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      ‘A writer who has created a world of her own – a world claustrophobic and irrational which we enter each time with a sense of personal danger… Miss Highsmith is the poet of apprehension’ Graham Greene

      ‘Highsmith is a giant of the genre. The original, the best, the gloriously twisted Queen of Suspense’ Mark Billingham

      ‘One thinks of comparing Miss Highsmith only with herself; by any other standard of comparison, one must simply cheer’ Auberon Waugh

      ‘Highsmith was every bit as deviant and quirky as her mischievous heroes, and didn’t seem to mind if everyone knew it’ J. G. Ballard, Daily Telegraph

      ‘My suspicion is that when the dust has settled and when the chronicle of twentieth-century American literature comes to be written, history will place Highsmith at the top of the pyramid, as we should place Dostoevsky at the top of the Russian hierarchy of novelists’ A. N. Wilson, Daily Telegraph

      ‘One of the greatest modernist writers’ Gore Vidal

      ‘One closes most of her books with a feeling that the world is more dangerous than one had ever imagined’ Julian Symons, New York Times Book Review

      ‘For eliciting the menace that lurks in familiar surroundings, there’s no one like Patricia Highsmith’ Time

      ‘No one has created psychological suspense more densely and deliciously satisfying’ Vogue

      ‘Highsmith should be considered an essential postwar writer who captured the neurotic apprehensions of her times. By her hypnotic art Patricia Highsmith puts the suspense story into a toweringly high place in the hierarchy of fiction’ The Times

      ‘Highsmith writes the verbal equivalent of a drug – easy to consume, darkly euphoric, totally addictive… Highsmith belongs in the moody company of Dostoevsky or Angela Carter’ Time Out

      ‘Her novels, with their mysterious non sequiturs, weird pairings and attractions and moments of stifled comedy, have an unearthly sheen all their own… Highsmith was a genuine one-off, and her books will haunt you’ Daily Telegraph

      ‘To call Patricia Highsmith a thriller writer is true but not the whole truth: her books have stylistic texture, psychological depth, mesmeric readability’ Sunday Times

      ‘I can’t think of anyone else who writes the kind of novel Highsmith does, and can’t imagine anyone doing it with a fraction of her frightening talent’ Spectator

      ‘Patricia Highsmith’s novels are peerlessly disturbing… bad dreams that keep us thrashing for the rest of the night’ New York Times Book Review

      ‘An atmosphere of nameless dread, of unspeakable foreboding, permeates every page of Patricia Highsmith, and there’s nothing quite like it’ Boston Globe

      ‘Mesmerising… not to be recommended for the weak-minded and impressionable’ Washington Post
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      Patricia Highsmith (1921–1995) was born in Fort Worth, Texas, and moved to New York when she was six, where she attended the Julia Richman High School and Barnard College. In her senior year she edited the college magazine, having decided at the age of sixteen to become a writer. Her first novel, Strangers on a Train, was made into a classic film by Alfred Hitchcock in 1951. The Talented Mr Ripley, published in 1955, introduced the fascinating anti-hero Tom Ripley, and was made into an Oscar-winning film in 1999 by Anthony Minghella. Graham Greene called Patricia Highsmith ‘the poet of apprehension’, saying that she ‘created a world of her own – a world claustrophobic and irrational which we enter each time with a sense of personal danger’, and The Times named her no. 1 in their list of the greatest ever crime writers. Patricia Highsmith died in Locarno, Switzerland, in February 1995. Her last novel, Small g: A Summer Idyll, was published posthumously the same year.
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      Strangers on a Train

      Carol (also published as The Price of Salt)

      The Blunderer

      The Talented Mr Ripley

      Deep Water

      A Game for the Living

      This Sweet Sickness

      The Cry of the Owl

      The Two Faces of January

      The Glass Cell

      A Suspension of Mercy (also published as The Story-Teller)

      Those Who Walk Away

      The Tremor of Forgery

      Ripley Under Ground

      A Dog’s Ransom

      Ripley’s Game

      Edith’s Diary

      The Boy Who Followed Ripley

      People Who Knock on the Door

      Found in the Street

      Ripley Under Water

      Small g: A Summer Idyll

       

      Short-story Collections

      Eleven

      Little Tales of Misogyny

      The Animal Lover’s Book of Beastly Murder

      Slowly, Slowly in the Wind

      The Black House

      Mermaids on the Golf Course

      Tales of Natural and Unnatural Catastrophes

      Nothing that Meets the Eye: The Uncollected Stories of Patricia Highsmith
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      Greta showed Ed the letter as soon as he came in the door. ‘I couldn’t help opening it, Eddie, because I knew it was from this – that creep.’

      The envelope was addressed to Mr Edward Reynolds, as usual. It was the third letter. Greta had rung him up at the office about it, though she had not wanted to read it over the telephone. The letter, printed with a ball-point pen, said:

      
        
           

          DEAR SIR OR ‘GENTLEMAN’:

          I SUPPOSE YOU ARE PRETTY PLEASED WITH YOURSELF? PEOPLE LIKE YOU DISGUST ME AND NOT ONLY ME BUT A HELL OF A LOT OF OTHER PEOPLE IN THIS WORLD. YOU ARE SMUG, YOU ARE SELF-SUFICIANT YOU THINK. SUPERIOR TO EVERYONE ELSE YOU THINK. A FANCY APARTMENT AND A SNOB DOG. YOU ARE A DISGUSTING LITTLE MACHINE, NOTHING ELSE. YOUR DAYS ARE NUMBERED. WHAT RIGHT HAVE YOU GOT TO BE ‘SUPERIOR’?

          ANON (AS IN ‘SEE YOU ANON’ HA!)

        

      

      ‘Oh, my God,’ Ed said, smiled uncertainly at his wife, and handed the letter and the envelope back to her. Since Greta didn’t extend a hand, he laid them on the top of the baby grand piano on his left. ‘Hi, Lisa, hello!’ Ed said, bending at last to take the front paws of the black French poodle dancing around him.

      Greta removed the letter and envelope from the piano, as if they might contaminate the instrument. ‘You don’t think we should tell the police?’

      ‘No. No, really, darling. And don’t you worry. These people vent themselves – in writing letters, that’s all. They’re irritating, but they can’t really hurt you.’ Ed hung up his topcoat, then went into the bathroom to wash his hands. He had just come from the office, and as he let the water rinse away the soap, he thought, I’m washing my hands of the subway and also of that damned letter. Who was writing the letters? Someone who lived in his neighborhood, probably. Ed two weeks ago had asked George, one of the doormen downstairs, if any stranger had asked for his name, if he’d seen anyone odd hanging around, male or female, and George had said no. Ed was sure George had asked the other doormen the same question. Was it someone in his office? Inconceivable, Ed thought. Yet one never knew, did one? A poison-pen letter-writer didn’t necessarily stare at you, wouldn’t be obviously an enemy. On the other hand, Anon’s letters seemed genuinely dim-witted, not like anyone at C. & D., even the clean-up men. The letters annoyed Ed, but they frightened Greta, and Ed didn’t want to show even his annoyance too much, lest it augment her fear. And perhaps he was a little afraid, too. Someone had singled him out to write to. Or was he the only recipient? Were there other people in his neighborhood just as annoyed as he was?

      ‘Want a drink, darling? Lisa can wait a minute,’ Greta said.

      ‘All right. I’ll start one. A small one.’ Sometimes he took Lisa out as soon as he got home, sometimes after a pre-dinner drink.

      Greta went into the kitchen. ‘A lousy day or a good day?’

      ‘Mixed. Meeting today. Lasted all afternoon.’

      Lisa rushed up to Ed with a teasing ‘Wurf!’ because she knew she was due for an airing. She was a miniature poodle, not of the very best kennel, but still a pure poodle, with dark-golden eyes, and she was sensitive and polite – evidently born polite, because neither Ed nor Greta had spent much time training her.

      ‘So? The meeting today?’ Greta handed Ed a scotch and water with ice.

      ‘It wasn’t bad. No big arguments.’ It had been the monthly Editorial Meeting. Ed knew Greta was troubled by the letter from Anon, and was trying to make this interval between his homecoming and dinner like that of any other evening. Ed worked at Cross and Dickinson on Lexington Avenue and was senior editor in the non-fiction department. He was forty-two and had been with the publishing house for six years. He sat down on the dark green sofa and patted the pillow once, which was an okay for Lisa who wanted to leap up. ‘Want me to pick up something?’ Ed asked, as he nearly always did.

      ‘Ah, yes, darling, some sour cream. I forgot it. It goes with our dessert.’

      There was a delicatessen on Broadway.

      ‘What’s for dinner?’

      ‘Corned beef. You didn’t smell it?’ Greta laughed.

      Ed had smelled it, and forgot. One of his favorite dishes. ‘It’s because you didn’t put the cabbage on yet.’ He set his drink down and stood up. ‘Okay, Lisa?’

      Lisa leapt off the sofa and scurried around in the foyer, as if looking for her own leash, which hung inside the hall closet door.

      ‘Back in twenty minutes,’ Ed said. He started to take his topcoat, and decided not to.

      The elevator was self-operating, but there was a doorman below – George tonight, a husky black fellow.

      ‘How you, Lisa?’ George said, and bent to pat her, but Lisa was in such a hurry to see the great outdoors, she gave him only a perfunctory salute with front paws raised in a capriole, then strained at her leash to get to the sidewalk.

      That evening, Ed envied Lisa’s energy. He felt tired, and vaguely depressed. Lisa went to the right, towards West End and the delicatessen, and paused to crouch and pee in the gutter. Ed considered going to the delicatessen first, then decided to take Lisa to Riverside Park now for her usual run. He went down the stone steps ornamented by the equestrian statue of Franz Sigel, crossed the Drive with the light, and let Lisa off her leash. Dusk was falling quickly. It was just after 7 p.m., and the month was October. Across the Hudson River, a couple of lighted advertisements had come on. This time last year, Ed thought, Margaret had been alive. His daughter, Don’t think any more about that, he told himself. Aged eighteen. What a shame and all that. Oddly the conventional phrases were the most comforting. It was because, he knew, he could not bring himself to think profoundly about her death, her absence, the waste, the shame and all that. That was, if he was even capable of thinking profoundly, about anything. Maybe he wasn’t. Maybe that was why he didn’t try, didn’t dare, to think about his promising daughter who had fallen in with a lot of young crumbs and died of drugs – no, rather she’d been shot in a brawl. Why had he thought of drugs? She’d been trying drugs, yes, that was true, but the drugs had not killed her. The shot had killed her. In a bar in Greenwich Village. The police had rounded up the boys with the guns, but it had been extremely vague just who fired that particular shot, and in a way it didn’t matter, to Ed. The bar was called The Plastic Arms. Disgusting. Not even a funny joke, that name. They had changed the name since the night of the police raid, the brawl, the shooting.

      Ed said in a firm voice, ‘Lisa, old girl, you’re going to bring something back tonight.’

      But he hadn’t brought her blue rubber ball. He didn’t want to throw a stone, which Lisa would have gladly fetched, because stones were bad for her teeth.

      ‘Lisa, dammit, I forgot your ball.’

      Lisa looked at him expectantly, and barked. ‘Throw something!’ Ed picked up a stick, a short thick piece heavy enough to be thrown some distance. Lisa went after it like a shot, and brought it back, teasing him for the first seconds, as if she would not let it go, but at last she put it down, because she wanted it to be thrown again.

      Ed threw it. The sour cream, he thought. Mustn’t forget.

      ‘Okay, Lisa!’ Ed clapped his hands. He was shouting towards some dark bushes where Lisa had disappeared in quest of the stick. Since the dog didn’t appear, Ed trudged towards the bushes. ‘Give it up, old girl.’ She had no doubt lost the stick and was sniffing around for it.

      He didn’t see her. Ed turned around. ‘Lisa?’ He whistled.

      There was a zoo-oom of automobile engines as a red light changed to green on Riverside Drive.

      ‘Lisa!’

      Ed went up to the street level, and looked on the pavement. But what would Lisa be doing up here? He turned back down the grassy slope, back to the clump of trees and bushes where she had disappeared. ‘Lisa, come!’

      It had grown much darker suddenly.

      Ed walked back the way he had come, parallel with the horse statue. ‘Lisa!’

      Had she gone back to the house? Absurd. Still, he crossed the Drive, and ran along the pavement to his door. To George, in the lobby, he said:

      ‘I can’t find Lisa. If she comes back here, can you keep her in the lobby?’ He swung the leash towards George, then realized he would have need of it himself, if he found Lisa on the street.

      ‘Can’t find her?’

      ‘She was chasing something. Didn’t come back. See you in a few minutes!’ Ed hurried down the same steps, was halted by what seemed a very long green light, then crossed the Drive.

      ‘Lisa! – Where are you?’ He suddenly had hope. She’d have given up the search for her stick by now.

      But the darkness, the black clump of bushes was silent. Maybe the poison-pen fellow got her, Ed thought. No, ridiculous. How could anyone ‘get’ Lisa – unless by shooting her, and he certainly hadn’t heard a shot. Nearly ten minutes had passed since he missed her. What the hell to do? Tell a policeman on the beat? Yes. Ed walked up the steps towards the sidewalk. No policeman in sight. Only three or four people, walking separately.

      Ed went back to his apartment house.

      ‘No sign of her,’ George said, holding the door open for an elderly woman who was going out. ‘What’re you gonna do, Mr Reynolds?’

      ‘Dunno just yet. Keep looking.’ Ed nervously pressed the elevator button three times. He lived on the eighth floor.

      ‘You forgot the sour cream,’ Greta said when he came in. ‘What’s the matter?’

      ‘I can’t find Lisa. I threw something in the Park – and she didn’t come back. I’d better go down again, darling. I’d better stay till I find her. I’ll take the flashlight.’ He got it from a drawer in the hall table.

      ‘I’ll go with you. Let me turn something off.’ Greta disappeared into the kitchen.

      As they went down in the elevator, Ed said, ‘You go down the steps by Sigel. I’ll walk up further and go into the Park, then I’ll walk down and we’ll meet each other.’

      They did this, and a few minutes later met each other in the Park, near the clump of bushes where Lisa had disappeared. Here Ed searched the ground with the aid of the flashlight. No sign of Lisa, no spots where she might have scratched the soil, nothing.

      ‘It was here,’ Ed said.

      ‘I think we should tell the police,’ said Greta.

      Ed supposed she was right. They walked back towards the house, both calling Lisa to the last moment before they crossed the Drive.

      Ed looked up the nearest precinct and telephoned, and was passed on to a second man, to whom he gave a description of the dog. Yes, she had a license tag on her collar and also an identification tag with ‘Lisa’ on it, also Ed’s name and address and telephone number. Plus the word ‘Reward’, Ed recalled, but he did not think that worth mentioning.

      It was a brief and unhappy dinner, with Ed wondering what he ought to do next, and Greta assuring him twice that they would go down again, both of them, and look the neighborhood over. The telephone rang just as Ed lit a cigarette, and he leapt up, hoping it might be about Lisa, but it was a friend of Greta’s, Lilly Brandstrum. Ed passed the telephone to Greta.

      A few minutes later, Greta’s words broke into his thoughts: ‘Listen! Tonight we are very upset because Lisa’s missing… Yes… So I can’t talk long.’

      Advertise, Ed thought. If they didn’t find her downstairs in a few minutes, he’d ring up the Times and put an ad in. He could see himself doing that by midnight, and he began to compose the ‘lost or strayed’ item while Greta was still on the telephone.
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