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			Paranoia

			MR. HALLORAN
					BERESFORD, PLEASANTLY TIRED AFTER A GOOD DAY in the office, still
				almost clean-shaven after eight hours, his pants still neatly pressed, pleased with himself
				particularly for remembering, stepped out of the candy shop with a great box under his arm and
				started briskly for the corner. There were twenty small-size gray suits like Mr. Beresford’s on
				every New York block, fifty men still clean-shaven and pressed after a day in an air-cooled
				office, a hundred small men, perhaps, pleased with themselves for remembering their wives’
				birthdays. Mr. Beresford was going to take his wife out to dinner, he decided, going to see if
				he could get last-minute tickets to a show, taking his wife candy. It had been an exceptionally
				good day, altogether, and Mr. Beresford walked along swiftly, humming musically to himself.

			He stopped on the corner, wondering whether he
				would save more time by taking a bus or by trying to catch a taxi in the crowd. It was a long
				trip downtown, and Mr. Beresford ordinarily enjoyed the quiet half hour on top of a Fifth Avenue
				bus, perhaps reading his paper. He disliked the subway intensely, and found the public display
				and violent exercise necessary to catch a taxi usually more than he was equal
				to. However, tonight he had spent a lot of time waiting in line in the candy store to get his
				wife’s favorite chocolates, and if he was going to get home before dinner was on the table he
				really had to hurry a little.

			Mr. Beresford went a few steps into the street,
				waved at a taxi, said “Taxi!” in a voice that went helplessly into a falsetto, and slunk back,
				abashed, to the sidewalk while the taxi went by uncomprehending. A man in a light hat stopped
				next to Mr. Beresford on the sidewalk, and for a minute, in the middle of the crowd, he stared
				at Mr. Beresford and Mr. Beresford stared at him as people sometimes do without caring
				particularly what they see. What Mr. Beresford saw was a thin face under the light hat, a small
				mustache, a coat collar turned up. Funny-looking guy, Mr. Beresford thought, lightly touching
				his own clean-shaven lip. Perhaps the man thought Mr. Beresford’s almost unconscious gesture was
				offensive; at any rate he frowned and looked Mr. Beresford up and down before he turned away.
				Ugly customer, Mr. Beresford thought.

			The Fifth Avenue bus Mr. Beresford usually took
				came slipping up to the corner, and Mr. Beresford, pleased not to worry about a taxi, started
				for the stop. He had reached out his hand to take the rail inside the bus door when he was
				roughly elbowed aside and the ugly customer in the light hat shoved on ahead of him. Mr.
				Beresford muttered and started to follow, but the bus door closed on the packed crowd inside,
				and the last thing Mr. Beresford saw as the bus went off down the street was the man in the
				light hat grinning at him from inside the door.

			“There’s a dirty trick,” Mr. Beresford
				told himself, settling his shoulders irritably in his coat. Still under the influence of his
				annoyance, he ran a few steps out into the street and waved again at a taxi, not trusting his
				voice, and was almost run down by a delivery truck. As Mr. Beresford skidded back to the
				sidewalk, the truck driver leaned out and yelled something unrecognizable at Mr. Beresford, and
				when Mr. Beresford saw the people around him on the corner laughing he decided to start walking
				downtown; in two blocks he would reach another bus stop, a good corner for
				taxis, and a subway station; much as Mr. Beresford disliked the subway, he might still have to
				take it, to get home in any sort of time. Walking downtown, his candy box under his arm, his
				gray suit almost unaffected by the crush on the corner, Mr. Beresford decided to swallow his
				annoyance and remember that it was his wife’s birthday; he began to hum again as he walked.

			He watched the people as he walked along, his
				perspective sharpened by being a man who had just succeeded in forgetting an annoyance; surely
				the girl in the very high-heeled shoes, coming toward him with a frown on her face, was not so
				able to put herself above petty trifles, or maybe she was frowning because of the shoes; the old
				lady and man looking at the shop windows were quarreling. The funny-looking guy in the light hat
				coming quickly through the crowd looked as though he hated someone … the funny-looking guy in
				the light hat; Mr. Beresford turned clean around in the walking line of people and watched the
				man in the light hat turn abruptly and start walking downtown, about ten feet in back of Mr.
				Beresford. What do you know about that?, Mr. Beresford marveled, and began to walk a little more
				quickly. Probably got off the bus for some reason; wrong bus, maybe. Then why would he start
				walking uptown instead of catching another bus where he was? Mr. Beresford shrugged and passed
				two girls walking together and talking both at once.

			Halfway from the corner he wanted, Mr. Beresford
				realized with a sort of sick shock that the man in the light hat was at his elbow, walking
				steadily along next to him. Mr. Beresford turned his head the other way and slowed his step. The
				other man slowed down as well, without looking at Mr. Beresford.

			Nonsense, Mr. Beresford thought, without
				troubling to work it out any further than that. He settled his candy box firmly under his arm
				and cut abruptly across the uptown line of people and into a shop; a souvenir
				and notions shop, he realized as he came through the door. There were a few people inside—a
				woman and a little girl, a sailor—and Mr. Beresford retired to the far end of the counter and
				began to fuss with an elaborate cigarette box on which was written SOUVENIR OF NEW YORK
					CITY, with the Trylon and the Perisphere painted beneath.

			“Isn’t this cute?” the mother said to the little
				girl, and they both began to laugh enormously over the match holder made in the form of a
				toilet; the matches were to go in the bowl, and on the cover, Mr. Beresford could see, were the
				Trylon and the Perisphere, with SOUVENIR OF NEW YORK CITY written above.

			The man in the light hat came into the shop, and
				Mr. Beresford turned his back and busied himself picking up one thing after another from the
				counter; with half his mind he was trying to find something that did not say SOUVENIR OF
					NEW YORK CITY, and with the other half of his mind he was wondering about the man in
				the light hat. The question of what the man in the light hat wanted was immediately subordinate
				to the question of whom he wanted; if his light-hatted designs were against Mr.
				Beresford they must be nefarious, else why had he not announced them before now? The thought of
				accosting the man and demanding his purpose crossed Mr. Beresford’s mind fleetingly, and was
				succeeded, as always in an equivocal situation, by Mr. Beresford’s vivid recollection of his own
				small size and innate cautiousness. Best, Mr. Beresford decided, to avoid this man. Thinking
				this, Mr. Beresford walked steadily toward the doorway of the shop, intending to pass the man in
				the light hat and go out and catch his bus home.

			He had not quite reached the man in the light hat
				when the shop’s clerk came around the end of the counter and met Mr. Beresford with a genial
				smile and a vehement “See anything you like, mister?”

			“Not tonight, thanks,” Mr. Beresford said, moving
				left to avoid the clerk, but the clerk moved likewise and said, “Got some nice things you didn’t
				look at.”

			 “No, thanks,” Mr. Beresford
				said, trying to make his tenor voice firm.

			“Take a look,” the clerk insisted. This was
				unusually persistent even for such a clerk; Mr. Beresford looked up and saw the man in the light
				hat on his right, bearing down on him. Over the shoulders of the two men he could see that the
				shop was empty. The street looked very far away, the people passing in either direction looked
				smaller and smaller; Mr. Beresford realized that he was being forced to step backward as the two
				men advanced on him.

			“Easy does it,” the man in the light hat said to
				the clerk. They continued to move forward slowly.

			“See here, now,” Mr. Beresford said, with the
				ineffectuality of the ordinary man caught in such a crisis; he still clutched his box of candy
				under his arm. “See here,” he said, feeling the solid weight of the wall behind
				him.

			“Ready,” the man in the light hat said. The two
				men tensed, and Mr. Beresford, with a wild yell, broke between them and ran for the door. He
				heard a sound more like a snarl than anything else behind him and the feet coming after him. I’m
				safe on the street, Mr. Beresford thought as he went through the door into the line of people;
				as long as there are lots of people, they can’t do anything to me. He looked back, walking
				downtown between a fat woman with many packages and a girl and a boy leaning on each other’s
				shoulders, and he saw the clerk standing in the doorway of the shop looking after him; the man
				in the light hat was not in sight. Mr. Beresford shifted the box of candy so that his right arm
				was free, and thought, Perfectly silly. It’s still broad daylight. How they ever hoped to get
				away with it …

			The man in the light hat was on the corner
				ahead, waiting. Mr. Beresford hesitated in his walk and then thought, It’s preposterous, all
				these people watching. He walked boldly down the street; the man in the light hat was not even
				watching him, but was leaning calmly against a building lighting a cigarette.
				Mr. Beresford reached the corner, darted quickly into the street, and yelled boisterously
				“Taxi!” in a great voice he had never suspected he possessed until now. A taxi stopped as though
				not daring to disregard that great shout, and Mr. Beresford moved gratefully toward it. His hand
				was on the door handle when another hand closed over his, and Mr. Beresford was aware of the
				light hat brushing his cheek.

			“Come on if you’re coming,” the taxi driver said;
				the door was open, and Mr. Beresford, resisting the push that urged him into the taxi, slipped
				his hand out from under the other hand and ran back to the sidewalk. A crosstown bus had stopped
				on the corner, and Mr. Beresford, no longer thinking, hurried onto it, dropped a nickel into the
				coin register, and went to the back of the bus and sat down. The man in the light hat sat a
				little ahead, between Mr. Beresford and the door. Mr. Beresford put his box of candy on his lap
				and tried to think. Obviously the man in the light hat was not carrying a grudge all this time
				about Mr. Beresford’s almost unconscious gesture toward his mustache, unless he was peculiarly
				sensitive. In any case, there was also the clerk in the souvenir shop; Mr. Beresford realized
				suddenly that the clerk in the souvenir shop was a very odd circumstance indeed. Mr. Beresford
				set the clerk aside to think about later and went back to the man in the light hat. If it was
				not the insult to the mustache, what was it? And then another thought caught Mr. Beresford
				breathless: How long, then, had the man in the light hat been following him? He thought back
				along the day: He had left his office with a group of people, all talking cheerfully, all
				reminding Mr. Beresford that it was his wife’s birthday; they had escorted Mr. Beresford to the
				candy shop and left him there. He had been in his office all day except for lunch with three
				fellows in the office; Mr. Beresford’s mind leaped suddenly from the lunch to his first sight of
				the man in the light hat at the bus stop; it seemed that the man in the light hat had been
				trying to push him onto the bus and into the crowd, instead of pushing in ahead. In
				that case, once he was on the bus … Mr. Beresford looked around. In the bus
				he was riding on now there were only five people left. One was the driver, one Mr. Beresford,
				one the man in the light hat, sitting slightly ahead of Mr. Beresford. The two others were an
				old lady with a shopping bag and a man who looked as though he might be a foreigner. Foreigner,
				Mr. Beresford thought, while he looked at the man. Foreigner, foreign plot, spies. Better not
				rely on any foreigner, Mr. Beresford thought.

			The bus was going swiftly along between high dark
				buildings. Mr. Beresford, looking out the window, decided that they were in a factory district,
				remembered that they had been going east, and decided to wait until they got to one of the
				lighted, busy sections before he tried to get off. Peering off into the growing darkness, Mr.
				Beresford noticed an odd thing. There had been someone standing on the corner beside a sign
				saying BUS STOP and the bus had not stopped, even though the dim figure waved its
				arms. Surprised, Mr. Beresford glanced up at the street sign, noticing that it said
					E. 31 ST. at the same moment he reached for the cord to signal
				the driver that he wanted to get off. As he stood up and went down the aisle, the
				foreign-looking man rose also and went to the door beside the driver. “Getting off,” the foreign
				man said, and the bus slowed. Mr. Beresford pressed forward, and somehow the old lady’s shopping
				bag got in his way and spilled, sending small items, a set of blocks, a package of paper clips,
				spilling in all directions.

			“Sorry,” Mr. Beresford said desperately as the
				bus doors opened. He began to move forward again, and the old lady caught his arm and said,
				“Don’t bother if you’re in a hurry. I can get them, dear.” Mr. Beresford tried to shake her off,
				and she said, “If this is your stop, don’t worry. It’s perfectly all right.”

			A coil of pink ribbon was caught around Mr.
				Beresford’s shoe; the old lady said, “It was clumsy of me, leaving my bag right in the
				aisle.”

			As Mr. Beresford broke away from her, the doors
				closed and the bus started. Resigned, Mr. Beresford got down on one knee in
				the swaying bus and began to pick up paper clips, blocks, a box of letter paper that had opened
				and spilled sheets and envelopes all over the floor. “I’m so sorry,” the old lady said sweetly.
				“It was all my fault, too.”

			Over his shoulder, Mr. Beresford saw the man in
				the light hat sitting comfortably. He was smoking, and his head was thrown back and his eyes
				were shut. Mr. Beresford gathered together the old lady’s possessions as well as he could, then
				made his way forward to stand by the driver. “Getting off,” Mr. Beresford said.

			“Can’t stop in the middle of the block,” the
				driver said, not turning his head.

			“The next stop, then,” Mr. Beresford said.

			The bus moved rapidly on. Mr. Beresford, bending
				down to see the streets out the front window, saw a sign saying BUS STOP.

			“Here,” he said.

			“What?” the driver said, going past.

			“Listen,” Mr. Beresford said. “I want to get
				off.”

			“It’s okay with me,” the driver said. “Next
				stop.”

			“You just passed one,” Mr. Beresford said.

			“No one waiting there,” the driver said. “Anyway,
				you didn’t tell me in time.” Mr. Beresford waited. After a minute he saw another bus stop and
				said, “Okay.”

			The bus did not stop, but went past the sign
				without slowing down.

			“Report me,” the driver said.

			“Listen, now,” Mr. Beresford said, and the driver
				turned one eye up at him; he seemed to be amused.

			“Report me,” the driver said. “My number’s right
				here on this card.”

			“If you don’t stop at the next stop,” Mr.
				Beresford said, “I shall smash the glass in the door and shout for help.”

			“What with?” the driver said. “That box of
				candy?”

			“How do you know it’s—” Mr. Beresford said before
				he realized that if he got into a conversation he would miss the next bus stop. It had not
				occurred to him that he could get off anywhere except at a bus stop; he saw
				lights ahead, and at the same time the bus slowed down and Mr. Beresford, looking quickly back,
				saw the man in the light hat stretch and get up.

			The bus pulled to a stop in front of a bus sign;
				there was a group of stores.

			“OKAY,” the bus driver said to Mr. Beresford,
				“you were so anxious to get off.” The man in the light hat got off at the rear door. Mr.
				Beresford, standing by the open front door, hesitated and said, “I guess I’ll stay on for a
				while.”

			“Last stop,” the bus driver said. “Everybody
				off.” He looked sardonically up at Mr. Beresford. “Report me if you want to,” he said. “My
				number’s right on that card there.”

			Mr. Beresford got off and went directly up to the
				man in the light hat, standing on the sidewalk. “This is perfectly ridiculous,” he said
				emphatically. “I don’t understand any of it, and I want you to know that the first policeman I
				see—”

			He stopped when he realized that the man in the
				light hat was looking not at him but, bored and fixedly, over his shoulder. Mr. Beresford turned
				and saw a policeman standing on the corner.

			“Just you wait,” he said to the man in the light
				hat, and started for the policeman. Halfway to the policeman he began to wonder again: What did
				he have to report? A bus driver who would not stop when directed to, a clerk in a souvenir shop
				who cornered customers, a mysterious man in a light hat—and why? Mr. Beresford realized that
				there was nothing he could tell the policeman; he looked over his shoulder and saw the man in
				the light hat watching him, then Mr. Beresford bolted suddenly down a subway entrance. He had a
				nickel in his hand by the time he reached the bottom of the steps, and he went right through the
				turnstile; to the left was downtown, and he ran that way.

			He was figuring as he ran: He’ll think if I’m
				very stupid I’d head downtown, if I’m smarter than that I’d go uptown, if I’m really smart I’d
				go downtown. Does he think I’m middling smart or very smart?

			The man in the light hat reached the downtown
				platform only a few seconds after Mr. Beresford and sauntered down the
				platform, his hands in his pockets. Mr. Beresford sat down on the bench listlessly. It’s no
				good, he thought, no good at all; he knows just how smart I am.

			The train came blasting into the station; Mr.
				Beresford ran into one car and saw the light hat disappear into the next car. Just as the doors
				were closing, Mr. Beresford dived, caught the door, and would have been out except for a girl
				who seized his arm and shouted, “Harry! Where in God’s name are you going?”

			The door was held halfway open by Mr. Beresford’s
				body, his arm left inside with the girl, who seemed to be holding it with all her strength.
				“Isn’t this a fine thing,” she said to the people in the car. “He sure doesn’t want to see his
				old friends.”

			A few people laughed; most of them were
				watching.

			“Hang on to him, sister,” someone said.

			The girl laughed and tugged on Mr. Beresford’s
				arm. “He’s gonna get away,” she said laughingly to the people in the car, and a big man stepped
				up to her with a grin and said, “If you gotta have him that bad, we’ll bring him in for
				you.”

			Mr. Beresford felt the grasp on his arm turn
				suddenly into an irresistible force that drew him in through the doors, and they closed behind
				him. Everyone in the car was laughing at him by now, and the big man said, “That ain’t no way to
				treat a lady, chum.”

			Mr. Beresford looked around for the girl, but she
				had melted into the crowd somewhere and the train was moving. After a minute the people in the
				car stopped looking at him, and Mr. Beresford smoothed his coat and found that his box of candy
				was still intact.

			The subway train was going downtown. Mr.
				Beresford, who was now racking his brains for detective tricks, for mystery-story dodges,
				thought of one that seemed foolproof. He stayed docilely on the train, as it went downtown, and
				got a seat at Twenty-third Street. At Fourteenth he got off, the light hat following, and went
				up the stairs and into the street. As he had expected, the large department store ahead of him advertised OPEN TILL 9 TONIGHT, and
				the doors swung wide, back and forth, with people going constantly in and out. Mr. Beresford
				went in. The store bewildered him at first—counters stretching away in all directions, the
				lights much brighter than anywhere else, the voices clamoring. Mr. Beresford moved slowly along
				beside a counter; it was stockings first, thin and tan and black and gauzy, and then it was
				handbags, piles on sale, neat solitary ones in the cases, and then it was medical supplies, with
				huge almost-human figures wearing obscene trusses, standing right there on the counter, and
				people coming embarrassedly to buy. Mr. Beresford turned the corner and came to a counter of
				odds and ends. Scarves too cheap to be at the scarf counter, postcards, a bin marked ANY
					ITEM 25¢, dark glasses. Uncomfortably, Mr. Beresford bought a pair of dark glasses and
				put them on.

			He went out of the store at an entrance far away
				from the one he had used to come in; he could have chosen any of eight or nine entrances, but
				this seemed complicated enough. There was no sign of the light hat, no one tried to hinder Mr.
				Beresford as he stepped up to the taxi stand, and, although he debated taking the second or
				third car, he finally took the one in front and gave his home address.

			He reached his apartment building without
				mishap, and stole cautiously out of the taxi and into the lobby. There was no light hat, no odd
				person watching for Mr. Beresford. In the elevator, alone, with no one to see which floor button
				he pressed, Mr. Beresford took a long breath and began to wonder if he had dreamed his wild trip
				home. He rang his apartment bell and waited; then his wife came to the door, and Mr. Beresford,
				suddenly tired out, went into his home.

			“You’re terribly late, darling,” his
				wife said affectionately, and then, “But what’s the matter?”

			He looked at her; she was wearing her blue dress,
				and that meant she knew it was her birthday and expected him to take her out; he handed her the box of candy limply and she took it, hardly noticing it in her anxiety over
				him. “What on earth has happened?” she asked. “Darling, come in here and sit down. You
				look terrible.”

			He let her lead him into the living room, into
				his own chair, where it was comfortable, and he lay back.

			“Is there something wrong?” she was asking
				anxiously, fussing over him, loosening his tie, smoothing his hair. “Are you sick? Were you in
				an accident? What has happened?”

			He realized that he seemed more tired than he
				really was, and was glorying in all this attention. He sighed deeply and said, “Nothing. Nothing
				wrong. Tell you in a minute.”

			“Wait,” she said. “I’ll get you a drink.”

			He put his head back against the soft chair as
				she went out. Never knew that door had a key, his mind registered dimly as he heard it turn.
				Then he was on his feet with his head against the door listening to her at the telephone in the
				hall.

			She dialed and waited. Then: “Listen,” she said,
				“listen, he came here after all. I’ve got him.”

		
	
		
			Still Life with Teapot and
				Students

			COME OFF IT, KIDS,
					COME OFF IT, LOUISE HARLOWE TOLD HERSELF just
				under her breath. She smiled graciously at her husband, Lionel’s, two best students, noticing
				with an edge of viciousness that they both held their teacups exactly right, and said lightly,
				“You’re going to have a pleasant summer, then?”

			Joan shrugged perfectly, and Debbi smiled back,
				as graciously as Louise had smiled, but with more conviction. “It will be about the same as the
				others, I guess,” Debbi said. “Sort of dull.”

			They’re both too well bred to tell me what
				they’ll be doing, Louise thought, and asked deliberately, “You’ll be together, of course?”

			“I suppose,” Joan said. She looked inquiringly at
				Debbi, and Debbi, who was the talkative one, said “We’re going to my family’s summer place, most
				of the time.”

			“You won’t be home, then?” Louise said to Joan, a
				remark first to one, then to the other; how perfectly they guided her.

			“Mom’s in Europe, of course,” Joan said. “I may
				go to my brother’s for a while.”

			Joan’s brother, Louise knew perfectly well, was
				the well-known painter. Her mother was the dress designer. Debbi’s father owned the meatpacking company that provided all the tinned meat Louise Harlowe bought at her
				grocery. Another of Lionel’s students was the daughter of the family that owned the newspaper
				Louise and Lionel read. Still another had a father who directed the movies Louise and Lionel saw
				when they could afford it. We must have been crazy to let Lionel take this job, Louise thought
				briefly, and smiled again at Debbi—was it Debbi’s turn?—and said, “Going to do any writing this
				summer?”

			Debbi grinned, her own grin and not the polite
				smile she reserved for tea parties with faculty wives. “I hope,” she said.

			It cleared the air a little; the question had
				been so patently ridiculous. Louise’s own picture of the summer Debbi and Joan would find so
				dull involved a montage of sailboats, country club dances, expensive evening gowns, and good
				scotch. What cleared the air was that Debbi and Joan knew she knew.

			“Okay,” Louise said. “You know I can’t offer you
				a drink. So you might as well drink tea.”

			“I’ll have some more then, if I may,” Joan said.
				No matter what happens, Louise thought, touching the teapot lightly with her hand to test the
				heat, no matter what happens, they can’t ask for more tea without the grace of those years of
				training, that subtle polish that comes from a lifetime of custom, in houses where nothing is
				finger-marked and nothing is chipped and the tea is always hot.

			“It’s not awfully warm,” she said to Joan,
				mocking herself for saying “warm” instead of “hot”; who do I think I am? she wondered—Mrs.
				Astor? My brother sells insurance in New Jersey.

			“That doesn’t matter,” Joan said. She accepted
				her cup and set it down on the table next to her; it doesn’t matter a damn, Louise thought, she
				just won’t drink it.

			“So?” Louise said, leaning back against the couch
				cushions.

			“So?” Debbi said. She and Joan looked at each
				other again, almost experimentally. Louise watched.

			 “You still making passes at
				my husband?” Louise asked deliberately of Joan, and was gratified to see them both blush.
				“Well?” she said.

			“Look, Mrs. Harlowe,” Joan said with a mild
				little laugh. “You know perfectly well—”

			“I do indeed,” Louise said. She waited again,
				still watching. The girls were tense, but not as tense as she was; they showed it more because
				they were younger and unprepared, and all of their training had not taught them what to do when
				they were attacked, because none of their training had ever anticipated that they might be
				exposed for anything, anywhere, at any time.

			“Look,” Joan tried helplessly, again. “Mrs.
				Harlowe, there’s nothing between—”

			Debbi decided to attack in her turn. “I don’t
				think you have any right to say something like that to Joan, Mrs. Harlowe. After all—”

			Louise laughed. “Listen,” she said. “If I were
				someone like Ellen Thorndyke, Joan and I would be having a little heart-to-heart talk right now.
				Wouldn’t we?”

			Joan and Debbi both smiled reluctantly.

			“Not that that did much good,” Louise
				said, and then they all laughed aloud.

			“It didn’t, either,” Debbi said. “That girl Dusty
				was so mad after Mrs. Thorndyke told her to lay off that—” She stopped abruptly.

			“Exactly,” Louise said.

			“But, Mrs. Harlowe,” Joan said. “Really, Mr.
				Harlowe and I—”

			“Never mind,” Louise said, perhaps a little too
				quickly. “Anyway, I won’t be seeing either of you again, will I? I probably won’t be at
				commencement tomorrow, and after that …”

			“We won’t be doing any writing this summer,”
				Debbi said, with that same grin.

			“I just wanted you to know,” Louise said slowly,
				“that I’m glad you’re going, even if I like you.”

			“I know you are,” Joan said. There was a small
				silence, and then she went on. “I mean, I can see where you’d be glad to
				have—” She stopped, floundering.

			Louise laughed, her first genuine laugh since she
				had opened the door for them. “You won’t ever get out of that sentence,” she said to
				Joan.

			“Mrs. Harlowe,” Debbi began suddenly; Debbi had
				been thinking. “Can I ask you something? I mean, would you be offended?”

			“I don’t think so,” Louise said. Now it comes,
				she thought; now if I can’t carry it off, I’m through.

			Debbi searched for words, her alert, pretty face
				worried. “Why?” she asked. “Why don’t you and Mrs. Thorndyke and Mrs. Crown and all the others
				just overlook it? I mean, the students all graduate and go away and there’s no more to it. I
				mean, it’s not anything serious, ever, is it?”

			Please God, Louise thought, in the split second
				she had before she answered. “No,” she said slowly, “it’s certainly never serious—at least not
				for the teacher. I know that Lionel has told me about you, Joan, without ever thinking I’d mind
				anything so harmless as his being obsessed over one of his students. I know that Ellen Thorndyke
				was concerned because she thought that the girl was getting seriously involved.” Louise
				remembered Ellen Thorndyke’s face and thought, I could kill all these girls. “And I suppose we
				all feel pretty much the same way. Even though many of us aren’t really much older than you are,
				we’ve all lived with these men for quite a while and we know a good deal more about them than
				you do, only seeing them occasionally.” Keep it light, she told herself; keep it faintly
				patronizing. “It’s very possible, you know, for a girl your age to get herself into serious
				trouble—with the college, with her family—”

			“With his wife,” Debbi said. “Bill Thorndyke’s
				wife was so jealous she couldn’t see.”

			Louise ran her finger softly along the design in
				the couch cushion. “I don’t want to quarrel with you,” she said. “Ellen Thorndyke is worth the
				whole pack of you.”

			 “But she was jealous,” Debbi
				said. “Dusty told us she cried.”

			I could kill them, Louise thought. “I
				hardly think that girl Dusty is any competent judge of emotions,” she said, hearing her voice go
				full of hatred.

			“Well, we’ve talked about it a lot,” Debbi said
				seriously. “We’ve decided, among the students, that none of you could see your husbands go off
				to an office every day without worrying about his secretary. I mean, wives just are
				jealous, aren’t they?”

			Come off it, come off it, Louise thought; in my
				own country I was accounted quite a killer. “You may be married yourself someday,” she said.
				“It’s just possible.”

			“It’s because you don’t have anything to
					do,” Joan said. “Anything better, I mean.”

			“What do you have to do?” Louise asked.
				Ellen Thorndyke was making a patchwork quilt, Jean Crown was growing orchids, Roberta Ewen had
				gone back to the piano. Suddenly Louise was aware that she had said all she had to say, that any
				more talking would destroy the handsome invulnerability she had set up for herself with such
				care, and she shrugged, as perfectly as Joan had shrugged a few minutes ago. “Well,” she said.
				“There’s no point in our arguing about it. After all, you two are leaving tomorrow.”

			She gave them the correct pause of attention to
				indicate that they might go. They needed no prompting—not two girls who were going to spend the
				summer drinking scotch on yachts. They both rose, getting out of their chairs as though they
				were at home and the chairs were handsome antiques. They both said “Thank you so much” in the
				correct tones and, without looking at each other, got themselves gracefully to the door. It was
				clearly understood between them that before they left they were going to have to say goodbye for
				good; Debbi started it.

			“Mrs. Harlowe,” she said, “I do want you to know
				that we appreciate all you’ve done.”

			“You’ve been very tolerant and sympathetic,” Joan
				said.

			 “I’ve enjoyed it all so
				much,” Louise said. “Being here at the college has been quite an experience for both Lionel and
				me.” She laughed. “I think a year is enough, though.”

			“Lionel says he won’t ever give up teaching,”
				Joan said innocently.

			Louise smiled at her beautifully. “Lionel,” she
				said, emphasizing the word heavily, to make sure it carried to Joan, “Lionel has apparently been
				flattering you,” she said.

			She closed the door behind them, feeling ashamed
				of herself and afraid of seeing Lionel. There was still time for them to get to him before he
				came home; there was still time for Joan to tell him sweetly, “Mrs. Harlowe asked me—”

			She went out into the kitchen and made herself a
				drink. So I did it, she told herself defiantly. He can’t say a word without admitting
				everything. No more respect for his wife than that, she thought, every fat-faced little tomato
				who walks into his class. She took her drink back with her to the couch, and picked up the
				history book she was studying.

		
	
		
			The Arabian Nights

			ALICE WAS TWELVE; TO BE
					PRECISE, ALICE WAS TWELVE AND A DAY when she went to a famous nightclub
				with her mother and father and Mr. and Mrs. Carrington. The Carringtons were friends of her
				family’s, and had just arrived that day from Chicago. “So Alice was twelve years old yesterday?”
				Mr. Carrington had said, looking down at Alice and grinning. “Don’t you think that calls for a
				little celebration?” Mr. Carrington was big and cheerful and red-faced; when he said “a little
				celebration” it meant he wanted to spend money and show someone a good time.

			Mrs. Carrington had red hair and was big and
				cheerful, like Mr. Carrington; Alice was very fond of both of them. “A girl’s only young once,”
				Mrs. Carrington had said. “This ought to be the finest celebration this old city has ever
				seen.”

			Alice’s mother and father were cheerful people
				too, and they had seen to it that Alice had a very pretty twelfth birthday party; her father
				gave her a charm bracelet with a tiny silver cocktail shaker and glasses on it, which made her
				feel daring and sophisticated, and her mother gave her a manicure set with natural-color polish.
				Because Alice was an only child she felt very close to her mother and father, in spite of an uneasy feeling at times that they had a complete life apart from
				her. She knew that they were immensely popular people, that their friends were witty and
				charming, and that their books were good and their ideas modern; only occasionally did she
				wonder what they talked about all the time when they were with their friends, since they had so
				little to say to each other.

			“Alice has never had a real grown-up
				celebration,” her father said. He reached for Alice, who was standing next to him, and pulled
				her down onto his knee. “She’s not a little girl anymore,” her father said. “She’s a young lady.
				What am I going to do,” he asked Mr. Carrington, “when some young man comes along and wants to
				take her away from me?”

			“Make sure he’s rich,” Mrs. Carrington said. “If
				I had a daughter I’d make sure she married a man who could support Charley and me in our old
				age.”

			“Stop mauling the child, Jamie,” Alice’s mother
				said. “She’s too big, and it’s undignified.”

			“Two days ago I could still hold her on my lap,”
				Alice’s father said, “but now that she’s twelve I can’t?”

			“On my fiftieth birthday,” Alice told her father,
				“I’ll come around and sit on your lap.”

			Alice’s father began to laugh. “See, honey,” he
				said to his wife, “not everyone thinks it’s undignified to sit on my lap.”

			Mrs. Carrington said quickly, “But what about
				this celebration? I propose that all of us go out somewhere to dinner, wherever Alice wants to
				go.”

			“I want to go to the Arabian Nights,” Alice said,
				quickly. Everyone looked at her, and she blushed.

			“What on earth?” her father said. He turned
				Alice’s face around. “Why do you want to go there?”

			Mr. Carrington was trying very hard not to laugh.
				“I don’t blame her,” he said. “I’d like to go there myself. Always did want to.”

			Alice held her breath. The Arabian Nights was a
				very big, very noisy, very famous nightclub; if she went there for dinner
				she could wear her new bracelet and her nail polish.

			Alice’s mother was laughing too. “She must have
				heard Jamie talking.”

			“I always wanted to go there,” Alice said to Mr.
				Carrington.

			“If that’s where you want to have your birthday
				celebration,” Mr. Carrington said. “Only there must be places you’d rather go?”

			“Nowhere else,” Alice said breathlessly. “I’ve
				been reading about it and hearing about it for a long time.”

			Mr. Carrington looked at Alice’s father, and
				Alice’s father nodded. Then Mr. Carrington looked at Alice’s mother, and she hesitated, and then
				shrugged and smiled at Mrs. Carrington. Then Mr. Carrington turned to Alice. “I guess that’s it,
				then, Alice,” he said. “Shall I phone for a reservation?”

			“Wear your blue dress,” Alice’s mother said, “and
				the bracelet your father gave you.”

			Alice sat between her father and Mr. Carrington
				with her nails shiny and pink beyond the bracelet, in the lavishly decorated Arabian Nights, at
				a table that had been especially reserved. She sat with her elbow on the edge of the table, and
				her chin in her hand, with her shoulders pulled tight together, and she looked disdainfully at
				the people sitting nearby. They’re just like everyone else, she thought; I’m not afraid of any
				of them. When everyone had a drink—Mr. Carrington had ordered a glass of sherry for Alice—she
				picked it up and took a sip from it just like everyone else, and she watched how her mother
				toyed with the stem of her glass, and did the same thing. Seen through the glass, her fingers
				were long and thin.

			When the floor show started, Alice had just begun
				her soup; her father and Mr. Carrington ate right on through in the almost-darkness and so did
				she. It’s canned tomato soup, like at home, she thought with surprise. They were sitting very
				close to the stage, and everyone had taken care that Alice should sit where
				she could see everything. The comedians embarrassed her because it was necessary for her to
				pretend not to understand them when she saw her mother glance at her and then tighten her lips
				to keep from smiling. Her father and Mr. Carrington were watching her too, and she was proud
				when she realized she was acting exactly like everyone else. The dancers delighted her; one of
				them came down to the edge of the stage with a bowlful of gardenias to throw to the audience,
				and he saw Alice and tossed her one.

			“We should have thought to get her some flowers,”
				Mr. Carrington said as he pinned the gardenia onto Alice’s shoulder.

			Intermission arrived just in time for Alice to
				eat her steak. The lights all went on again, and everyone turned to Alice at once and began to
				talk.

			“Do you like the show?” her mother said.

			“How are you enjoying yourself?” Mr. Carrington
				asked.

			“Want to go home yet?” her father said.

			“You look very pretty, Alice,” Mrs. Carrington
				said. Alice looked around at everyone and said: “I’m having a wonderful time. Everything’s
				wonderful.”

			“Cigarette?” Mr. Carrington said to Alice very
				solemnly. Alice looked at her mother, and her mother shook her head. I suppose I can’t have
				everything, Alice thought. “No, thank you,” she said to Mr. Carrington. “I don’t smoke.” And Mr.
				Carrington, smiling, put the cigarette case away.

			Alice’s mother was staring off at the entrance,
				her eyes narrow and interested, and at the same time her hand was feeling around on the table
				for her bag; when her hand found it, she took out her compact, still without looking, then her
				lipstick and comb. Finally she dropped her eyes and hurriedly opened the compact and looked at
				herself, touched her nose with the powder puff and her hair with the comb, turning the compact
				to see the sides of her hair, and then she put on a little more lipstick, and raised her eyes
				again to the entrance. While she looked, her hands were busy again, putting
				everything back into her bag and the bag back onto the table. Then suddenly she turned to Mrs.
				Carrington. “Look,” she said excitedly, “isn’t that Clark Gable, coming in with that party? Over
					there.” She gestured for Mrs. Carrington to look. “About three tables in back of
				Alice? I’m certain it is.” Mr. Carrington and Alice’s father were listening by this time; Mrs.
				Carrington gave one quick glance to the side.

			“It certainly does look like him,” she said.

			Alice’s father and Mr. Carrington both looked.
				“Sure, it’s him,” Mr. Carrington said.

			“Major Gable,” Alice’s father said, “volunteered
				to be a top gunner during the war.”

			“Frankly, my dear, I don’t give a damn,”
				whispered Mrs. Carrington to Alice’s mother.

			Alice didn’t turn around, because everyone else
				at the table had; people all over the room were looking too, and she felt oddly conspicuous
				because she was so close to Mr. Gable and at a table where everyone was turning around to
				look.

			“How soon does the floor show start again?” she
				asked her father.

			“Pretty soon,” her father said absently. He was
				looking sideways at the famous man’s table.

			“I’ve always thought I’d like to be an actress,”
				Alice’s mother said gaily. Everyone laughed.

			“Look over here, Gable,” Mr. Carrington said
				softly, “I could use a million dollars.”

			“A man like that means glamour to a lot of
				people,” Alice’s father said. “Made six, eight movies with Jean Harlow!”

			“I remember you playing Romeo in college,”
				Alice’s mother said. She took her eyes off the nearby table for a minute and looked at Alice’s
				father. “You might be pretty,” she said, “but you sure can’t act.”

			Alice’s father laughed again,
				unhappily. “I never had a chance to learn to be an actor anyway,” he said. “By the time I was
				married and had a wife and baby—”

			“Shh,” Alice’s mother said, “he’s looking this
				way.” She looked at Mr. Carrington and smiled vivaciously. “Aren’t we silly,” she said, and
				threw back her head and laughed. Mrs. Carrington joined in, nudging Mr. Carrington, and Mr.
				Carrington sat back and guffawed. Alice’s father didn’t laugh; he sat quietly with one hand over
				his eyes and the other before him on the table. Alice reached out and touched his hand. When he
				looked up she smiled embarrassedly, and he sighed and dropped his head to his hand again.
				Suddenly, Alice’s mother stopped laughing and sat back in her chair. Mrs. Carrington looked
				around once, then picked up her glass and took a long drink from it.

			Alice’s mother said across the table to Alice’s
				father: “You look like you just lost your last friend.”

			Alice’s father dropped his hand from his eyes and
				sighed. “Just thinking,” he said.

			“About what you might have been if you hadn’t had
				a wife and baby?” Alice’s mother asked. Alice looked up, surprised at her mother’s voice.

			“‘It seems too logical … I have missed
				everything, even my death,’” Alice’s father said softly. He looked at Mrs. Carrington. “Cyrano,”
				he said apologetically, then laughed sadly again.

			“It’s all right,” Alice’s mother said. “He isn’t
				looking this way anymore.”

			“I’d like to meet that man,” Mrs. Carrington
				said. “He looks so intelligent.”

			Alice’s father looked up. “Alice!” he said, and
				everyone listened. “Why don’t we have Alice go over and ask Gable for his autograph?” he
				said.

			“She’s only a child, she could do it,” Alice’s
				mother said.

			“Say, you might even ask him to join us,” Mr.
				Carrington said to Alice. “You know, just for a drink or something.”

			“Charley,” Mrs. Carrington
				said reprovingly, “how could the child ask a man like that over for a drink? Anyway, he wouldn’t
				dream of coming.”

			“He might,” Alice’s father said.

			They’re all thinking he’d look over here anyway,
				Alice thought, and see all of them and notice them, and maybe even bow to them on his way out.
				“I couldn’t do that,” she said.

			“Don’t be silly, darling,” her mother told her.
				“You’re only a child, it wouldn’t look funny.”

			“She could say her mother—her mama—didn’t want
				her to come over,” Mrs. Carrington said, “but it’s her birthday and she wanted to meet Clark
				Gable.”

			“I won’t do it,” Alice said.

			“Alice!” her mother said.

			“When I was your age,” Mrs. Carrington said
				heavily, “little girls minded their mothers.”

			“Yes, indeed, Alice,” her mother said. “You’re
				not usually a disobedient child.”

			“Honey,” her father said, “it’s just a joke. You
				only pretend, don’t you see?” He looks like the devil, she thought.

			“I couldn’t pretend to want his autograph,” Alice
				said.

			“Just tell him it’s your birthday, then,” Mr.
				Carrington said.

			“I should think,” Mrs. Carrington whispered,
				“that when a little girl gets taken out to a nice party and then someone asks her to do
				something, she’d do it and not be so silly about it.”

			“He’s leaving,” Alice’s mother said in a flat
				voice. Everyone turned around to look. Then they looked back at Alice.

			“It’s too late now anyway,” her father said.

			“Well, it doesn’t matter after all,” Mr.
				Carrington said finally. “It wasn’t important, Alice. Don’t worry about it.”

			“I’m sorry,” Alice said to her mother.

			“It doesn’t matter,” her mother said.

			The lights began to dim for the second half of
				the floor show. Alice put her hand on Mr. Carrington’s arm. “Mr. Carrington,” she said, “I’ve got a lot of algebra to do for tomorrow, so as soon as we finish
				dinner could we go home?” Mr. Carrington was moving his chair

		
	
		
			Afterword

			ASSEMBLING AND EDITING THIS BOOK OF OUR
					MOTHER’S UNPUBLISHED and previously uncollected writing has been a great
				pleasure, and an enormous challenge. Editing any world-class writer is a daunting task, but in
				our case the author was so familiar to us that the process often felt more like collaboration.
				Sometimes we had to step away from the material and banish the thought that it was our mother’s
				writing, in order to focus on the words alone, particularly in the stories featuring us as
				characters.

			These stories and essays have awakened many
				memories from our childhood. We literally heard these pieces being written: The
				pounding of our mother’s typewriter and its infernal ring at the end of each flurry—then the
				syncopated peppering beginning again seconds later—were a constant part of our household. Now,
				as editors, we have undergone an emotional experience, working with copies of those original
				stories and essays as they emerged from her typewriter, many of them first drafts, with
				Shirley’s occasional handwritten corrections, and even rare word substitutions by our father,
				the literary critic Stanley Edgar Hyman.

			We recall coming home from school and finding our
				mother typing away upstairs or at a folding table in the dining room, or sitting on her kitchen stool making notes while baking brownies. For years our parents
				worked side by side in their study, sitting at desks four feet apart, the sounds of their
				furiously fast typing rattling through the house. We easily tuned it out, but visiting friends
				were often shocked by the rapid-fire percussion coming from behind the closed door.

			Many of the works here, especially the humorous
				ones, kindle recollections of dinnertime in our house, an important tradition we were not
				allowed to miss. Shirley would have the meal prepared, and would be sitting on her kitchen stool
				talking to the cats. We would all take our assigned places at the table, with one parent at
				either end, and after discussion of the day’s events, more serious conversation would begin.

			Our father would do most of the talking, with our
				mother adding details, color, and insight, and we all laughed a lot. Over the years we learned
				about mathematics, logic, ethics, history, the Greek alphabet, physics, music, comparative
				folklore, and religion. (One year our parents took turns reading us two chapters each night from
				the Old Testament, and we all explored the language and the meanings of the rituals.) We were
				exposed to whatever our parents were reading. We shared puzzles, songs, jokes, riddles,
				wordplay, and dialect humor—and we were all expected to participate. Fragments of these
				dinnertime conversations found their way into the many short articles and stories that Shirley
				wrote about our family.

			One by one, we four children became characters in
				Shirley’s work, which was published regularly in the popular magazines of the time. Some of the
				best of those stories were collected into memoirs, Life Among the Savages and
					Raising Demons. The stories were often based on actual events, but they were
				wonderfully embellished in Shirley’s telling. She could make even the most mundane or
				embarrassing incidents seem funny, and we often opened magazines to find ourselves appearing as
				unwitting comic actors. Sometimes we were portrayed as clever and wise, sometimes foolish or mischievous, but our mother always treated us with respect and gave us some
				great lines.

			As children, we didn’t mind the attention we
				received. We learned to dissociate ourselves a bit from the stories, though we enjoyed them,
				because we recognized them to be, essentially, fiction. As adults, we proudly read them to our
				children and grandchildren, who love hearing them and seem to feel a connection with our younger
				selves and with our parents, whom most of them never met.

			Laurence has been asked all his life about the
				much anthologized short story “Charles” and has steadfastly refused to answer questions about
				it, borrowing Shirley’s typical response: “It’s just a story.” But after sixty-five years in
				continuous print, the story of his kindergarten nemesis refuses to die. He even received, a few
				years ago, a box of ninety handwritten letters from an entire fifth grade class, asking him in
				many admiring voices if he, “Laurie,” was still mischievous, and if he had really done “all
				those terrible things.” Laurence answered each one, as, predictably, did Charles.

			Our mother’s fame, though, was hardly limited to
				her humorous pieces. As we grew older, we read her frightening stories and novels with great,
				though sometimes mixed, pride. Sarah remembers that informing a new, literate friend that her
				mother wrote “The Lottery” could be both hilarious and terrifying. In the next few moments, she
				would watch herself change in their eyes.

			After Shirley’s early death at forty-eight, we
				understood, with the rest of the world, that she would write no more books. But then, one day in
				the mid-1990s, the manuscripts that would lead to this volume mysteriously reentered our lives
				when Laurence opened his front door to find a carton with no return address. After some
				hesitation, he peered into the box and found a stack of manuscripts, clearly identifiable by the
				goldenrod paper she always used and by the familiar font of her old upright Royal typewriter, as
				Shirley’s.

			Examining short stories he had never read,
				Laurence realized that much of the carton’s contents had never been published. This prompted us to look around for more of our mother’s possibly undiscovered
				writing. We made the first of several trips to the Library of Congress in Washington, D.C., to
				search through their Shirley Jackson Collection, more than fifty boxes of material our father
				had donated, according to our mother’s wishes. We found and copied many more pieces of her
				writing that we had never seen. We read for months, gradually assembling and editing an
				anthology of fifty-four stories, which we titled Just an Ordinary Day.

			There were many other stories that, for a variety
				of reasons, we chose not to include: Some ended abruptly and confusedly, some seemed too similar
				to other stories already slated for the collection. Some Shirley had reworked for use in one or
				another of her novels; sometimes there were two different drafts, both good, and it was hard to
				choose between them. We had decided only to include short stories, so the essays and reviews and
				other nonfiction pieces were kept out of the book, which was published in 1997.

			For years afterward, some of the pieces we had
				set aside kept coming back to haunt us, and we often mused about doing another book. We knew how
				prolific a writer our mother had been, and we suspected there were more gems hidden in the files
				at the Library of Congress. Finally, in 2011, we decided to return there to search.

			Again we spent long days sorting through the now
				much more organized Shirley Jackson Collection, photocopying hundreds of pages that looked
				promising, then reading through them at night, trying to make sense of them. Sometimes we were
				horrified to discover that the last page of a story seemed to be missing, or that, despite a
				promising beginning, a piece just never got itself completely written.

			This was because Shirley usually worked on
				several things at once, often putting aside stories she had started, planning to return later to
				finish or rewrite them. “Mrs. Spencer and the Oberons,” for instance, was begun, then restarted,
				then rewritten twice. In two early versions, the mysterious visitors left garbled phone messages
					and notes in the Spencer house while the family was out, irritating but
				always missing them, and then left town, so the two families never actually met. In the final
				version, included here, Mrs. Spencer is portrayed as a scold, obsessed with breeding and
				propriety, horrified that her family is abandoning her stiff standards. The addition of the
				popular town picnic and Mrs. Spencer’s inability to “save” her husband and children created a
				much larger and more universal story. We feel the version we selected shows Shirley’s consummate
				skill and dark vision as well as anything else she ever wrote.

			We found that we had copies of a great number of
				partial stories and fragments. Sometimes we were able to match disconnected pages by noting
				small technical details, comparing Shirley’s typewritten pages or carbon copies with others
				bearing similar degrees of textual clarity or fuzziness, or that had apparently been typed with
				the same tired ribbon, in our effort to spot missing pages and put stories back together. We
				tried to date pieces by guessing the general period in her life when they were written: when she
				had used wide margins and when narrow, when her pages were numbered and when her name was typed
				at the top. We tried to calculate general time periods from dated figures of speech and slang,
				or by how much things cost. The manuscripts that bore our father’s comments showed that she had
				considered them complete and good enough to show to him.

			Ultimately, we were able to retrieve much
				forgotten material, including some stories written in Shirley and Stanley’s cramped, book-filled
				West Village apartment in the early 1940s, when our parents were both just starting to publish.
				We found good stories written during every period of her life. We discovered more book reviews,
				lectures and short essays about writing, and humorous pieces still funny decades after their
				original appearances in magazines. To our surprise, with our brother Barry’s help, we also
				discovered hundreds of our mother’s line drawings, cartoons, and watercolors, a few of which we
				remembered from our childhood, when they would appear on the refrigerator
				or the study door, taped up by Shirley to surprise and amuse Stanley.

			Over the many months we spent poring over all
				this material, we found that some stories, new favorites of ours, clearly belonged in this
				volume, but we were forced to cull others we liked, sometimes with great reluctance. Some
				stories we did not fully understand at first, but the moment we did, they were transformed
				clearly into much more important stories than we had first thought. It took many readings for a
				few of the stories to sink in, and we came to understand more fully the depth and subtlety with
				which our mother wrote.

			“The Man in the Woods,” for example, at first
				seemed to be simply a fairy tale, or a fantasy time-travel story, but overnight it suddenly
				became clear to us how deeply it is grounded in mythology and iconic symbolism, with Shirley’s
				typical hanging ending. Clues are playful and abundant, left along the way like breadcrumbs. We
				may not know how the story will turn out, but the mysterious Mr. Oakes clearly does when he says
				that he hopes that the lost traveler Christopher will care for his roses and remember that it
				was he who planted them. Clearly, a ritual battle is intended, and the outcome is inevitable, as
				foretold by the victory of Christopher’s black cat, and the traditions of myth.

			Shirley was raised on the classics and
				self-educated in the literature of the supernatural, and was fascinated by the study of myth and
				ritual, a driving passion of our father’s, who refined his theories with Kenneth Burke and
				others at Bennington College in the late 1940s and ’50s. After “The Lottery” was published in
					The New Yorker in 1948, bringing ancient ritual shockingly into the modern day, Burke
				observed that while Stanley was a serious scholar of myth and ritual, Shirley’s work embodied
				it.

			In this book we have attempted to share as many
				strong and varied pieces of Shirley’s writing as possible. We could not keep Sossiter or Miss
				Lederer or Mr. Halloran Beresford to ourselves. Each story presents a new narrative voice: a
				rebellious teenage girl or an angry maiden schoolteacher, a slow-thinking
				child or an ironic reviewer. We think that this collection demonstrates the qualities that
				Shirley Jackson fans appreciate: her mastery of different writing styles, her pointed wit, and
				her ability to reveal startling truths about the darker side of our common experience.

			Throughout the editing process we have come again
				and again to appreciate her craft: the expert use of repetition, the bare simplicity in
				descriptive language that is one of her trademarks, often within herculean paragraphs consisting
				of one very complex single sentence. Shirley herself sometimes seemed to us to be lurking among
				the pages as we worked, both the mother we knew and an unpredictable stranger. Here we saw her
				creating masterly fiction, but also meeting ghosts while we were off at school, or becoming so
				frustrated that she would swear off writing forever—before erupting with some masterpiece. Or
				she might write herself coded messages that she would discover, jarringly, in the morning, or
				perform some dark protective magic, just after reading us a story and putting us to bed.

			While we have worked on these pieces, they have
				been working on us. We grew to know our mother better, and now have a much greater appreciation
				for the dedication that empowered her, after doing the shopping and housework and cooking and
				driving everyone to classes, appointments, movies, scout meetings, and the dentist, to steal a
				few precious hours each day to sit at her typewriter and write.

			After much discussion, we titled this book
					Let Me Tell You, after the only unfinished piece we used. We included it because we
				think the character Shirley created for it is so memorable—almost an early Merricat, the
				unreliable narrator of We Have Always Lived in the Castle—with a voice unlike any
				other. We think the book’s title encompasses all the material within, and it sounds almost as if
				Shirley were leaning confidentially toward the reader in a restaurant, whispering over the
				shrimp cocktail.

			Shirley repeatedly said that when she wrote, she
				expected the reader to complete the experience of making fiction; she
				assumed a certain literacy from her reader, or at least the ability to pay attention, because
				she considered the writer and reader to be partners. With enormous care and energy, she honed
				her skill in a great variety of styles, with timeless characters and plots, creating memories
				for millions. We hope that this collection pleases her many fans, and new readers around the
				world.

			
				Laurence Jackson Hyman
			

			
				Sarah Hyman DeWitt
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