Narrative Point of View and Narrative Reliability
Compare the excerpt from “A Slight Rebellion off Madison” with pp. 130-134 of The Catcher in the Rye. Salinger published this story four years before The Catcher in the Rye. You will notice right away that the story is written in the third person, instead of the first-person narration of the novel.
Write a paragraph with at least two supporting examples in which you explain what the narration of the story loses by being told in the third person. What does the novel give us that the story cannot? 
______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Excerpt from “Slight Rebellion Off Madison”

by J. D. Salinger
The New Yorker XXII, December 1946
______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
….SALLY and Holden were both terrible ice skaters. Sally’s ankles had a painful, unbecoming way of collapsing towards each other and Holden’s weren’t much better. That night there were at least a hundred people who had nothing better to do than watch the skaters.

“Let’s get a table and have a drink,” Holden suggested suddenly.

“That’s the most marvellous idea I’ve heard all day,” Sally said.

They removed their skates and sat down at a table in the warm inside lounge. Sally took off her red woollen mittens. Holden began to light matches. He let them burn down until he couldn’t hold them, then he dropped what was left into an ashtray.

“Look,” Sally said, “I have to know—are you or aren’t you going to help me trim the tree Christmas Eve?”

“Sure,” said Holden, without enthusiasm.

“I mean I have to know,” Sally said.

Holden suddenly stopped lighting matches. He leaned forward over the table. “Sally, did you ever get fed up?  I mean did you ever get scared that everything was gonna go lousy unless you did something?”

“Sure,” said Sally.

“Do you like school?”  Holden inquired.

“It’s a terrific bore.”

“Do you hate it, I mean?”

“Well, I don’t hate it.”

“Well, I hate it,” said Holden. “Boy, do I hate it!  But it isn’t just that. It’s everything. I hate living in New York. I hate Fifth Avenue buses and Madison Avenue buses and getting out at the center doors. I hate the Seventy-second Street movie, with those fake clouds on the ceiling, and being introduced to guys like George Harrison, and going down in elevators when you wanna go out, and guys fitting your pants all the time at Brooks.”  His voice got more excited. “Stuff like that. Know what I mean?  You know something?  You’re the only reason I came home this vacation.”

“You’re sweet,” said Sally, wishing he’d change the subject.

“Boy, I hate school!  You oughta go to a boys’ school sometime. All you do is study, and make believe you give a damn if the football team wins, and talk about girls and clothes and liquor, and—”

“Now, listen,” Sally interrupted. “Lots of boys get more out of school than that.”  

“I agree,” said Holden. “But that’s all I get out of it. See?  That’s what I mean. I don’t get anything out of anything. I’m in bad shape. I’m in lousy shape. Look, Sally. How would you like to just beat it?  Here’s my idea. I’ll borrow Fred Halsey’s car and tomorrow morning we’ll drive up to Massachusetts and Vermont and around there, see?  It’s beautiful. I mean it’s wonderful up there, honest to God. We’ll stay in these cabin camps and stuff like that till my money runs out. I have a hundred and twelve dollars with me. Then, when the money runs out, I’ll get a job and we’ll live somewhere with a brook and stuff. Know what I mean?  Honest to God, Sally, we’ll have a swell time. Then, later on, we’ll get married or something. Wuddaya say?  C’mon!  Wuddaya say?  C’mon!  Let’s do it, huh?”

“You can’t just do something like that,” Sally said.

“Why not?”  Holden asked shrilly. “Why the hell not?”

“Because you can’t,” Sally said. “You just can’t, that’s all. Supposing your money ran out and you didn’t get a job—then what?”

“I’d get a job. Don’t worry about that. You don’t have to worry about that part of it. What’s the matter?  Don’t you wanna go with me?”

“It isn’t that,” Sally said. “It’s not that at all. Holden, we’ll have lots of time to do those things—all those things. After you go to college and we get married and all. There’ll be oodles of marvellous places to go to.”

“No, there wouldn’t be,” Holden said. “It’d be entirely different.”

Sally looked at him, he had contradicted her so quietly.

“It wouldn’t be the same at all. We’d have to go downstairs in elevators with suitcases and stuff. We’d have to call up everyone and tell ‘em goodbye and send ‘em postcards. And I’d have to work at my father’s and ride in Madison Avenue buses and read newspapers. We’d have to go to the Seventy-second Street all the time and see newsreels. Newsreels!  There’s always a dumb horse race and some dame breaking a bottle over a ship. You don’t see what I mean at all.”

“Maybe I don’t. Maybe you don’t, either,” Sally said.

Holden stood up, with his skates swung over one shoulder. “You give me a royal pain,” he announced quite dispassionately.

Story Assignment

Create a story written with an unreliable first-person narrator. Use some of the techniques we have discussed in class to get started. Make sure that your narrator somehow undermines his credibility and gives himself or herself away. Your story should be at least a page (300 words) in length.
PAGE  
1

