tuuht it fuill come as o surprise fo the reader

twhen 3 say that my hushand’s popularity in the foorld of Ieffers approximates
that of g lesser diwinify. More than o

rentury aguo, fuhen Sir Arthur onan Hople had an aftack of pigue and sent
Huolmes fo iz death oper the Reivhenbarh Falls, readers profestedy with black
arm-hands, rancelled subsrcriptions fo The Strand, and outrage fo Qonan Aoyle’s
fure. Were that story fo be published nofe, I should expert Molofoy Gorktsils to
be throfun.

@his degree of renofun brings, as you might experf, ronsiderable problems. The
rooperafion of our neighhours is essenfial, and elaborate ploys are orrasionally
neressary fo furn feould-he wisifors from our door in Sussex—although e hape
found that the most effective of these is encouraging the foorldy fo think of us as
fictional rhararcters. @his foeeds ouf all hut the oierly fwhimsical and the fruly
insane and, until ane vool spring morning in April of 1992, permitted us fo

mainfain our privacy.

J fwas in the dounstairs siffing
room finishing the fask of assem-
bling and sealing fogether the
pages of my farions memoirs,
fulen my eye fas affracted by
mufion af the windofy. J looked
up, andy safr fo my horror that onr
tural ome foas heing invaded, by
none ofher than & ravening park of

Sherlorhians.



