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SHIRLEY JACKSON was born in San Francisco in 1919 and
spent most of her early life in California. She studied for a year
at the University of Rochester and then transferred to Syracuse
University, where she took her B.A. degree in 1940. The same
year she married a classmate, Stanley Edgar Hyman, the literary
critic and author of many books, and now a professor at Bennington
College. She died at her home in Bennington in 1965.

Critical fame first came to her in 1948 for “The Lottery,” a
haunting and hair-raising intellectual horror story. This was fol-
lowed by the novels The Road Through the Wall (1948),
Hangsman (1951), The Bird’s Nest (1954) and Sundial (1958).
She also wrote two nonfiction books about her family, Life Among
the Savages (1953) and Raising Demons (1957). Her last two
novels, both published by Viking, were The Haunting of Hill House
(1959) and We Have Always Lived in the Castle (1962); they
were both widely acclaimed best sellers, and The Haunting of Hill
House was made into a motion picture. Her stories appeared
regularly in The New Yorker, and many were anthologized and
dramatized for television and radio.
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I KNOW WHO I LOVE

By Shirley Jackson

CATHARINE VINCENT began her life in a two-room apartment in
New York; she was born in a minister’s home in Buffalo; the shift
from one to the other might be called her tragedy. When the
devil prompted William Vincent to marry he did not prompt Wil-
liam further to inquire if his wife were to bear sons or daughters,
or if the daughter were to be Catharine (named after William’s
mother, finally), thin and frightened, born with a scream and blue
eyes.

When Catharine was twenty-three years old she found out that
her father would have preferred a son, if he had to have any child
at all. At that time she was still thin and noticeably frightened,
with blue eyes and a faint talent for painting. She had eventually
gone to New York alone; by the time she was self-supporting she
had nearly forgotten her father, and her mother was dying.
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I Know Who 1 Love

William Vincent was a short heavy man, who affected a large
mustache, which he thought made him look more the master of
his house. He had become a minister shortly before his marriage
because he had a vague feeling that in that way he was somehow
certain of being right, and virtuous, and easily sure of his authority.
He was not afraid of his wife, who was the only daughter of a
grocer with no money, but he was afraid of the lady next door,
and the brisk young man at the bank, and the butcher’s delivery
boy who made faces over unpaid bills, and asked insolent questions
for which he could not be rebuked. William Vincent regarded his
daughter as an unnecessary expense, as a trap, and as no true
expression of God’s will. He thought of his wife as an amiable
woman whose place was in the home; practically the only person
he felt really close to was God, in the heavy Bibles and the pon-
derous words, in the shabby church and the cheap hymns.
Catharine early grew accustomcd to hearing her father say across
his small desk, or along the dull dinner table, “Do you think you
are satisfactory, in God’s sight or mine?”

After Catharine left home, whilc the train was pulling out of the
station, she stopped thinking about her father and mother, except,
later, for a weekly letter home. (“I am fine now, my cold is all
gone at last. My job is fine, and they said it was all right about
my being away three days. I guess I won’t be able to leave work
again for a while, so cannot expect to come home just yet.”) Her
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I Know Who I Love

father across the desk, her mother’s small timid laugh, were em-
phatically and resolutely put out of her mind, until she was twenty-
three and her mother died.

The doctor was there and Catharine waited outside in the apart-

ment-house hall while the doctor and her mother spent the last
few minutes together. “‘She never spoke at all,” the doctor said.
“She died very peacefully, Miss Vincent.”
*"“Good,” Catharine said. Her mother had waited until spring
to die; next year she could have a fur coat. “What do I have to
do about making arrangements?” she asked the doctor, waving her
hand vaguely. “About burying her, and so on?”

The doctor looked at Catharine for a minute. “I’ll help you
with all that,” he said. *

Catharine spoke to strange people with soft voices, who told
her she was brave, or patted her hand and told her her mother
was happier now. ‘“She’s with your dear father,” the maid in the
apartment house said to Catharine, “They’re together again at last.”

With the funeral over and her mother gone, Catharine put the
apartment back the way it had been before her mother came to
live with her. The extra bed was moved out and the little table
went back by the window. She spent five dollars on a new slip
cover for the armchair, and she had the curtains cleaned. The
only thing left of her mother was the old trunk full of her mother’s
memories and hopes. The little money from the sale of the furni-
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1 Know Who I Love

ture stored in Buffalo had paid for the funeral; Catharine had paid
for the doctor and the medicine out of her salary and her fur-coat
money. She asked the superintendent to put her mother’s trunk
in the basement storage room, and the evening before he took it
down she opened it, to make sure everything was in moth balls
and to take out anything she could use, and, finally, to set her
mind dutifully to thinking of her parents.

For a minute or two her parents’ memory would be centered in
a flood of other memories, the thin teacher who snatched the draw-
ing out of Catharine’s hand and snarled, “I should have known
better than to assign this to a stupid half-wit.” Coming upon a
boy named Freddie frantically rubbing out an inscription in chalk
on a fence, and, when Freddie ran away, reading with hollow empty
sympathy words he had been so anxiously erasing: ‘“Catharine
loves Freddie.” And then her father: “Catharine, do the girls
and boys in your school talk to each other about bad things?” The
one or two parties, and the flowered chiffon dress her mother made.
Her father sending her next door to get back a nickel she had lent
to a school friend. And her mother: “I hardly think, dear, that
your father would approve of that little girl. Jane. If I were to
speak to her, very tactfully...”

And herself, coming back someday, a famous artist with a secret-
ary and gardenias, stepping off the train where they were all
waiting for autographs. And there was Freddie, pressing forward,
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I Know Who I Love

and Catharine, turning slightly aside, said, “I’'m afraid you must
be mistaken. I never cared for anyone named Freddie.” The
tallest in the class, and thin, telling the other unpopular girls at
recess: “My father doesn’t like me to go out with boys. You
know, the things they do.” And finally, after school, staying by
the pretty young teacher, saying, “Don’t you like Mary Roberts
Rinehart, Miss Henwood? 1 think she’s a terribly good author.”
The girls in school had called Catharine “Catty,” the teachers
and her mother and father had called her “Catharine,” the girls
in her office called her “Katy” or “Kitty,” but Aaron had called
her “Cara.” “Strange Cara,” the one note from him began. Cath-
arine had held it in her hands, sitting by an open window at night
and looking at the stars, in Buffalo, with her father moving around
suspiciously downstairs; in New York, with her mother dead.
“Ratty Catty, sure is batty.” Catharine remembered the jingle
from the schoolyard and the notes passed from desk to desk, re-
membered it and turned it over in her mind while she leaned back
with her feet on her dead mother’s trunk and felt the soft up-
holstered chair against her shoulders, saw the traffic moving in the
street below her apartment window, knew her job and her pay-
check were waiting for her the next day. “Ratty Catty, sure is
batty.” Catharine smiled comfortably. There had been a kissing
game at one of the few parties she went to, a grammar-school
graduation party, and Catharine, in the background, had unexpec-



