washtléd use. For quite a little
interval, the faint swush of it was the only soundthe bathroom. Mrs. Glass, seated
eight or ten feet away from the shower curtainiestaacross the tiled floor at the blue
bathmat alongside the tub. Her cigarette had budo&d to the last half inch. She held it
between the ends of two fingers of her right hdidtinctly, her way of holding it tended
to blow to some sort of literary hell one's firstrong (and still perfectly tenable)
impression that an invisible Dubliner's shawl cegeher shoulders. Not only were her
fingers of an extraordinary length and shapelinessek as, very generally speaking, one
wouldn't have expected of a medium-stout womamgefis—but they featured, as it
were, a somewhat imperial-looking tremor; a depd3aitan queen or a retired favorite
courtesan might have had such an elegant tremar tifia was not the only contradiction
to the Dublin-black-shawl motif. There was the eamtleyebrow-raising fact of Bessie
Glass's legs, which were comely by any criterioheyl were the legs of a once quite
widely acknowledged public beauty, a vaude-villiardancer, a very light dancer. They
were crossed now, as she sat staring at the bathefatover right, a worn white
terrycloth slipper looking as if it might fall othe extended foot at any second. The feet
were extraordinarily small, the ankles were stdingler, and, perhaps most remarkable,
the calves were still firm and evidently never lhaeén knotty.

A much deeper sigh than customary—almost, it seeraepart of the life force
itself—suddenly came from Mrs. Glass. She got up @ried her cigarette over to the
washbowl, let cold water run on it, then droppe@ tbxtinguished stub into the
wastebasket and sat down again. The spell of paign she had cast on herself was
unbroken, as if she hadn't moved from her sedt.at a

"I'm getting out of here in about three secondssie1 I'm giving you fair warning.
Let's not wear out our welcome, buddy."”

Mrs. Glass, who had resumed staring at the bluleniet; gave an absent-minded
nod at this "fair warning." And at that instant, madhan just mentionably, had Zooey
seen her face, and particularly her eyes, he niighe¢ had a strong impulse, passing or
not, to recall, or reconstruct, or reinflect theaper part of his share of the conversation
that had passed between them—to temper it, torsdft®n the other hand, he might not
have. It was a very touch-and-go business, in 18b%et a wholly plausible reading
from Mrs. Glass's face, and especially from hemeos blue eyes. Where once, a few
years earlier, her eyes alone could break the reitiger to people or to bathmats) that
two of her sons were dead, one by suicide (herriteydher most intricately calibrated,



her kindest son), and one killed in World War l&lonly truly lighthearted son)—where
once Bessie Glass's eyes alone could report thete fvith an eloquence and a seeming
passion for detail that neither her husband noraryer adult surviving children could
bear to look at, let alone take in, now, in 195t was apt to use this same terrible Celtic
equipment to break the news, usually at the fraardthat the new delivery boy hadn't
brought the leg of lamb in time for dinner or tteime remote Hollywood starlet's
marriage was on the rocks.

She lit a fresh king-size cigarette abruptly, dedy®n it, then stood up, exhaling
smoke. "I'll be back in a minute," she said. Thateshent sounded, innocently, like a
promise. "Just please use the bathmat when yowget she added. "That's what it's
there for." She left the bathroom, closing the deexrurely behind her.

It was rather as though, after being in makeshét dock for days, the Queen Mary
had just sailed out of, say, Walden Pond, as sugdenl perversely as she had sailed in.
Behind the shower curtain, Zooey closed his eyes flew seconds, as though his own
small craft were listing precariously in the wakéen he pulled back the shower curtain
and stared over at the closed door. It was a wegflhare, and relief was not really a great
part of it. As much as anything else, it was tlaestnot so paradoxically, of a privacy-
lover who, once his privacy has been invaded, dogsiite approve when the invader
just gets up and leaves, one-two-three, tiia.

NOT five minutes later, Zooey, with his hair combegkt, stood barefoot at the
washbowl, wearing a pair of beltless dark-gray le$ién slacks, a face towel across his
bare shoulders. A pre-shaving ritual had alreadgnhmut into effect. The window blind
had been raised halfway; the bathroom door had bekajar to let the steam escape and
clear the mirrors; a cigarette had been lit, drdgge and placed within easy reach on the
frosted-glass ledge under the medicine-cabinetomivkt the moment, Zooey had just
finished squeezing lather cream onto the end biaisg brush. He put the tube of lather,
without re-capping it, somewhere into the enamekgeound, out of his way. He passed
the flat of his hand squeakily back and forth aver face of the medicine-cabinet mirror,
wiping away most of the mist. Then he began todlattis face. His lathering technique
was very much out of the ordinary, although ideaitia spirit with his actual shaving
technique. That is, although he looked into theaniwhile he lathered, he didn't watch
where his brush was moving but, instead, lookeectliy into his own eyes, as though his
eyes were neutral territory, a no man's land irri@afe war against narcissism he had
been fighting since he was seven or eight yearsBydhow, when he was twenty-five,
the little stratagem may well have been mostlyesefle, just as a veteran baseball player,
at the plate, will tap his spikes with his bat wiegthe needs to or not. Nonetheless, a few
minutes earlier, when he had combed his hair, ltedwme so with the very minimum
amount of help from the mirror. And before thathHa®l managed to dry himself in front
of a full-length mirror without so much as glancingp it.

He had just finished lathering his face when higheo suddenly appeared in his
shaving mirror. She stood in the doorway, a fewt teehind him, one hand on the
doorknob—a portrait of spurious hesitancy about ingalanother full entrance into the



room.

"Ah! What a pleasant and gracious surprise!" Zosag into the mirror. "Come in,
come in!" He laughed, or gave his roar, then opehednedicine cabinet and took down
his razor.

Mrs. Glass advanced, meditatively. "Zooey..." shel.s"lI've been thinking." Her
usual seating accommodation was directly at Zodejts She started to lower herself
into place.

"Don't sit down! Let me drink you in first,"

Zooey said. Getting out of the tub, putting onthigisers, and combing his hair had
apparently raised his spirits. "It isn't often wavé visitors at our little chapel, and when
we do, we try to make them feel—"

"Just be still a minute,” Mrs. Glass said firmlyttisg. She crossed her legs. "l've
been thinking. Do you think it would do any goodtty to get hold of Waker? don't,
personally, but what do you think? | mean in mynogm what that child needs is a good
psychiatrist, not a priest or anything, but | mayvae®ng."

"Oh, no. No, no. Notrong. I'venever known you to berong, Bessie. Your facts
are always either untrue or exaggerated, but yomeérkerwrong—no, no." With much
delight, Zooey wet his razor and began to shave.

"Zooey, I'maskingyou—just cut out the funny business, now, please.ybu or
don't you think | should get in touch with Waker®duld call that Bishop Pinchot or
whatever his name is, and he could probably teliwhere | could at leastire him, if
he's still on some crazy boat." Mrs. Glass reachgdnd drew the metal wastebasket in
close to her and used it as an ashtray for théeldgbigarette she had brought in with her.
"l askedFranny if she'd like to talk to him on the phonghé said'If | could get hold of
him."

Zooey rinsed his razor briefly. "What'd she say®'akked.

Mrs. Glass adjusted her sitting position with #ditevasive shift to the right. "She
saysshe doesn't want to talk to anybody."

"Ah. We know better than that, don't we? We're gaihg to take a straight answer
like that lying down, are we?"

"For your information, young man, I'm not goingteke any answer of any kind
from that child today," Mrs. Glass said, rallyirfshe addressed Zooey's lathered profile.
"If you have a young girl lying in a room cryingcamumbling to herself for forty-eight
hours, you don't go to them for any answers."

Zooey, without commenting, went on shaving.

"Answer my question, please. Do you or don't yankh should try to get in touch
with Waker? I'mafraid to, frankly. He's so emotional —priest or no pridktyou tell
Waker it looks likerain, his eyes all fill up.”

Zooey shared his amusement at this remark withettection of his own eyes in the
mirror. "There's hope for you yet, Bessie," he said



"Well, if | can't get Buddy on the phone, and eyenwon't help, I'm going to have
to dosomething,"Mrs. Glass said. Looking vastly troubled, she sabldng for a long
moment. Then: "If it was something strictly Catleplor like that, | might be able to help
her myself. | haven't forgotten everything. But emf you children were broughp as
Catholics, and | really don't see—"

Zooey cut her short. "You're off," he said, turnihig lathered face toward her.
"You're off. You're way off. | told you that lastgit. This thing with Franny is strictly
non-sectarian." He dipped his razor and continoeshaive. "Just take my word, please."

Mrs. Glass stared full and pressingly at his pepfds if he might say something
further, but he didn't. At length, she sighed, aad, "I'dalmostbe satisfied for a while if
| could get that awful Bloomberg off that couch hwier. It isn't even sanitary.” She
dragged on her cigarette. "Andibn't know what I'm supposed to do about the painters.
This very minute they're practically finished inrheom, and they're going to be
champing at théit to get in the living room."

"You know, I'm the only one in this family who has problems," Zooey said. "And
you know why? Because any time I'm feeling bluepurzledwhat | do, I just invite a
few people to come visit me in the bathroom, andd#;wee iron things out together,
that's all.”

Mrs. Glass seemed on the point of being diverteddmyey's method of dealing with
problems, but it was her day to suppress all foofmsmusement. She stared at him for a
moment, and then, slowly, a new look gathered indyes—resourceful, crafty, and a
trifle desperate. "You know, I'm not as stupid asl ynay think, young man," she said.
"You're all so secretive, all you children. It jusd happens, if you must know, that |
know more about what's behind all this than yownkhl do." For emphasis, lips
compressed, she brushed some imaginary tobacasffedm the lap of her kimono. "For
your information, | happen to know that that litdeok she carried all around the whole
house with her yesterday is at the whalet of this whole business."”

Zooey turned and glanced at her. He was grinniHgw'd you figure that out?" he
said.

"Just nevemindhow | figured it out," Mrs. Glass said. "If you ntdsow, Lane has
called up herseveratltimes. He's terribly worried about Franny."

Zooey rinsed his razor. "Who in hell is Lane?" Is&eml. Unmistakably, it was the
guestion of a still very young man who, now andithis not inclined to admit that he
knows the first names of certain people.

"You know very well who he is, young man,"” Mrs. &asaid with emphasis. "Lane
Coutell.He's onlybeenFranny's boy friend for a whole year. You've met lait least half
a dozen times that / know of, so just don't pretgmddon't know who he is."

Zooey gave a genuine roar of laughter, as if harlgleelished seeing any affectation
brought to light, his own included. He went on shgystill delighted. "The expression is
Franny's 'young man,™ he said, "not her 'boy ftiewWhy are you so out of date, Bessie?
Why is that? Hm?"

"Never mind why I'm so out of date. It may intergst to know that he's called up



here five or six times since Franny got home—twide morning before you were even
up.He's been very sweet, and he's terribly concerndavarried about Franny."

"Not like some people we know, eh? Well, | hateltgillusion you, but I've sat by
the hour with him and he's not sweet at all. Hetharm boy and a fake. Incidentally,
somebody around here's been shaving their armpitsed goddam legs with my razor.
Or dropped it.The head's way out of—"

"Nobody's touched your razor, young man. Why isittbarm boy and a fake, may |
ask?"

"Why? Because he is, that's all. Probably becatseaid off. | can tell you one
thing. If he's worried about Franny at all, I'lyladds it's for the crummiest reasons. He's
probably worried because he minded leaving the goddam fOaglame before it was
over—worried because he probably showed he mindadd he knows Franny's sharp
enough to have noticed. | can just picture théelittastard getting her into a cab and
putting her on a train and wondering if he can miakeack to the game before the half
ended.”

"Oh, it's impossible to talk to you! But absolutétypossible. | don't know why | try,
even. You're just like Buddy. You think everybodged something for somgeculiar
reason.You don't think anybody calls anybody else up withdaving some nasty,
selfishreasonfor it."

"Exactly—in nine casesut of ten. And this Lane pill isn't the exception, ycan be
sure. Listen, | talked with him for twenty deadiydglam minutes one night while Franny
was getting ready to go out, and | say he's a biging." He reflected, arresting his razor
stroke. "What in hell was it he was telling me? &tmng verywinning. What was it? ...
Oh, yes.Yes.He was telling me he used to listen to Franny aedenery week when he
was a kid —and you know what he was doing, thke liiastard? He was buildimgeup
at Franny's expense. For absolutetyreasonexcept to ingratiate himself and show off
his hot little Ivy League intellect." Zooey put obhis tongue and gave a subdued,
modified Bronx cheer. "Phooey," he said, and resuosng his razor. "Phooey, | say, on
all white-shoe college boys who edit their camptesdry magazines. Give me an honest
con man any day."

Mrs. Glass directed a long and oddly comprehenkie& at his profile. "He's a
young boy not out of college yet. And you make peogrvous, young man," she said—
most equably, for her. "You either take to somebodyou don't. If you do, then you do
all the talking and nobody can even get a worddigesvise. If yowdon'tlike somebody—
which is most of the time —then you just sit arodiké deathitself and let the person
talk themself into a hole. I've seen you do it."

Zooey turned full around to look at his mother.

He turned around and looked at her, in this ingac precisely the same way that,
at one time or another, in one year or anothemialbrothers and sisters (and especially
his brothers) had turned around and looked atNet just with objective wonder at the
rising of a truth, fragmentary or not, up throughawoften seemed to be an impenetrable
mass of prejudices, cliches, and bromides. But agtimiration, affection, and, not least,
gratitude. And, oddly or no, Mrs. Glass invarialdpk this "tribute,” when it came, in



beautiful stride. She would look back with grace amdesty at the son or daughter who
had given her the look. She now presented thisigracand modest countenance to
Zooey. "You do," she said, without accusation im heice. "Neither you nor Buddy
know how to talk to people you don't like." Sheupbt it over. "Don't love, really,” she
amended. And Zooey continued to stand gazing atnwérshaving. "It's not right,” she
said— gravely, sadly. "You're getting so much likeddy used to be when he was your
age. Even your father's noticed it. If you dorkelsomebody in two minutes, you're done
with them forever." Mrs. Glass looked over, abgtdty, at the blue bathmat, across the
tiled floor. Zooey stood as still as possible, ndler not to break her mood. "You can't
live in the world with such strong likes and digl#" Mrs. Glass said to the bathmat, then
turned again toward Zooey and gave him a long leoth very little, if any, morality in

it. "Regardless of what you may think, young mamg said.

Zooey looked back at her steadily, then smiled fawd around to examine his
beard in the mirror. Mrs. Glass, watching him, sighShe bent and put out her cigarette
against the inside of the metal wastebasket. $teeftesh cigarette almost at once, and
said, as pointedly as she was able, "Anyway, yserssays he's a brilliant boy. Lane.”

"That's just sex talking, buddy,” Zooey said. "bknthat voice. Oh, do | know that
voice!" The last trace of lather had been shaveaydwm his face and throat. He felt his
throat critically with one hand, then picked up kisaving brush and began to re-lather
strategic parts of his face. "All right, what doesne have to say on the phone?" he
asked. "According to Lane, what's behind Frannmgighiles?"

Mrs. Glass sat slightly and avidly forward, anddsdWell, Lane says it all has to
do—this entire thing—uwith that little book she'stguith her all the time. You know.
That little book she kept reading all yesterday drayging with her everywhere she—"

"I know that little book. Go on."

"Well, he says, Lane says, it's a terribly religidiitle book—fanatical and all like
that— and that she got it out of the library ategeé and now she thinks maybe she's—"
Mrs. Glass broke off. Zooey had turned toward high womewhat menacing alertness.
"What's thematter?"she asked.

"He said she got it where?"
"Out of the library. At college. Why?"

Zooey shook his head, and turned back to the wadhlbte put down his shaving
brush and opened the medicine cabinet.

"What's the matter?” Mrs. Glass demanded. "Whla¢gsnatter with that? Why such
a look, young man?"

Zooey didn't reply till he had opened a new packagerazor blades. Then,
dismantling his razor, he said, "You're so stugidssie." He ejected the blade from his
razor.

"Why am | so stupid? Incidentally, you jysita new razor blade in yesterday."

Zooey, his face expressionless, locked a new biafe his razor and began his
second-time-over shave.



"l asked you a question, young man. Why am | spid®@Didn't she get that little
book out of her college library, or what?"

“No, she didn't, Bessie," Zooey said, shaving. ‘tTite book is called 'The Pilgrim
Continues His Way," and it's a sequel to anotltée book, called 'The Way of a Pilgrim,’
which she's also dragging around with her, andggtdoth books out of Seymour and
Buddy's old room, where they've been sitting onnSay's desk for as long as | can
remember. Jesus God almighty."

"Well, don't get abusive about it! Is it s&rrible to think she might have gotten them
out of her college library and simply brought theth—

"Yes! It is terrible. Itis terrible when both books have been sitting on Seyiso
goddam desk foyears.It's depressing.”

An unexpected, a singularly noncombatant, note canee Mrs. Glass's voice. "I
don't go in that room if | can help it, and you tnat," she said."1 don't look at
Seymour's old—at his things."

Zooey said, quickly, "All right, I'm sorry." Withadooking at her, and although he
hadn't quite finished his second-time-over shaeepidiled the face towel down from his
shoulders and wiped the remaining lather off hee f4Let's just drop this for a while," he
said, and tossed the face towel over onto the tadia landed on the title page of the
Rick-Tina manuscript. He unscrewed his razor ard theinder the cold-water tap.

His apology had been genuine, and Mrs. Glass kmelwt evidently she couldn't
resist taking advantage of it, perhaps becausésafrity. "You're not kind," she said,
watching him rinse his razor. "You're not kind Bt Aooey. You're old enough to at least
try for some kind of kindness when you're feelingam. Buddy, at least, when he's
feeling—" She simultaneously took in her breath gade a great start as Zooey's razor,
new blade and all, slam-banged down into the nvedatebasket.

Quite probably Zooey hadn't intended to send t@errarashing into the wastebasket
but had merely brought his left hand down with ssaddenness and violence that the
razor got away from him. In any case, it was certhat he hadn't intended to strike and
hurt his wrist on the side of the washbowl. "BudBwyddy, Buddy,"he said. "Seymour,
Seymour,Seymour.'He had turned toward his mother, whom the crasth@frazor had
startled and alarmed but not really frightenedn'$o sick of their names | could cut my
throat." His face was pale but very nearly expmisss. "This whole goddam house
stinks of ghosts. | don't mind so much being hadifitg a dead ghost, but | resent like
hell being haunted by a half-dead one. | wisltwd Buddy'd make up his mind. He does
everything else Seymour ever did—or tries to. Wiy ttell doesn't he kill himself and be
done with it?"

Mrs. Glass blinked her eyes, just once, and Zoastantly looked away from her
face. He bent over and fished his razor out ofwhste-basket. "We'eeaks,the two of
us, Franny and I," he announced, standing up. dltmenty-five-year-old freak and she's
a twenty-year-old freak, and both those bastaredsesponsible.” He put his razor on the
edge of the washbowl, but it slid obstreperoushyrlnto the bowl. He quickly picked it
out, and this time kept it in the grasp of his &mg "The symptoms are a little more
delayed in Franny's case than mine, but she'sa, fteo, and don't you forget it. | swear



to you, | could murder them both without even l@ftan eyelash. The great teachers.
The great emancipators. My God. | can't even sitrdtw lunch with a man any more and
hold up my end of a decent conversation. | eitletrsg bored or so goddam preachy that
if the son of a bitch had any sense, he'd brealclngsr over my head." He suddenly
opened the medicine cabinet. He stared rather watyianto it for a few seconds, as
though he had forgotten why he opened it, therhmutindried razor in its place on one
of the shelves.

Mrs. Glass sat very still, watching him, her cigereburning low between her
fingers. She watched him put the cap on the tubeshalving lather. He had some
difficulty finding the thread.

"Not that anybody's interested, but | can't evérdewn to a goddammeal, to this
day, without first saying the Four Great Vows undgr breath, and I'll lay any odds you
want Franny can't, either. They drilled us withtsgoddam—"

"The four great what?" Mrs. Glass interrupted, cautiously.

Zooey put a hand on each side of the washbowl ekl his chest forward a trifle,
his eyes on the general background of enamel. IFbissslightness of body, he looked at
that moment ready and able to push the washboaightrthrough the floor. "The Four
GreatVows,"he said, and, with rancor, closed his eyes. "Hawvéwnumerable beings
are, | vow to

save them; howevenexhaustiblethe passions are, | vow to extinguish them;
however immeasurable the Dharmas are, | vow toendlsem; however incomparable
the Buddha-truth is, | vow tattain it." Yay, team. | know | can do it. Just put me in,
coach." His eyes stayed closed. "My God, I've bmembling that under my breath three
meals a day every day of my life since | was tesar'teatunless | say it. | tried skipping
it once when | was having a lunch with LeSage.dggal on a goddam cherrystone clam,
doing it." He opened his eyes, frowned, but keptgeculiar stance. "How 'bout getting
out of here, now, Bessie?" he said. "I mean it. imenfinish my goddam ablutions in
peace, please." His eyes closed again, and he rappesady to have another try at
pushing the washbowl through the floor. Even thobgh head was slightly down, a
considerable amount of blood had flowed out offace.

"l wish you'd get married,"” Mrs. Glass said, ablypwistfully.

Everyone in the Glass family—Zooey certainly n@tste—was familiar with this sort
of non-sequitur from Mrs. Glass. It bloomed beststsublimely, in the middle of an
emotional flareup of just this kind. This time,daught Zooey very much off guard,
however. He gave an explosive sound, mostly thrahgmose, of either laughter or the
opposite of laughter. Mrs. Glass quickly and angipueaned forward to see which it
was. It was laughter, more or less, and she s&, beleeved. "Well, I1do," she insisted.
"Why don'tyou?"

Relaxing his stance, Zooey took a folded linen lkanchief from his hip pocket,
nipped it open, then used it to blow his nose otwe&e, three times. He put away the
handkerchief, saying, "l like to ride in trains tomch. You never get to sit next to the
window any more when you're married."

"That's no reason!"



"It's a perfect reason. Go away, Bessie. Leavermpeace in here. Why don't you go
for a nice elevator ride? You're going to burn ybogers, incidentally, if you don't put
out that goddam cigarette.”

Mrs. Glass put out her cigarette against the insidbe wastebasket again. She then
sat quietly for a little interval, without reachifigr her cigarette pack and matches. She
watched Zooey take down a comb and re-part his au could use daircut, young
man," she said. "You're getting to look like onetlidse crazy Hungarians or something
getting out of awimmingpool.”

Zooey perceptibly smiled, went on for a few secomdth his combing, then
suddenly turned. He wagged his comb briefly atth@gher. "One other thing. Before |
forget. Andlistento me, now, Bessie," he said. "If you get any mdeas, like last night,
of phoning Philly Byrnes' goddam psychoanalystRmanny, just do one thing—that's all
| ask. Just think of what analysis did for Seymbtite paused for emphasis. "Hear me?
Will you do that?"

Mrs. Glass immediately gave her hairnet an unnacgsadjustment, then took out
her cigarettes and matches, but she merely kept tbea moment in her hand. "For your
information," she said, "I didn't say | was goirogpthone Philly Byrnes' psychoanalyst, |
said | wagthinking about it. In thefirst place, he isn't just an ordinary psychoanalyst. He
happens to be werydevoutCatholic psychoanalyst, and | thoughtnitightbe better than
sitting around and watching that child—"

"Bessie, I'm warning you, now, God damn it. | docetre if he's a very devout
Buddhist veterinarian. If you call in some—"

"There's no need for sarcasm, young man. I've knehilty Byrnes since he was a
tiny little boy. Your father and | played on the safi# with his parents foyears.And |
happen to know for a fact that going to a psychlysh&as made an absolutelgwand
lovelyperson out of that boy. | was talking to his—"

Zooey slammed his comb into the medicine cabirretn timpatiently flipped the
cabinet door shut. "Oh, you're so stupid, Bessie,5aid. "PhillyByrnes Philly Byrnes is
a poor little impotent sweaty guy pdstty who's been sleeping for years with a rosary
and a copy oVarietyunder his pillow. We're talking about two thingsdaiéerent as day
and night. Now, listen to me, Bessie." Zooey turfidbtoward his mother and looked at
her carefully, the flat of one hand on the ena@lf for support. "You listening to me?"

Mrs. Glass finished lighting a fresh cigarette lbefshe committed herself. Then,
exhaling smoke and brushing off imaginary tobadakes from her lap, she said grimly,
"I'm listening to you."

"All right. I'm very serious, now. If you— Listen to me, now. If you &aor won't,
think of Seymour, then you go right ahead and icalome ignorant psychoanalyst. You
just do that. You just call in some analyst whotpazienced in adjusting people to the
joys of television, andlife magazine every Wednesday, and European travelhanid-
Bomb, and Presidential elections, and the fronepEgheTimes,and the responsibilities
of the Westport and Oyster Bay Parent-Teacher Assoc, and God knows what else
that's gloriously normal—you justo that, and | swear to you, in not more than a year
Franny'll either be in autward or she'll be wandering off into some goddasedeawith



a burning cross in her hands."

Mrs. Glass brushed off a few more imaginary tobdtales. "All right, all right—
don't get saupset,"she said. "For goodness' sake. Nobody's calledoatyyb

Zooey yanked open the door of the medicine cabgtated inside, then took down a
nail file and closed the door. He picked up theaciffe he had posted on the edge of the
frosted-glass ledge and dragged on it, but it weedd His mother said, "Here," and
handed him her pack of king-size cigarettes andach folder. Zooey took a cigarette
out of the pack and got as far as putting it betwis lips and striking a match, but the
pressure of thoughts made the actual lighting efdigarette unfeasible, and he blew out
the match and took the cigarette down from his imotte gave a little, impatient
headshake. "l don't know," he said. "It seems talmeemustbe a psychoanalyst holed
up somewhere in town who'd be good for Fran-ny—eutiht about that last night." He
grimaced slightly. "But | don't happen to know afya For a psychoanalyst to be any
good with Franny at all, he'd have to be a prettguiar type. | don't know. He'd have to
believe that it was through the grace of God thetd hbeen inspired to study
psychoanalysis in the first place. He'd have toelel that it was through the grace of
God that he wasn't run over by a goddam truck kefa ever even got his license to
practice. He'd have to believe that it's through dginace of God that he has the native
intelligence to be able to help his goddam patiantdl. | don't know anygoodanalysts
who think along those lines. But that's the only.diof psychoanalyst who might be able
to do Franny any good at all. If she got somebeudsilily Freudian, or terribly eclectic,
or just terribly run-of-the-mill—somebody who ditdeven have any crazy, mysterious
gratitude for his insight and intelligence—she'dheoout of analysis in even worse shape
than Seymour did. It worriekell out of me, thinking about it. Let's just shut upabit,
if you don't mind." He took time to get his cigdeclighted. Then, exhaling smoke, he put
the cigarette up on the frosted-glass ledge whereld, dead cigarette was, and assumed
a slightly more relaxed stance. He began to ruméilfile under his fingernails —which
were already perfectly clean. "If you don't yakva," he said, after a pause, "I'll tell you
what those two little books are about that Franggswith her. Are you interested, or
not? If you're not interested, | don't feel like—"

"Yes,I'm interested! Otoursel'm interested! What do you think I'm—"

"All right, just don't yak at me for a minute, théZooey said, and rested the small
of his back against the edge of the washbowl. Het we using the nail file. "Both books
are about a Russian peasant, around the turn ektitary,” he said, in what was, for his
implacably matter-of-fact voice, a rather narrativae. "He's a very simple, very sweet
little guy with a withered arm. Which, of courseakes him a natural for Franny, with
that goddam Bide-a-Wee Home heart of hers." Hetpdraround, picked up his cigarette
from the frosted-glass ledge, dragged on it, thegmab to file his nails. "In the beginning,
the little peasant tells you, he had a wife andranf But he had a looney brother who
burned down the farm—and then, later, | think, whie just died. Anyway, he Starts on
his pilgrimage. And he has a problem. He's beedimgathe Bible all his life, and he
wants to know what it means when it says, in THeagmns, Pray without ceasing.' That
one line keeps haunting him." Zooey reached forclgarette again, dragged on it, and
then said, "There's another, similar line in TinystHl will therefore that men pray
everywhere." And Christ himself, as a matter of,faays, 'Men ought always to pray and



not to faint." Zooey used his nalil file in silenfoe a moment, his face singularly dour in
expression. "So, anyway, he begins his pilgrimagknd a teacher,” he said. "Someone
who can teach hinmow to pray incessantly, anghy. He walks and he walks and he
walks, from one church and shrine to another, nglkp this priest and that. Till finally
he meets a simple old monk who apparently knows whaall about. The old monk tells
him that the one prayer acceptable to God atrakgi and 'desired’ by God, is the Jesus
Prayer —'Lord Jesus Christ, have mercy on Aetually,the whole prayer is 'Lord Jesus
Christ, have mercy on me, a miserable sinner,'nlomie of the adepts in either of the
Pilgrim books put any emphasis—thaBkd—on the miserable-sinner part. Anyway, the
old monk explains to him what will happen if thaper is said incessantly. He gives him
some practice sessions with it and sends him hé&meé—to make a long story short—
after a while the little pilgrim becomes proficiewith the prayer. He masters it. He's
overjoyed with his new spiritual life, and he gams hiking all over Russia—through
dense forests, through towns, villages, and so sayirg his prayer as he goes along and
telling everyone he happens to meet how to sagpat,” Zooey looked up, brusquely, at
his mother. "You listening to this? You fat old A" he inquired. "Or are you just
staring at my gorgeous face?"

Mrs. Glass, bristling, said, "Certainly I'm listagi”

"All right—I don't want any party poops around h&rgooey gave a great guffaw,
then took a drag on his cigarette. He kept therettm stationed between his fingers and
went on using the nail file. "The first of the twitile books, 'The Way of a Pilgrim," he
said, "has mostly to do with the adventures thelpilgrim has on the road. Whom he
meets, what he says to them, what they say to hiewméets some goddam nice people,
incidentally. The sequel, "The Pilgrim Continues MVay,' is mostly a dissertation in
dialogue form on the whys and wherefores of thesi®ayer. The pilgrim, a professor, a
monk, and some sort of hermit all meet and hash thwegs. And that's all there is to it,
really." Zooey glanced up, very briefly, at his imet, then switched the nail file over to
his left hand. "The aim dbothlittle books, if you're interested,” he said, "igpposedly
to wake everybody up to the need dmwehefitsof saying the Jesus Prayer incessantly.
First under the supervision of a qualified teache-sort of Christian guru—and then,
after the person’'s mastered it to some extent,sh@posed to go on with it on his own.
And the main idea is that it's not supposed tausefpr pious bastards and breast-beaters.
You can be busy robbing the goddam poor box, butrgdo say the prayer while you
rob it. Enlightenment's supposed to cowith the prayer, not before it." Zooey frowned,
but academically. "The idea, really, is that soooetater, completely on its own, the
prayer moves from the lips and the head down terdec in the heart and becomes an
automatic function in the person, right along wiitle heartbeat. And then, after a time,
once the prayer is automatic in the heart, thegmeissupposed to enter into the so-called
reality of things. The subject doesn't really campen either of the books, but, in Eastern
terms, there are seven subtle centers in the bmalied cha-kras,and the one most
closely connected with the heart is callethhata,which is supposed to be sensitive and
powerful as hell, and when it's activated, it, imnt activates another of these centers,
between the eyebrows, callapha—it's the pineal gland, really, or, rather, an aan@und
the pineal gland — and then, bingo, there's aniogesf what mystics call the 'third eye.’
It's nothing new, for God's sake. It didn't justrstwvith the little pilgrim's crowd, | mean.
In India, for God knows how many centuries, it'efé&nown agapam. Japam igust the



repetition of any of the human names of God. Orrihemes of his incarnations—his
avatars, if you want to get technical. The ideangehat if you call out the name long
enough and regularly enough alitérally from the heart, sooner or later you'll get an
answer. Not exactly an answer.résponse.'’Zooey suddenly turned around, opened the
medicine cabinet, replaced his nail file, and tatdwn a remarkably stubby-looking
orange stick. "Who's been eating my orange sti¢i?'said. With his wrist, he briefly
blotted his perspiring upper lip, and then he begarse the orange stick to push back his
cuticles.

Mrs. Glass took a deep drag on her cigarette, waichim, then crossed her legs
and asked, demanded, "Is that what Franny's sugdosiee doing? | mean is that what
she's doing and all?"

"So | gather. Don't ask me, alsér."

There was a short pause, and a dubious one. Then@®Mss abruptly and rather
pluckily asked, "How long do you have to do it?"

Zooey's face lit up with pleasure. He turned to. Helow long?" he said. "Oh, not
long. Till the painters want to get in your roomhéh a procession of saints and
bodhisattvas march in, carrying bowls of chickeatlbr The Hall Johnson Choir starts up
in the background, and the cameras move in on @ olid gentleman in a loincloth
standing against a background of mountains and kies and white clouds, and a look
of peace comes over everybody's—"

"All right, just stopthat,” Mrs. Glass said.

"Well, Jesus. I'm only trying to help. Mercy. | dowant you to go away with the
impression that there're any—you know—any ingeniences involved in the religious
life. | mean a lot of people don't take it up jbstcause they think it's going to involve a
certain amount of nasty application and perseverahou know what | mean." It was
clear that the speaker, with patent relish, was reaghing the high point of his address.
He wagged his orange stick solemnly at his moth#s.soon as we get out of the chapel
here, | hope you'll accept from me a little volurfve always admired. | believe it
touches on some of the fine points we've discuisiednorning. 'God Is My Hobby.' By
Dr. Homer Vincent Claude Pierson, Jr. In thisdittlook, | think you'll find, Dr. Pierson
tells us very clearly how when he was twenty-onaryef age he started putting aside a
little time each day—two minutes in the morning &wvd minutes at night, if | remember
correctly—and at the end of tiiest year,just by these little informal visits with God, he
increased his annual income seventy-four per ¢édlieve | have an extra copy, and if
you'll be good enough—"

"Oh, you're impossible,” Mrs. Glass said. But vdgueler eyes had again sought
out her old friend the blue bathmat, across thentd®he sat staring at it while Zooey—
grinning but perspiring freely at his upper lip—wem using his orange stick. At length,
Mrs. Glass heaved one of her premium sighs andneduher attention to Zooey, who,
pushing at his cuticles, had pivoted a half tuma@ the morning daylight. As she took
in the lines and planes of his uncommonly spardotimed back, her gaze gradually de-
abstracted. In a matter of only a few seconds,ant, fher eyes appeared to jettison
everything that was dark and heavy and to glow Jath-club appreciation. "You're



getting so broad and lovely,"” she said, aloud, @athed out to touch the small of his
back. "I was afraid all those crazy bar-bell exezsiwould do some—"

"Don't, willya?" Zooey said, quite sharply, recoiling.
"Don't what?"

Zooey pulled open the medicine-cabinet door andtipaitorange stick back in its
niche. "Just don't, that's all. Don't admire my dma back,” he said, and closed the
cabinet. He picked off a pair of black silk sockattwere hanging on the towel bar and
carried them over to the radiator. He sat down len radiator, despite the heat— or
because of it—and began to put on his socks.

Mrs. Glass gave a rather delayed snort. "Don't selyour back—I love that!" she
said. But she was insulted, and a trifle hurt. Sfa¢ched him put on his socks, with a
mixed expression of injury and the ungovernableredt of someone who has been
examining laundered socks for holes for a greatynyaars. Then, suddenly, with one of
her most audible sighs, she stood up and, grim éuy-bound, moved into the
washstand area Zooey had vacated. Her first, hlptarartyred chore was to turn on the
cold-water tap. "I wish you'd learn to put the cépsk on things properly when you're
finished using them," she said in a tone she folgant to sound captious.

From the radiator, where he was attaching supmottehis socks, Zooey glanced up
at her. "I wish you'd learn to leave the goddantypanhen it's over," he said. "l mean it,
now, Bessie. I'd like about one minute of solitidéere—rude as it may sound. In the
first place, I'm in a hurry. | have to be at LeSagsdfice at two-thirty, and I'tlke to get a
couple of things done downtown first. Let's go, redo you mind?"

Mrs. Glass turned from her char duties to lookiat Bnd to ask a question of the
kind that, over the years, had irritated every ohéer children: "You're going to have
somelunchbefore you go, aren't you?"

"I'll get a bite downtown. . . . Where the hell'y other shoe?"

Mrs. Glass stared at him, deliberately. "Are yowamn't you going to speak to your
sister before you leave here?" she demanded.

"l don't know, Bessie," Zooey answered, after a perceptible hesita"Just stop
asking me that, please. If | had something reatiytb say to her this morning, | would.
Just stop asking me." One shoe on and tied, thex sttoe missing, he suddenly got down
on his hands and knees and passed a hand backré#mdrider the radiator. "Ah. There
you are, you little bastard,” he said. A small batim scale stood beside the radiator. He
sat down on it, missing shoe in hand.

Mrs. Glass watched him pull it on. She didn't dtaythe tying of the lace, however.
Instead, she left the room. But slowly. Moving with certain uncharacteristic
heaviness—a drag, actually—that distracted Zooeylddked up and over at her with
considerable attention. "I just don't know any mateat's happened to all you children,”
Mrs. Glass said vaguely, without turning arounde Stopped at one of the towel bars and
straightened a washcloth. "In the old radio daysenvyou were all little and all, you all
used to be so—smart and happy and—jogely. Morning, noon, and night." She bent
over and picked up from the tiled floor what apgeédtio be a long, mysteriously blondish



human hair. She made a slight detour with it oeethe wastebasket, saying, "l don't
know what good it is to know so much and be smanvhips and all if it doesn't make
you happy." Her back was toward Zooey as she mageath toward the door. "At least,”
she said, "you all used to be so sweet and lovangath other it was a joy to see." She
opened the door, shaking her head. "Just a joy"sstid firmly, and closed the door
behind her.

Zooey, looking over at the closed door, inhaledptieand exhaled slowly. "Some
exit lines you give yourself, buddy!" he calledeafher—but only when he must have
been sure that his voice wouldn't really reachdoevn the hall.

THE Glasses' living room was about as unready e lta walls repainted as a room can
be. Franny Glass lay asleep on the couch, withfginaa over her; the "wall-to-wall"
carpet had been neither taken up nor folded imatbbrders; and the furniture—
seemingly, a small warehouse of it—was in itgalistatic-dynamic distribution. The
room was not impressively large, even by Madtam apartment-house standards, but
its accumulated furnishings might have lent a sapgearance to a banquet hall in
Valhalla. There was a Steinway grand piano (in\myi&ept open), three radios (a 1927
Freshman, a 1932 Stromberg-Carlson, and 4l RIC.A.), a twenty-one-inch-screen
television set, four table-model phonographs (iditig a 1920 Victrola, with its speaker
still mounted intact, topside), cigarette and magatables galore, a regulation-size ping-
pong table (mercifully collapsed and stored behimel piano), four comfortable chairs,
eight uncomfortable chairs, a twelve-gallon tropitsh tank (filled to capacity, in every
sense of the word, and illuminated by two forty-4mtlbs), a love seat, the couch Franny
was occupying, two empty bird cages, a cherrywoadtng table, and an assortment of
floor lamps, table lamps, and "bridge" lamps teptang up all over the congested
inscape like sumac. A cordon of waist-high booksdsged three walls, their shelves
cram-jammed and literally sagging with books—clalids books, textbooks, second-
hand books, Book Club books, plus an even morerdggeaeous overflow from less
communal "annexes" of the apartment. ("Dracula" steod next to "Elementary Pali,"
"The Boy Allies at the Somme" stood next to "BadfsMelody,” "The Scarab Murder
Case" and "The Idiot" were together, "Nancy Drew #re Hidden Staircase" lay on top
of "Fear and Trembling.") Even if a resolute andisurally stout-hearted team of painters
had been able to deal with the bookcases, the wadiniselves, directly behind them,
might well have made any self-respecting artisan i his union card. From the top of
the bookcases to within less than a foot of thénggithe plaster —a blistery Wedgwood
blue, where visible— was almost completely coveneth what may very loosely be
called "hangings," meaning a collection of framéumtpgraphs, yellowing personal and
Presidential correspondence, bronze and silverupgand a sprawling miscellany of
vaguely citational-looking documents and trophy ldbjects of various shapes and sizes,
all attesting, one way or another, to the redoubtédrct that from 1927 through most of
1943 the network radio program called "It's a W@¥eld" had very rarely gone on the air
without one (and, more often, two) of the sevens&lahildren among its panelists.
(Buddy Glass, who, at thirty-six, was the programldest living ex-panelist, not
infrequently referred to the walls of his pareafsartment as being a kind of visual hymn



to commercial American childhood and early pubektg. often expressed regret that his
visits in from the country were so few and far betw, and pointed out, usually at
enormous length, how much luckier his brothers sisters were, most of whom still
lived in or around New York City.) The decoratiazheme for the walls was, in fact, the
brain child—with Mrs. Glass's unreserved spiritsahction and everlastingly withheld
formal consent—of Mr. Les Glass, the children'shéat a former international
vaudevillian and, no doubt, an inveterate and wisttimirer of the wall decor at Sardi's
theatrical restaurant. Mr. Glass's perhaps mogire coup as a decorator was manifest
just behind and above the couch where young Fr&tags was now sleeping. There, in
almost incestuously close juxtaposition, sevenpsbi@ks of newspaper and magazine
clippings had been bracketed, at the bindingsctiyrento the plaster. Year after year,
plainly, all seven scrapbooks stood ready to bageet or pored over by old close friends
of the family and casual visitors alike, as well gesumably, the odd part-time cleaning
woman.

Just mentionably, Mrs. Glass had managed earlarrtforning to make two token
gestures on behalf of the arriving painters. Trenraould be entered through either the
hall or the dining room, and at each of these ecta there were glass-paned double
doors. Directly after breakfast, Mrs. Glass hadpptd the doors of their pleated silk
curtains. And later, at an opportune moment, whemiy was pretending to sample a
cup of chicken broth, Mrs. Glass had climbed ughenwindow seats with the agility of a
mountain nanny goat and stripped all three of tshsvindows of their heavy damask
curtains.

The room had a single, a southern, exposure. A-Stary private school for girls
stood directly across the side street—a stolid eatter aloofly anonymous-looking
building that rarely came alive till about threérthin the afternoon, when public-school
children from Third and Second Avenues came to jdayis or stoop-ball on its stone
steps. The Glasses had a fifth-story apartmentorg figher than the school building,
and at this hour the sun was shining over the datbed and through the Glasses' naked
living-room windows. Sunshine was very unkind tee troom. Not only were the
furnishings old, intrinsically unlovely, and clattevith memory and sentiment, but the
room itself in past years had served as the a@mneofintless hockey and football (tackle
as well as "touch™) games, and there was scarcédg @n any piece of furniture that
wasn't badly nicked or marred. There were scarshnmgarer to eye level, too, from a
rather awesome variety of airborne objects—beanhagseballs, marbles, skate keys,
soap erasers, and even, on one well-marked occasitiee early nineteen-thirties, a
flying headless porcelain doll. Sunshine, howewers perhaps most particularly unkind
to the carpet. It had originally been a port-redbee-and by lamplight, at least, still
was—nbut it now featured a number of rather paneskaped faded spots, unsentimental
mementos, all, of a series of household pets. Theasthis hour shone as far, as deep, as
mercilessly into the room as the television setkisg it squarely in its unblinking
cyclopean eye.

Mrs. Glass, who did some of her most inspired, npespendicular thinking on the
threshold of linen closets, had bedded down hengest child on the couch between
pink percale sheets, and covered her with a pale-bhshmere afghan. Franny now lay
sleeping on her left side, facing into the backhef couch and the wall, her chin just



grazing one of the several toss pillows all arohed Her mouth was closed, but only
just. Her right hand, however, on the coverlet, wasmerely closed but shut tight; the
fingers were clenched, the thumb tucked in—it wathaugh, at twenty, she had checked
back into the mute, fisty defenses of the nursénd here at the couch, it should be
mentioned, the sun, for all its ungraciousnesshw rest of the room, was behaving
beautifully. It shone full on Franny's hair, whialas jet-black and very prettily cut, and
had been washed three times in as many days. $enghifact, bathed the entire afghan,
and the play of warm, brilliant light in the pale#e wool was in itself well worth
beholding.

Zooey, almost direct from the bathroom, with a teghcigar in his mouth, stood for
quite a while at the foot of the couch, at firsspuucking in the ends of a white shirt he
had put on, then buttoning his cuffs, and then tgestanding and looking. He wore a
frown behind his cigar, as though the stunningtiigh effects had been "created” by a
stage director whose taste he considered moressrsigspect. Despite the extraordinary
fineness of his features, and his age, and hisrgestature—clothed, he could easily
have passed for a young, underweidgmseur—the cigar was not markedly unbecoming
to him. For one reason, he was not really shoredo&or another, cigars, with Zooey,
were not in any patent way a young man's affectatite had been smoking them since
he was sixteen, and regularly, as many as a doziry a—expensive panatelas, for the
most part—since he was eighteen.

A Vermont-marble coffee table, rectangular and eqloing, stood parallel and very
close to the couch. Zooey abruptly went over tblé.moved an ashtray, a silver cigarette
box, and a copy dflarper's Bazaawout of the way, then directly sat down in the narro
space on the cold marble surface, facing—almosetiing over— Franny's head and
shoulders. He looked briefly at the clenched hamdhe blue afghan, then, quite gently,
with his cigar in his hand, took hold of Franny®slder. "Franny," he said. "Frances.
Let's go, buddy. Let's not fritter away the best p&the day here. . . . Let's go, buddy."

Franny awakened with a start—a jolt, really, asutiiothe couch had just gone over
a bad bump. She raised up on one arm, and saideWIshe squinted at the morning
sunlight. "Why's it so sunny?" She only partly taokZooey's presence. "Why's it so
sunny?" she repeated.

Zooey observed her rather narrowly. "I bring the ainerever | go, buddy," he said.

Franny, still squinting, stared at him. "Why'd ywake me up?" she asked. She was
still too heavy with sleep to sound really frac8pbut it was apparent that she felt there
was some kind of injustice in the air.

"Well . . . it's like this. Brother Anselmo and &ve been offered a new parish. In
Labrador, see. And we wondered if you'd give us yessing before we—"

"Whew!" Franny said again, and put her hand on dbger head. Her hair, cut
fashionably short, had survived sleep very welkedl She wore it—most fortunately for
the viewer— parted in the middle. "Oh, | had thestiworrible dream,” she said. She sat
up a bit and, with one hand, closed the lapelseofdnessing gown. It was a tailored tie-
silk dressing gown, beige, with a pretty pattermiriute pink tea roses.

"Go ahead," Zooey said, dragging on his cigad.ititerpret for you."



She shuddered. "It was just horrible. Sopidery.I've never had such a spidery
nightmare in my entire life."

"Spiders, eh? That's very interesting. Very sigaifit. | had a very interesting case in
Zurich, some years backayoung person very much like yourself, as a mattéac—"

"Be quiet a second, or I'll forget it,” Franny safhe stared avidly into space, as
nightmare-recallers do. There were half circlesenrfier eyes, and other, subtler signs
that mark an acutely troubled young girl, but nbeétss no one could have missed
seeing that she was a first-class beauty. Her gkia lovely, and her features were
delicate and most distinctive. Her eyes were vearly the same quite astonishing shade
of blue as Zooey's, but were set farther aparg sister's eyes no doubt should be—and
they were not, so to speak, a day's work to look, ias Zooey's were. Some four years
earlier, at her graduation from boarding schoolr beother Buddy had morbidly
prophesied to himself, as she grinned at him froengraduates' platform, that she would
in all probability one day marry a man with a hackicough. So there wakat in her
face, too. "Oh, God, | remember it now!" she sditl.was just hideous. | was at a
swimmingpool somewhere, and a whole bunch of people kegingane dive for a can
of Medaglia d'Oro coffee that was on the bottom.

Every time I'd come up, they'd make me go downragawas crying, and | kept
saying to everybodyyYouhave your bathing suits on. Why don't you do &elittiving,
too?," but they'd all just laugh and make thesebtgrsnide little remarks, and down I'd
go again." She gave another shudder. "These tv® that are in my dorm were there.
Stephanie Logan, and a girl | hardly everow—somebody, as a matter of fact, | always
felt terribly sorry for, because she had such an awful name. Shanresm&h. They both
had a big oar, and they kept tryinghid me with it every time I'd surface." Franny put
her hands over her eyes briefly. "Whew!" She shioekhead. She reflected. "The only
person that made arsgnsen the dream was Professor Tupper. | mean he wasrily
person that was there thatriowreally detests me."

"Detests you, eh? Very interesting." Zooey's cigas in his mouth. He revolved it
slowly between his fingers, like a dream-interpretdéo isn't getting all the facts in the
case. He looked very contented. "Why does he dgtest" he asked. "Without absolute
frankness, you realize, my hands are—"

"He detests me because I'm in this crazy Religemisar he conducts, and | can
never bring myself to smile back at him when h&md charming and Oxfordish. He's
on lendleaseor something from Oxford, and he's just a terribdd old self-satisfied
phony with wild and woolly white hair. | think hegs into the men's room and musses it
up before he conies to class—I honestly do. He frm®nthusiasm whatever for his
subject. Ego, yes. Enthusiasm, no. Which would beight—I mean it wouldn't be
anything exactlystrange—but he keeps dropping idiotic hints that heRemlized Man
himself and we should be pretty happy kids to haue in this country." Franny
grimaced. "The only thing he does with amyng, when he isn't bragging, is correct
somebody when they say something's Sanskrit wieredlly Pali. He justnowsl can't
stand him! You should see the faces | make at himanahe isn't looking."

"What was he doing at the pool?"



"That's exactly it! Nothing! Absolutely nothing! Heas just standing around smiling
andwatching.He was the worst one there."

Zooey, looking at her through his cigar smoke, shgassionately, "You look like
hell. You know that?"

Franny stared at him. "You could have sat therenalining without saying that," she
said. She added, with meaning, "Just don't staonirme again, bright and early in the
morning, Zooey, please. | mean it, now."

"Nobody's starting in on you, buddy,” Zooey sail the same dispassionate tone.
"You just happen to look like hell, that's all. Whgn't you eat something? Bessie says
she's got some chicken soup out there she's—"

"If anybody else mentions chicken soup to me justeomore—"

Zooey's attention, however, had been diverted. lds lwoking down at the sun-
bathed afghan where it covered Franny's calves amdes. "Who's that?" he said.
"Bloomberg?" He put out a finger and gently pokedather large and oddly mobile-
looking bulge under the afghan. "Bloomberg? That?/o

The bulge stirred. Franny had her eye on it now, tb can't get rid of him," she
said. "He's suddenly become absolutabdabout me."”

Under the stimulus of Zooey's investigating fingBlpomberg abruptly stretched,
then began to tunnel slowly up toward the open tgurf Franny's lap. The instant his
unprepossessing head emerged into daylight, supligtanny took him under the
shoulders and lifted him up into intimate greetdigtance. "Good morning, Bloomberg
dear!" she said, and kissed him fervently betwdeneyes. He blinked with aversion.
"Good morning, old fat smelly cat. Good morningpdamorning, good morning!" She
gave him kiss after kiss, but no reciprocal wavesfiection rose from him. He made an
inept and rather violent attempt to cross overremRy's collarbone. He was a very large
mottled-gray "altered” tomcat. "Isn't he beindedionate?" Franny marvelled. "lI've
neverseenhim so affectionate.” She looked at Zooey, possiblycorroboration, but
Zooey's expression, behind his cigar, was noncom@amitPet him, Zooey! Look how
sweet he lookethim."

Zooey put out a hand and stroked Bloomberg's arblaet, once, twice, then quit,
and got up from the coffee table and meanderedsathe room to the piano. It stood, in
profile, wide open, in all its black, Steinway emity, opposite the couch, its bench
almost directly across from Franny. Zooey sat dawnthe bench, tentatively, then
looked with very apparent interest at the sheeterasthe stand.

"He's so full of fleas it isn't even funny,"” Fransgid. She grappled briefly with
Bloomberg, trying to coerce him into a docile lags repose. "l found fourteen fleas on
him last night. Just on one side." She gave Bloogibdiips a mighty, downward push,
then looked over at Zooey. "How was the script,veay?" she asked. "Did it come last
night finally, or what?"

Zooey didn't answer her. "My God," he said, sbibking at the sheet music on the
stand. "Who took this out?" The sheet music wasledt"You Needn't Be So Mean,
Baby." It was about forty years old. A sepia repédn of Mr. and Mrs. Glass was



featured on the cover. Mr. Glass was wearing ahdpand tails, and so was Mrs. Glass.
They were smiling rather brilliantly at the camdpath of them leaning forward on their
evening canes, feet wide apart.

"What is it?" Franny asked. "l can't see."
"Bessie and Les. 'You Needn't Be So Mean, Baby."

"Oh." Franny giggled. "Les was Reminiscing lasthtid-or my benefit. He thinks |
have a stomachache. He took out every single sii@etisic in the whole bench.”

"I'd be interested to know just how in hell we elamided in this goddam jungle, all
the way from 'You Needn't Be So Mean, Baby.' Yaufe it out."

"l can't. I've tried," Franny said. "How was therigt? Did it come? You said
Whosis—Mr. LeSage or whatever his name is—was gamglrop it off with the
doorman before he—"

"It came, it came," Zooey said. "I don't care teadiss it." He put his cigar in his
mouth, and, with his right hand, up in the trebéyd he began to play, in octaves, the
melody of a song called "The Kinkajou," which, sevhat notably, had shifted into and
ostensibly out of popularity before he was bornot'dnly it came,” he said, "but Dick
Hess called up here about one o'clock last nighst-afterour little fracas—and asked
me to meet him for a drink, the bastard. At the Bamo, yet. He's discovering the
Village. God almighty!"

"Don't bang the piano keys," Franny said, watching. "I'll be your director if
you're going to sit there. That's my first direnti®on't bang the piano keys."

"First of all, he knows | don't drink. Second, he knoweals born in New York and
that if there's one thing | can't stand it's atnm@sp. Third, he knows I live about seventy
goddam

blocks from the Village. Andourth, | told him three times | was in my pajamas and
slippers.”

"Don't bang the keys," Franny directed, pettingddhberg.

"But no, it couldn't wait. He had to see me right away. Vienportant. No kidding,
now. Be a good guy fayncein your life and hop in a cab and c'mon down."

"Did you? Don't bang the lid down, either. That's second—"

"Yes, certainly | didl 1 have no goddam will poweZooey said. He closed the
keyboard lid, impatiently but without banging iT.He trouble with me is, | don't trust any
out-of-towners in New York. | don't care how thdl heng they've been here. I'm always
afraid they're going to get run over, or beatgnwhile they're busy discovering some
little Armenian restaurant on Second Avenue. Oresdiaimn thing." Morosely, he blew a
stream of cigar smoke over the top of "You NeeBg'tSo Mean, Baby." "So, anyway, |
went down there," he said. "And there was old DiSk. down, sdblue, so full of
important news that couldn't wait till this afteomo Sitting at a table in blue jeans and a
gruesome sports jacket. The Des Moines expatmaieiv York. | could've killed him, |
swear to God. What a night. | sat there for twddsbburs while he told me what a
superiorson of a bitch | am, and what a family of psych®@nd psychopathic prodigies



I come from.Then,when he's all through analyzing merd Buddy,and Seymour, both
of whom he's never met —and when he's reached somef impasse in his mind
whether he's going to be a sort of two-fisted Gelet a sort of short Thomas Wolfe for
the rest of the evening, suddenly he pulls out goigeous monogrammed attache case
from under the table and shoves a new, hour-lorigtaender my arm.” He made a pass
at the air with one hand, as if to dismiss the ectbjBut he got up from the piano bench
too restively for it to have been a real gesturdisiissal. His cigar was in his mouth, his
hands were in his hip pockets. "Rgrarsi've been listening to Buddy sound off on the
subject of actors,” he said. "My God, what an ddritould give him on the subject of
Writers I've Known." He stood abstracted for a motnéhen became aimlessly mobile.
He stopped at the 1920 Victrola, looked at it blgnknd barked, twice, for his own
amusement, into its megaphone speaker. Frannyhingtbim, giggled, but he frowned,
and moved on. At the tropical-fish tank, which wa®unted on top of the 1927
Freshman radio, he abruptly stooped, taking higragt of his mouth. He peered into the
tank with unmistakable interest. "All my black me#l are dying off," he said. He
reached, automatically, for the container of fisbd beside the tank.

"Bessie fed them this morning,” Franny cautioneth.hShe was still stroking
Bloomberg, still succoring him, forcibly, into tlseibtle and difficult world outside warm
afghans.

"They look starved,” Zooey said, but withdrew hant from the fish food. "This
guy has a very drawn look." He tapped the glask Wi fingernail. "What you need is
some chicken soup, buddy."

"Zooey," Franny said, to get his attention. "Howesdlat stand now? You havteo
new scripts. What's the one LeSage dropped byeicah?"

Zooey went on peering in at the fish for a mom&hen, on a sudden but apparently
pressing impulse, he stretched out supine on tpetdIn the one LeSage sent over,” he
said, crossing his feet, "I'm supposed to be Ritlalmersin, | swear to God, a 1928
drawing-room comedy straight out of French's capaéo The only difference is that it's
brought gloriously up to date with a lot of jargabhout complexes and repressions and
sublimations that the writer brought home fromdmslyst's."

Franny looked at what she could see of him. On$ydales and heels were visible
from where she sat. "Well, what about Dick's thingffe asked. "Have you read it yet?"

"In Dick's thing, | can be Bernie, a sensitive ygusubway guard, in the most
courageous goddam offbeat television opus you reast."

"You mean it? Is it really good?"

"l didn't saygood, | said courageous.Let's keep on our toes here, buddy. The
morning after it's produced, everybody in the bagdl go around slamming each other
on the back in an orgy of mutual appreciation. lggSddess. Pomeroy. The sponsors.
The whole courageous bunch. It'll all start thigeafoon. If it hasn't already. Hess'll go
into LeSage's office and say to him, 'Mr. LeSage, Iv¥e got a new script about a
sensitive young subway guard that just stinks afrage and integrity. And | know, sir,
that next to scripts that are Tender and Poignent,love scripts that have Courage and
Integrity. This one, sir, as | say, stinks of bottis full of melting-pot types. It's



sentimental. It's violent in the right places. Alndt when the sensitive subway guard's
problems are getting the best of him, destroyirg faith in Mankind and the Little
People, his nine-year-old niece conies home frono@cand gives him some nice, pat
chauvinistic philosophy handed down to us througbtgrity and P.S. 564 all the way
from Andrew Jackson's backwoods wife. It can't iess It's down-to-earth, it's simple,
it's untrue, and it's familiar enough and triviabagh to be understood and loved by our
greedy, nervous, illiterate sponsors.” Zooey atlyupaised himself up to a sitting
position. "l just took a bath, and I'm sweatingeli&t pig,” he commented. He got to his
feet, and, doing so, glanced briefly, and as ifiegjehis better judgment, at Franny. He
started to look away but, instead, looked at herenatosely. She had her head down, and
her eyes on Bloomberg, in her lap, whom she hadiraged to stroke. But there was a
change. "Ah," Zooey said, and came closer to theltoapparently looking for trouble.
"Madam'’s lips are moving. The Prayer is rising.arffry didn't look up. "What the hell
are you doing?" he asked. "Taking refuge from myCimistian attitude to the popular
arts?"

Franny looked up then, and shook her head, blinkBige smiled at him. Her lips
had, in fact, been moving, and were moving now.

"Just don't smile at me, please," Zooey said, gvemd walked out of the vicinity.
"Seymour was always doing that to me. This goddanmsé is lousy with smilers." At
one of the bookcases, he gave a misaligned boakdenly little push with his thumb,
then passed on. He went over to the middle windothhe room, which was separated by
a window seat from the cherry-wood table where NBiass paid bills and wrote letters.
He stood looking out of it, his back to Franny, hands in his hip pockets again, his
cigar in his mouth. "Did you know | may go to Franiis summer to make a picture?"
he asked, irritably. "Did I tell you?"

Franny looked over at his back with interest. "Nou didn't!" she said. "Are you
serious? What picture?"

Zooey, looking out over the macadamized school asobss the street, said, "Oh, it's
a long story. Some French joker's over here, artiched the album | did with Philippe. |
had lunch with him one day a couple of weeks agoed schnorrer, but sort of likable,
and apparently he's hot over there right now." Hegne foot up on the window seat.
"Nothing's final— nothing's ever final with theseyg—but | think I've got him half
snowed into the idea of making a picture out ot thenormand novel. The one | sent
you."

"Yes! Oh, that'xciting,Zooey. If you go, when do you think you'd go?"

"It is not exciting. That's exactly the point. I'd enjoy doibgyes.God, yes. But I'd
hate like hell to leave New York. If you must knomhate any kind of so-called creative
type who gets on any kind of ship. | don't giveoaldam what his reasons are. | vbasn
here. | went teschoolhere. I've beerun overhere—wice,and on the same darstreet.

I have no business acting in Europe, for God's sake."

Franny gazed thoughtfully at his white broadclosiclh Her lips, however, were still
silently forming words. "Why do you go, then?" sieked. "If you feel that way."

"Why do | go?" Zooey said, without looking arouritlgo mostly because I'm tired



as hell of getting up furious in the morning anghgao bed furious at night.gJo because

| sit in judgment on every poor, ulcerous bastakihdw. Which in itself doesn't bother
me too much. At least, | judge straight from théonowhen | judge, and | know that I'll
pay like hell for any judgment | mete out, soonerlaier, one way or anothefhat
doesn't bother me so much. But there's somethingusJ8od—there's something | do to
people's morale downtown that | can't stand to vatach longer. | can tell you exactly
what | do. | make everybody feel that he does@allyavant to do any good work but that
he just wants to get work done that will be thougbod by everyone he knows—the
critics, the sponsors, the public, even his chiirechoolteacher. That's what | do. That's
the worst | do." He frowned in the direction of thehool roof; then, with his fingertips,
pressed some perspiration away from his foreheadtukhed, abruptly, toward Franny
when he heard her say something. "What?" he slgdn't hear you."

"Nothing. | said 'Oh, God.™
"Why 'Oh, God"?" Zooey asked, impatiently.

"Nothing. Don't jump on me, please. | was only kimg, that's all. | just wish you
could've seen me on Saturday. You talk about unidérgipeople's morale! | absolutely
ruined Lane's whole day. | not only passaat on him every hour on the hour but here I'd
gone all the way up there for a nice, friendly, mal, cocktaily, supposedlfiappy
football game, and absolutely everything he sadher jumped on or contradicted or—I
don't know—just spoiled." Franny shook her head ®hs still stroking Bloomberg, but
absently. The piano appeared to be her focal ptirgimply could not keep a single
opinion to myself," she said. "It was just horribldmost from the very second he met
me at the station, | started picking and pickind aicking at all his opinions and values
and—just everything. Buéverything.He'd written some perfectly harmless test-tubey
paper on Flaubert that he wssproud of and wanted me to read, and it just sounded
me so strictly English Department and patronizind eampusy that all | did was—" She
broke off. She shook her head again, and ZooeV, Istif-pivoted in her direction,
narrowed his eyes at her. She was looking everr,palere post-operative, as it were,
than she had on waking. "It's a wonder he didmbsme," she said. "I'd have absolutely
corgratulated him if he had."

"You told me that bit last night. | don't want amyfresh reminiscences this morning,
buddy," Zooey said, and resumed looking out ofwiredow. "In the first place, you're
way off when you start railing dhingsand people instead of at yourself. We both are. |
do the same goddam thing about television—I'm awéhat. But it'swrong. It's us. |
keep telling you that. Why are you so damned dabseit it?"

"I'm notso damned dense about it, but you keep—"

"It's us," Zooey repeated, overriding her. "We're freaks,'shat. Those two bastards
got us nice and early and made us into freaks fretikish standards, that's all. We're the
Tattooed Lady, and we're never going to have a misypeace, the rest of our lives, till
everybody else is tattooed, too." More than aetrgtimly, he brought his cigar to his
mouth and dragged on it, but it had gone out. "Om of everything else,” he said
immediately, "we've got 'Wise Child' complexes. Véehever really got off the goddam
air. Not one of us. We don't talk, we hold forthe\Won't converse, we expound. At least
| do. The minute I'm in a room with somebody who thesusual number of ears, | either



turn into a goddarseeror a human hatpin. The Prince of Borkast night,for instance.
Down at the San Remo. | keptaying that Hess wouldn't tell me the plot of his new
script. | knew damn well hbad one. | knew damn well | wasn't going to get outlod
place without a new script to take home. But | kegatying he'd spare me from an oral
preview. He's not stupid. Haowsit's impossible for me to keep my mouth shut." Aooe
suddenly, sharply, turned around, without takingfoot off the window seat, and picked
up, snatched up, a match folder that was on his©enstwriting table. He turned back to
the window and the view of the school roof andpatcigar into his mouth again—but at
once took it out'Damnhim, anyway," he said. "He's so stupid it breaksrymeart. He's
like everybody else in televisioAnd Hollywood. And Broadway. He thinks everything
sentimental igender,everythingbrutal is a slice of realism, and everything that runs int
physical violence is a legitimate climax to somethihat isn't even—"

"Did you tell him that?"

"Certainly | told him that! | just got through telg you | can't keep my mouth shut.
Certainly | told him that! | left him sitting theneishing he was dead. @neof us was
dead— | hope to hell it was me. Anyway, it wasuetSan Remo exit." Zooey took down
his foot from the window seat. He turned arounaking both tense and agitated, and
pulled out the straight chair at his mother's wgttable and sat down. He relit his cigar,
then hunched forward, restively, both arms on therrywood surface. An object his
mother used as a paperweight stood beside the Inlavemall glass sphere, on a black
plastic pedestal, containing a snowman wearin@egipe hat. Zooey picked it up, gave
it a shake, and sat apparently watching the sn&edlawirl.

Franny, looking at him, now had a hand vi-soredr d\&x eyes. Zooey was sitting in
the main shaft of sunlight in the room. She migiiéaltered her position on the couch,
if she meant to go on looking at him, but that vdobhve disturbed Bloomberg, in her
lap, who appeared to be asleep. "Do you really haveilcer?" she asked suddenly.
"Mother said you have an ulcer."

"Yes, Ihave an ulcer, for Chrissake. This is Kaliyuga,dydhe Iron Age. Anybody
over sixteen without an ulcer's a goddam spy." ldeegthe snowman another, more
vigorous shake. "The funny part is," he said,KelHess. Or at least | like him when he's
not shoving his artistic poverty down my throat. |8ast he wears horrible neckties and
funny padded suits in the middle of that frightenedsuper-conservative, super-
conforming madhouse. And | like his conceit. H&scanceited he's actually humble, the
crazy bastard. | mean he obviously thinks telewisigood enough to deserve him and
his big, bogus-courageous, 'offbeat’ talent—whisha crazy kind of humility, if you
feel like thinking about it." He stared at the gldsall till the snowstorm had abated
somewhat. "In a way, | sort of like LeSage, tooegpthing he owns is the best—his
overcoat, his two-cabin cruiser, his son's gradé$aavard, his electric razor, everything.
He took me home to dinner once and stopped me endtiveway to ask me if |
remembered ‘'the late Carole Lombard, in theieso He warned me I'd get a shock
when | met his wife, she was such a dead ringeC#ole Lombard. | suppose I'll like
him for that till | die. His wife turned out to keereally tired, bosomy, Persian-looking
blonde." Zooey looked around abruptly at Frannypwhad said something. "What?" he
asked.



"Yes!" Franny repeated—pale, but beaming, and agoyplyr fated, too, to like Mr.
LeSage till death.

Zooey smoked his cigar in silence for a moment. &\{fets me so down about Dick
Hess," he said, "what makes messal,or furious, or whatever the hell | am, is that the
first script he did for LeSage was pretty goodvdis almosgood,in fact. It was the first
one we did on film—I don't think you saw it, you meat school or something. | played a
young farmer in it who lives all alone with histiat. The boy has a notion that he hates
farming, and he and his father have always hadribleetime making a living, so when
the father dies, he sells all the cattle and mbkgplans to go to the big city to make a
living," Zooey picked up the snowman again but didive it a shake-merely turned it
around, by the pedestal. "It had some nice bits,5did. "After | sell all the cows, | keep
going out to the pasture to look for them. And whegpo for a farewell walk with my girl,
right before | leave for the big city, | keep siaegrher over toward the empty pasture.
Then, when | get to the big city and get a jobpered all my spare time hanging around
the stockyards. Finally, in heavy traffic on theimstreet in the big city, a car makes a
left turn and changes into a cow. | run after uistjas the light changes, and get run
over—stampeded.” He gave the snowman a shake.rébaply wasn't anything you
couldn't watch while you were cutting your toenallgit at least you didn't feel like
slinkinghome from the studio after rehearsals. It was fegglugh, at least, and it was his
own, it wasn't part of a hackneyed trend in scriptgish to hell he'd go home and fill up
again. | wish to hell every-body'd go home. I'mksto death of being the heavy in
everybody's life. God, you should see Hess and ge34dnen they're talking about a new
show. Or a new anything. They're as happy as pigshow up. | feel like those dismal
bastards Seymour's beloved Chuang-tzu warned exdyydgainst. 'Beware when the so-
called sagely men come limping into sight." He &tdl, watching the snowflakes swirl.
"l could happily lie down and die sometimes," helsa

Franny at that moment was gazing at a sunlit fespead in the carpet over near the
piano, her lips very discernibly moving. "This i$ so funny, you can't imagine," she
said, with the faintest tremor in her voice, and&p looked over at her. Her paleness
was emphasized by the fact that she was wearinigpsiick at all. "Everything you're
saying brings back everything | was frying to sayLane on Saturday, when he started
digging at me. Right in the middle of Martinis asdails and things. | mean we're not
bothered by exactly the same things, but by theesand of things, | think, and for the
same reasons. At least, it sounds that way." Bl@gjust then stood up in her lap and,
more like a dog than a cat, began to circle arawnfind a sleeping position he liked
better. Franny absently, yet like a guide, placedhands gently on his back, and went on
speaking. "l actually reached a point where | $aichyself, right out loud, like a lunatic,
If I hear just one more picky, cavilling, unconstive word out of you, Franny Glass,
you and | are finished—nbdinished.And for a while | wasn't too bad. For about a whole
month, at least, whenever anybody said anything sbanded campusy and phony, or
that smelled to high heaven of ego or something tilat, | at least kept quiet about it. |
went to the movies or | stayed in the library albs or | started writing papers like mad
on Restoration Comedy and stuff like that—but astd had theleasureof not hearing
my own voice for a while," She shook her head. 'fThene morning—bang, bang, |
started up again. | didn't sleep all night, for soreason, and | had an eight-o'clock in
French Lit, so finally | just got up and got dressend made some coffee and then walked



around the campus. Whatwantedto do was just go for a terribly long ride on mkdi
but | was afraid everybody'd hear me taking my lukeof the stand—something always
falls—so | just went to the Lit building ansht. | sat and sat, and finally | got up and
started writing things from Epictetus all over thiackboard. | filled the whole front
blackboard—I didn't even know Il@memberedo much of him. | erased it—thank God!
—before people started coming in. But it was adibiil thing to do anyway—Epictetus
would have absolutelgatedme for doing it—but ..." Franny hesitated. "I ddkriow. |
think | just wanted to see the name of somebaidg up on a blackboard. Anyway, that
started me up again. | picked all day. | pickedRynfessorFallon. | picked onLane
when | talked to him on the phone. | picked on EssbrTupper.lt got worse and worse.

| even started picking on my roommate. Oh, God,rpBev! | started catching her
looking at me as if she hoped I'd decide to moveaiuhe room and let somebody
halfway pleasant and normal move in and give Hétla peace. It was just terrible! And
the worst part was,Kknewwhat a bore | was beingkhewhow | was depressing people,
or even hurting theifeelings—but | just couldn't stop! | justould not stoppicking.”
Looking more than a little distrait, she paused Joag enough to push downward on
Bloomberg's roving hindquarters. "It was the wafsall in class, though,"” she said with
decision. "That was the worst. What happened wamt Ithe idea in my head—and |
could not get it out—that college was just one ma@pey, inaneplace in the world
dedicated to piling up treasure on earth and eleryt | mean treasure tseasure,for
heaven's sake. What's the difference whether dasudre is money, or property, or even
culture, or even just plain knowledge? It all sedrilkee exactlythe same thing to me, if
you take off the wrapping—and it still does! Sonreds | think thaknowledge—when
it's knowledge for knowledge's sake, anyway—iswloest of all. The least excusable,
certainly.” Nervously, and without any real needavagver, Franny pushed back her hair
with one hand. "I don't think it would have all gote quite so down if just once in a
while—justoncein a while—there was at least some polite ligrfunctoryimplication
that knowledgeshouldlead towisdom,and that if itdoesn'tjt's just a disgusting waste of
time! But there never is! You never even hear amts dropped on a campus that
wisdom issupposedo be thegoal of knowledge. You hardly ever even hear the word
‘wisdom' mentioned! Do you want to hear somethingny? Do you want to hear
something really funny? In almost four years oflegé—and this is the absoluteth —

in almost four years of college, the only time ha@member ever evemearing the
expression ‘wise man' being used was in my freshyean in Political Science! And you
know how it was used? It was used in referencetoesnice old poopy elder statesman
who'd made a fortune in the stock market and tlere do Washington to be an adviser
to President Roosevelt. Honestly, now! Four ye&isotlege, almost! I'm not saying that
happens to everybody, but I just getupsetwhen | think about it | could die." She broke
off, and apparently became re-dedicated to serBiogmberg's interests. Her lips now
had very little more color in them than her fackey were also, very faintly, chapped.
Zooey's eyes were on her, and had been. "I waasko/ou something, Franny,” he said
abruptly. He turned back to the writing-table soefaagain, frowned, and gave the
snowman a shake. "What do you think you're dointp whe Jesus Prayer?" he asked.
"This is what | was trying to get at last night.f&e you told me to go chase myself. You
talk about piling up treasure—money, property, waf knowledge, and so on and so on.
In going ahead with the Jesus Prayer—just let misHj now, please—in going ahead



with the Jesus Prayer, aren't you trying to laysame kind of treasure? Something that's
every goddam bit as negotiable as all those othere material things? Or does the fact
that it's a prayer make all the difference? | mewanhat, is there all the difference in the
world, for you, in which side somebody lays up thesasure—this side, or the other? The
one where thieves can't break in, et cetera? Iswhat makes the differencéV¥ait a
second, now— just wait'll I'm finished, please." sl for a few seconds watching the
little blizzard in the glass sphere. Then: "Thesemething about the way you're going at
this prayer that gives me thellies, if you want to know the truth. You think I'm out to
stop you from saying it. | don't know whether | amnot—that's a goddam debatable
point—but | would like you to clear up for me just what the hell youotives are for
saying it." He hesitated, but not long enough teedtranny a chance to cut in on him.
"As a matter of simple logic, there's no differemtall, thatl can see, between the man
who's greedy for material treasure—or even intali@ctreasure—and the man who's
greedy for spiritual treasure. As you say, tredsureasure, God damn it, and it seems to
me that ninety per cent of all the world-hatingnésiiin history were just as @aistive
and unattractive, basically, as the rest of us' are.

Franny said, as icily as she could with a faint
tremor in her voice, "May | interrupt now, Zooey?"

Zooey let go the snowman and picked up a penglay with. "Yes, yes. Interrupt,”
he said.

"I know all you're saying. You're not telling me one thingaven't thought of by
myself. You're saying Wantsomething from the Jesus Prayer—which makes megust
acquisitive, in your word, really, as somebody whemts a sableoat, or to befamous,
or to be dripping with some kind of crapyestige. lknow all thatl My gosh, what kind of
an imbecile do you think I am?" The tremor in heice amounted now almost to an
impediment.

"All right, take it easy, take it easy."”

"l can'ttake it easy! You make me so mad! What do you thimkdoing here in this
crazy room—Ilosing weight like mad, worrying Besarel Les absolutely silly, upsetting
the house, and everything? Don't you think | hagese enough tavorry about my
motives for saying the prayer? That's exactly ghadtheringme so. Just because I'm
choosy about what | want— in this casalightenmentpr peace,instead of money or
prestigeor fameor any of those things —doesn't mean I'm not agistgal and self-
seeking as everybody else. If anything, I'm morelston't need the famous Zachary
Glass to tell me that!" Here there was a markeadlbre her voice, and she began to be
very attentive to Bloomberg again. Tears, presuynabére imminent, if not already on
the way.

Over at the writing table, Zooey, pressing downvilgawith his pencil, was filling
in the "o"s on the advertisement side of a smaiktef. He kept this up for a little
interval, then flipped the pencil toward the inklvéle picked up his cigar from the lip of
the copper ashtray where he had placed it. It wasonly about two inches in length but
was still burning. He took a deep drag on it, a# Mvere a kind of respirator in an
otherwise oxygenless world. Then, almost forciblg,looked over at Franny again. "Do



you want me to try to get Buddy on the phone fan yanight?" he asked. "I think you
should talk tasomebody-I'm no damn good for this." He waited, looking at heaslily.
"Franny. What about it?"

Franny's head was bowed. She appeared to be searfohifleas in Bloomberg's
coat, her fingers very busy indeed turning backstaf fur. She was in fact crying now,
but in a very local sort of way, as it were; thesere tears but no sounds. Zooey watched
her for a full minute or so, then said, not prelgidandly, but without importuning,
"Franny. What about it? Shall | try to get Buddytbe phone?"

She shook her head, without raising it. She wensearching for fleas. Then, after
an interval, she did reply to Zooey's question,rmitvery audibly.

"What?" Zooey asked.
Franny repeated her statement. "l want to talkeygn®ur," she said.

Zooey went on looking at her for a moment, his fassentially expressionless—
discounting a line of perspiration on his ratherdand singularly Irish upper lip. Then,
with characteristic abruptness, he turned backrasdmed filling in "0"s. But he put
down the pencil almost immediately. He got up fribra writing table—rather slowly, for
him—and, taking his cigar stub with him, reassuntésl one-foot-up stance at the
window seat. A taller, longer-legged man—any onéisfbrothers, for example— might
have put his foot up, might have made the streicthn greater ease. But once Zooey's
foot was up, he gave the impression of sustainidgrecer's position.

At first piecemeal, then point-blank, he let hiteation be drawn to a little scene that
was being acted out sublimely, unhampered by veriéerd directors and producers, five
stories below the window and across the streetiAsized maple tree stood in front of
the girls' private school—one of four or five tremsthat fortunate side of the street—and
at the moment a child of seven or eight, females liding behind it. She was wearing a
navy-blue reefer and a tam that was very nearlystttee shade of red as the blanket on
the bed in van Gogh's room at Aries. Her tam didfact, from Zooey's vantage point,
appear not unlike a dab of paint. Some fifteen teeay from the child, her dog—a
young dachshund, wearing a green leather collarleash—was sniffing to find her,
scurrying in frantic circles, his leash draggindiibel him. The anguish of separation was
scarcely bearable for him, and when at last heggiakp his mistress's scent, it wasn't a
second too soon. The joy of reunion, for both, wasense. The dachshund gave a little
yelp, then cringed forward, shimmying with ecstaglyhis mistress, shouting something
at him, stepped hurriedly over the wire guard sumthng the tree and picked him up.
She said a number of words of praise to him, inpineate argot of the game, then put
him down and picked up his leash, and the two whbaly west, toward Fifth Avenue
and the Park and out of Zooey's sight. Zooey refdy put his hand on a cross-piece
between panes of glass, as if he had a mind te this window and lean out of it to
watch the two disappear. It was his cigar hand,dvan and he hesitated a second too
long. He dragged on his cigar. "God damn it," hel,s&here are nice things in the
world—and | meamice things. We're all such morons to get so sidetrackdgays,
always, always referring every goddam thing thaipeas right back to our lousy little
egos." Behind him, just then, Franny blew her negl guileless abandon; the report
was considerably louder than might have been egdefibom so fine and delicate-



appearing an organ. Zooey turned around to lodlegtsomewhat censoriously.

Franny, busy with several folds of Kleenex, lookddchim. "Well, I'msorry," she
said, "Can't | blow my nose?"

"You finished?"

"Yes,I'm finished! My gosh, what a family. You take ydife in your hands if you
just blow youmose."

Zooey turned back to the window. He smoked bridflg,eyes following a pattern of
concrete blocks in the school building. "Buddy ose& something reasonably sensible
to me a couple of years ago," he said. "If | canember what it was." He hesitated. And
Franny, though still busy with her Kleenex, looleetr at him. When Zooey appeared to
have difficulty in remembering something, his ha&sin invariably interested all his
brothers and sisters, and even held some entegainwalue for them. His hesitations
were almost always specious. Most of the time, these direct carry-overs from the five
undoubtedly formative years he had spent as aaegalnelist on "It's a Wise Child,"
when, rather than seem to flaunt his somewhat gtepmus ability to quote,
instantaneously and, usually, verbatim, almostlangthe had ever read, or even listened
to, with genuine interest, he cultivated a habitfwofowing his brow and appearing to
stall for time, the way the other children on thregram did. His brow was furrowed
now, but he spoke up rather more quickly than wesarnary under the circumstances,
as though he sensed that Franny, his old co-panedid caught him at it. "He said that a
man should be able to lie at the bottom of a hithviis throat cut, slowly bleeding to
death, and if a pretty girl or an old woman shopdds by with a beautiful jug balanced
perfectly on the top of her head, he should be tabtaise himself up on one arm and see
the jug safely over the top of the hill." He thoughis over, then gave a mild snort. "I'd
like to see him do it, the bastard.” He took a dvadhis cigar. "Everybody in this family
gets his goddam religion in a different package 'cbmmented, with a notable absence
of awe in his tone. "Walt was a hot one. Walt arabBoo had the hottest religious
philosophies in the family." He dragged on his ciges if to offset being amused when
he didn't care to be. "Walt once told Waker tharglody in the family must have piled
up onehelluvalot of bad karma in his past incarnations. He hdldeary, Walt, that the
religious life, and all the agony that goes withistjust something God sicks on people
who have the gall to accuse Him of having createdgly world."

A titter of audience appreciation came from theatodl never heard that,” Franny
said. "What's Boo Boo's religious philosophy? Irdidhink she had any."

Zooey said nothing for a moment, and then: "Boo'8d®&00 Boo's convinced Mr.
Ashe made the world. She got it from Kilvert's 'iaThe schoolchildren in Kilvert's
parish were asked who made the world, and oneedfitte answered, 'Mr. Ashe.™

Franny was delighted, and audibly so. Zooey turaed looked at her, and—
unpredictable young man—made a very dour faceh@sgh he had suddenly eschewed
any and all forms of levity. He took down his fdmm the window seat, parked his
cigar end in the copper ashtray on the writinggabhd came away from the window. He
moved across the room slowly, hands in his hip ptsckbut not without some direction
in his mind. "I should get the hell out of herecel'got a lunch date,"” he said, and



immediately stooped to make a leisurely and prégmyeexamination of the interior of
the fish tank. He tapped on the glass with hisdmgil, importunately. "I turn my back
for five minutes and everybody lets my black malldie off. | should've taken them to
college with me. knewthat."

"Oh, Zooey. You've been saying that for five ye&éy don't you go buy some new
ones?"

He went on tapping on the glass. "All you colleggs are the same. Hard as nails.
These weren't just any black mollies, buddy. We eweery close." So saying, he
stretched out on his back on the carpet againslast torso fitting in rather tightly
between the 1932 Stromberg-Carlson table radicaanaverfilled maple magazine stand.
Again only the soles and heels of his brogues wesible to Franny. However, no sooner
was he stretched out than he sat bolt uprighthé&d and shoulders suddenly propelled
into view, with somewhat the macabre-comic effedcaa@orpse falling out of a closet.
"Prayer's still going, eh?" he said. Then he drdpip&ck out of sight again. He was still
for a moment. Then, in an almost unintelligiblyckhiMayfair accent: "I'd rather like a
word with you, Miss Glass, if you've a moment." Tregponse to this, over at the couch,
was a distinctly ominous silence. "Say your praiferyou want to, or play with
Bloomberg, or feel free to smoke, but give me fmeutes of uninterrupted silence,
buddy. And, if possiblejo tears at allO.K.? You hear me?"

Franny didn't answer straightway. She brought bgs lin closer to her, under the
afghan. And gathered in the sleeping Bloomberg sdmae closer to her, too. "l hear
you," she said, and drew her legs in still clogehér, as a fortress draws up its bridge
before the siege. She hesitated, then spoke up.dyau can say anything you want if
you don't get abusive about it. | just don't féde la workout this morning. | mean it."

"No workouts, no workouts, buddy. And if there'sedhing | never am, it's abusive."
The speaker's hands were folded benignly on histct@h, a littlebrisk sometimes, yes,
when the situation warrants. Abusive, never. Palbgnl've always found that you can
catch more flies with—"

"l meanit, now, Zooey," Franny said, more or less addrggsiis brogues. "And |
wish you'd sit up, incidentally. Every time all hkteaks loose around here, it seems very
funnyto me that it always comes from that spot right sghgou're lying. And you're
always the one that's there. C'mon, now. Just lsiasip.”

Zooey closed his eyes. "Fortunately, | know you'dorean that. Not deep down.
We both know, deep in our hearts, that this isahky piece of hallowed ground in this
whole goddam haunted house. Thappendo be where | used to keep my rabbits. And
they weresaints,both of them. As a matter of fact, they were thly aelibate rabbits in
the—"

"Oh, shut up!" Franny said, nervously. "Jatrt, if you're going to. All | ask is that
you at least try to be a little Hiactful, the way I'm feeling right now—that's all. You are
without a doubt the most tactless person I've kmewn in my life."

"Tactless! Never. Outspoken, yes. High-spirited, yes. Mettleson&anguine,
perhaps, to a fault. But no one has ever—"

"l said tactlessl"Franny overrode him. With considerable heat, ygh¢y not to be



amused. "Just get sick sometime and go visit ytfurged you'll find out how tactless
you are! You're the most impossible person to leend when somebody's not feeling
up to par that I've ever known in nfife. If somebody just has eold, even, you know
what you do? You give them a dirty look every tigoal see them. You're absolutely the
mostunsympathetiperson I've ever known. You are!"

"All right, all right, all right,” Zooey said, withhis eyes still closed. "Nobody's
perfect, buddy." Effortlessly, by softening andnthing his voice, rather than by raising it
to a falsetto, he gave what was to Franny a famalna always realistic imitation of their
mother passing along a few cautionary words: "Wersany things irheat,young lady,
that we don't reallymeanand are very sorry for the next day." Then, indyartie
frowned, opened his eyes, and stared for sevectahsds at the ceiling. "Firstly," he said,
"l think you think | have intentions of trying t@ke your prayer away from you or
something. | don't. I do not. You can lie on thauch reciting the preamble to the
Constitution for the rest of your life, as far aa toncerned, but whaaimtrying—"

"That's a beautiful start. Jus¢autitul.”
"Beg pardon?"
"Oh, shut up. Just go on, go."

"What | started to say, | have nothing againstgheyer at all. No matter what you
think. You're not thdirst one who ever thought of saying it, you know. | omgent to
every Army & Navy store in New York looking for ace, pilgrim-type rucksack. | was
going to fill it with bread crumbs and start walgiall over the goddam country. Saying
the prayer. Spreading the Word. The whole busih&@sxey hesitated. "And | don't just
mention it, for God's sake, to show you | was omcd=motional Young Person Just Like
Yourself."

"Why do you mention it, then?"

"Why do | mention it? | mention it because | haveoaple of things | want to say to
you, and it's just possible I'm not qualified ty $aem. On the ground that | once had a
strong desire to say the prayer myself but didiot. all | know, | may be a little jealous
of your having a go at it. It's very possible, attf In the first place, I'm a ham. It may
very well be that | hate like hell to play Marthm gomebody else's Mary. Who the hell
knows?"

Franny didn't choose to reply. But she drew Bloomhbdightly closer to her and
gave him an odd, ambiguous little hug. Then sh&ddoover in her brother's direction,
and said, "You're a brownie. Did you know that?"

"Just hold the compliments, buddy—you may live étract them. I'm still going to
tell you what | don't like about the way you're mmiat this business. Qualified or not."
Here Zooey stared blankly at the plaster ceilingdanatter of ten seconds or so, then
closed his eyes again. "Firstly," he said, "I ddiké this Camille routine. And don't
interrupt me, now. | know you're legitimately fallj apart, and all that. And | don't think
it's anact—I don't mean that. And | don't think it's a subsdious plea fosympathyOr
any of that business. But | still say | don't likelt's rough orBessiejt's rough onLes—
and if you don't know it yet, you're beginning teoeggoff a little stink of piousness. God
damn it, there isn't any prayer in any religiortie world that justifies piousness. I'm not



saying youare pious—so just sit still—but Bm saying all this hysteria business is
unattractive akell."

"Are you finished?" Franny said, sitting very ndtalborward. The tremor had
returned to her voice.

"All right, Franny. C'mon, now. You said you'd heae out. I've said the worst, |
think. I'm just trying to tell you—I'm ndtying, I'm telling you—that this just is not fair
to Bessie and Les. Itterrible for them—and you know it. Did you know, God dampn it
that Les was all for bringing a tangerine in to yast night before he went to bed? My
God. Even Bessie can't stand stories with tangeiiméhem. And God knowiscan't. If
you're going to go on with this breakdown busindswjsh to hell you'd go back to
college to have it. Where you're not the baby & thmily. And where, God knows,
nobody'll have any urges to bring you any tangetidend where you don't keep your
goddantap shoes in the closet.”

Franny, at this point, reached rather blindly, otindlessly, for the box of Kleenex
on the marble coffee table.

Zooey was now gazing abstractedly at an old roet-ls&ain on the ceiling plaster,
which he himself had made nineteen or twenty yearfier, with a water pistol. "The
next thing that bothers me," he said, "isn't pregither. But I'm almost finished, so hang
on a second if you can. What | don't likeaditis this little hair-shirty private life of a
martyr you're living back at college—this littleatty crusade you think you're leading
against everybody. And | don't mean what you maykth mean, so try not to interrupt
for a second. | take it that mostly you're gunragginst the system of higher education.
Don't spring at me, now— for the most part, | agree with yout Bhate the kind of
blanket attack you're making on it. | agree withuyabout ninety-eight per cent on the
issue. But the other two per cent scares me haléath. | had one professor when | was
in college—jusone,l'll grant you, but he was a big, big one—who jdeésn't fit in with
anything you've been talking about. He wasptctetus.But he was no egomaniac, he
was no faculty charm boy. He was a great and maaéilar. And what's more, | don't
think | ever heard him say anything, either in at of a classroom, that didn't seem to
me to have a little bit of real wisdom in it—andrsetimes a lot of it. What'll happen to
him when you start your revolution? | can't bear tmkhabout it—let's change the
goddam subject. These other people you've beemgaaibout are something else again.
This Professor Tupper. And those other two goonswere telling me about last night
—NManlius, and the other one. I've hdmemby the dozens, and so has everybody else,
and lagreethey're not harmless. They're lethal as hell, asmter of fact. God almighty.
They make everything they touch turn absolutelydaosc and useless. Or—worse—
cultish. To my mind, they're mostly to blame for the molgsforant oafs with diplomas
that are turned loose on the country every Junerétooey, still looking at the ceiling,
simultaneously grimaced and shook his head. "Butwidon't like —and what | don't
think either Seymour or Buddy would likeither,as a matter of fact— is the way you
talk about all these people. | mean you don't fletpise what they represent —you
despise them. It's too damn personal, Franny. Innite&’ou get a real little homicidal
glint in your eye when you talk about this Tupder,instance. All this business about his
going into the men's room to muss his hair befaecbmes in to class. All that. He
probably does—it goes with everything else youtdd the about him. I'm not saying it



doesn't. But it'sione of your businesbuddy, what he does with his hair. It would be all
right, in a way, if you thought his personal afegains were sort of funny. Or if you felt a
tiny bit sorry for him for being insecure enoughdioe himself a little pathetic goddam
glamour. But wheryoutell me about it—and I'm not fooling, now—you tetke about it
as though his hair was a goddam personal enempwky That isnot right—and you
know it. If you're going to go to war against theste@m, just do your shooting like a nice,
intelligent girl—because the enemytgere,and not because you don't like his hairdo or
his goddam necktie."

A silence followed for a minute or so. It was brokenly by the sound of Franny
blowing her nose—an abandoned, protracted, "coedéstiow, suggestive of a patient
with a four-day-old head cold.

"It's exactly like this damned ulcer | picked upo Pou know why | have it? Or at
least nine-tenths of the reason | have it? Becatns® I'm not thinking properly, | let my
feelings about television and everything else ges@nal. | do exactly the same thing you
do, and I'm old enough to know better." Zooey pdustis gaze fixed on the root-beer
spot, he took a deep breath, through his nosefitjers were still laced across his chest.
"This last thing," he said abruptly, "will probabtpuse an explosion. But | can't help it.
It's the most important thing of all." He appeatedconsult the ceiling plaster briefly,
then closed his eyes. "I don't know if you remembet | remember a time around here,
buddy, when you were going through a little apgsfesm the New Testament that could
be heard for miles around. Everybody was in thedgad Army at the time, and | was the
one that got his ear bent. But do you rememberyddaemember it at all?"

"l was all of ten years old!" Franny said— nasatbther dangerously.

"l know how old you were. | know very well how ojdu were. C'mon, now. I'm not
bringing this up with the idea of throwing anythibgck in your teeth—mysod. I'm
bringing this up for a good reason. I'm bringingptbecause | don't think you understood
Jesus when you were a child and | don't think yedeostand him now. | think you've got
him confused in your mind with about five or temet religious personages, anddn't
see how you can go ahead with the Jesus Praysfotillknow who's who and what's
what. Do you remember at all what started off tithé apostasy? . . . Franny? Do you
remember, or don't you?"

He didn't get an answer. Only the sound of a nesgglrather violently blown.

"Well, | do, it happens. Matthew, Chapter Six. inember it very clearly, buddy. |
even remember wherewas.| was back in my room putting some friction tape ron
goddam hockey stick, and you banged in—all in aroap with the Bible wide open.
You didn't like Jesus any more, and you wantedhtmakif you could call Seymour at his
Army camp and tell him all about it. And you knovhyvyou didn't like Jesus any more?
I'll tell you. Becausepne, you didn't approve of his going into the synagogunel
throwing all the tables and idols all over the plathat was very rude, very Unnecessary.
You were sure that Solomon or somebody wouldn'etfdone anything like that. And the
other thing you disapproved of—the thing you had the 8ibpen to—was the lines
'‘Behold the fowls of the air: for they sow not, ther do they reap, nor gather into barns;
yet your heavenly Father feedeth thefhat was all right. That was lovely. That you
approved of.But, when Jesus says in the same breath, 'Are ye noh fneiter than



they?'—ah, that's where little Franny gets off. That's whettel Franny quits the Bible
cold and goes straight to Buddha, who doesn'tidigtate against all those nice fowls of
the air. All those sweet, lovely chickens and gebs¢ we used to keep up at the Lake.
And don't tell me again that you were ten years ¥ttlr age has nothing to do with what
I'm talking about. There are no hipangesetween ten and twenty—or ten and eighty,
for that matter. Youstill can't love a Jesus as much as you'd like to whaddisaid a
couple of things he was at least reported to haie & done—and you know it. You're
constitutionally unable to love amderstandany son of God who throws tables around.
And you're constitutionally unable to love or urstand any son of God who says a
human beinganyhuman being—even a Professor Tupper—is more vauabGod than
any soft, helpless Easter chick.”

Franny was now facing directly into the sound ob&gs voice, sitting bolt upright,
a wad of Kleenex clenched in one hand. Bloomberg mealonger in her lap. "l suppose
you can,"she said, shrilling.

"It's beside the point whether / can or not. Bafs,yas a matter of fact, | can. | don't
feel like going into it, but at least I've neveaett, consciously or otherwise, to turn Jesus
into St. Francis of Assisi to make him more 'lowabt which is exactly what ninety-eight
per cent of the Christian world has always insisiaddoing. Not that it's to my credit. |
don't happen to be attracted to the St. Franci&assfsi type. Butyou are.And, in my
opinion, that's one of the reasons why you're Igatiis little nervous breakdown. And
especially the reason why you're having it at honies place is made to order for you.
The service is good, and there's plenty of hot @rld running ghosts. What could be
more convenient? You can say your prayer here aflidlesus and St. Francis and
Seymour and Heidi's grandfather all in one.” Zo®&gice stopped, very briefly. "Can't
you see that? Can't yaeehow unclearly, how sloppily, you're looking at thg? My
God, there's absolutely nothing tenth-rate about ymd yet you're up to your neck at
this minute in tenth-rate thinking. Not only is thay you're going at your prayer tenth-
rate religion but, whether you know it or not, you're having atlerate nervous
breakdown. I've seen a couple of real breakdownd,tlhe people who had them didn't
bother to pick and choose the place they—"

"Just stop it, Zooey! Justopit!" Franny said, sobbing.

"I will, in a minute, in just a minute. Whgre you breaking down, incidentally? |
mean if you're able to go into a collapse withyalir might, why can't you use the same
energy to stay well and busy? All right, so I'mrgeiunreasonable. I'm being very
unreasonable now. But, my God, how you try whéelpatience | was born with | You
take a look around your collegampus,and theworld, and politics, and one season of
summerstock,and you listen to the conversation of a bunch t#ihicollege students,
and you decide that everything's ego, ego, egotladnly intelligent thing for a girl to
do is to lie around and shave her head and sayebies Prayer and beg God for a little
mystical experience that'll make her nice and happy

Franny shrieked;Will you shut up, please?In just a second, in just a second. You
keep talking abouégo.My God, it would take Christ himself to decide whatgo and
what isn't. This issod'suniverse, buddy, not yours, and he has the finabbaut what's
ego and what isn't. What about your beloved Epis®tOr your beloved Emily



Dickinson? You want your Emily, every time she hasurge to write a poem, to just sit
down and say a prayer till her nasty, egotisticgeugoes awayiRo, of course you don't!
But you'd like your friend Professor Tupper's egketh away from him. That's different.
And maybe it is. Maybe it is. But don't go screagn@bout egos in general. In my
opinion, if you really want to know, half the nasss in the world is stirred up by people
who aren't using their true egos. Take your Profe$sipper. From what you say about
him, anyway, I'd lay almost any odds that this ghire's using, the thing you think is his
ego, isn't his ego at all but some other, muchedjrtmuch lesdasicfaculty. My God,
you've been around schools long enough to knowstlmee. Scratch an incompetent
schoolteacher—or, for that matter, college professnd half the time you find a
displaced first-class automobile mechanic or a gaddtonemasonTake LeSage, for
instance— my friend, my employer, my Rose of Madigwenue. You think it was his
ego that got him into television? Like hell it wiable hasno ego any more—if ever he
had one. He's split it up intoobbiesHe has at least three hobbies that | know of—and
they all have to do with a big, ten-thousand-doWaarkroom in his basement, full of
power tools and vises and God knows what else. tphdo's really using his ego, his
real ego, has anyme for any goddam hobbies." Zooey suddenly broke lé.was still
lying with his eyes closed and his fingers lacadteytightly, across his chest, his shirt-
front. But he now ground his face into a delibdsatpained expression—a form,
apparently, of self-criticism'Hobbies,"he said. "How did | get off onthohbies?" He
lay still for a moment.

Franny's sobs, no more than partly muffled by amgaliow, made the only sound in
the room. Bloomberg was now sitting under the piamoan island of sunshine, rather
picturesquely washing his face.

"Always the heavy," Zooey said, a trifle too matdéifactly. "No matter what | say,
| sound as though I'm undermining your Jesus Prayst I'mnot, God damn it. All lam
is against why and how am¢hereyou're using it. I'd like to be convinced—Ilaleto be
convinced— that you're not using it as a substitoteloing whatever the hell your duty
is in life, or just your daily duty. Worse than th&hough, | can'see—I swear to God |
can't—how you can pray to a Jesus you don't evaterstand. And what's really
inexcusable, considering that you've béennel-fedon just about the same amount of
religious philosophy that | have—what's really ioesable is that you don't try to
understand him. There'd be some excuse for it uf were either a vergimpleperson,
like the pilgrim, or a very goddamtesperatgperson—but you're not simple, buddy, and
you're not that damned desperate.” Just thenhiofitst time since he had lain down,
Zooey, with his eyes still shut, compressed his-jyery much, as a matter of
parenthetical fact, in the habitual style of histnes. "God almighty, Franny,” he said. "If
you're going to say the Jesus Prayer, at leasit $ayJesus,and not to St. Francis and
Seymour and Heidi's grandfather all wrapped upne. eephim in mind if you say it,
and him only, and him as he was and not as yokedhim to have been. You don't face
any facts. This same damned attitude of not fatats is what got you into this messy
state of mind in the first place, and it can't plolgsget you out of it."

Zooey abruptly placed his hands over his now qietep face, left them there for an
instant, then removed them. He refolded them. Higers picked up again, almost
perfectly conversational in tone. "The part thaingds me, really stumps me, is that |



can't see why anybody—unless he was a child, @ngel, or a lucky simpleton like the
pilgrim—would even want to say the prayer to a 3estio was the least bit different
from the way he looks and sounds in the New TestanMy God! He's only the most
intelligent man in the Bible, that's all! Who ish& head and shoulders ov&/ho?Both
Testaments are full of pundits, prophets, discipfesorite sons,Solomons, Isaiahs,
Davids, Pauls —but, my God, who besides Jesug/readlw which end was upg®obody.
Not Moses. Don't tell me Moses. He was a nice raad, he kept in beautiful touch with
his God, and all that— but that's exactly the pdite had to keep in touch. Jesus realized
thereis no separation from God." Zooey here clapped higifdagether— only once,
and not loud, and very probably in spite of himsklis hands were refolded across his
chest almost, as it were, before the clap was"@it, my God, what a mind!" he said.
"Who else, for example, would have kept his mouthtswhen Pilate asked for an
explanation? Not Solomon. Don't say Solomon. Solowould have had a few pithy
words for the occasion. I'm not sure Socrates wduldave, for that matter. Crito, or
somebody, would have managed to pull him asidelgmy enough to get a couple of
well-chosen words for the record. But most of albove everything else, who in the
Bible besides Jesus knewkrew—that we're carrying the Kingdom of Heaven around
with us,inside,where we're all too goddam stupid and sentimemtdlumimaginative to
look? You have tde a son of God to know that kind of stuff. Why doydu think of
these things? meanit, Franny, I'm being serious. When you don't sesud for exactly
what he was, you miss the whole point of the J&ager. If you don't understand Jesus,
you can't understand his prayer—you don't get thgegy at all, you just get some kind of
organized cant. Jesus was a supragept,by God, on a terribly important mission. This
was no St. Francis, with enough time to knock ot#va canticles, or to preach to the
birds, or to do any of the other endearing things so ctoséranny Glass's heart. I'm
being serious now, God damn it. How can you missngethat? If God had wanted
somebody with St. Francis's consistently winningspeality for the job in the New
Testament, he'd've picked him, you can be sureit Agas, he picked the best, the
smartest, the most loving, the least sentimenie, rhost ummitative master he could
possibly have picked. And when you miss seeing thewear to you, you're missing the
whole point of the Jesus Prayer. The Jesus Praagmohe aim, and one aiamly. To
endow the person who says it with Christ-ConsciessiNot to set up some little cozy,
holier-than-thou tryst-ing place with some stickglorable divingpersonagenho'll take
you in his arms and relieve you of all your dutesl make all your nasty/eltschmerzen
and Professor Tuppers go away and never come Wsuk. by God, if you have
intelligence enough to see that—and ytm—and yet you refuse to see it, then you're
misusing the prayer, you're using it to ask for @rla full of dolls and saints and no
Professor Tuppers.” He suddenly sat up, shot fatwaith an almost calisthenic-like
swiftness, to look at Franny. His shirt was, in thmniliar phrase, wringing wet. "If Jesus
had intended the prayer to be used for—"

Zooey broke off. He stared over at Franny's presstriace-down position on the
couch, and heard, probably for the first time, tmy partly stifled sounds of anguish
coming from her. In an instant, he turned pale—path anxiety for Franny's condition,
and pale, presumably, because failure had suddiiely the room with its invariably
sickening smell. The color of his pallor, howeveras a curiously basic white —
unmixed, that is, with the greens and yellows aftgu abject contrition. It was very like



the standard bloodlessness in the face of a smglMho loves animals to distractica]
animals, and who has just seen his favorite, buovipg sister's expression as she
opened the box containing his birthday presentenr—+a freshly caught young cobra,
with a red ribbon tied in an awkward bow arounchiggk.

He stared at Franny for a full minute, then got his feet, with a little,
uncharacteristically awkward movement of imbalartée.went, very slowly, over to his
mother's writing table, on the other side of themo And it was clear, on arrival, that he
had no idea why he'd gone over to it. He seemednuifiir with the things on the table
surface—the blotter with his filled-in "0"s, thehtimy with his cigar end in it— and he
turned around and looked at Franny again. Her sgbbad let up a bit, or seemed to
have, but her body was in the same wretched, ptestiace-down position. One arm was
bent under her, caught under her, in a way that e been acutely uncomfortable, if
not rather painful. Zooey looked away from her, #meh, not unbravely, back at her. He
wiped his brow briefly with the palm of his handjtghe hand into his hip pocket to dry
it, and said, "I'm sorry, Franny. I'm very sorrialt this formal apology only reactivated,
reamplified, Franny's sobbing. He looked at hetediy, for another fifteen or twenty
seconds. Then he left the room, via the hall, opshe doors behind him.

THE fresh-paint smell was now quite strong justsaié the living room. The hall itself

had not yet been painted, but newspapers had Hesmnnsthe entire length of the

hardwood floor, and Zooey's first step—an inde@saimost dazed one—Ileft the imprint
of his rubber heel on a sports-section photogrdpbtan Musial holding up a fourteen-
inch brook trout. On his fifth or sixth step, herddg missed colliding with his mother,

who had just come out of her bedroom. "I thoughti'gogone!" she said. She was
carrying two laundered and folded cotton bedspreddsought | heard the front—" She

broke off to take in Zooey's general appearancenhdM¢ that? Prespiration?" she asked.
Without waiting for a reply, she took Zooey by #wen and led him—almost swept him,
as if he were as light as a broom—into the daylighming out of her freshly painted

bedroom. "ltis prespiration.” Her tone couldn't have held more @@nand censure if

Zooey's pores had been exuding crude oil. "Whé#tenworld have you been doing? You
just had @ath.What have you been doing?"

"I'm late now, Fatty. C'mon. One side," Zooey s&dPhiladelphia highboy had
been moved out into the hall, and, together witls.MBlass's person, it blocked Zooey's
passage. "Who put this monstrosity out here?" ltg glancing at it.

"Why are you perspiring like that?" Mrs. Glass deded, staring first at the shirt,
then at him. "Did you talk to Franny? Where've yast been? The living room?"

"Yes, yes,the living room. And if | were you, incidentallydigo look in there for a
second. She's crying. Or was when | left." He tadppe mother on the shoulder. "C'mon,
now. | mean it. Get out of the—"

"She's crying? Again? Why? What happened?"

"l don't know, for Chrissake—I hid her Pooh books. €am, Bessie, step aside,
please. I'min a hurry."



Mrs. Glass, still staring at him, let him pass. mhalmost at once, she made for the
living room, at a clip that scarcely gave her leaveall back over her shoulder, "Change
that shirt, young man!"

If Zooey heard this, he gave no sign. At the fad efh the hall, he went into the
bedroom he had once shared with his twin brotheingch now, in 1955, was his alone.
But he stayed in his room for not more than twoutes. When he came out, he had on
the same sweaty shirt. There was, however, a shghtfairly distinct change in his
appearance. He had acquired a cigar, and lighte@ind for some reason he had an
unfolded white handkerchief draped over his headsipbly to ward off rain, or hail, or
brimstone.

He went directly across the hall and into the rdositwo eldest brothers had shared.

This was the first time in almost seven years thabey had, in the ready-made
dramatic idiom, "set foot" in Seymour's and Buddyld room. Discounting a totally
negligible incident a couple of years earlier, wihernhad methodically dragged the entire
apartment for a mislaid or "stolen" tennis-racketss.

He closed the door behind him as tightly as possibhd with an expression
implying that the absence of a key in the lock mig¢h his disapproval. He gave the room
itself scarcely a glance, once he was inside #telad, he turned around and deliberately
faced a sheet of what had once been snow-white ebeaard that was nailed
uncompromisingly to the back of the door. It wasi@mmoth specimen, very nearly as
long and as wide as the door itself. One could hbgkeved that its whiteness,
smoothness, and expanse had at one time criechthar rplaintively for India ink and
block lettering. Certainly not in vain, if so. Eyanch of visible surface of the board had
been decorated, with four somewhat gorgeous-lookiolgmns of quotations from a
variety of the world's literatures. The letteringsyminute, but jet-black and passionately
legible, if just a trifle fancy in spots, and withtdolots or erasures. The workmanship was
no less fastidious even at the bottom of the bomedr the doorsill, where the two
penmen, each in his turn, had obviously lain oir tttemachs. No attempt whatever had
been made to assign quotations or authors to aaegar groups of any kind. So that to
read the quotations from top to bottom, column byumn, was rather like walking
through an emergency station set up in a flood, avbare, for example, Pascal had been
unribaldly bedded down with Emily Dickinson, andevé, so to speak, Baudelaire's and
Thomas a Kempis's toothbrushes were hanging sidgedby

Zooey, standing in just close enough, read theetdyy in the left-hand column, then
went on reading downward. From his expressionack bf it, he might have been killing
time on a railway platform reading a billboard adigement for Dr. Scholl's foot pads.

You have the right to work, but for the work's sakdy. You have no right to the
fruits of work. Desire for the fruits of work museéver be your motive in working. Never
give way to laziness, either.

Perform every action with your heart fixed on thap&me Lord. Renounce
attachment to the fruits. Be even-tempered [unaedliby one of the cal-ligraphers] in



success and failure; for it is this evenness opmmwhich is meant by yoga.

Work done with anxiety about results is far inferto work done without such
anxiety, in the calm of self-surrender. Seek refugéhe knowledge of Brahman. They
who work selfishly for results are miserable. —"Bhagavad Gita."

It loved to happen. —Marcus Aurelius.

O snail Climb Mount Fuji,
But slowly, slowly! -sda.

Concerning the Gods, there are those who denyéheexistence of the Godhead;
others say that it exists, but neither bestirs cacerns itself nor has forethought for
anything. A third party attribute to it existencedaforethought, but only for great and
heavenly matters, not for anything that is on eadtfourth party admit things on earth as
well as in heaven, but only in general, and nohwéspect to each individual. A fifth, of
whom were Ulysses and Socrates, are those that—eryl move not without Thy
knowledge!" —Epictetus.

The love interest and climax would come when a araha lady, both strangers, got
to talking together on the train going back east.

"Well," said Mrs. Croot, for it was she, "what didu think of the Canyon?"
"Some cave," replied her escort.

"What a funny way to put it!" replied Mrs. CrooArid now play me something." —
Ring Lardner ("How to Write Short Stories").

God instructs the heart, not by ideas but by paimd contradictions. —De
Caussade.

"Papa!" shrieked Kitty, and shut his mouth with hands.
"Well, l won't . . ." he said. "I'm very, very pkad. . . . Oh, what a fool  am. . . ."

He embraced Kitty, kissed her face, her hand, des igain, and made the sign of
the cross over her.

And there came over Levin a new feeling of love fiois man, till then so little
known to him, when he saw how slowly and tenderlityKkissed his muscular hand.
—"Anna Karenina."

"Sir, we ought to teach the people that they aragiavrong in worshipping the
images and pictures in the temple."

Ramakrishna: "That's the way with you Calcutta perogou want to teach and
preach. You want to give millions when you are laggyourselves. . . . Do you think



God does not know that he is being worshipped m ithages and pictures? If a
worshipper should make a mistake, do you not tkdok will know his intent?" —"The
Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna."

"Don't you want to join us?" | was recently askgdam acquaintance when he ran
across me alone after midnight in a coffeehousewia already almost deserted. "No, |
don't,” | said. —Kafka.

The happiness of being with people. —Kakfa.
St. Francis de Sales' prayer: "Yes, Father! Yed ahvays, Yes!"

Zui-Gan called out to himself every day, "Master."

Then he answered himself, "Yes, sir."

And then he added, "Become sober."

Again he answered, "Yes, sir."

"And after that,” he continued, "do not be deceilgdthers.”
"Yes, sir; yes, sir,” he replied. —Mu-Mon-Kwan.

The lettering on the beaverboard being as smaill ass, this last entry appeared
well in the upper fifth of its column, and Zooeyutt have gone on reading for another
five minutes or so, staying in the same columnhaut having to bend his knees. He
didn't choose to. He turned around, not abrupthy walked over and sat down at his
brother Seymour's desk— pulling out the little igfiné chair as though it were something
he did every day. He placed his cigar on the rigintd edge of the desk, bum-ing end
out, leaned forward on his elbows, and coveredaus with his hands.

Behind him and at his left, two curtained windowsth their blinds half drawn,
faced into a court—an unpicturesque brick-and-a@tecvalley through which cleaning
women and grocery boys passed grayly at all houtiseoday. The room itself was what
might be called the third master bedroom of thertapent, and was, by more or less
traditional Manhattan apartment-house standarddy bosunny and un-large. The two
eldest Glass boys, Seymour and Buddy, had movedtiit 1929, at the respective ages
of twelve and ten, and had vacated it when theyewsenty-three and twenty-one. Most
of the furniture belonged to a maplewood "set": tfay beds, a night table, two boyishly
small, knee-cramping desks, two chiffoniers, twaniseasy chairs. Three domestic
Oriental scatter rugs, extremely worn, were on flloer. The rest, with very little
exaggeration, was books. Meant-to-be-picked-up ®oBkrmanently-left-behind books.
Uncertain-what-to-do-with books. But books, bookall cases lined three walls of the
room, filled to and beyond capacity. The overfloadheen piled in stacks on the floor.
There was little space left for walking, and nonlgatever for pacing. A stranger with a
flair for cocktail-party descriptive prose mightyeacommented that the room, at a quick
glance, looked as if it had once been tenantedvbystruggling twelve-year-old lawyers



or researchists. And, in fact, unless one choseake a fairly thoughtful survey of the

reading matter extant, there were few, if any, atertindications that the former

occupants had both reached voting age within tedgminantly juvenile dimensions of

the room. True, there was a phone—the controvepsiaate phone—on Buddy's desk.
And there were a number of cigarette burns on lletsks. But other, more emphatic
signs of adulthood— stud or cuff-button boxes, vpaditures, the telling odds and ends
that collect on chiffonier tops —had been removedifthe room in 1940, when the two
young men "branched out" and took an apartmertesf bwn.

With his face in his hands and his handkerchiefdgear drooping low over his
brow, Zooey sat at Seymour's old desk, inert, lotitasleep, for a good twenty minutes.
Then, almost in one movement, he removed the supmohnis face, picked up his cigar,
stowed it in his mouth, opened the left-hand bottinawer of the desk, and took out,
using both hands, a seven- or eight-inch-thickkstdavhat appeared to be—and were—
shirt cardboards. He placed the stack before hirtherdesk and began to turn the cards
over, two or three at a time. His hand stayed onlge, really, and then quite briefly.

The cardboard that he stopped at had been writtennoFebruary, 1938. The
handwriting, in blue-lead pencil, was his brothey&our's:

My twenty-first birthday. Presents, presents, pneseZooey and the baby, as usual,
shopped lower Broadway. They gave me a fine supplyching powder and a box of
three stink bombs. I'm to drop the bombs in theatw at Columbia or "someplace very
crowded" as soon as | get a good chance.

Several acts of vaudeville tonight for my entemaémt. Les and Bessie did a lovely
soft-shoe on sand swiped by Boo Boo from the urrthm lobby. When they were
finished, B. and Boo Boo did a pretty funny imitatiof them. Les nearly in tears. The
baby sang "Abdul Abulbul Amir." Z. did the Will Maimey exit Les taught him, ran
smack into the bookcase, and wasious. The twins did B.'s and my old Buck &
Bubbles imitation. But to perfection. Marvellous.the middle of it, the doorman called
up on the housephone and asked if anybody wasrdang there. A Mr. Seligman, on
the fourth—

There Zooey quit reading. He gave the stack oftmacdis a solid-sounding double
tap on the desk surface, as one taps a deck of,dheh dropped the stack back into the
bottom drawer and closed the drawer.

Once again he leaned forward on his elbows andeturis face in his hands. This
time he sat motionless for almost a half hour.

When he moved again, it was as though marioneitegsthad been attached to him
and given an overzealous yank. He appeared tovea gist enough time to pick up his
cigar before another jerk of the invisible strirsggung him over to the chair at the second
desk in the room—Buddy's desk—where the phone was.

In this new seating arrangement, the first thinglidewas to pull his shirt ends out of
his trousers. He unbuttoned the shirt completedyf the journey of three steps had taken
him into an oddly tropical zone. Next, he took tigar out of his mouth, but transferred
it to his left hand and kept it there. With hishidhand he took his handkerchief off his
head and laid it beside the phone, in what was wepjicitly a "ready position." He then



picked up the phone without any perceptible hasitatind dialled a local number. A
very local number indeed. When he had finishedid@lhe picked up his handkerchief
from the desk and put it over the mouthpiece, doibsely and mounted rather high. He
took a deepish breath, and waited. He might haghgdd his cigar, which had gone out,
but he didn't.

ABOUT a minute and a half earlier, Franny, on ainésly quavering note, had just
declined her mother's fourth offer within fifteeninutes to bring in a cup of "nice, hot
chicken broth.” Mrs. Glass had made this last affieher feet —in fact, halfway out of
the living room, in the direction of the kitchewmoking rather grim with optimism. But
the reintroduced quaver in Franny's voice had lsenguickly back to her chair.

Mrs. Glass's chair was, of course, on Franny's efdine living room. And most
vigilantly so. Some fifteen minutes earlier, whaarny had been rehabilitated enough to
sit up and look around for her comb, Mrs. Glass radight over the straight chair from
the writing table and placed it squarely up agadinstcoffee table. The site was excellent
for Franny-observ-ing, and also placed the obsemithin easy reach of an ashtray on
the marble surface.

Re-seated, Mrs. Glass sighed, as she always sighaay situation, when cups of
chicken broth were declined. But she had, so talspkeen cruising in a patrol boat
down and up her children's alimentary canals fomsmy years that the sigh was in no
sense a real signal of defeat, and she said, almosediately, "I don't see how you
expect to get youstrengthand all back if you don't take something nourishimg your
system. I'msorry, but | don't. You've had exactly—"

"Mother—now, please. I've asked you twenty timesill Wou please stop
mentioning chicken broth to me? It nauseates me tps-" Franny broke off, and
listened. "Is that our phone?" she said.

Mrs. Glass was already up from her chair. Her lipd tightened a bit. The ring of a
telephone, any telephone, anywhere, invariably edddrs. Glass's lips to tighten a bit.
"I'l be right back," she said, and left the roo8he was chinking more audibly than
usual, as if a box of assorted household nails dmade apart in one of her kimono
pockets.

She was gone about five minutes. When she retustedlhad the particular facial
expression that her eldest daughter, Boo Boo, had described as meaning one of only
two things: that she had just talked with one af$mns on the telephone or that she had
just had a report, on the best authority, thabiheels of every single human being in the
world were scheduled to move with perfect hygiengigularity for a period of one full
week. "That's Buddy on the phone," she announcesthascame into the room. From a
habit of several years' standing, she suppressgdraall token of pleasure that might
have slipped into her voice.

Franny's visible reaction to this news was consiolgr less than enthusiastic. She
looked, in fact, nervous. "Where's he phoning frosiie said.



"l didn't even ask him. He sounds as though heahasrible cold." Mrs. Glass didn't
sit down. She hovered. "Hurry up, now, young lddg.wants to talk tgou."

"Did he say so?"
"Certainly he said so! Hurry up, now.... Put yolipggers on."

Franny let herself out of the pink sheets and tie-plue afghan. She sat, pale and
obviously stalling, on the couch edge, looking agner mother. Her feet fished around
for her slippers. "What'd you tell him?" she askedvously.

"Just kindly go to the phone, please, young ladi#ts. Glass said evasively. "Just
hurry a little, for goodness' sake."

"l suppose you told him I'm at death's door or sihing,” Franny said. There was no
reply to this. She stood up from the couch, notfswilely as a post-operative
convalescent might have but with just a trace ofdity and caution, as if she expected,
and perhaps rather hoped, to feel a trifle diz2ye ®orked her feet more securely into
her slippers, then came out from behind the cafibée gravely, untying and relying the
belt of her dressing gown. A year or so earlieram unwarrantably self-deprecating
paragraph of a letter to her brother Buddy, she feddrred to her own figure as
"irreproachably Americanese." Watching her, Mrsass| who happened to be a great
judge of young girls' figures and young girls' wallonce again, in lieu of a smile,
tightened her lips a bit. The instant, howevert franny was out of sight, she turned her
attention to the couch. Clearly, from her look,réhevere not many things in the world
she disliked more than a couch, a good eiderdowrcltgothat had been made up for
sleeping purposes. She went around into the aiatéerby the coffee table and began to
give all the pillows in sight a therapeutic beatuyy

Franny, in transit, ignored the telephone in thi Ishe evidently preferred to take
the longish walk down the hall to her parents' bedr, where the more popular phone in
the apartment was located. Although there was ngtmarkedly peculiar about her gait
as she moved through the hall—she neither dallied quite hurried—she was
nonetheless very peculiarly transformed as she thoS8ke appeared, vividly, to grow
younger with each step. Possibly long halls, phesdftereffects of tears, plus the ring of
a telephone, plus the smell of fresh paint, plusspapers underfoot—possibly the sum
of all these things was equal, for her, to a neWariage. In any case, by the time she
reached her parents' bedroom door her handsonoeethitie-silk dressing gown—the
emblem, perhaps, of all that is dormitorially claicd fatale—looked as if it had been
changed into a small child's woollen bathrobe.

Mr. and Mrs. Glass's bedroom reeked, and even sthaoft freshly painted walls.
The furniture had been herded into the middle efrdom and covered with canvas—old,
paint-flecked, organic-looking canvas. The beds, ttad been drawn in from the wall,
but they had been covered with cotton bedspreads Glass herself had provided. The
phone was now on the pillow of Mr. Glass's beddently Mrs. Glass, too, had preferred
it to the less private extension in the hall. Tlandpiece lay detached from its catch,
waiting for Franny. It looked almost as dependent a&a human being for some
acknowledgment of its existence. To get to it,ddeem it, Franny had to shuffle across
the floor through a quantity of newspapers andssetean empty paint bucket. When she



did reach it, she didn't pick it up but merely datvn beside it on the bed, looked at it,
looked away from it, and pushed back her hair. Might table that ordinarily stood
alongside the bed had been moved close enough do that Franny could reach it
without quite standing up. She put her hand undearécularly soiled-looking piece of
canvas covering it and passed the hand back atidtiibshe found what she was looking
for—a porcelain cigarette box and a box of matéhescopper holder. She lit a cigarette,
then gave the phone another, long, exceedinglyigbtook. With the exception of her
late brother Seymour, ghould be noted, all her brothers had overly vibhraot to say
sinewy, voices on the telephone. At this hour,aswery possible that Franny felt deeply
hesitant about taking a chance on just the timletealone the verbal content, of any of
her brothers' voices on the phone. However, shiegufervously on her cigarette and,
rather bravely, picked up the phone. "Hello. Buddstte said.

"Hello, sweetheart. How are you—are you all right?"

“I'm fine. How are you? You sound as though youehawcold.” Then, when there
was no immediate response: "l suppose Bessie'sedimg you by the hour."”

"Well—after a fashion. Yes and no. You know. Aranall right, sweetheart?"

“I'm fine. You sound funny, though. Either you haaeterrible cold or this is a
terrible connection. Where are you, anyway?"

"Where am I? I'm right in my element, Flop-sy. ima little haunted house down
the road. Never mind. Just talk to me."

Franny unplacidly crossed her legs. "I don't knovaatly what you'd like to talk
about,"” she said. "What all'd Bessie tell you, bamf#'

There was a most characteristically Buddy-like paaisthe other end. It was exactly
the kind of pause—just a trifle rich with seniority years—that had often tried the
patience of both Franmngndthe vif tuoso at the other end of the phone whewy there
small children. "Well, I'm not terribly sure whdt she told me, sweetheart. Past a certain
point, it's a little rude to go on listening to B&s on the phone. | heard about the
cheeseburger diet, you can be sure. And, of cotheeRilgrim books. Then | think | just
sat with the phone at my ear, not really listenivigu know."

"Oh," Franny said. She switched her cigarette awdrer telephone hand and, with
her free hand, reached again under the canvas ocoviéite night table and found a tiny
ceramic ashtray, which she placed beside her omelde "You sound funny,” she said.
"Do you have a cold, or what?"

"l feel wonderful, sweetheart. I'm sitting herektag to you and | feel wonderful. It's
a joy to hear your voice. | can't tell you."

Franny once again pushed back her hair with ond.time didn't say anything.

"Flopsy? Can you think of anything Bessie may hawesed? You feel like talking
at all?”

With her fingers, Franny slightly altered the pisitof the tiny ashtray beside her on
the bed. "Well,” she said, "I'm a little talked ptd behonestwith you. Zooey's been at
me all morning."



"Zooey? How is he?"
"How is he? He'éine. He's just tiptop. | could just murder him, thatls'a
"Murder him? Why? Why, sweetheart? Why could youdeuour Zooey?"

"Why? Because | just could, that's all! H&Eempletelydestructive. I've never met
anyone so completely destructive in my life! ltistj so unnecessary! One minute he
launches this all-out attack on the Jesus Prayerehavhhappen to be interested in—
making you think you're some kind of neuratitwit for even being interested in it. And
about two minutes later he starts raving to yowahbow Jesus is the only person in the
world he's ever had amgspectfor —such a marvellousind,and all that. He's just so
erratic. | mean he goes around and around in soifble circles.”

"Tell about it. Tell about the horrible circles."

Here Franny made the mistake of giving a little adahon of impatience—she had
just inhaled cigarette smoke. She coughed. "Tadualt! It would just take me all day,
that's all'" She put a hand to her throat, and edafor the wrong-passage discomfort to
pass. "He's just a monster,” she said. "He is!rially a monster but—I don't know. He's
so bitter about things. He's bitter abordligion. He's bitter about television. He's bitter
about you and Seymour— he keeps saying you botle imadks out of ud.don't know.
He jumps from one—"

"Why freaks? | know he thinks that. Or thinks hénkis it. But did he say why?
What's his definition of a freak? He say, sweett®ar

Just here, Franny, in apparent despair at the teaiok the question, struck her
forehead with her hand. Something she very probbatn't done in five or six years—
when, for example, halfway home on the Lexingtorewe bus, she discovered she had
left her scarf back at the movies. "What's hisrdgéin?" she said. "He has abdotty
definitions for everything! If | sound slightlynhinged,that's the reason why. One
minute—like last night—he says we're freaks becausavere brought up to have only
one set of standard$en minutes latehe sayshe'sa freak because he never wants to
meet anybody for a drink. The only time—"

"Never wants to what?"

"Meet anybody for arink. Oh, he had to go out last night and meet this t=lav
writer for a drink downtown, in the Village and .allhat's what started it. He says the
only people he ever really wants to meet for akdesomewhere are all either dead or
unavailable. He says he never even wants to haweh with anybody, even, unless he
thinks there's good chancét's going to turn out to be Jesus, the person-r@Buddha,
or Hui-neng, or Shankaracharya, or somebody liké tfiou know." Franny suddenly put
out her cigarette in the tiny ashtray—with some watdness, not having her second
hand free to brace the ashtray. "You know what leéssaid to me?" she said. "You know
what he swore up and down to me? He told me Iaggttie once had a glass of ginger
ale with Jesus in the kitchen when he was eightsyela. Are you listening?"

"I'm listening, I'm listening . . . sweetheart."élsaid he was—this is exactly what he
said —he said he was sitting at the table in thehken, all by himself, drinking a glass of
ginger ale and eatirgpltinesand readingDombeyand Son,' and all of a sudden Jesus sat



down in the other chair and asked if he could heawmall glass of ginger ale. gmall
glass, mind you —that's exactly what he said. Immea says things like that, and yet he
thinks he's perfectly qualified to giveea lot of advice and stuffThat'swhat makes me
so mad! | could just spit! | could I It's like bginn alunatic asylum and having another
patient all dressed up asdmdor come over to you and start taking your pulse or
something.... It's just awful. He talks and talkel dalks. And if he isn'talking, he's
smoking bis smelly cigars all over the house. lbrsik of the smell of cigar smoke |
could just roll over andie.”

"The cigars are ballast, sweetheart. Sheer balfast didn't have a cigar to hold on
to, his feet would leave the ground. We'd neversgeZooey again."

There were several experienced verbal stunt pitothe Glass family, but this last
little remark perhaps Zooey alone was coordinatell @nough to bring in safely over a
telephone. Or so this narrator suggests. And Franay have felt so, too. In any case,
she suddenly knew that it was Zooey at the othdradrthe phone. She got up, slowly,
from the edge of the bed. "All right, Zooey," slads "All right."

Not quite immediately: "Beg pardon?"

"l said, all right, Zooey."

"Zooey? What is this? ... Franny? You there?"
“I'm here. Just stop it now, please. | know it's.yo

"What in the world are you talking about, sweettizaiVhat is this? Who's this
Zooey?"

"Zooey Glass,"Franny said. "Just stop it now, please. You'rebsing funny. As it
happens, I'm just barely getting back to feelintgvrey—"

"Grass, did you say? Zoodygrass? Norwegian chap? Sort of a heavyset, blond,
ath—"

"All right, Zooey. Just stop, please. Enough's enough. Yoatréunny. ... In case
you're interested, I'm feeling absolutely lousy.iSihere's anything special you have to
say to me,

please hurry up and say it and leave al@ne." This last, emphasized word was
oddly veered away from, as if the stress on it hduen fully intended.

There was a peculiar silence at the other end ®@glione. And a peculiar reaction to
it from Franny. She was disturbed by it. She satrdagain on the edge of her father's
bed. "I'm not going to hangp on you or anything,” she said. "But I'm—I don't kne-

I'm tired, Zooey. I'm just exhausted, frankly." She listenBdt there was no response.

She crossed her legs. "You can go on like thislay, but | can't,” she said. "All | am is

on the receiving end. It isn't terribly pleasardyyknow. You think everybody's made of
iron or something." She listened. She started &alspp again but stopped when she
heard the sound of a voice being cleared.

"l don't think everybody's made of iron, buddy."
This abjectly simple sentence seemed to disturhrfyrsather more than a continued



silence would have. She quickly reached over ankiepli a cigarette out of the porcelain
box, but didn't prepare to light it. "Well, you'kink you did," she said. She listened. She
waited. "I mean, did you call for any special re#8oshe said abruptly. "I mean, did you
have any special reason for calling me?"

"No special reason, buddy, no special reason."
Franny waited. Then the other end spoke up again.

"l suppose | more or less called to tell you toagowith your Jesus Prayer if you
want to. | mean that's your business. That's yosiness. It's a goddam nice prayer, and
don't let anybody tell you anything different.”

"l know," Franny said. Very nervously, she reacf@dhe box of matches.

"l don't think | ever really meant to try giopyou from saying it. At least, | don't
think | did. | don't know. | don't knowhatthe hell was going on in my mind. There's
one thing Ido know for sure, though. | have no goddam authodtlge speaking up like a
seerthe way | have been. We've had enough goddam sedhss family. That part
bothers me. That part scares me a little bit."

Franny took advantage of the slight pause thabviat to straighten her back a
trifle, as though, for some reason, good posturegetter posture, might come in handy at
any moment.

"It scaresme a little bit, but it doesn't petrify me. Let'stghat straight. It doesn't
petrify me. Because you forget one thing, buddy. When ysufelt the urge, theall, to
say the prayer, you didn't immediately start sdarckhe four corners of the world for a
master.You came homé&.ou not only caméomebut you went into a goddam collapse.
So if you look at it in a certain way, by rightsupe only entitled to the low-grade
spiritual counsel we're able to give you aroundehand no more. At least you know
there won't be any goddam ulterior motives in

this madhouse. Whatever we are, we'refisbty, buddy.”

Franny suddenly tried with one hand alone to degtd for her cigarette. She opened
the matchbox compartment successfully, but onetiseqatch of a match sent the box to
the floor. She bent quickly and picked up the kamd let the spilled matches lie.

“I'll tell you one thing, Franny. One thing know. And don't get upset. It isn't
anything bad. But if it's the religious life you mtayou ought to know right now that
you're missing out on every single goddam religiaagon that's going on around this
house. You don't even have sense enoughitdk when somebody brings you a cup of
consecrated chicken soup—which is the only kindretken soup Bessie ever brings to
anybody around this madhouse. So je#itme, just tell me, buddy. Even if you went out
and searched the whole world for a master —soma, game holy man—to tell you
how to say your Jesus Prayer properly, what gooaldvib do you? How irhell are you
going to recognize a legitimate holy man when yee sne if you don't even know a cup
of consecrated chicken soup when it's right intfiafnyour nose? Can you tell me that?"

Franny was now sitting up rather abnormally straigh
"I'm just asking you. I'm not trying to upset y&m | upsetting you?"



Franny answered, but her answer evidently didmfyca
"What? | can't hear you."
"l said no. Where are you calling from? Where are gow?"

"Oh, what the hell's the difference where | am?rejeSouth Dakota, for God's sake.
Listen to me, Franny—I'm sorry, don't get riled.t Baten to me. | have just one or two
very small things more, and then I'll quit, | premiyou that. But did you know, just by
the way, that Buddy and | drove up to see you atkstast summer? Did you know we
saw you in 'Playboy of the Western World' one rizghhe god-awfuhot night, | can tell
you that. But did you know we were there?"

An answer seemed to be called for. Franny stoodhem, immediately sat down. She
placed the ashtray slightly away from her, as wvére very much in her way. "No, |
didn't," she said. "Nobody said one singl&e; | didn't."

"Well, we were. We were. And I'll tell you, buddyou were good. And when | say
good, | meargood.You held that goddam mesagp. Even all those sunburned lobsters in
the audience knew it. And now | hear you're finghath the theatre forever—I hear
things, | hear things. And | remember the spiel game back with when the season was
over. Oh, you irritate me, Franny! I'm sorry, yda. You've made the greatartling
goddam discovery that the acting profession's ldadéh mercenaries and butchers. As |
remember, you even looked like somebody who'd lpesin shatteredbecause all the
ushers hadn't been geniuses. What's the masteyauthbuddy? Where are your brains?
If you've had a freakish education, at leaseit, useit. You can say the Jesus Prayer
from now till doomsday, but if you don't realizeaththe only thing that counts in the
religious life is deachment,| don't see how you'll ever even moveiach. Detachment,
buddy, and only detachment. Desirelessness. 'Gassabm all hankerings.' It's this
business of dgring, if you want to know the goddam truth, that mskan actor in the
first place. Why're you making me tell you thingsuyalready know? Somewhere along
the line—in one damn incarnation or another, if yiggB—you not only had a hankering
to be an actor or an actress but to lgpadone. You're stuck with it now. You can't just
walk outon the results of your own hankerings. Cause afettefbuddy, cause and
effect. The only thing you can do now, the onlygielus thing you can do, ect. Act for
God, if you want to— b&od'sactress, if you want to. What could be prettier2i¥an
at least try to, if you want to —there's nothingong intrying." There was a slight pause.
"You'd better get busy, though, buddy. The goddamdsrun out on you every time you
turn around. | know what I'm talking about. Youueky if you get time to sneeze in this
goddam phenomenal world." There was another, glighduse. "l used to worry about
that. | don't worry about it very much any more.léast I'm still in love with Yorick's
skull. At least | always have time enough to stayove with Yorick's skull. | want an
honorable goddam skull when I'm dead, buddankerafter an honorable goddam skull
like Yorick's. And so dg/ou, Franny Glass. So do you, so do you. . .. Ah, Gdtht's
the use of talking? You had the exact same goddeakith upbringing | did, and if you
don't know by this time what kind akull you want when you're dead, and what you
have to do teearnit—I mean if you don'at leastknow by this time that if you're an
actress you're supposeddct, then what's the use of talking?"

Franny was now sitting with the flat of her freentigpressed against the side of her



face, like someone with an excruciating toothache.

"One other thing. And that's all. | promise you.t Bue thing is, you raved and you
bitched when you came home about the stupidityuolieances. The goddam ‘unskilled
laughter' coming from the fifth row. And that's hig that's right—God knows it's
depressing. I'm not saying it isn't. But that'seof your business, really. That's none of
your business, Franny. An artist's only concertoishoot for some kind of perfection,
andon his own termsjot anyone else's. You have no right to think altbose things, |
swear to you. Not in any real sense, anyway. Yawnkwhat | mean?"

There was a silence. Both saw it through withouy aeeming impatience or
awkwardness. Franny still appeared to have somsidenable pain on one side of her
face, and continued to keep her hand on it, but d&epression was markedly
uncomplaining.

The voice at the other end came through agairertiember about the fifth time |
ever went on 'Wise Child." | subbed for Walt a féemes when he was in a cast—
remember when he was in that cast? Anyway, | stdsteching one night before the
broadcast. Seymour'd told me to shine my shoesagidtwas going out the door with
Waker. | was furious. The studio audience weremalions, the announcer was a moron,
the sponsors were morons, and | just damn well tvgsing to shine my shoes for them,
| told Seymour. | said they couldn't see them arywehere we sat. He said to shine
them anyway. He said to shine them for the Fat Ladydn't know what the hell he was
talking about, but he had a very Seymour look enface, and so | did it. He never did
tell me who the Fat Lady was, but | shined my sHoeshe Fat Lady every time | ever
went on the air again—all the years you and | wamethe program together, if you
remember. | don't think | missed more than jusbapte of times. This terribly clear,
clear picture of the Fat Lady formed in my mindhad her sitting on this porch all day,
swatting flies, with her radio going full-blast fromorning till night. | figured the heat
was terrible, and she probably had cancer, and—ltdoow. Anyway, it seemed
goddam clear why Seymour wanted me to shine myssivben | went on the air. It made
sense”

Franny was standing. She had taken her hand awaylier face to hold the phone
with two hands. "He told me, too," she said inte ghone. "He told me to be funny for
the Fat Lady, once." She released one hand fromhbee and placed it, very briefly, on
the crown of her head, then went back to holdirg ghone with both hands. "I didn't
ever picture her on a porch, but with very—you krevery thick legs, very veiny. | had
her in an awful wicker chair. She had candeo, though, and she had the radio going
full-blast all day! Mine did, too!"

"Yes. Yes. Yes. All right. Let me tell you somethimow, buddy. . . . Are you
listening?"

Franny, looking extremely tense, nodded.

"l don't care where an actor acts. It can be inmanstock, it can be over a radio, it
can be ovetelevision,it can be in a goddam Broadway theatre, completk thie most

fashionable, most well-fed, most sunburned-lookamniglience you can imagine. But I'll
tell you a terrible secret—Are you listening to nidfere isn't anyone out there who isn't



Seymour's Fat Ladylhat includes your Professor Tupper, buddy. Andhal goddam
cousins by the dozens. There isn't anyone anywhatdsn't Seymour's Fat Lady. Don't
you know that? Don't you know that goddam secré&? yad don't you know-listento
me, now—don't you know who that Fat Lady really is? .Ah, buddy. Ah, buddy. It's
Christ Himself. Christ Himself, buddy."

For joy, apparently, it was all Franny could dohtwd the phone, even with both
hands.

For a fullish half minute or so, there were no otlerds, no further speech. Then: "I
can't talk any more, buddy.” The sound of a phariedoreplaced in its catch followed.

Franny took in her breath slightly but continuechtdd the phone to her ear. A dial
tone, of course, followed the formal break in tlwmection. She appeared to find it
extraordinarily beautiful to listen to, rather &g were the best possible substitute for the
primordial silence itself. But she seemed to kntws, when to stop listening to it, as if
all of what little or much wisdom there is in themd were suddenly hers. When she had
replaced the phone, she seemed to know just whit teext, too. She cleared away the
smoking things, then drew back the cotton bedspfead the bed she had been sitting
on, took off her slippers, and got into the bed: s@mme minutes, before she fell into a
deep, dreamless sleep, she just lay quiet, snaliriige ceiling.

-END



