
Catcher in the Rye Character poems
 Compose a series of poems and/or songs in the voices of characters from The Catcher in the Rye (listed below).  
Picture the character at a specific moment in the novel. Imagine what he/she is thinking and feeling at that moment about Holden, about that present time and place, about his/her life.  What is the character hoping or fearing or regretting?  What is the character looking at or hearing, and what does it cause him/her to think about? 
The title for each poem/song should contain the character’s name and at least one prep phrase indicating where or when that character is speaking (e.g. “Holden Caulfield in his room at the Edmont”.)  Be creative.  The scene can extend beyond the literal settings of the novel (e.g. “D.B. in his jaguar on the way to visit Holden”).  The scene can occur before or after an actual moment in the novel (e.g. “Horwitz in his cab after Holden leaves”). 
The poem/song does not have to be long, but it should communicate clearly the thought or mood of that character at that moment in a voice and language appropriate to that character.  The poems should be presented in chronological order.
Catcher in the Rye


Harris Macklin 





I was so tired that day from driving around


I thought I was done for the night until I saw Holden


From the first sight of him, he seemed kind of odd


He was a tall gangly kid, with short dark hair


He told me where to go and I listened


I wondered what he was doing by himself so late at night


I would glance at him through my mirror observing and studying him


He seemed quit normal


After time, we exchanged our names and sprung up a conversation


We talked about this and that and then he asked an odd question


Ducks, where do they go in winter he asked me


I couldn’t really give him a straight answer since I didn’t know


I brought up the fish instead and told him what they do


Fish remind me of myself


Myself as a fish stuck in a pound with no where to go


Stuck in one spot for the rest of my life


Holden I thought of as a duck, free to go and do what he wants


But unknowing of what is coming and what to do


After talking to him I saw part of myself in him


When we reached his destination I asked the last question


Would Mother Nature let the fish die in their own environment?


And I answered my own question; no they would survive








A Terrific Writer by Harris Macklin�(on hearing Holden Caulfield, an old roommate, is in a sanitarium in California)��i never told him�he was a�terrific writer.��some things�you can’t just�go up to somebody and say.��he would tell me�i made him half-crazy,�but i knew he was all crazy all by himself.��one moment,�he was up on Everest�talking about kettle drums and checker boards.��the next moment,�he was disappearing and sinking�into madness and melancholy.��he was a duck�swimming in carrousel-like circles�in his own lagoon.��Sometimes when I would hang my clothes,�he would hang his thoughts up�in his book of unlined paper.��he would write for a long time�and didn’t want to be bothered with my words.�so i would whistle.��he never seemed to mind.�in fact, when i stopped whistling, he would stop writing.�perhaps, i should have never stopped.











