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H
IS

 B
O

O
K

; w
ith its frivolous, inept title, 

is essen
tially

 a h
o
rrify

in
g
 d

ep
ictio

n
 

of 
folie a deux. W

illiam
 T

horesen undoubtedly 
w

as congenitally psychotic, but his parents, 
his brother, and above all his w

ife, in associ-
atio

n
 w

ith
 h

is ab
n
o
rm

al p
erso

n
ality

, th
em

-
selves increasingly skirted the edge of psy-
chosis. T

here w
as no violence in L

ouise, and 
W

illiam
 w

as m
ade up of frightening violence 

spurred by self-absorption and self-indulgence; 
but one w

onders if M
rs. T

horesen realizes how
 

m
uch she reveals of her ow

n im
balance. 

W
hich is not to say that the jury w

as not 
entirely correct in exonerating her of his kill-
ing. 

She 
w

as w
ithin an inch of being m

ur-
dered; her husband had confessed to having 
his brother (supposedly a suicide) m

urdered 
and then of killing the m

an he had hired to do 
it. T

here w
as nothing she could do but react in 

self-defense. B
ut her account of the ten years 

of their m
arriage, the crim

es and am
orality 

and bizarre actions, to w
hich she gradually ac- 

quiesced, displays a m
asochistic nature in its 

ow
n w

ay as appalling, at outside norm
ality, 

as w
as his. 

W
e in S

an F
rancisco during the 1960s grew

 
fam

iliar w
ith

 th
e g

ro
tesq

u
e sto

ry
 O

f th
e 

arm
s-collecting ,T

horesens in their house of 
horrors in P

acific H
eights. H

ere is the story 
behind the story. H

ow
 m

uch of the descriptive 
details com

es from
 the ostensible author her-

self, how
 m

uch w
as the w

ork of a professional 
w

riter on crim
e, w

e cannot know
. B

ut there 
are expressions that sound true: "how

 m
uch 

h
e n

eed
ed

 m
e . . (M

y
 an

sw
er w

as alw
ay

s) 
`Y

es, y
es, all rig

h
t;' . . h

is an
sw

er w
as (al-

w
ays) to escape. . . . N

either of us w
as very 

g
o
o
d
 at lo

o
k
in

g
 in

to
 th

e fu
tu

re. . . . S
o
m

e-
tim

es I w
onder if m

y entire relationship w
ith-

W
illiam

 w
as not predicated on m

utual insani-
ty

." T
his is a book of im

m
ense value to psy-

chiatrists; laym
en m

ust read it at th
e

ir ow
n 

peril —
 it w

ill induce nightm
ares. It took cour-

age —
 and, one hopes, increasing com

m
and of 

herself —
 to bare.  it to the w

orld. It is indeed 
"an

 A
m

erican
 trag

ed
y

" w
h

ich
 g

o
es far b

e-
y

o
n

d
 th

e so
rd

id
, o

rd
in

ary
 crim

e to
 w

h
ich

 
D

reiser gave that nam
e. A

ll one can hope is 
that som

ehow
 L

ouise T
horesen recovers com

-
pletely from

 the decade of obsession that she 
called love. 
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