
   
 

   
 

Mary Maloney was waiting for her husband to come home from work. 

Now and again, she would glance up at the clock, but without anxiety, merely to please herself with the thought that each minute gone by 

made it nearer the time when he would come. When the clock said ten minutes to five, she began to listen, and a few moments later, 

punctually as always, she heard the tires on the gravel outside, and the car door slamming, the footsteps passing the window, the key 

turning in the lock.  

“Hullo darling,” she said 

“Hullo darling,” he answered. 

For her, this was always a blissful time of day. She knew he didn’t want to speak much until the first drink was finished, and she, by her 

side, was content to sit quietly, enjoying his company after the long hours alone in the house. She loved to luxuriate in the presence of this 

man, and to feel — almost as a sunbather feels the sun — that warm male glow that came out of him to her when they were alone together. 

She loved him  

“Tired darling?” 

“Yes,” he said. “I’m tired.” 

“Sit down,” he said. 

“Sit down,” he said. “Just for a minute, sit down.” 

“Listen,” he said. “I’ve got something to tell you.” 

“This is going to be a bit of a shock to you, I’m afraid,” he said. “But I’ve thought about it a good deal and I’ve decided the only thing to do is 

tell you right away. I hope you won’t blame me too much.” 

And he told her. It didn’t take long, four or five minutes at most, and she sat very still through it all, watching him with a kind of dazed 

horror as he went further and further away from her with each word. 

Her first instinct was not to believe any of it, to reject it all. It occurred to her that perhaps he hadn’t even spoken, that she herself had 

imagined the whole thing.  

“I’ll get the supper,” she managed to whisper, and this time he didn’t stop her. 

When she walked across the room, she couldn’t feel her feet touching the floor. She couldn’t feel anything at all — except a slight nausea 

and a desire to vomit.  

A leg of lamb.  

She carried it upstairs, holding the thin bone-end of it with both her hands, and as she went through the living-room, she saw him standing 

over by the window with his back to her, and she stopped.                                                                                                                         

At that point, Mary Maloney simply walked up behind him and without any pause she swung the big frozen leg of lamb high in the air 

and brought it down as hard as she could on the back of his head. 

She might just as well have hit him with a steel club. 

She stepped back a pace, waiting, and the funny thing was that he remained standing there for at least four or five seconds, gently 

swaying. Then he crashed to the carpet. 

All right, she told herself. So I’ve killed him. 
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