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3.

I doubt it will come as a surprise to the reader when I
say that my husband’s popularity in the world of letters
approximates that of a lesser divinity. More than a century ago,
when Sir Arthur Conan Doyle had an attack of pique and sent
Holmes to his death over the Reichenbach Falls, readers
protested with black arm-bands, cancelled subscriptions to The
Strand, and outrage to Conan Doyle’s face. Were that story to
be published now, I should expect Molotov Cocktails to be
thrown.

This degree of renown brings, as you might expect,
considerable problems. The cooperation of our neighbours is
essential, and elaborate ploys are occasionally necessary to turn
would-be visitors from our door in Sussex—although we have
found that the most effective of these is encouraging the world
to think of us as fictional characters. This weeds out all but the
overly whimsical and the truly insane and, until one cool spring
morning in April of 1992, permitted us to maintain our privacy.

I was in the downstairs sitting room finishing the task of
assembling and sealing together the pages of my various
memoirs, when my eye was attracted by motion at the window.
I looked up, and saw to my horror that our rural home was
being invaded, by none other than a ravening pack of
Sherlockians.
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12.

You need to remember, this was 1992, and the number
of people who knew that Sherlock Holmes had a wife was
relatively small. No doubt our pursuing Sherlockians thought I
was a housekeeper, or a nurse—they were standing watch
outside of the gate, and began to bay wildly when first I set foot
out of the house. I feigned great age—admittedly not a difficult
act, at ninety two years—and hobbled to the car, back bent with
apparent arthritis and a large straw hat pulled down, not so
much to hide my features as to explain why I hadn’t noticed ten
jumping figures thirty feet away. I got the door open with my
ancient hands, bent slowly—slowly, to retrieve some small object
from the door pocket, then inadequately closed the door and,
crouching low, crept back into the house.

Thus, before dawn the next morning, the three who
had been set to watch overnight from their hire car recognised
the hatted old lady behind the wheel of the motor that pulled
out of the gate, and hastened to follow—it being too dark to see
that the person at the wheel was a foot shorter and seventy years
younger. Nor did they notice that the brisk young man closing
the gate was in fact the old woman they thought they were
following.

Whistling, I went to finish my coffee and leave the
house, on what promised to be a perfectly lovely May-Day
morn.



