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Next, I sought out the descendants of my university

d, Veronica Reaconsfield, only to find that the current
n lacked the wit of their grandparents.

So I went further back, to my childhood in San
re, in the early weeks of 1992, 1 found the

' erson 1 sought. The granddaughter of a childhood friend, she
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) was in the early Stages of a literary career—her first novel had

@ been accepted at a New York publisher—-but she was also
sensible enough to balance the demands of children, travel, a

husband with his own carect, and a complex household. And an
untold benefit: She had a background in Old Testament

theology!

T rancisco, and the

without delay, I began to assemble the manuscripts
d to send them off to Ms. King in California—but

Little did I realj '
 realise what before I could do so, catastrophe struck.

that decision would cost me




