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            A Message from Mystery Writers of America

          

        

      

    

    
      The stories in this collection are products of their specific time and place, namely, the USA in 1959.  Some of the writing contains dated attitudes and offensive ideas.  That certain thoughtless slurs were commonplace—and among writers, whose prime task is to inhabit the skin of all their characters—can be both troubling and cause for thought.

      We decided to publish these stories as they originally appeared, rather than sanitize the objectionable bits with a modern editorial pencil.  These stories should be seen as historical mysteries, reflective of their age.  If their lingering prejudices make us uncomfortable, well, perhaps history’s mirror is accurate, and the attitudes are not so distant as we might have hoped.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Matronizing Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      Let me start by saying that in the twenty-first century, no all-women collection would be edited by a man.  Its publishers would be assaulted—if not physically, then by howls of derision.

      And the notes that Mr. MacDonald tacked onto the stories? His series of introductions-plus-a-postscript that declare his hearty masculine humor at having been put in charge of all these flighty and (chuckle!) formidable women?

      Even when a reader sweeps aside the “gals”, “girls”, and requisite thanks to the patient wife, the presence of no fewer than five comments to the reader makes one suspect a degree of unease, a vague niggling awareness that Edgar-winner Margaret Millar or international bestseller Christianna Brand might have been a better choice than a pulp writer of manly men.  (And this was in 1959, years before MacDonald’s Travis McGee came on the scene with his long series of wounded women in need of rescue.)

      “I like women,” MacDonald writes in his fourth of those notes.  “I am in that male minority which is perfectly willing to concede that they are people, and treat them as such.”

      John D. MacDonald: woke guy of the 1950s.  But one wonders if the gentleman doth protest a bit much.  His assertion of approval feels uncomfortably close to, “Some of my best friends are ___ (fill in the blank).”

      Why is there is no feminist equivalent of the word patronizing?  Is it because women don’t need a loud reassurance of superiority?  Because in our bones we know that true power lies in the Y chromosome?  Because the bluster and muscle-flexing of even post-adolescent males causes us quiet (one might say, motherly) amusement, rather than a dad’s back-slapping humor?

      So why didn’t MWA ask a woman crime writer to head this collection back in 1959?  Indeed, why didn’t we, the modern MWA, just edit away MacDonald’s protestations of egalitarian camaraderie in our Classics re-issue?

      Perhaps because allowing a hearty male to belittle a group of his equals as “girls” only serves to point out that none of these writers needed his approval to do their job.

      No, we chose to publish this collection of gems with an acknowledgment of the flaws in their setting, and a complacent smile at the befuddled jest of MacDonald’s alternative title: The Modern Man’s Guide and Handbook for Understanding a Creative Woman.

      Millar, Brand, and the rest of them don’t need us to lodge a protest on their behalf, six decades later.

      They would merely ask us to give Mr. MacDonald a matronizing pat on the head, and get on with the job of being competent, creative…and yes: lethal.

      
        
        Laurie R. King

        MWA Publications

        Committee Chair

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Word to the Men

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        This is an exotic banquet I set before you. Every story was written by a female, and their brilliance, their shrewdness, their capacity for horror may surprise those of you still foolish enough to think of woman as the weaker sex. I personally prefer to call this book The Modern Man’s Guide and Handbook for Understanding a Creative Woman.

        JOHN D. MACDONALD

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      To all those unsung heroes of modern letters, those harassed, unraveled, ink-stained wretches, the professional editors. At last I understand their problems.
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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      All the stories in this book were written by women. A significant number of the villainous types in the stories are women. This is the first editing chore I have ever done. The way I feel at the moment, it will be the last.

      Yet, even though the time consumed has cost me a book of my own and there has been a special remorse and heartbreak in having to throw out so many good stories because there just wasn’t room for them, I am glad I did it.

      I wrote imploring letters to the eighty-odd female members of the Mystery Writers of America. I had to go with my hat in my hand because all monies from this anthology go into the MWA treasury. They responded, and, when you have read the book you will know how handsomely. Should any man care to give his life a flavor of vivid unreality I suggest he engage in a simultaneous correspondence with eighty women. Eighty female writers! I will say, without critical intent, that a certain percentage of all women are neurotic. A certain percentage of all writers are flamboyantly neurotic. In those cases where the personal and professional neuroses overlap, you can find yourself opening mail that makes your knees buckle.

      Naturally, all the contributors to this collection are splendid, stable types, beautifully adjusted to both their femininity and their talent. All? Read the stories and make your own guesses.

      I like women. I am in that male minority which is perfectly willing to concede that they are people, and treat them as such. But I do not understand them. Out of unguessable motivations and indefinable applications of inexplicable instinct, they can always produce the irrational act. And then justify it.

      Had I, in my coward heart, ever felt the sneaky yen to emulate the career of a Casanova, this boyish dream has been cruelly obliterated. If it takes only an inundation of spirited professional correspondence with women to make me highly nervous, I can not help but wonder how catastrophic would be the results of an equal number of personal associations. I can now see that the modem occupation known as International Playboy requires much more than suavity, money and social charm. It requires, primarily, nerves of tungsten steel.

      It is traditional, I am told, for anthologists to explain in an introduction the rules they used for selection. I asked for bite and violence and atmosphere. I did not want any of those tidy, cozy, hemstitched little formula jobs. If you just adore those comfy little predictable puzzles, you’ve bought the wrong book.

      I am fond of every one of these stories. They have a high level of excellence. Many of them are by familiar names. Some have been previously published, some not. Some do not fall into any category. They all have freshness.

      I make one special request of you. I have arranged these stories in a special order. As you read each one, keep in mind that a woman wrote it, and try to imagine what special qualities inhabit the mind and heart and soul of that woman. And after you are through, take all of those qualities and form of them a composite woman.

      She will be magic and mystery, sensitive, earthy, compelling, wry, humorous, humble, arrogant, diligent, lazy, neat, careless, spiritual, and bawdy. I guess this is a love note to that woman. She is a very special gal. And she is, of course, any woman, anywhere.

      When, in my original ignorance, I planned this anthology I had intended to write a little introductory note for each story. Some biographical jazz, and an applause bit. Now I know better. Honestly, girls, I’m not really terrified of you, en masse. This nervous twitch comes from weaving baskets. I have not even touched your titles! Even though some of them are not what I would call apt. In fact, it took supernatural courage to correct a few mistakes in spelling.

      This is an exotic banquet I set before you. We have called it The Lethal Sex. I would prefer to think of it as The Modern Man’s Guide and Handbook for Understanding a Creative Woman. Here they are, with their buttons and bows, their silks and scents . . . and their savage little minds.

      
        
        John D. MacDonald

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Postscript

          

        

      

    

    
      To the eleven hundred and three indignant readers whose sense of tidiness is going to be offended by discovering that several of these stories are not mystery stories, I send a message. Save your stamps. Don’t write.

      I could not have omitted the gentle, chillingly determined Mr. McGowney. Nor Bernice Carey’s macabre comedy of self-justification. Nor that delicate and special bit of horror by Gladys Cluff. Nor Carolyn Thomas’s tale of exotic and compulsive revenge. Nor the disturbing sensuousness of the prose of D. Jenkins Smith. And it was a special compulsion to end it with the magic of Juanita Sheridan.

      There are very few puzzles herein. Here is the marvelous awareness and sensitivity and craftsmanship of Brand, Curtiss, Manners, Gilbert, Potts, deFord, Tyre, and Johns operating within the more accepted framework of the mystery story—but always with surprise, never with triteness.

      Some of these stories are going to stay with you a long, long time.

      I am proud of the book.

      
        
        J.D.M.

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dear Mr. MacDonald

          

          Christianna Brand

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I’m so sorry, but your letter asking me to write something for the MWA Anthology was delivered to the wrong address—as you’ll see by the enclosed; and I’ve only just found out about it, too late to send you a story, I’m afraid.

        I thought, however, that you personally might be interested in this document (though I hope you won’t blame yourself—you can see that the poor thing was quite mad). It is only a copy, of course. The original, which the dead woman was clutching, is in handwriting, very illegible and blotchy and what the trick psychs call, “disturbed.” The police have it now. This has been very much tidied up and made readable—as it stood it really was hardly sense.

        Don’t bother to return it.

        

        Yours sincerely,

        CHRISTIANNA BRAND
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      DEAR MR. MACDONALD:

      I am writing this in the kitchen while I wait for the kettle to boil and also of course because of the gas in the sitting room. And anyway Helen’s in the sitting room and making dreadful noises, sort of snoring. She’s lying all hunched up and queer and her face is scarlet. Last time she was as white as a fish but drowning’s different, not that she was drowned because they interfered and got her out. Now I’ve got to kill her all over again, this time with the gas, because of the story.

      This time it’s because of you, writing and asking me to do a short story for this magazine. I found the letter on the table in the hall this morning, half out of the envelope—I don’t know what’s become of the envelope. There was another bit of paper there too, I didn’t notice what that was about, a small slip of green paper. Was it something to do with the story? The letter starts “Dear Girl” so it couldn’t be for Helen, she’s nearly forty although she’s still quite pretty. (I see now that you say it’s sort of a joke starting the letter “Dear Girl,” so perhaps it was for Helen, but it’s too late now.) Anyway, you say you want a nice creepy sort of story full of color and horror and all the rest. I don’t know why you should ask me to write a story or Helen either if it was meant for Helen; unless of course you know about that other time, about the drowning? Naturally I immediately thought of the drowning, because that was creepy and horrible enough, Helen and me alone out there in the mist on the edge of the canal; and Helen’s face when she saw the little gun in my hand. But on the other hand, I thought it might not do for the story because she was saved so it wasn’t a proper murder.

      And then I thought suddenly: you can’t be punished twice for the same crime—can you?

      And I’ve already been punished once for killing Helen, I’ve done my sentence, I’ve been in prison, and I didn’t even kill her, really. So I thought I might as well kill her again, for the story.

      So after breakfast I got the little gun.

      Helen was terribly frightened when she saw the little gun. In fact I think she was frightened before she saw it, just when she saw my face. She cried out, “Oh, darling, oh, Minna, no, no! Oh, God, not again, it hasn’t begun again!” It was like a kind of prayer. It was after that that she saw the gun. Then the fear changed; at first I think it had been more for me, in some strange way; now it was for me but for herself as well. But she was angry too. She said, “Where did you get that gun?”

      I said, “I had it all the time.”

      She said, “You told me it had fallen into the canal. I didn’t tell them about it because you said it was in the canal.”

      “I hid it,” I said.

      “You promised me,” she said. “You swore to me. And all this time you’ve been deceiving me. I didn’t tell the police, in case it should make things even worse for you; and all this time—”

      “You might as well have,” I said. “They punished me, they sent me to prison.”

      She went into the old spiel. “Oh, darling, it wasn’t punishment, it wasn’t prison, do try to believe, do try to understand. It was only to make you better. And it did make you better, didn’t it, darling?”

      It did make me better!—locked up in that place with all those criminals, that Mrs. Whosit who killed her baby, that woman who called herself Gloria Swanson, but I knew she wasn’t Gloria Swanson, what would Gloria Swanson be doing in a place like that?—that girl always dreaming and moaning for “one little shot.” Well, Helen was going to get one little shot now; but not the same kind of shot.

      I told her this joke.

      She started to be kind and sweet and try to wheedle me. She said she hadn’t made things “even worse” for me that last time, by telling about the gun. She’d trusted me. Now for me to trust her and give her the gun. “I’ll give you the gun all right,” I said. I couldn’t help laughing. The jokes seemed to keep coming into my head. I went on and on laughing.

      She didn’t try to run away or anything. She just stood with her hands over her face. I think she was crying. She kept saying, “Oh, my poor Minna! My poor little Minna!”

      “What’s poor about me?” I said. “They can’t punish me twice for killing you, can they? And they punished me last time and you hadn’t even died. So I’ll kill you now.”

      “If you kill me,” she said, “who will you have? Who will look after you?” And she pleaded, “Darling, if you kill me, they’ll think you aren’t better after all and they’ll—they’ll take you back, they’ll have to, darling, do try to understand it—”

      “They can’t,” I said. “Not twice.”

      “Oh, God!” she said. “Oh, God, help her to understand, make her understand...!” But she gave it up. She tried again, a different way. “Minna,” she said, “if you kill me, who will look after you, darling?—who will there be to take care of you, to fight for you? There’ll be nobody, they’ll have to take you back to—to that place, because there’ll be nothing else for you.” I think she really meant it, I don’t think she was trembling about her own danger a bit; not then. It was all for me. She’s always looked after me as though I were a child, even before Father died—our mother was never there, she was away somewhere in some hospital, nobody ever seemed to talk about her. I think Helen knew, but she wouldn’t tell me. “Don’t worry, darling, I’ll look after you,” she used to say. Why? Why should I need looking after? It used to make me angry, it still does when I think of it, it’s one of the things that makes me want to kill her sometimes. Once she got angry herself and blurted out that just to look after me she’d given up marrying Jimmy Hanson, she’d “condemned herself forever to...” She broke off then and said she was sorry. I should think so. So did I give up marrying, one great love after another I gave up, I could have been rich and courted beyond the dreams of ordinary woman, the King of Roumania was at my feet in those days, and other men, other kings, wonderful, splendid men...

      I think I sort of dropped off to sleep for a moment then. When I woke up I went in and looked at her again. She’s still lying there. Her breathing’s quieter. She must be nearly dead.

      In the end, of course, I didn’t shoot her. She kept pleading with me not to. I felt more kind to her. After all, it’s hard to die just so that someone can write a story; though I kept explaining to her that you’ve asked me to write one and I simply don’t know any other story; and it seems such a good plot, how if you’ve been punished for killing a person you can’t be punished again so you may as well kill them anyway. So I said, “Well, how would you rather die?” because after all it didn’t matter to me, no clues to hide, nothing—I wouldn’t care who knew I’d done it. I said, “I could make you walk to the canal again and push you in, like the last time.” She said, “Yes—yes, you could do that,” but too eagerly. I realized she knew that we’d meet hundreds of people, they’d see me with the gun pointed at her, forcing her to go there. (Last time, of course, she had no suspicions till we got there; we were just going for a walk.)

      “A knife?” I said. “Or could I make you drink some poison?”

      This time she tried not to seem so eager. “Poison can be painful,” she said.

      “I don’t want you to suffer,” I said. “I don’t even want you to die. It’s only for my story.”

      She looked at me, very sadly. I suppose she was sad at having to die just for the story. She said, still not as though she were eager about it, more as though she were doubtful, “Of course not all poisons are painful.” Then she suddenly said, “There’s some rat poison in the kitchen. They say that that one doesn’t make the rats suffer.”

      “I don’t remember it,” I said.

      “I don’t think you knew about it,” she said. “It’s on the shelf. In a little tin, a white powder.”

      I made her pass in front of me, keeping apart from her so that she couldn’t jump at me and get the gun away (but I would have shot her if she had. She knew that.) She went to the shelf and sure enough there was the little tin. On the way back, I picked up a glass of water. I made her empty the powder into the water, all of it. She stood there with the empty tin in her hand and I stood and faced her, holding the little gun. I heard the church clock strike; it was half past eleven in the morning, three hours since I’d read the letter beginning “Dear Girl.”

      “This is your last moment, Helen,” I said. I felt quite sad but I knew I had to do it. “Now drink the poison,” I said.

      She took up the brimming glass with her left hand. She was trembling, and the poison slopped over the side. “Use your right hand,” I said. “You’ll spill it.”

      She had to do it. She had to put down the little tin. I saw then Bicarbonate of Soda on the label.

      It made me terribly angry. I do sometimes lose my temper. I don’t think I ever lost it worse than then. I don’t remember it very well, I went a sort of blank like I did just now when I was writing about the King of Roumania and all my lovers; but I know that I screamed and raged at her and afterward I had to rub my hands to get the torn hair away from my fingers and there was some blood in my nails; and I remember that her face was absolutely white, as white as when they got her up out of the water that other time, and streaked with my nail marks; I remember her being backed up in a corner, one arm over her face, and she was sort of gibbering, shaking all over and gibbering like a monkey, making little frantic dabs at me with the other arm, trying to fend me off. She kept praying, “Oh, God, no more, no more! Oh, God, help me; God, pity me; oh, God, don’t let me die, not like this, not like this...!” All for herself now; not for me any more, not a word about what will become of my poor Minna and all the rest of it...

      When at last I left her, I was shaking too and I went and sat in a chair, only still pointing the gun, and she was still crouched in the comer with her white, streaked face and her eyes half closed, taking great sobbing, gasping breaths. We stayed like that for a long time, even when she had grown quiet. I have only seen Helen afraid twice—really afraid, for herself alone. Once was in the split moment between my pushing her and her falling into the water; and the other was now. I think she gave up then, I think she saw at last that the time had come, and she really was going to die.

      At last I said, “I’m sorry. I think I lost my temper. You shouldn’t have tried to trick me. Now, Helen, this time you really have got to die; I have to write the story.”

      She said in a sick voice, “Minna, I’ve decided. Will you do it by gas?”

      “No more tricks,” I said.

      She said wearily, “No. I can’t struggle any more.” And she said it again, “I can’t struggle any more.” She said, “I’ll lie down here and you can turn the gas on and I’ll put my face close to it. You can keep the gun pointed at me.” And she said again in that weary, desperate, hopeless kind of voice, “I’m not fighting you, Minna. I give up. If I die—I’d rather die. God knows what will happen to you, but I couldn’t go through—that—again. I’m finished. And the gas will be merciful.” She added, “To you as well as to me.”

      “What do you mean?” I said, sharply again.

      “Oh, I don’t mean that,” she said. “You’ll be safe enough from the gas if you keep well away from it, in a room of this size. I only meant that if you shoot me—it could be so ghastly. For me; but for you too.”

      “You’d be dead,” I said.

      “I might not be dead. You wouldn’t come close because you’d be afraid of my getting the gun away; and supposing you missed killing me, suppose I was just wounded, horribly, dreadfully, in—in the face or something…” She closed her eyes against the thought of it as though she felt sick. After all, she was talking about her own death and it was coming soon. I suppose she thought death by gas was a beautiful, peaceful affair. Well, it isn’t; that awful breathing and that scarlet face...

      So she lay down and I told her to turn on the gas tap and she did; and she put her mouth close to the leak and just lay there, drinking it in. But after a moment, she sat up. She shook her head as though she were already a little bit muzzy. She said, “Minna, I had better write a message.”

      “Another trick?” I said.

      “It will hardly help me,” she said bitterly. “It’s for your sake. Give me a piece of paper and a pencil and let me write a message.”

      “How do I know what you would write?” I said.

      “I thought you’d say that,” she said. “Well, write it yourself, and then just give it to me and I’ll hold it in my hand. If you die holding a thing, you hold it tight. They’ll find the message there, when they find me dead.”

      So, to please her, I wrote the message on a scrap of paper and gave it to her to hold and she lay down again quite quietly and I went back myself and sat near tire window, leaving it open just a crack, and kept the gun pointed at her. I won’t describe it, I don’t like horrors, but anyway it didn’t take long. Soon she was unconscious. I went over to her and rolled back her eyelids—I didn’t want her fooling me, nudging off the gas or something the moment my back was turned; and just to make sure, I pulled back her sleeve and dragged my nails down her arm. But she never moved, she just lay there heaving with those awful snoring breaths. She was out all right. She didn’t look pretty now. She looked horrible. And the smell of gas was getting very strong so I closed the window and the door and came out into the kitchen. I don’t know how long they take to die.

      Before I left her, of course, I took away the bit of paper with the message. It wasn’t going to do any good, she simply couldn’t see that I don’t need “saving,” I can’t be punished a second time. But it was kind of her; and typical of her, poor Helen—she was always trying to “protect me.”

      “I am taking my own life,” she’d made me write. She was going to lie there with it in her hand.

      It’s here on the kitchen table now, in front of me: a scrap of green paper with the message written on it.

      I see now that it’s the bit of paper that was lying on the hall table when the letter came.

      It says on the other side...

      It’s nothing to do with your story after all. It says...

      It’s some sort of a “Warning Notice.” It says...

      It says that at noon today “for some hours”—our gas will be cut off at the main.

      And now that I think of it—that kettle’s never boiled.

      She knew! Helen knew! It was just another trick. All this time I’ve been writing in here, she’s been lying there—with the gas turned off. All this time to recover from those first few inhalations, before it failed...

      Can she even have been shamming after all? When I bent over her, when I felt so sure she was unconscious, that she was going to die...?

      When I took away...

      When I took away from her this note that I’m holding now: this note that says, “I’m taking my own life.”

      This note—in my handwriting.

      Someone is stirring in the next room.

      The gun! The little gun! I have left the little gun in that room—with Helen...

      

      (Dear Mr. MacDonald, I hope I didn’t unintentionally mislead you? I did say it was the dead woman who was holding this letter.  C. B.)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Snowball

          

          URSULA CURTISS

        

      

    

    
      The cottage had a gingerbread look in the last of the afternoon light: snow in a steep frosting on its tilted roof, frost rimming its small windowpanes. I remember now that we knocked, both secretly knowing the absurdity of it, and that walking into that living room was as shocking as opening a Christmas card to find an obscene verse inside.

      It wasn’t only the blood on the floorboards, or the brass gleam of the poker standing primly at attention on the hearth. Part of it was the table set for tea at the shadowy end of the room—napkins folded, teapot in a quilted cosy, crusts of bread in a savage litter on the braided rug. And on the window sill in the alcove, like a travesty of domestic comfort, the cat, Snowball.

      Beside me, Madden called in his high irritable voice, “Charles?” and in the same split second I shouted, “Anne?”

      That was symbolic. Both of us knew that only one of the Jethros could possibly answer, the one who had killed the other.

      It’s hard to explain about the Jethros. Even Madden, who had been Charles Jethro’s literary agent for eighteen years, confessed himself baffled. Maybe that was because each of them had two separate personalities, which made a total of four people living together for twenty years.

      You may have read some of Jethro’s essays, or attended one of the gatherings at which he was in constant demand as a speaker. He was a big man, about fifty, and handsome in a craggy disarming way. He was sensitive about his failing eyesight and never wore his thick glasses in public, but somehow he contrived a keen and twinkling air when he spoke at what must have been an indistinguishable blur. He had made two successful departures into the field of verse. Broiled Offerings, a sizzling parody of the obscurist school of poetry, was followed by Puzzles in Smoke, which the enlightened public bought with great anticipation and the critics circled as warily as a strange dog, because it might or might not be another parody.

      That was the Charles Jethro who sparkled at select cocktail parties and wrote witty inscriptions in his books for favored friends. You had to have known him a long time to be even acquainted with the brutal, vindictive, incredibly foul-tempered man who shared the same skin.

      His wife Anne, who was perhaps five years younger than he, was his right hand, his amanuensis, his quietly unerring critic. Someone had been unkind enough to call her his seeing-eye bitch; I often wondered if Jethro himself had thought that up. She was one of those willfully neglected-looking women, with tweeds that never quite fitted and tan hair strained back into a knot. Somewhere in her family there had been an admixture of some surprising blood; her mouth was heavy and her eyes as unfathomable as black bean soup. She did Jethro’s typing—he would trust it to no one else—and kept him to deadlines and defended him from nuisances like a tigress when he was working.

      But the steadiness and the constancy had its other side. No one could bear a grudge as implacably as Anne Jethro, or seethe as long, with the lid on tight, like some dangerous stew. When her hand was forced there was usually a hatpin inside—like the time when Jethro had insisted on her entertaining a trio of visiting Englishwomen at tea, and she had docilely cut watercress sandwiches and plum cake. Opened up, the dainty little napkins revealed, in indelible ink, an unrepeatable phrase about Jethro.

      “Charles?” called Madden again from the foot of the stairs, and turned back to me. He said, as though he could hold something at bay by his disapproval, “I don’t like this at all, I believe I’ll have a look upstairs. I wish that damned cat wouldn’t sit there like that.”

      The cat, Snowball, was a pledge of Jethro’s malice toward his wife just as certainly as a diamond pin was a pledge of another man’s affection. Anne hated and feared cats with the same violent reaction women usually reserve for rats, and I had seen her driven from the room more than once by this one. Jethro had taken it in as a stray, and named it sardonically—if he had adopted a dog he would have insisted on calling it Fido—and while he caviled at Anne’s housekeeping expenditures, he fed it on salmon and sardines. He took a perverse delight in its greed and selfishness and haughty tail-switchings, for the simple reason that the cat repelled and frightened his wife.

      Because the Jethros hated each other.

      Why did they stay together? Their few close friends advanced various theories. They were used to each other, they were actually stimulated by their weird domestic battles, Charles needed Anne emotionally andAnne was financially dependent on Charles—and so forth.

      Madden was much too clever to say anything that might be quoted behind his back, but I had always thought it was because at bottom they hated each other, and were bound in a mutual pact of revenge. Charles twisted Anne’s wrist in one of his ungovernable tempers, and Anne—silent, implacable—hid his glasses for a week while he begged piteously for them. Or Charles hid his glasses himself as an excuse for not making out a check for Anne’s housekeeping money, and Anne marched off to the nearest pawnshop with his mother’s heirloom silver.

      People who knew them laughed over these colorful irregularities—“Did you know Jethro hit Anne with one of those baked-bean casseroles?” “No, really? I thought she smashed them all the night those people from Boston came to dinner”—and any uneasiness they felt was slight. Charles could somehow emerge from one of these sessions at his blandest and wittiest, and Anne, sometimes nursing a wrist or a shin, would be
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