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THOMAS. From whom?

(Pause.)

THOMAS (cont’d). From whom?
LIZZIE. I don’t know.
THOMAS. Let’s have it.

(LIZZIE hands the letter to THOMAS, who reads it.)

LIZZIE. I know it’s rubbish. I didn’t want to upset you.

THOMAS. This came in the post?

LIZZIE (nods). No return address, though.

THOMAS. It says, “I’ve tried to warn you before.” This isn’t
the first?

LIZZIE. Once before. I burned it. It’s just someone jealous of
you, trying to cause trouble. I imagine you see this sort of
thing all the time at work.

THOMAS. That’s work. Bringing a man’s wife into it ...
Well, that’s just uncalled for. I hope you weren’t too upset

by it.

LIZZIE. Not too much. You know me.

THOMAS (affectionately). Don’t I, though. Do us a favor,
Lizzie, and fetch something to eat. I’ve only got a short
while then I’m off again.

LIZZIE. Another late night?

THOMAS. Crime never sleeps, love.

LIZZIE. I would think you boys at Scotland Yard could set
the example by keeping regular hours.

THOMAS. An inspector’s work is never done.

LIZZIE. No, I suppose not.

THOMAS. Whatever we’ve got is fine.

AT I Miss Holmes 9

LIZZ1E. Sorry?

FTHOMAS. Supper, Lizzie.

LIZZ1E. Oh, right! Il just have Alice fix something up.
THOMAS. No, why don’t you do it yourself.

I 1ZZ1E. She’s our cook. Her feelings will be hurt.
ITHOMAS. Tlike it better when you do it.

L 1ZZ1E. Well, all right then. Just give me a minute.
THOMAS. I’ll be in the front room then.

I 1ZZ1E. Of course, dear. (Indicating the letter,) Shall I get
rid of that?

IHOMAS. No. I’ll take care of this.

(THHOMAS exits. LIZZIE watches him go, then exits toward
the kitchen.)

BETHLEM ROYAL HOSPITAL

(The scene shifis to an insane asylum. The sounds of the
inmates are heard through the walls. A certain My Holmes
[MYCROFT] waits.

The SUPERINTENDENT enters, with ORDERLY #1 right
behind him. ORDERLY #1 sports an impressive black eye.)

SUPERINTENDENT. Mr. Holmes? Oh, Mr. Holmes? I am
Superintendent Ellis, sir. I was the one who—

MY CROFT. Where is she?
SUPERINTENDENT. Oh. Yes, of course.

(The SUPERINTENDENT signals to ORDERLY #1, who
exits.)

SUPERINTENDENT (cont’d). Forgive me, Mr. Holmes. I
certainly would have communicated with you sooner if I
had any idea of the identity ...
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MYCROFT. You have her paperwork?
SUPERINTENDENT. Here, sir.

(The SUPERINTENDENT hands a packet of papers to
MYCROFT,)

SUPERINTENDENT (cont’d). You will see, Mr. Holmes,
that per your request her real name does not appear
anywhere. She was a Jane Bloggs when she came to us, and
shall remain so for as long as you require. it. Um ... how
long will you require it?

(MYCROFT hands the SUPERINTENDENT an envelope
stuffed with several bills.)

SUPERINTENDENT (cont’d). I see. That is quite a long
time, I assure you. Are you certain, sir, that you wish to take
her into your own custody? I ask because, well, it became
necessary to restrain her—

MYCROFT. Restrain her?

SUPERINTENDENT. For her own safety, sir. If you’ve seen
the police report, you know that she put up quite a struggle
when she was first detained.

MYCROFT. I'm not surprised.

SUPERINTENDENT. And since she’s been here ... Well,
perhaps you are aware that she grows quite agitated if
someone gets too close to her. We had a minor incident.
It took some effort to restrain your ... ah ... Well, the
straitjacket was intended to prevent any further disturbances.

MYCROFT. A straitjacket? And she kept it on? That was
unusually helpful of her.

SUPERINTENDENT. Helpful, Mr. Holmes?
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MY CROFT. Indeed. A mere straitjacket is no restraint for her
whatsoever, and if she remained confined after you placed
her in one, then she did so of her own free will, for her own

reasons.
(Sounds of shouting and struggling come from offstage.)
MYCROFT (cont’d). Ah. Here we are.

(ORDERLY #l returns, struggling with a woman
[SHERLOCK] whose movement is hampered by a
straitjacket. Her face is badly bruised. She stops fighting
when she sees MYCROFT,)

SHERLOCK. Oh. It’s you.

MYCROFT (to the SUPERINTENDENT). Explain these
bruises.

SUPERINTENDENT. As I said, sir. It took some effort to—

MYCROFT. Remove the restraints. Now.

(The SUPERINTENDENT signals to ORDERLY #I, who
approaches the woman. As he reaches for the restraints, he
whispers in her ear,)

ORDERLY #1. See you soon, sweetheart.

(The woman raises her knee straight into ORDERLY #I 5
groin. He doubles over, and she smashes his face with her
Jforehead. ORDERLY #1 falls to the ground, hands over
both his nose and his genitals.)

MYCROFT. Enough! Are you quite finished?
SHERLOCK. Just a moment.



