Ackley’s Outlook

Everyone’s so goddamn annoying.  Who does Holden think he is?  I try to talk to him and he just sits there ignoring me, reading his goddamn book.  What kind of person honestly does that?  That boy doesn’t understand how things work here at Pencey.  He’s always trying to change things that just shouldn’t be changed.  Would it kill him to have a normal discussion with me every once in a while without yelling at me for stupid things?  Sometimes, I tell ya, sometimes I really hate that guy.


Of course, he’s not the worst one here.  He’s at least tolerable.  I really hate that Stradlater, stupid jerk.  He walks around with that snooty attitude, as if he’s god’s gift to women.  I swear, it just makes you want to pop him once in the face, really tough like.  He’s the kind of guy that would make you burst out laughing if you saw him fall down the stairs.  Well, that’s funny when that happens to most anyone, but it would be especially funny if it happened to him.  I hate his guts, I really do.


I don’t understand him anyways.  Who the hell wants to go out on Saturday nights anyways?  There’s plenty of things to do right here in my room.  I don’t need those idiots to enjoy myself, that’s for damn sure.  Holden understands that at least.  He can just sit there from time to time without doing anything, except maybe reading a book.  That’s when I go over there and waste my time talking to him.  I do him such a big favour by talking to him and half the time he just sits there yelling at me for stupid things.  I should really stop being so generous to people that don’t appreciate things.  Besides, his nails are so dirty.
