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Scarecrow in the Rye

I don’t entirely know the reason why I’m back here. Oh sure, I know what everyone said, they were worried about me, that’s all. D.B and my folks started worrying ever since I stopped writing. They thought I might be entering a relapse, that’s one of those terms they like to use around here, because I stopped visiting as often as I did. 


I came here once before, after I left Pencey Prep, when I had gotten pretty run down. That was twenty years ago, but it feels like nothing has changed, at least for me. I suppose that’s what they mean when they say relapse. After I came here the first time, to the hospital I mean, I started doing a lot better, even though I flunked out of college. It wasn’t that I was having trouble or anything, if you want to know the truth; it’s just that none of that stuff really interested me. Afterwards I decided to start writing like D.B. did, that’s my brother, back before he became a prostitute in California, and I did really well at first.  My parents suggested I write about what happened when I left Pencey Prep, back when I was having problems I mean, and I don’t know why, but I guess people must really like that kind of stuff, because I sold lots of copies. I tried to write about Allie, he was my little brother, but nobody seemed too interested then. That’s when I stopped showing people my stories. I told my parents and everyone that I had stopped writing for a while, but I didn’t, I just don’t feel like showing anyone, that’s all.  The last thing I composed, if you really want to know, was a story about this one kid whose friends were all trying to cross a stream, but as they crossed they were swept away, and no matter what the kid did he couldn’t stop them, so he just sits there and watches them like a scarecrow, because he knows he has to let them try. It’s funny though, because even though I wrote it, I can’t stand that story.


Anyway, I’m suppose to be talking to you about everything that’s been happening lately, at least that’s what my psychotherapist said when D.B. dropped me off. He had another new car, it was terrific, one of those new silver convertibles, I think he said his agent gave it to him. He’s working on one of those new Sci-Fi movies. He seemed sad. He put on a big phony smile and turned the music up really loud and laughed a lot, but I could tell.  It was the first time I had seen him in a long while, probably the first time since the family was last altogether. We used to talk all the time, but lately I haven’t wanted to chat as much. I still write letters though, that’s one of the things I still like to do. I keep in touch with my parents, and some of my friends, but I don’t see them much. Back before, I would go out all the time, even though I would get tired of all the phonies, the music and atmosphere would make it all worthwhile. Lately though, I haven’t liked anything that’s happening. I’ve just been keeping to myself.


I ran into Jane a little while ago, Jane Gallagher, it felt like it had been forever since we last met, though I knew it really wasn’t that long. We went into town, saw a movie, got some food, and had a pretty good time I guess, though I felt uncomfortable in a crowd. Jane wasn’t the same as I remembered, from the memories I have of her from when we were little I mean. She used to seem so smart, and happy and full of life, and even though she hasn’t seem to changed, the Jane I went to town with a little while ago, wasn’t the same as the Jane in my mind. I suppose that’s because the only way people can seem so great, is when you look back on them as memories. I think the reason Jane wanted to get in touch with me was that she was worried as well. It was probably because of how I acted the last time we were altogether, at Phoebe’s funeral I mean. Phoebe was my kid sister, a bit like Allie, though I suppose you couldn’t call her a kid anymore. I wasn’t there when that driver went too fast, when some guy didn’t pay attention, when everything “just happened so quickly” and “there was nothing anyone could have done” and the world swept Phoebe away, but it felt like I watched the entire thing, like I was just standing there unable to do anything as everything happened and a someone became no one. The funeral wasn’t the same though, as Allie’s. Oh sure, there were tons of people there, and everyone was crying and people brought flowers and wreaths so we could create the ideal Phoebe in our memories forever. But I didn’t feel the same, if you want to know the truth, because I know that Phoebe wouldn’t have wanted me to become angry and confused like last time


Even then, I’ve still been having some problems talking to people; I guess that’s why they sent me back here. Maybe they figured I would get better like last time. I don’t. I just need some time to be by myself, so I can think and write and not have to deal with so many troubles all at once. I’m going to head out west; maybe find a small place of my own. I’m leaving now. Please don’t tell anyone where I went. 

