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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.

MY CROFT. 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
of 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 STAMFORD). 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 ... 7

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?
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STAMFORD. Oh this? Just a book. The Fellow Travellers by
D.W. Graham.

WATSON. You're reading D.W. Graham? You surprise me,
Michael. I would not have taken you for a fan of novels
about young women studying medicine.

STAMFORD. Yes, well, you know. Mother read it, said she
thought I'd learn something from it. Not sure why. Rather
silly stuff, to be honest.

(WATSON s expression drops.)

WATSON. Oh. Well. I'm afraid I can’t talk long. What brings
you all the way down to the Royal Free Hospital?

STAMFORD. Well, I wanted to discuss the letter you sent to
Mother.

(WATSON halss.)

STAMFORD (cont’d). If you needed money, I wish you had
come to me.

WATSON. If I needed—? Did you even read the letter?

STAMFORD. Read Mother’s correspondence? Don’t be silly.

WATSON. What exactly did she tell you?

STAMFORD. Just that you’d written, and something about
needing money. Makes sense. That awful boarding house
you live in. (Seeing WATSONs expression.) I'm only
saying I understand how hard it can be, for a woman in
your position. With your parents gone, and that unfortunate
business with your brother—

WATSON. I am not comfortable having this conversation
with you.

STAMFORD. She only wants what’s best for you, as I do.
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WATSON. The money wasn’t even for me. I was hoping
she'd make a donation to the school.

STAMFORD. The school? Oh! Yes, well, I can see why you
might need ... (Again off WATSON s look. ) Anyway, I have
i counteroffer,

WATSON. Oh?

STAMFORD. Yes. I wish to renew my proposal.

WATSON. What proposal? (Pause.) Michael, you can’t mean—
STAMFORD. I do.

WATSON. That was eight years ago.

STAMFORD. Nine, almost.

WATSON. That was before I left for Edinburgh.
STAMFORD. Yes.

WATSON. I thought you were Jjoking. You said you were joking.

STAMFORD. No; you said I was Jjoking and I agreed because
it was less embarrassing that way. But wait. Let me do this

properly.
(STAMFORD kneels.)
WATSON. Oh please don’t.
(STAMFORD takes WATSON's hand )

STAMFORD. Dorothy Watson, I asked once before, and now
I ask again: Will you marry me?

WATSON. Couldn’t we do this in private?

STAMFORD. It wouldn’t be proper. I’ll admit, a hallway
at a place like the Royal Free is not quite ideal, but it’s
becoming damned difficult to find you anyplace else.

WATSON. I don’t know what to say. Have you been waiting
for an answer for eight years?




