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Hard as it is to believe, fifteen years have passed since Ms
Laurie King published—under her name—the first volume of the Mary
Russell memoirs. She recounts (in her Editor’s Preface to that
volume, which was given the title The Beekeeper’s Apprentice) her
puzzlement as to what these manuscripts were and why she was the
recipient of these multiple volumes of hand-written (for the most part)
manuscripts recounting the life of a stranger and, moreover, a stranger
who claims to have been married to one Sherlock Holmes.

Now, the fifteenth anniversary of the publication of The
Beekeeper’s Apprentice, may be as good a time as any to answer that
puzzle.

It began in the winter of 1989, when a bout with a
troublesome although ultimately meaningless illness left me with an

awareness that, in my ninetieth year, I was perhaps not to be immortal.

It was time to gather my thoughts for posterity and make some
arrangement for their preservation.

I might have done it long before, truth to tell, but for the
identity of my husband. When one is married to a person of
considerable fame, one tends to choose invisibility over all else. And
since any memoirs I was to pass on would be of occasionally
inflammatory nature, I needed to choose my literary agent with care.

Little did I realise that what that decision would cost me.
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14.

I do not know if our American pursuers were actively
watching for us, or if they had decided to make the best of their visit
and take in the May Day festivities while waiting for us to emerge, but
at the corner of the Botanic Gardens, where Rose Lane comes into
the High, the straining silence was broken by loud American accents:
“Hey! There he is!”

And the hunt was on again.

I spoke in Holmes’ ear, ordering him to abandon me. He
hesitated, being neither cowardly nor disloyal, but even he could see
the logic in my suggestion. He bent down enough to vanish in the
crowd, while I appropriated a nearby furled umbrella (in any English
crowd, there will always be a man who doubts the clear sky overhead)
and tripped one attacker, jabbed the second in the stomach, and
nudged the third into the large, intoxicated Rugby player beside him.

With that trio temporarily disposed of, and making certain
they had seen me, their unlikely assailant, I pushed into the crowd,
crossing to the Magdalene side of the High and making for Magdalene
Bridge.

Halfway across, I ducked down to make my way back up the
human stream, ducking into the grounds of the Botanic Garden and
making for the river.

Holmes had located a punt, worked its anchoring pole out of
the bottom, and was waiting for me. I heard a shout behind
me—English, not American—and tumbled into the boat. He pushed
off, and I turned to face the boat’s irate owners.

“Terribly sorry,” I called to them. “There’s a trio of
Americans just behind you who said they’d be happy to repay you for
the hire cost. You take it up with them, there’s a good lad.”

A sweet old lady in a boat; how could he argue with me?



