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Miss Holmes ACTI
(MRS. HUDSON enters and crosses to answer the door. She
mutters to herself, annoyed, the whole time.)

MRS. HUDSON. Who on earth is that? .UE you w@ﬁ
someone to tea and not tell me? Who put this here? Leaving
things everywhere, and guests coming unannounced.
Honestly. It’s no trouble, none at all, but at least you could

warn me ...

(She exits. SHERLOCK puts the book away.
MRS. HUDSON re-enters.)

MRS. HUDSON (cont’d). Miss Sherlock, I do not think this
is funny.
SHERLOCK. Funny, Mrs. Hudson? . .
MRS. HUDSON. There is a person downstairs who claims to
be a doctor.
SHERLOCK. Yes?
MRS. HUDSON. This person claims to be your doctor.
SHERLOCK. And? .
MRS. HUDSON. And? This person is a woman, Miss
Sherlock! . .
SHERLOCK. Yes, surely you’re aware that such things exist
nowadays. .
MRS. HUDSON. I refuse to believe it. Surely we have not
become so uncivilized.
SHERLOCK. The barbarians are at the gate, Mrs. Hudson.
Dr. Watson! Please come in. Thank you, Mrs. Hudson, that
will do.

(WATSON enters as MRS. HUDSON exits, muttering. )
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WATSON. Have I done something to upset her?

SHERLOCK. Mrs. Hudson is not quite prepared for an age in
which we women-folk indulge our eccentric longing for the
will-o’-the-wisp pleasures of independence.

WATSON. I see. I must say, that black eye has healed nicely.
The compresses worked, then?

SHERLOCK. Indeed. Would you believe Mrs. Hudson
wanted me to put raw meat on it?

WATSON. Well, T am just glad to see you are feeling better.
I'm sorry I wasn’t able to take you up on your invitation
sooner. Between the hospital and the school I’'ve been
rather occupied of late.

SHERLOCK. That’s quite all right. It gave me time to

investigate a hypothesis. I just finished reading your novel,
Mr. Graham.

(Pause.)

WATSON. Mister—

SHERLOCK. Graham. D.W. Graham. That’s your pen name.

WATSON.I... How ... ?

SHERLOCK. I generally have chemicals about and
occasionally do experiments. Would that annoy you?

WATSON. Why should that annoy me? But how did you
know—?

SHERLOCK. I sometimes seem sullen and don’t open my
mouth for days on end. Mrs. Hudson thinks I’m sulking,
but usually I just want to be left alone and soon enough I’ll
be fine. Now what have you to confess?

WATSON. Confess? I—

SHERLOCK. Come come. We ought to know the worst of
one another if we’re going to be living together.




