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STAMFORD. Almost nine.

WATSON. I ... Michael ...

STAMFORD. Bear in mind the offer has improved a bit in
that time. I have a proper practice now. Good income. You
wouldn’t need to work.

WATSON. And what would I do instead?

STAMFORD. Run the house, of course.

WATSON. Run the house? Michael, look at me! (She
indicates her gore-stained smock.)

STAMFORD. Yes, precisely! I'm offering you a chance to
put all of this unpleasantness behind you.

WATSON. What about this picture makes you think I would
give it all up and “run your house” instead?

STAMFORD. I believe there are many women who would
jump at the chance.

WATSON. Then why don’t you ask one of them?

STAMFORD. Dorothy, be realistic. This can’t go on forever.
You should hear what people say about this place!

WATSON. I am quite aware of what is said about this place.

STAMFORD. Look, obviously this was the wrong time to
broach the subject. I just ask that you take a moment to
consider it. I don’t expect an answer right now. I’ve waited
eight years—

WATSON. Almost nine.

STAMFORD. I suppose I can wait a little longer. But not
forever. We are neither of us growing younger, after all.

WATSON. No. No, we are not.

(Dr. ELIZABETH GARRETT ANDERSON enters,)

ANDERSON. Doctor Watson, I wonder if I might— (Sees
STAMFORD kneeling.) Oh. Hello.
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WATSON. Dr. Anderson! Forgive me. Dr. Stamford was just
leaving.

(STAMFORD stands.)

STAMFORD. Yes. Well. I really should be getting back. But
I do hope we can resume this conversation soon.

WATSON. I will think about what you have said. Good day,
Dr. Stamford.

STAMFORD. Dorothy. Mrs. An—Er, Dr. Anderson. Good
day. (Exits.)

ANDERSON. That was painfully awkward. I’'m so glad to
have witnessed it.

WATSON. He’s offering to rescue me from this place by
marrying me.

ANDERSON. Better women than you have been enticed by
Just such a proposition.

WATSON. Would you be?

ANDERSON. I’m not the one looking for a way out.

WATSON. Oh, no. That’s not it at all. It’s just ... Mrs. Pertwee
died on that table today because she was too afraid of what
Mr. Pertwee would do if things weren’t to his liking when
he got home. And she’s hardly the first.

ANDERSON. I am aware.

WATSON. Shouldn’t we be doing something about that?

ANDERSON. What exactly did you have in mind?

WATSON. I wish I knew. This is the London School of
Medicine for Women. The only school of its kind in all
England. We should be making a difference.

ANDERSON. Aren’t we?
WATSON. I don’t know.
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(ANDERSON studies WATSON.)

WATSON (cont’d). Is something wrong, doctor?

ANDERSON. Hmm. Will you accompany me, Dr. Watson? I
have a patient waiting for me, and I would appreciate your
opinion.

WATSON. You want my opinion? Yes, of course, Dr. Anderson.

ANDERSON. Well, let’s get you cleaned up, and then follow me.

(They exit,)
SHERLOCK AND WATSON

(The scene shifis to an examining room. SHERLOCK, her
Jace still bruised, sits holding two apparently identical pieces
of paper: She holds them up to the light, scrutinizing them
intently. She sets one page aside and examines the other She
goes over the edges and then smells it. Something catches her
attention. She smells it again, then sets the page down and
picks up the other one. She smells the second piece of paper.
Then she tears off a corner, pops it in her mouth, and chews
on it. This action appears to answer a question for her.

ANDERSON and WATSON enter. WATSON has removed
the bloody surgical smock. Before either of them can speatk,
SHERLOCK holds up the uneaten piece of paper.)

SHERLOCK. Dr. Anderson, taste this and tell me if you detect
a hint of eucalyptus.

ANDERSON. Thank you, Miss Holmes, but I refrain from
masticating stationery, and I’'m sure I could not identify the
taste of eucalyptus anyway.

SHERLOCK. Then I shall require a palate cleanser, lest I
contaminate the samples.
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ANDERSON. Miss Holmes, I want to introduce you to my
colleague, Dr. Dorothy Watson.

WATSON. How do you do? Miss Holmes, is it?

SHERLOCK. Bern.

WATSON. I beg your pardon?

SHERLOCK. Bem. Switzerland. It’s where you studied. Or rather,
where you completed your studies, which began in Edinburgh.

WATSON. Um ... Yes, that’s correct. How did you know—

SHERLOCK. And now you find yourself in a spot of trouble.
The exact nature of it eludes me for the moment, but keep
talking.

WATSON. Wait, did you discuss me before—

ANDERSON. I assure you I have never mentioned you to her
before this moment. I just thought it might be good for the two
of you to meet. Call it a hunch. Miss Holmes, I leave you in
Dr. Watson’s capable hands. She’s a romantic, this one. I think
you’ll get on splendidly. Lovely to see you again.

WATSON. Wait, but what—

(ANDERSON exits,)

SHERLOCK. Shall we proceed, then?

WATSON. Very well. That is quite the black eye. May I ask
how it happened?

SHERLOCK. An orderly at Bethlem Royal Hospital shoved
my face into a wall,

WATSON (slight pause). 1 see. Did he have any reason to do that?

SHERLOCK. Technically, such behavior is outside the
purview of his position. That said, his action is somewhat
understandable, in that it was a response to my striking him
with a closed fist.




