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(With no difficulty whatsoever, the woman shrugs out
of the straitjacket. She holds it out for the bewildered
SUPERINTENDENT to take.)

SHERLOCK (cont’d). There we are. Shall we go, Mycroft?
MYCROFT. Come along, Sherlock.

(They exit, leaving the SUPERINTENDENT and injured
ORDERLY #1 behind them.)

SHERLOCK AND MYCROFT

(The scene shifis to MYCROFT% carriage. MYCROFT
and SHERLOCK enter. MYCROFT offers SHERLOCK his
coat, which she reluctantly takes and wraps around herself.

They sit opposite each other in awkward silence as London
in 1881 passes by outside.)

MY CROFT. You were gone nearly a fortnight this time. That’s
arecord, I believe. (Waits for SHERLOCK to respond. She
doesn t.) What exactly were you trying to accomplish this
time? (Pause.) Do you even recall where you were when
the police came? You broke a young man’s arm. I assume he
tried to touch you. (Pause.) I fail to see how these so-called
“clients” of yours can possibly be worth all this trouble.

(SHERLOCK looks at MYCROF'T. She considers fighting,
then decides it isn’t worth the effort,)

MYCROFT (cont’d). If you moved back home you could
avoid situations like this. If you stayed with people who
were aware of your requirements. (Pause.) I wish I knew
why you hated me so.

SHERLOCK. Don’t be melodramatic, Mycroft.
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MYCROFT. I can’t see how else to interpret your behavior.
There must be some reason for these outbursts.

SHERLOCK. My reasons are my own.

MY CROFT. Sherlock, I can’t keep doing this. You know my
position. My work with the government requires—

SHERLOCK. Don’t mince words. You are the government.

MY CROFT. My work with the government requires a degree
of discretion that is difficult to maintain when I have to drop
everything to hunt you down, cover your tracks and repair
whatever damage you may have caused whenever you go
off on one of your tantrums.

SHERLOCK. I am not a child, Mycroft.

MYCROFT. Alas, no. If you were, explaining your behavior
would be far easier, and far less expensive to keep quiet.
SHERLOCK. Is that what I am to you? A business expense?

MY CROFT. Surely you weren’t expecting sentiment?

SHERLOCK. Of course not, Mycroft. Don’t be vulgar.

MYCROFT. Then let me make one thing quite plain. I will
not let you undermine my work. If you will not conform to
the standards expected of you, I am prepared to take drastic
measures.

SHERLOCK. What? Back to the asylum again?

MY CROFT. I would be well within my rights.

SHERLOCK. When will you learn that escaping from such a
place poses no challenge for me?

MYCROFT. It might, if I advise them on the best methods for
keeping you contained.

SHERLOCK. You wouldn’t.

MYCROFT. Oh, so you do expect some sentiment, after all.
I thought we both were above such trivial qualities. How
disappointing.
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(They sit in silence. SHERLOCK raises an exploratory
hand to her bruised face.)

MYCROFT (cont’d). Does it hurt?

SHERLOCK. Just take me home, Mycroft. Please.

MYCROFT. I imagine Mrs. Hudson will have a thing or two
to say about your appearance.

SHERLOCK. I will deal with Mrs. Hudson.

MYCROFT. You may want to have someone look at that. Just
in case.

SHERLOCK. Thank you for your concern, Mycroft. I shall
speak to Dr. Anderson.

MYCROFT. Anderson? One of those women doctors from
that school?

SHERLOCK. You know perfectly well who she is.

MYCROFT. Suit yourself. (Calls forward,) Driver! Change
o.w plans. We won’t be returning my sister to Baker Street
right away. Take us to the Royal Free Hospital. The London
School of Medicine for Women.

(The carriage disappears into the London traffic.)
THE ROYAL FREE HOSPITAL

(The scene shifis to a hallway at the Royal Free Hospital.
MICHAEL STAMFORD sits, reading a paperback novel,
He seems pleasantly engrossed by it.

Dr. DOROTHY WATSON enters, angry. She wears a
surgical smock covered in blood. She wipes her hands in a
bloody towel.)

WATSON (not seeing STAMF ORD). Bloody buggery bollocks!
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(STAMFORD jumps up, startled.)

STAMFORD. Oh! Dorothy! I say!

WATSON. You say what?

STAMFORD. I just ... Well, I ... Sorry. “Dr. Watson.” I know
how particular you are about that. Bad day, is it?

WATSON. Why, Dr. Stamford, what on earth would possibly
give you that idea?

STAMFORD. Um ...

WATSON. Yes, Michael, it is bad day. Pray pardon my
unladylike outburst. Just ... bollocks.

STAMFORD. May I ask?

WATSON. Sepsis. An infection after an abdominal
hysterectomy.

STAMFORD. I see. And your patient ... ?

WATSON (shakes her head). Would probably have been fine
if anyone had told her to come in at the first sign of a fever.
But by the time they finally got her here most of her colon
and small intestine was necrotic, and her lungs were riddled
with infected tissue.

STAMFORD. Why on earth didn’t she come in right away?

WATSON. Oh, she couldn’t come right away, see, because
her husband would have been “cross” if he’d returned home
from work to find her gone from the house. Mrs. Pertwee.
That was her name.

STAMFORD. Well, that is unfortunate. But I imagine you
must see a lot of that sort of thing here.

WATSON. Yes, Michael, I see quite a lot of that sort of thing here.

STAMFORD. I think perhaps I’ve come at a bad time. Perhaps
1 should—

WATSON (noticing the book). What is that?



