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Raves for Laurie R. King

“One of the most original talents to emerge in the *90s.”
—Kirkus Reviews

“King’s prose is immensely readable and her characters
[are] complex and interesting. King is a damned fine
prose-smith . . . too good a writer not to read.”

—Mystery News

“King is a talent to be reckoned with.”
—Feminist Bookstore News

“King always writes well, and her stories sweep along
with an inexorable force that comes from a power
greater than mere skillful plotting.”

—The Boston Globe

. . . And Kate Martinelli

“Laurie King knows how to keep a plot boiling, and her
crusty, sharp-tongued Kate is appealingly vulnerable.”
—The Philadelphia Inquirer

“Laurie R. King manages to create from Page 1 of every
book the feeling that the reader will be in good hands.
Martinelli is the kind of person you’d like to know
and talk with over many lunches; a smart and tough
woman.” —Chicago Tribune

NIGHT WORK

“Kate’s passion, and King’s, brings new urgency to a
familiar story about merging personal conviction with
professional duty.” —Kirkus Reviews

“A solid choice for those who like tough female cops.”
—Booklist



WITH CHILD

“Smart, thoughtful . . . Ms. King has a way with children
... warm characterizations . . . searching insights . . .
This detective has a mind that is always on the move.”

—The New York Tinees Book Review

TO PLAY THE FOOL

“Beautifully written, with clearly defined and engaging
characters.” —The Boston Globe

A GRAVE TALENT
Winner of the Edgar and Creasey Awards for Best Fiwst Crime Novel

“If there is a new P. D. James lurking in this stack of
books, I would put my money on Laurie R. King,
whose A Grave Talent kept me reading deep into the
night.” —The Boston Globe

“An amazing first novel with intelligence, intrigue, and
intricacy . . . This work exhibits strong psychological
undertones, compelling urgency, and dramatic action.”

—Library Journal

And Laurie R. King’s stand-alone novel
A DARKER PLACE

“A nail-biter thriller.” —Thke New York Times Book Review

“Laurie R. King delivers a story that . . . casts a spell of
psychological terror more visceral than amy serial killer
melodrama and that, for the thoughtful reader, offers
intellectual rewards as well.”

—The San Diego Union-Tribune



Mystery Novels by Laurie R. King

Mary Russell Novels

THE BEEKEEPER’S APPRENTICE
A MONSTROUS REGIMENT OF WOMEN
A LETTER OF MARY
THE MOOR
O JERUSALEM

Kate Martinelli Novels

A GRAVE TALENT
TO PLAY THE FOOL
WITH CHILD
NIGHT WORK

A DARKER PLACE

And coming soon in hardcover:
FOLLY



To Linda Allen,
friend and agent,
who believed



With thanks to Gretchen Tom, who deciphers the
King hieroglyphs better than their creator does,
and to Bob Pori, for sharing his pharmacological
expertise.

And with deep gratitude to the members of the
San Francisco Police Department, especially Cap-
tain Kevin Dillon, Inspector Holly Pera of the
Homicide Detail, and Inspector Pamela Hofsass,
who took pity on a poor novelist and tried their
best to inject a little reality into the following
story. They are not to be held responsible for the
stubborn insistence of a weaver of fiction, who
values the textures of storytelling over the actuali-
ties of on-call schedules and promotion priorities.

But I got the gun right.



“Rousing . . . Riveting . . . Suspenseful.”
—The Chicago Tribune on The Beekeeper’s Apprentice

“A lively adventure in the very best
of intellectual company.”
—The New York Times Book Review on A Letter of Mary

“A literary thriller to end all
literary thrillers.”

—Booknews from The Poisoned Pen on A Darker Place

Enter the spellbinding world of
LAURIE R. KING

The thrill of the chase . . . literate, harrow-
ing suspense . . . There’s nothing elemen-
tary about the mysteries of Laurie R. King!

Since 1993, Laurie R. King has been tanta-
lizing readers with her award-winning, inter-
nationally-acclaimed novels of mystery and
suspense. Turn the page for a special look at
Laurie King’s books, along with excerpts
from the more recent novels. Each is avail-
able now wherever Bantam Books are sold.



THE BEEKEEPER'S APPRENTICE
A Mary Russell and Sherlock Holmes Mystery

In 19185, long since retired from his observations of
criminal bumanity, Sherlock Holmes is engaged in a
reclusive study of honeybee bebavior on the Sussex
Downs. Never did he think to meet an intellect to
match his own—until his acquaintance with Miss Mary
Russell, a very modern fifteen-year-old whose mental
acuity is equaled only by her audacity, tenacity, and
penchant for trousers and cloth caps, unthinkable in
any young lady of Holmes’s own generation. . . .

was fifteen when I first met Sherlock Holmes, fifteen

years old with my nose in a book as I walked the
Sussex Downs, and nearly stepped on him. In my de-
fence I must say it was an engrossing book, and it was
very rare to come across another person in that par-
ticular part of the world in that war year of 1915. In
my seven weeks of peripatetic reading amongst the
sheep (which tended to move out of my way) and the
gorse bushes (to which I had painfully developed an
instinctive awareness) I had never before stepped on a
person.

It was a cool, sunny day in early April, and the book
was by Virgil. I had set out at dawn from the silent
farmhouse, chosen a different direction from my usual,
and spent the intervening hours wrestling with Latin
verbs, climbing unconsciously over stone walls, and un-
thinkingly circling hedgerows, and would probably not
have noticed the sea until I stepped off one of the chalk
cliffs into it.

As it was, my first awareness that there was another
soul in the universe was when a male throat cleared
itself loudly not four feet from me. The Latin text flew
into the air, followed closely by an Anglo-Saxon oath.
Heart pounding, I hastily pulled together what dignity I
could and glared down through my spectacles at this
figure hunched up at my feet: a gaunt, greying man in
his fifties wearing a cloth cap, ancient tweed greatcoat,



and decent shoes, with a threadbare Army rucksack on
the ground beside him. A tramp perhaps, who had left
the rest of his possessions stashed beneath a bush. Or
an Eccentric. Certainly no shepherd. . . .

“The Beekeeper’s Apprentice has power to charm the
most grizzled Baker Street Irregular.” —Daily News, New
York.

10 PLAY THE FOOL

A Kate Martinelli Mystery

When a band of homeless people cremate a beloved dog
in San Francisco’s Golden Gate Park, the authorities
are willing to overlook a few broken regulations. But
three weeks later, when the dog’s owner gets the same
fiery send-off, the SFPD has a real headache on its
hands. The autopsy suggests homicide, but Inspector
Kate Martinelli and her partner have little else to go on.
They have a homeless victim without a positive ID, a
group of witnesses who have little love for the cops,
and a possible suspect, known only as Brother Eras-
mus, whose history leads Kate along a twisting road to
a disbanded cult, long-buried secrets, the thirst for spir-
ituality, and the hunger for bloody vengeance.

His breath huffing in clouds and the news announcer
# U still jabbering against his unemployed ears, the cur-
rently unemployed former Bank of America vice presi-
dential assistant was slogging his disconsolate way
alongside Kennedy Drive in the park when, to his in-
stant and unreasoning fury, he was attacked for a sec-
ond time by a branch-wielding bearded man from the
shrubbery. Three weeks of ego deflation blew up like a
rage-powered air bag. He instantly took four rapid
steps forward and clobbered the unkempt head with the
only thing he carried, which happened to be a Walkman
stereo. Fortunately for both men, the case collapsed



the moment it made contact with the wool cap, but
the maddened former bank assistant stood over the
terrified and hungover former real estate broker and
pummeled away with his crumbling handful of plastic
shards and electronic components. A passing commuter
saw them, snatched up her car telephone, and dialed
911.

Three minutes later, the eyes of the two responding
police officers were greeted by the sight of a pair of men
seated side by side on the frost-rimed grass: One was
shocked, bleeding into his shaggy beard, and even at
twenty feet stank of cheap wine and old sweat; the
other was clean-shaven, clean-clothed, and wore a pair
of two-hundred-dollar running shoes on his feet.

The two officers never were absolutely certain about
what happened, but they filled out their forms and saw
the two partners in adversity safely tucked into the am-
bulance. Just before the door closed, the female officer
thought to ask why the homeless man had been drag-
ging branches out of the woods in the first place.

By the time the two officers pounded up the pathway
into the baseball clearing, the second funeral pyre had
caught and flames were roaring up to the gray sky in
great billows of sparks and burning leaves. It was a
much larger pile of wood than had been under the small
dog Theophilus three weeks earlier, but then, it had to
be.

On the top of this pyre lay the body of a man.

A MONSTROUS REGIMENT OF WOMEN

A Mary Russell and Sherlock Holmes Mystery

The dawn of 1921 finds Mary Russell, Sherlock
Holmes’s brilliant young apprentice, about to come
into a considerable inberitance. Nevertheless, she still
enjoys her nighttime prowls in disguise through Lon-
don’s grimy streets, where one night she encounters an
old friend, now a charity worker among the poor.



Veronica Beaconsfield introduces Russell to the New
Temple of God, a curious amalgam of church and femi-
nist movement, led by the enigmatic, electrifying Mar-
gery Childe. Part suffragette, part mystic, she lives quite
well for a woman of God from supposedly humble ori-
gins. Despite herself, Russell is drawn ever deeper into
Childe’s circle . . . far closer to heaven than Mary
Russell would like. . . .

he door closed behind Veronica, and I was half-
| aware of her voice calling out to Marie and then fad-
ing down the corridor as I sat and allowed myself to be
scrutinised, slowly, thoroughly, impassively. When the
blonde woman finally turned away and kicked her
shoes off under a low table, I let out the breath I hadn’t
realised I was holding and offered up thanks to
Holmes’s tutoring, badgering, and endless criticism that
had brought me to the place where I might endure such
scrutiny without flinching—at least not outwardly.

She padded silently across the thick carpet to the dis-
order of bottles and chose a glass, some ice, a large
dollop from a gin bottle, and a generous splash of tonic.
She half-turned to me with a question in her eyebrow,
accepted my negative shake without comment, went to
a drawer, took out a cigarette case and a matching en-
amelled matchbox, gathered up an ashtray, and came
back to her chair, moving all the while with an uncon-
scious feline grace—that of a small domestic tabby
rather than anything more exotic or angular. She
tucked her feet under her in the chair precisely like the
cat in Mrs Hudson’s kitchen, lit her cigarette, dropped
the spent match into the ashtray balanced on the arm of
the chair, and filled her lungs deeply before letting the
smoke drift slowly from nose and mouth. The first
swallow from the glass was equally savoured, and she
shut her eyes for a long moment.

When she opened them, the magic had gone out of
her, and she was just a small, tired, dishevelled woman
in an expensive dress, with a much-needed drink and
cigarette to hand. I revised my estimate of her age up-



ward a few years, to nearly forty, and wondered if I
ought to leave.
“Why are you here, Mary Russell?”

“King has a gift for the rich, decisive detail and the nar-
rative crispness that distinguished Conan Doyle’s writ-
ing.”’—The Washington Post Book World

WITH CHILD
A Kate Martinelli Mystery

Adrift in mist-shrouded San Francisco mornings and al-
cohol-fogged nights, homicide detective Kate Martinelli
can’t escape the void left by her departed lover, who
has gome off to rethink their relationship. But when
twelve-year-old Jules Cameron comes to Kate for a pro-
fessional consultation, Kate’s not sure she’s that desper-
ate for distraction. Jules is worried about her friend
Dio, a homeless boy she met in a park. Dio has disap-
peared without a word of farewell, and Jules wants
Kate to find him. Reluctant as she is, Kate can’t say
no—and soon finds berself forming a friendship with
the bright, quirky girl. But the search for Dio will prove
to be much more than either bargained for. . . .

And still, all that fall, she looked for Dio. Once a
week, she made the rounds of the homeless, asking
about him. Always she asked among her network of
informants, the dealers and hookers and petty thieves,
and invariably received a shake of the head. Twice she
heard rumors of him, once at a house for runaway teen-
agers, where one of the current residents had a friend
who had met a boy of his description; and a second
time, when one of her informants told her there was a
boy-toy of that name in a house used by pederasts over
near the marina. She phoned a couple of old friends in
the Berkeley and Oakland departments to ask them to
keep an ear out, and she arranged to be in on the raid of



the marina house, but neither came up with anything
more substantial than the ghost she already had. She
doubted he was in the Bay Area, and told Jules that, but
she also kept looking.

That autumn, in one of those flukes that even the
statistician will admit happens occasionally, it seemed
for a while that every case the Homicide Department
handled involved kids. A two-year-old with old scars
on his back and broken bones in various states of
mending died in an emergency room from having been
shaken violently by his eighteen-year-old mother.
Three boys aged sixteen to twenty died from gunshot
wounds. Four bright seventeen-year-old students in a
private school did a research project on explosives, us-
ing the public library, and sent a very effective pipe
bomb to a hated teacher. It failed, but only because
the man was as paranoid as he was infuriating. A
seven-year-old in a pirate costume was separated from
his friends on Halloween; he was found the next
morning, raped and bludgeoned to death. Kate saw
two of her colleagues in tears within ten days, one of
them a tough, experienced beat cop who had seen ev-
erything but still couldn’t bring himself to look again
at the baby in the cot. The detectives on the fourth
floor of the Department of Justice made morbid jokes
about it being the Year of the Child, and they either
answered the phone gingerly or with a snarl, according
to their personalities. .

“Like a slow-burning fire, the story makes you hurt

deeply for King’s characters before you realize what’s
happening to you.”’—Kirkus Reviews (starred)

A LETTER OF MARY
A Mary Russell and Sherlock Holmes Mystery

Late in the summer of 1923, Mary Russell Holmes and
ber busband, the illustrious Sherlock Holmes, are en-



sconced in their home on the Sussex Downs, giving
themselves over to their studies: Russell to her theology,
and Holmes to his malodorous chemical experiments.
Interrupting the idyllic scene, amateur archaeologist
Miss Dorothy Ruskin visits with a startling puzzle.
Working in the Holy Land, she has unearthed a tattered
roll of papyrus with a message from Mary Magdalene.
Miss Ruskin wants Russell to safeguard the letter. But
when Miss Ruskin is killed in a traffic accident, Russell
and Holmes find themselves on the trail of a fiendishly
clever murderer.

he next day, The Times arrived at one o’clock in the
' afternoon. It still lay folded when I turned off the
lights and went upstairs, and it had not moved when I
came back through the house on Friday for an early cup
of tea. Two hours later, Holmes came down for break-
fast and picked it up absently as he passed. So it was
that nearly forty hours had elapsed between the time I
saw Miss Ruskin off on the train and the time Holmes
gave a cry of surprise and sat up straight over the paper,
his cup of tea forgotten in one hand.

“What is it? Holmes?” I stood up and went to see
what had caught his attention so dramatically. It was a
police notice, a small leaded box, inserted awkwardly
into a middle page, no doubt just as the paper was
going to press.

IDENTITY SOUGHT OF LONDON
ACCIDENT VICTIM

Police are asking for the assistance of any
person who might identify a woman killed
in a traffic accident late yesterday eve-
ning. . . .

I sat down heavily next to Holmes.

“No. Oh surely not. Dear God. What night would
that have been? Wednesday? She had a dinner engage-
ment at nine o’clock.”



