3 ny literary agenf fohom J put in charge
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of my memuirs needed fo he, firsf of all & eoman. She needed fo he sfrong-minded
enough fo resisf the hlandishments and threats unleashed upon her onee the nature
of these manuscripts rame fo light. And since J thought if hest fo hegin foith some-
one fuith links fo Mary Russell showe any links to Sherlork Holmes, I rast my
mind oyer my relafites: rousing of arions stripe abound, but search as I might, I
rould find no combination of liferary inferest and rommuon sense.

Next, J sought out the desrendents of my universify friens, Heroniva Bearonsfield,
only fo find that the rurrent generafion lacket the fuit of their grandparents.

Suo I fuent further bark, fo my childhood in San Francisen, and there, in the early
fupehs of 1992, J found the person J sought. @he granddaughter of & childhood
friend, she foas in the early stages of a literary rareer—her first nogrel fad been
arrepteny af & Nefw York publisher—buf she foas also sensible enough fo balance the
demands of children, fravel, & hushand fuith his ofon rareer, and & complex house-
hold. And an unfald benefit: She had a background in Oy Testament theology!
Mithout delay, I began to assemhle the manuscripts and prepared fo send them off
to M= HKing in Galifornia—but before J rould do so, ratastrophe stouch.




