W\ ard as if is fo helieie,

o L

fifteen years hatre passed since Ms Laurie Bing published —under her name— the first
solume of the Mary Russell memnirs. She revounts (in fer Bditor’s Jreface to that
pralume, flich fas given the fitle @he Beekeeper’s Apprentive) her puzzlement as fo
fuhat these manusrripts foere and fulyy she foas the revipient of these mulfiple folumes
af hand-uritten (far the most part) manuscripts recounting the life of & stranger and,
moreoter, & sfranger foho rlaims fo hape heen marvied fo one Sherlock Holmes.
Nuofu, the fifteentlh anniversary of the publivation of The Beekeeper’s Apprentire,

may he as good g fime as any fo ansteer that puzzle.

It began in the fwinfer of 1984, fuhen & hout with o frovblesome although wlfimately
meaningless illness [eff me with an afvareness that, in my ninefieth year, J fas
perhaps not fo be immortal. It foas fime fo gather my thoughts for posterify and
muke some arrangement for Hheir preservafion.

I might hatre done if long hefore, fruth fo fell, huf for the idenfity of my hushand.
Mhen one is married fo o person of ronsiderable fame, one tends fo choose inpisihil-
ify oirer all else. And since any memuvirs J fwas fo pass on would be of vrrasionally
inflammatory nature, J needed fo choose my liferary agent fwith rave.

Liittle diy I realise that fhat that decision foould rost me.




