the adventures of SHERLOCK HOLMES 

by andrew loudon and emma reeves
The TOUR REP enters through the auditorium.  He is dressed in modern, very casual clothes and a baseball cap.

tour rep

(in French)

Good afternoon [OR MORNING, OR EVENING] and welcome to [NAME OF THEATRE].  Before we begin, please make sure that your mobile phones are switched off.  Please do not set them on silent.  Switch them off.  Thank you.  Today, Theatre En Anglais are honoured to welcome a famous author whose books had a great influence on the way that our police investigate crime. Ladies and gentlemen, I'm proud to introduce the legendary Doctor Watson.

DOCTOR WATSON enters, and seemingly trips over a cable.  He falls spectacularly.  His copious notes fly all over the stage.  

watson

(in English, flustered)

Oh dear, I'm most terribly sorry.

The Tour Rep picks up Watson's notes.

tour REP

(in English, referring to the thick pile of notes)

This is your script?

doctor watson

My script?  No.  That is merely my introduction.  

(produces a comically thick script from his jacket)

This is the script.

TOUR REP

(in French, to the audience)

Enjoy the show.  I will be in the bar.

(in English, to Watson)

I look forward to your talk.  I am sure it will be very - educational. 

DOCTOR WATSON

I am sure it will be!  

SOUND:  A mobile phone goes off.

touR REP

(in English, enraged)

I told you!  I told you to switch them off!  Whose is it? 

wATSON

My dear friend, that terrible noise is coming from your pocket.

The tour rep looks in his pocket, takes out his mobile phone and answers it.

tour rEP

(in English)

Excuse me.  Hello?  

(in French)

Mr. Smith?  From the bank?  What do you mean (NAME OF SCHOOL) cheque bounced?  No!  This cannot be!  (etc).

The Tour Rep leaves through the auditorium.

watson

Ah.  Er... Good afternoon [OR MORNING, OR EVENING!] my young friends.

(looks into the audience)

It is wonderful to see so many eager faces.  I am sure you are all anxious to learn about my brilliant friend, Sherlock Holmes!  My name is Dr Watson, and allow me to be your guide, as we journey to England many years ago, back the time of the Empress Queen Victoria.

Lighting change.  Music, sound effects, smoke machine etc.

wATSON (CONT'D)

My story begins in the spring of 1881.  As an Army Doctor, I had served in the terrible war in Afghanistan, and been badly wounded.  I was an invalid, with little money, and neither family nor friends.  And so I naturally gravitated towards that great cesspool into which all the loungers and idlers of the Empire are irresistibly drained.  London town!

SONG: "FOGGY LONDON"

Sung by everyone.

CHORUS

Ding-dong London town 
1880 set the scene 
Ding dong chimes big Ben 
Oh poor women and men 


The rich are getting richer now 
Industrial revolution 
People slaving in the fact'ries 
Fog. Smog. Pollution. 


Dark night, London town 
Narrow streets are filled with sin

Death lurks, danger, crime,

Who will dare to go in?

Ding dong London town 

1880 set the scene 

Ding-dong chimes big Ben 

Oh poor women and men 

watson

It was a cold morning of the early spring.  A thick fog blanketed the city.  A man could not see his hand in front of his face.  I needed to find somewhere to live.  So I took a hansom carriage … ‘cabby cabby!’ and rattled through the cobbled streets...

I marvelled at the sights and sounds of the Empire's great Capital.  All human life was there.  One might see a nobleman running off to his club or a society lady visiting a milliner 

rich lady 

What a dear bonnet!  And only five guineas!  I simply must have it!  

WATSON

- Or a baby, abandoned on the steps of a gin-palace.

SOUND:  A baby crying.

waTSON (CONT'D)

On almost every street, there was the pitiful spectacle of beggars.

beggar child (V.O.)

Please kind lady, spare a copper for a poor boy!

WOMAN (V.O.)

Oh!  Be off with you, you horrid creature!  

watSON

And everywhere, I heard the cries of the rough Cockney traders, plying their wares. 

trader 1 (v.O.)

Gin!  Get yer gin 'ere!  Puts hairs on yer chest!  Get yer luvverly gin!

trADER 2 (V.O.)

Eels!  Eels here!  Get 'em while they're nice an' wriggly!

tRADER 3 (V.O.)

Fish!  So fresh you can smell 'em streets away!  Fresh fish!

watSON

Indeed, in London, almost anything could be bought and sold...

A WHORE makes her way through the auditorium, flirting with audience members and reacting to their imaginary responses.

whore

(to first victim)

Aw right dearie?  Looking for a good time?  Don't be shy, I saw you givin' me the eye.  No?  Please yourself.  

(to second victim, preferably a teacher)

What about you, my lovely?  I'm very reasonably priced, you know!  Sixpence!  You rotten old miser!  C'mon!  Give a girl a shilling!  

(to third victim)

Now, you, handsome, I'll do you for nothing!  How about it?  

WATSON

(calls from the stage)

Excuse me, my good lady!

WHORE

(to third Victim)

Sorry duck!  Business before pleasure!  But I'll see you later!

(winks)

WATSON

My dear young woman, would you be so kind as to oblige me -

WHORE

(making her way up to the stage)

I'm very obliging!  

(turns and winks to Third Victim)

But it'll cost ya!

(to Third Victim)

Not you!

(Reaches the stage, looks Watson up and down)

To a fine gentleman like yourself, two shillings and sixpence, and I wants paying in advance, Mr...

She holds out her hand to Watson, who puts a coin into it.

WATSON

Doctor Watson.  Now, my good lady, I want to find a room.

. 

WHORE

Oh, I do know a woman as rents out rooms.

‘Lilly’ holds out her hand for some money.

You'll need to go to two hundred and twenty-one, B Baker Street.  Ask for Mrs Hudson.  

WATSON

(to audience)

Ah, dear Mrs Hudson! How well I remember our loyal landlady.  

(to the Whore)

Then let us perambulate immediately to two hundred and twenty-one, B Baker Street! 

WHORE

It's just over here, Sir.  

WATSON

In that case, I shall ring the bell to summon Mrs Hudson!  

Watson mimes ringing a bell.  Bell sound effect.  

wATSON (CONT'D)

Mrs Hudson!  Mrs Hudson!

Nobody appears.

wATSON (CONT'D)

Ah.  We appear to be in need of a Mrs Hudson... 

A hooped skirt is thrown on stage.  Watson admires it.

WATSON (CONT'D)

The very thing!

(to the Whore)

My dear, would you mind...?

whoRE

I don't do dressing up!  Come on Doctor, it will fit you nicely.

Lilly helps Watson into the skit and off with his jacket and leaves..

WATSON 

Oh very well, I'll do it myself.

(narrates)

Watson puts the skirt on.

watson (CONT'D)

(as Mrs Hudson)

Good day, Sir. Are you looking for accommodation, Mister...? 

(simpers and flirts in response to Watson's imaginary reply)

Ooh, Doctor Watson, is it?  You're a Doctor!  My, my!  You must be a very clever man, Sir!  And so handsome, too!  Such an impressive physique... such a lovely little moustache... 

The Whore sticks her head on stage.

whORE

Get on with it!

The Whore leaves again.

WATSON

(as Mrs Hudson)

Well... I don't have any vacancies, but perhaps you could share with one of my tenants.  A Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

The gauze at the back of the stage is backlit, revealing the famous silhouette of SHERLOCK HOLMES with his deerstalker hat and his meerschaum pipe.  

Watson steps out of the skirt, and puts his hat on, to return to his own character.

wATSON (CONT'D)

(dramatically)

Sherlock Holmes!

wATSON

Thank you, Mrs Hudson.

(narrating)  I inspected the apartments.  They were cheerfully furnished and desirable in every way.

(Calling back to the silhouette of Holmes)

Mr. Holmes... Sherlock Holmes!

Holmes enters from an unexpected direction (the famous silhouette having been made by another actor).  He carries a test-tube).  His manner is intense.

holmes

Yes Dr Watson, I am Sherlock Holmes.  I have found it!

WATSON

Found what, Mr. Holmes?

HOLMES

An test for blood stains.  Fascinating. No, not this.  This is my mint cordial.

How are you, Doctor?  I see you have left the Army - you were wounded.

(Takes in Watson for a fraction of a second)

In Afghanistan.  The Battle of Maiwand - a nasty business.

WATSON

Indeed it was, Mr. Holmes.  About the rooms -

HOLMES

Yes, you will take them.  I hope you do not mind the smell of tobacco?  Or violin playing?

WATSON

By no means.  

HOLMES

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

WATSON

I don't think so, but might I ask -

HOLMES

I also use these rooms as a place of business.  From time to time, I will require the use of the sitting room for my clients.  I should warn you that they can be a troublesome lot.  Would you object to this?

WATSON

Not at all, but...

HOLMES

Then the matter is settled.

(ushering Watson "out of his rooms")

You will move in at noon tomorrow.  Good day, Doctor Watson.

Holmes exits.

WATSON

Good day - no.  Wait... Mr. Holmes!

Holmes returns.

hOLMES

Doctor Watson?

watson

Might I enquire – as to the nature of your business?

HOLMES

I am a consulting detective.  A client may have a problem and I solve it for them.  I have never lost a case.

watson

But how do you achieve these extraordinary results?

HOLMES

Observation and deduction.  I can glance at a man and tell you his history.  I can study any object and reveal the owner's character.

WATSON

What rubbish.  What you suggest is impossible!

HOLMES

On the contrary, my dear Watson, it is extremely possible.  Perhaps you would care to put my theory to the test...?

WATSON

Very well. 

(produces a watch)

What does this watch tell you about the owner?

Holmes takes the watch from Watson.  After a brief examination of it, he sags with disappointment.

hOLMES

Hardly anything.  This watch has been recently cleaned.

WATSON

What could you learn from a dirty watch?

HOLMES

A great deal more.  For now, I can only tell you that this watch belonged to your elder brother, who inherited it from your father.

WATSON

You saw the H. W. on the back?

HOLMES

Quite so.

Watson goes to take the watch back.  Holmes holds on to it, and speaks almost dreamily.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

Your brother was untidy, ill disciplined and careless.  He inherited money, but spent it foolishly.  He lived in poverty, with occasional short intervals of prosperity.  Finally, taking to drink, he died.

(proffering the watch to Watson)

That is all I can gather.

Watson stands up, enraged.

wATSON

This is unworthy, Holmes!  You have snooped into the history of my unhappy brother, and now pretend to deduce all this from his old watch!

HOLMES

I never even knew you had a brother until you handed me the watch.

WATSON

Then it was guesswork?

HOLMES

I never guess.  It is a shocking habit.  This watch is scratched all over.  Your brother was a careless man.  There are four pawnbrokers' marks on the case - your brother was often in need of money.  However, he was able to buy back the watch - he had some better times. Finally, there are scratches around the keyhole, where his drunkard's hand slipped as he wound it.

Again, Holmes holds out the watch to Watson.  This time, he takes it and replaces it in his pocket.

watson

Mr Holmes I apologize for any injustice I did you.

hOLMES

Not at all.  I am gratified in the interest you have shown in my work.  As it happens, I am expecting a new client any minute now. Perhaps you would wish to follow this case from the start?

WATSON

My dear fellow, I would not miss it for anything.

Holmes and Watson shake hands. 

Lighting change.

HELEN STONER enters.

hOLMES

Good day, madam.  I am Sherlock Holmes, and this is my friend and associate, Doctor Watson.

helen

Good day, gentlemen.  My name is Helen Stoner.

wATSON

Please allow me, Miss Stoner.

Watson provides Helen with a chair.  She sits down.

HOLMES

Are you cold, Madam?  I observe that you are shivering.

helen

It is not the cold, which makes me shiver.

HOLMES

What then?

HELEN

It is fear, Mr. Holmes.  It is terror.

hOLMES

You must not fear.  We shall soon set matters right.  Now, I beg of you, tell us everything that may help us.

HELEN

Alas!  The very horror of my situation lies in the fact that my fears are so vague.

HOLMES

Please, Miss Stoner.  What is it that you wish to tell me?

HELEN

I fear I am wasting your time, for I have no proof of anything.  It is all in my “womanish imagination”.  That is what my stepfather says.

HOLMES

Your stepfather?

HELEN

Dr. Roylott.  He is my only relation.  My mother is dead, and then... two years ago, my sister Julia was taken from me.  Mr. Holmes, it is of her death that I wish to speak to you.

HOLMES

I am all attention, Madam. 

HELEN

She was only thirty, and engaged to be married.  Two weeks before her wedding day... I still shudder to recall the terrible event.  

HOLMES

Simply state what your recollection is.

HELEN

Is it all in my mind?  Were my senses playing me false?  I had not slept properly for several nights.

HOLMES

Simply tell us what your recollection is.

HELEN

Yes Mr Holmes, I will try to re-live the night my sister died.

It was a wild night, the rain lashing through the dense fog...

SOUND:  Howling wind.

hELEN (CONT'D)

My stepfather's house, Stoke Moran, is very old and only one wing is inhabited.  Three bedrooms - my own, my sister's, and finally, my stepfather's.  

Lightning flashes.

SOUND:  Rumbling thunder. Unusual animal noises - a cheetah and a baboon.

hELEN (CONT'D)

My stepfather keeps a collection of Indian animals, including a cheetah and a baboon.  They wander freely over the grounds of the house.  And so, as usual, I checked my windows were firmly secured, and made sure to lock my door.  

Holmes lights his pipe in the shadows.  Pause.

hELEN (CONT'D)

Still I could not sleep.  

SOUND:  Creepy amplified footsteps.

Pause as Helen strains to hear.

hELEN (CONT'D)

I thought I heard footsteps in the corridor.  I strained to hear...

SOUND:  Creepy amplified footsteps.

hELEN (CONT'D)

My heart was in my mouth.  Who's there?  Is anybody there?

hELEN (CONT'D)

Who's there?

julia (Voice Over)

(whispered ghostly effect)

Helen.

HELEN

Julia.

JULIA (V.O.)

Have you ever heard anyone whistle in the dead of the night?

HELEN

Whistle?  No.  Why?

JULIA (V.O.)

These last few nights, I have always, about three in the morning, heard a low clear whistle.

HELEN

No, It must be from the Gypsy camp.  Go back to sleep, Julia.

JULIA (V.O.)

Good night, dear sister.

SOUND:  Footsteps away.  Julia locking her door noises.

heLEN

I heard my sister lock her door and fasten the shutters on her windows.  And so I tried to sleep.


SOUND:  Howling wind.  A sharp clap of thunder.

Lightning.

hELEN

I could not sleep, try as I might.  A vague feeling of impending misfortune impressed me.  

SOUND:  The wind howls.

Helen reclines and tries to sleep.  Low light.

SOUND:  The gale fades very low, close to silence.  We hear a ticking clock, the sound of which has seemingly previously been masked.

Pregnant pause.  On a prearranged beat of the clock (say 30), the clock stops, and SIMULTANEOUSLY, Helen sits bolt upright, gasping, sweating, as if woken from a fitful bad dream.  She looks around nervously from her bed, but can see or hear nothing.  Nervously, she tries to calm herself and settle down again.  Just as she manages to close her eyes again...

SOUND:  A piercing scream.

Helen jumps out of bed, and runs to the lip of the stage, staring out into the gloom.

hELEN (CONT'D)

I rushed towards my sister's room.  As I opened my door, I seemed to hear a low whistle...

SOUND:  A low clear whistle.

heLEN (CONT'D)

...and a few moments later, a clanging sound, as if a mass of metal had fallen.

SOUND:  Clanging metal.

heLEN (CONT'D)

I saw my sister swaying towards me, as if she were drunk.

jULIA (V.O.)

Oh my God!  Helen!  It was the band!  The speckled band!

HELEN

I ran to her and threw my arms around her.  She writhed in terrible pain, and her limbs were dreadfully convulsed.  She stabbed with her finger in the direction of my stepfather's room, and then she slowly sank and died.

Helen collapses from the very memory of her ordeal, sobbing.  Lights fade up to Baker Street state.  Watson goes to her assistance.

HeLEN (CONT'D)

Julia.  Oh, Julia.

wATSON

There, there, Miss Stoner.  You are quite safe now.

holmes

Miss Stoner, how did your sister die?

HELEN

That is the mystery, Mr. Holmes!  We don’t know.  There were no marks of violence on her, nor any trace of poison.

HOLMES

And what did you make of her words when she spoke of - a speckled band?

HELEN

Sometimes I think that it may have referred to a band of people, perhaps to the Gypsies.  My stepfather lets gypsies camp in the gardens.  Such a strange adjective - speckled.  Maybe it refers to the spotted handkerchiefs, which many of them wear over their heads?

watsON

(puzzled)

A whistle... a metallic sound... a "Speckled Band"... ?

hOLMES

These are very deep waters.  

(to Helen)

Pray go on.

HELEN

Two days ago, my stepfather informed me that repairs were to be done to the house, and that I must move into the room in which my sister died.  Last night, I could not sleep, for fear, and for the smell of my stepfather's strong Indian cigars.  I lay awake, remembering that dreadful night.  Then imagine my horror when last night I heard -

Helen shudders.  The whistle is heard, as if in her imagination.

HOLMES

A low whistle?

HELEN

(upset)

Yes, Mr. Holmes!  

hOLMES

Miss Stoner, what manner of man is your stepfather?

HELEN

His family is old but poor.  He inherited only a few acres of ground with the house.  So many years ago, he borrowed money and went out to Calcutta, where he married my mother, and worked as a doctor until,

watson

He worked as a doctor????!

HELEN

 Yes, in India, until in a fit of anger, he beat his butler to death.  After serving a long prison sentence, he finally returned to England with my mother, my sister Julia and I … and of course, with his collection of Indian animals.

wATSON

The cheetah and the baboon.

HELEN

Yes.

HOLMES

Have you told me all?

HELEN

Yes, all.

HOLMES

You have not.  You are protecting your stepfather.

Holmes takes Helen's hand, and pulls up the sleeve a little.

hoLMES (CONT'D)

Five livid spots - the marks of four fingers and a thumb.  He has hurt you.

HELEN

He hardly knows his own strength.  He is a hard, angry and disappointed man.

hOLMES

Did your mother have money of her own?

HELEN

She had a thousand pounds a year.  She gave Dr. Roylott control of her money, with the provision that Julia and I should receive an income in the event of our marriage.

HOLMES

And Julia died just before her wedding day... Do you have any marriage plans?

HELEN

Since the death of my sister, my life has been utterly lonely.  But then... 

HOLMES

Aha!

HELEN

A month ago, a dear friend, Percy Armitage, has asked my hand in marriage.

wATSON

Oh, congratulations!

Holmes' stare silences Watson.

HOLMES

I see.  Can we come to Stoke Moran today?

HELEN

Yes.  My stepfather is in London today, on business.

HOLMES

Excellent.  Hurry home and we shall both see you this afternoon.

heLEN

My heart is already lightened.  I shall look forward to seeing you.

holmes

Watson will see you out.  I must cogitate.

Watson goes out with Helen.  Holmes' violin is handed to him from behind the screen.  He plays a few bars, stops and thinks.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

A most dark and sinister business.

(plays a few more notes)

A low whistle - 

(plays)

The smell of cigars -

(plays)

A cheetah!  And a baboon!

(plays)

And then, those very peculiar words - the speckled band!

(He plays, and thinks)

Could it have been the Gypsies?  But then, how did they kill Helen Stoner - and why?

(Reacting to Roylott's entry)

And what, in the name of the devil!

Dr Roylott barges in, past Mrs Hudson.  He wears a very distinctive outfit, perhaps colourful Indian silks and hat, with a hunting crop swinging in his hand.

DR ROYLOTT

Where is that infernal meddler, Sherlock Holmes?

HOLMES

My name, sir.  And you, I imagine, are Doctor Grimesby Roylott of Stoke Moran.

DR ROYLOTT

My stepdaughter has been here.  I followed her.  What has she been saying to you?

HOLMES

It is a little cold for the time of year.

DR ROYLOTT

What has she been saying to you?

HOLMES

But I have heard that the crocuses promise well.

DR ROYLOTT

I have heard of you before.  You are Holmes the meddler.  Holmes the...

HOLMES

(helpfully)

Busybody?

DR ROYLOTT

Holmes the Scotland Yard Jack-in-office!

HOLMES

Your conversation is most entertaining.  When you go out, close the door, for there is a decided draught.

DR ROYLOTT

I will go when I have said my say.  I am warning you, keep yourself out of my affairs.  I am a dangerous man to fall foul of!

Roylott picks up a poker, and with great ceremony bends it into a curve.

dR ROYLOTT (CONT'D)

See that you keep yourself out of my grip.

Roylott throws the poker on the ground and exits.  Holmes chuckles.

hOLMES

A very amiable person, indeed.  

(Plays a few more bars on the violin)

He has the motive, he certainly has the temperament, but how? - Ah, that is the question!

Watson enters.

wATSON

Ah Holmes, I called a cab for Miss Stoner.  She begged us not to delay before going to Stoke Moran.  I must say, Holmes, she seems extremely nervous.   

HOLMES

And with good reason. 

(indicating the poker)

I was the happy recipient of a visit from her charming stepfather.

WATSON

(re: the poker)

Good Lord, Holmes!  Doctor Roylott did this?

HOLMES

Yes... However, if he had remained, I might have shown him that my own grip is not so feeble.

Holmes picks up the poker, and effortlessly bends it back into shape.  He puts it down again.

waTSON

(concerned)

So Dr Roylott knows that Miss Stoner has been here.  I hope that she will not suffer for this.

HOLMES

You are right to be concerned, Watson.  Let us hasten to Stoke Moran. 

Watson, slip this revolver into your pocket.  And I shall take this stout stick.  Both will be excellent arguments with a gentlemen who can twist steel pokers into knots.

Watson is trying, but failing, to bend the poker.

WATSON

Yes, indeed.

Watson pockets the gun.  They leave Baker Street together, donning their coats/capes as they go.

SOUND:  A train whistle.

The cast create a train carriage with an arrangement of chairs.  The Train Guard enters and blows a whistle.  

TRAIN GUARD

All aboard for Leatherhead!  All aboard!

SOUND:  A train whistle and the sound of a steam locomotive starting to move.  Watson and Holmes mime running after a train.  

HOLMES

Come on, Watson!  Run, man.

wATSON

(puffed out)

Yes... I'm... right behind you, Holmes.

HOLMES

Jump, Watson.  Jump!

They mime jumping on the train as it is moving away from the platform.  Watson clearly struggles with his fitness.

wATSON

I wish I had not had that last crumpet for breakfast.

HOLMES

Come on.  Let's find a seat.

They find two seats and sit down.

SOUND:  Train noise under the scene.

WATSON

(narrating, still catching his breath)

At Waterloo, we were fortunate in catching a train to Leatherhead without... too much trouble.

train guard

Tickets, please.

Holmes and Watson have their tickets checked by the Guard.  They all wobble about to suggest the movement of the train.

tRAIN GUARD (CONT'D)

Thank you, sir.  Thank you.

The Guard moves on up the train, wobbling as he goes.  Watson watches the world go by through the window..

wATSON (CONT'D)

 (narrating)

My companion sat buried in the deepest thought.

tRAIN GUARD

Next stop, Leatherhead. 

SOUND:  The train slows to a halt, brakes screeching.  A puff of steam.

Holmes rises, followed by Watson.

hOLMES

Ah, here we are at last.  Come, Watson, we need to hire a trap at the station inn there.

They disembark and walk to the station inn.

wATSON

(narrating)

We hired a trap to drive the last few miles, through the lovely Surrey lanes.

The trap driver (played by the female actor) is waiting by his trap nonchalantly, whip in hand. 

HOLMES

I say, there my man.

TRAP DRIVER

Sir?

HOLMES

We're trying to get to Stoke Moran.

TRAP DRIVER

(Alarmed)

Stoke Moran?

HOLMES

That's right.

TRAP DRIVER

Ooh well, I don't know about that, sir.

HOLMES

What do you mean, you don't know?

TRAP DRIVER

I don't like to go up that way, sir.  It's a bit far north.

HOLMES

How far?

TRAP DRIVER

Must be five miles.

HOLMES

That's hardly far.

TRAP DRIVER

Ay, well, it's difficult to find a fare on the way back from Stoke Moran at this time of day, sir.

watSON

(impatient)

My dear fellow, we need to get to the house of Dr. Grimesby Roylott as soon as possible.

TRAP DRIVER

Dr. Roylott?  I'm sorry, sir.

The trap driver turns to go.

hOLMES

There's two shillings in it...

TRAP DRIVER

Hm.  All right.  Jump in.  I'll take you as far as the village.

They get into the trap.  The Driver cracks the whip, and they set off rattling down the road.  Again, the cast wobble (in a different, bumpy road kind of way!)

wATSON

(narrating)

It was a perfect sunny day, with a few fleecy clouds in the heavens.  The trees and wayside hedges were just throwing out their first green shoots, and the air was full of the pleasant smell of moist earth.  The sweet promise of the Spring was in strange contrast to our sinister quest.

HOLMES

Watson, look!

WATSON

Stoke Moran?

tRAP DRIVER

Yes, sir, that be the house of Dr. Grimesby Roylott, up on the hill there.

A small model of the manor is lit behind the gauze.

trap DRIVER (CONT'D)

There's the village, but you'll find it quicker to go across the field, over by that stile.  There it is, where the lady is walking.  Woah!

Watson pays the Driver, who exits.

hOLMES

And the lady, I fancy, is Miss Stoner.

(calls out)

Miss Stoner!  Miss Stoner!

Helen enters, carrying a lantern.

heLEN (CONT'D)

Mr. Holmes! Doctor Watson!  I have been waiting so eagerly for you!  All has turned out splendidly, Dr Roylott has gone to London...

hOLMES

Yes.  He paid us a visit at Baker Street.

HELEN

He followed me into town!  He is so cunning that I never know when I am safe from him.

wATSON

You should lock yourself up from him tonight.

HOLMES

Now, we must make the best use of our time, so kindly take us at once to the rooms we are to examine.

Lighting change.  Helen takes Holmes and Watson to her room.  As they move, Holmes examines the house...

HOLMES (CONT'D)

What is the pressing need for repairs to the house?

HELEN

There is none.  I believe that it was an excuse to move me from my room.

HOLMES

This is your sister's bedroom?

helen

It was.  Now I sleep here myself, but I used to sleep in that one.

She indicates stage right.  Holmes examines the room and points to a bell rope, hanging down beside the bed.

hOLMES

That bell-rope seems newer than the other things.

HELEN

Yes, it was only put there a couple of years ago.

HOLMES

Your sister asked for it?

HELEN

No, I never heard of her using it.  I do not even know what it is for.

Holmes examines the bell-rope.

hOLMES

Why, it's a dummy.

wATSON

Won't it ring?

HOLMES

No, it is not even attached to a wire.  You can see now that it is fastened to that hook there, by the little opening for the ventilator.

heLEN

How very absurd!  

HOLMES

Very strange.  And so is this ventilator - it opens not into the outside air, but to another room!    

HELEN

My stepfather's room.

holmes

We must examine that room.

She indicates stage left.

heLEN

(exiting in the same direction from which they entered.)

Please, follow me.  

Scene change: Watson quickly removes the bell-pull, whilst the free male actor fixes floor-safe with a saucer of milk on top of it – all to represent the bedroom of Dr Roylott.

heLEN (CONT'D)

But take care not to disturb anything.  I fear he will be greatly angered if he discovers our intrusion.

The others follow her off. Lights up.  They all re-enter, once again using the same entrance.

hOLMES

Hmm.

wATSON

It looks like the other room, don't you think, Holmes?

HOLMES

Yes, very similar indeed.  Remarkably similar.

Holmes walks over to the safe.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

Have you ever looked inside this safe?

heLEN

Years ago.  It was full of papers.

HOLMES

There isn't a cat in it, for example?

HELEN

No!  What a strange idea!

HOLMES

Well, look at this!

Holmes picks up a saucer of milk from the top of the safe.  Watson takes the saucer, dips his finger in and smells it suspiciously.

wATSON

Fresh milk, I believe.

HOLMES

Well?

heLEN

No; we don't keep a cat.  But there is the cheetah and the baboon.

HOLMES

Ah, yes, of course!  Well, a cheetah is just a big cat, and yet a saucer of milk does not go very far in satisfying its appetite, I daresay.  Now, one more thing...

Holmes takes his lens and examines the top of the safe.  He taps it. 

SOUND: The metallic sound.

waTSON

The metallic sound!

heLEN

(doubtful)

It could be... 

Holmes notices something hidden in the bed.  It is a "small dog lash, tied so as to make a loop of whipcord".

hOLMES

Hullo!  Here is something interesting.  What do you make of that, Watson?

wATSON

A dog lash, with a strange loop tied at one end.  I wonder what that is for?

HOLMES

Ah, me!  It's a wicked world, and when a clever man turns his brains to crime it is the worst of all.  

heLEN

My poor sister!

hOLMES

Miss Stoner, you are in the gravest danger.  It is essential that both my friend and I must spend the night in your room.

Helen and Watson are astonished.

wATSON

I say, Holmes!

HOLMES

Miss Stoner, follow my instructions carefully - your life may depend on it.  When your stepfather comes back, wait until he has gone to bed, put your lamp in your window as a signal, and return to your old room.  Leave the rest to us.

HELEN

But what will you do?

HOLMES

We shall spend the night in your room.  Good-bye, and be brave.

(to Watson)

Do you know, Watson?  I have really some scruples as to taking you tonight.  There is a distinct element of danger.

Holmes and Watson leave the stage, and walk through the auditorium as they chat. Whilst they distract the audience's attention, lights fade out to blackout on stage and the cast resets the scene to Julia’s old bedroom where Helen must wait.

WATSON

What danger?  You have evidently seen more in those rooms than was visible to me.

HOLMES

No, but I fancy I may have deduced a little more.  I imagine you saw all that I did.

WATSON

I saw nothing unusual, save the bell rope.

HOLMES

You saw the ventilator too.

WATSON

Yes, but it was so small.

HOLMES

I knew that we would see a ventilator before we came here.

WATSON

My dear Holmes!

HOLMES

Oh yes!  Do you remember Miss Stoner said that she could smell Dr. Roylott's cigar smoke?

WATSON

But what harm can there be in that?

They go to the back of the auditorium.

Dim lights up on stage.  Helen is in bed listening attentively.  She gets out of bed and anxiously looks out of her window (out into the auditorium).  Seeing nothing, she checks that her door is locked, and then nervously returns to bed.

SOUND:  Creaking footsteps.

Helen sits up and strains to hear.

SOUND:  More creaking footsteps, then the sound of a door creaking open and shutting again.

Helen goes to the door to listen and check, then waves her lantern "in the window."  Quietly, nervously, she sneaks out.

In the gloom, Holmes and Watson make their way trough the auditorium to the lip of the stage.

SOUND: A baboon.

wATSON (CONT'D)

(whispering)

My God!  What was that?  Did you see it?

HOLMES

That is the baboon.

WATSON

Oh my God!

HOLMES

Shhh!  There is also the cheetah!

SOUND: Cheetah noise?!

They climb up ("up the wall and through the window") on to the stage.  Holmes picks up the lamp.  Very dim lighting, to give the impression that the lamp is their only light source.

wATSON

Phew.  I must confess, I'm rather glad to be inside.

HOLMES

Shhh!  The faintest sound would be fatal to our plans.

We must sit without light.  He will see it through the ventilator.

Watson turns out the light.  Lights dim even further.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

Have your pistol ready.  You might need it.

They wait, tense.  Holmes grips his stick, Watson aims his revolver.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

Not a sound, Watson.  Remember -

wATSON

- A lady's life may depend upon it.

HOLMES

As well as your own.

SOUND:  The parish clock strikes one.

SOUND:  Creepy owl hooting.

An extremely long tense pause.

SOUND:  A long cat-like whine (the cheetah).

Silence.

SOUND:  The parish clock strikes two.

Pause.

SOUND:  A gentle soothing sound, "like that of a small jet of steam escaping from a kettle."

A free cast member uses a snakeskin-covered stick to tickle the back of an audience members neck.

Suddenly, there is a flurry of activity and noise.  Holmes whacks the bell-pull and floor (for noise) with his cane.  Watson is up like a shot, knocking his chair over.

wATSON

UH!

HOLMES

You see it, Watson!  You see it?

WATSON

UH!  Where?  What?

SOUND:  A low clear whistle.

SOUND or live:  Dr. Roylott's death-shriek of pain, fear and anger.

Silence.

WATSON (CONT'D)

(terrified)

Holmes?  Holmes?  Are you there?  What's happening?

Holmes lights the lamp, revealing that all is well. 

hOLMES

It is all over, Watson.

WATSON

Thank God, you're alive!

HOLMES

Evidently.  Take your pistol, Watson, and follow me to Dr. Roylott's bedroom.

They exit, taking the lamp with them, leaving the stage in blackout.  The cast re-sets the bedroom of Dr. Roylott.

Dr Roylott (played by the Tour Rep wearing Roylott's distinctive costume) pre-sets himself, dead, slumped in a chair.  His dog-lash lies on his lap, and a snake - "the speckled band" - is bound tightly around his forehead.

Lights up.  Holmes enters, gingerly, followed by Watson.

wATSON

Good God!

They stare at Roylott and the snake.

HOLMES

The band.  The speckled band.

WATSON

What is it, Holmes, a snake?

HOLMES

It is a swamp adder - the deadliest snake in India.  The doctor would have died in ten seconds flat.

WATSON

Wait!  It's moving!  It is still alive.

The snake slowly uncoils.

WATSON (CONT'D)

Look out, Holmes!  I say, do be careful Holmes.

HOLMES

Let us thrust this creature back in its den.

He throws it into the safe, and slams the door shut.  The sound is that of the metallic clunk heard by Helen earlier.

heLEN

Mr. Holmes!  What is going on?

(Sees the body)

Oh!  My poor stepfather!

HOLMES

Hardly.  Your stepfather planned to poison you with a deadly snake.  But the beast turned its venom on him instead, bit him and he died.

HELEN

(in shock)

I see.

wATSON

By Jove!  Well done, Holmes!

(chuckles)

Quite a shock, when we saw the snake - that swamp adder, eh?

HOLMES

Not in the slightest, my dear Watson.  I had been expecting our slithering friend all evening.  

helen

(bewildered)

But - why?

wATSON

Yes, why?

hOLMES

(to Helen)

In your room, we saw the ventilator and the bell-rope nearby, acting like a bridge to the bed.  We already knew the Doctor collected creatures from India.  I instantly thought of a snake.  

helEN

What about the saucer of milk?

HOLMES

Snake food.

waTSON

And the low whistle?

HOLMES

The fiendish Doctor trained the snake to return to him when he whistled.  He would send it through the ventilator night after night, hoping it would bite Miss Stoner.  

WATSON

And the metallic clang...

Watson opens the door of the safe, pleased with his detective work.

hOLMES

Careful - the snake!

Watson makes a show of fighting the snake back into the safe

WATSON

Let me go Miss Stoner, this is man’s work.  Oh my hat.

He finally gets hat and slams shut the trap door.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

But, yes.  The metallic clang.  Exactly.

heLEN

But why did the beast attack my stepfather?

HOLMES

The blows of my cane roused its snakish temper, and it flew at the first person it saw.  Miss Stoner, I am afraid that I am indirectly responsible for your stepfather's death.

Helen has been looking at her stepfather's body.  She stands up straight, and looks Holmes in the eye.  Her timidity and hysteria have gone.  She seems a different person - strong, confident.

helen

This man killed my dear sister and tried tonight to murder me.  I do not think that his death should weigh heavily upon your conscience.  Come, let us inform the authorities.

Holmes drags off dead boy, he and Helen exit.  Lighting change. 

WATSON

(narrates)

What an extraordinary adventure!  I was so taken by my new friend's powers of deduction that I wrote and published his most interesting cases, in The Strand magazine.  The stories were an immediate hit - although as a writer, I must confess that I was somewhat irritated when he criticised my work...

Holmes re-enters, now back at Baker Street.  Watson joins him.

waTSON (CONT'D)

(proud but trying to appear modest)

Holmes, have you seen The Strand magazine this month?

Holmes shakes his head.

hOLMES

I glanced over it.  Honestly, I cannot congratulate you.  Detection is an exact science, and should be treated in the same cold and unemotional manner.  You have attempted to tinge it with romanticism.

WATSON

But Holmes, the public, they demand entertainment!  I cannot devote every line of my story to your logic!

HOLMES

How regrettable. You should concentrate on my technique of analytical reasoning.  That is the only point, which deserves mention.

Holmes exits.

waTSON

(narrating)

Holmes could be infuriating!  Infuriating, but brilliant.  I became his best friend and constant companion in all his adventures.  And what adventures they were

VIOLET HUNTER enters - (in a short-haired wig).

VIOLET

I have been offered a position as a governess.  The pay is extremely good - a hundred and twenty pounds a year!  But why did they ask me to cut off my hair?

HOLMES

Because they want you to impersonate their daughter.  They have her locked away and hidden in a secret wing of the house.

VIOLET

Oh my goodness!

Violet exits.

HOLMES

Next!

JABEZ WILSON enters, wearing a bright red wig.  

As he talks to Holmes, Watson sneaks offstage.

WILSON

I don't understand it, Mr. Holmes?  Why did they pay me for having red hair and then go and dissolve the Red-Headed League?

HOLMES

There never was a Red-Headed League. It was a cunning plan to get you out of your house, so thieves could tunnel into the bank vault next door.

WILSON

Blimey!

Wilson exits.

PETERSON (played by Watson) enters, carrying a comedy rubber goose.

PETERSON

(waving the goose)

The goose, Mr. Holmes!  The goose!

HOLMES

What of it?

PETERSON

See what my wife found up inside it!  It looks like a sapphire.

Peterson hands Holmes a stone.  Holmes whistles.

HOLMES

It is the Countess of Morcar's blue carbuncle!  The reward for finding it is a thousand pounds!

PETERSON

A thousand pounds!  Yippee

Peterson takes back the stone, and runs off with glee.

HOLMES

Next!     Next?!

Holmes changes into his dressing gown and settles himself down on set.  He looks bored.

wATSON (CONT'D)

(narrating)

When Sherlock Holmes was hot upon the scent of a problem, nothing could exceed his energy.  Now and again, however, when there was no case a reaction would seize him, and he would lie upon the sofa for days on end...

hOLMES

(suddenly)

It is no good, Watson!

WATSON

What is no good?

hoLMES

Crime!  The villains of London are a dull breed.  Not one of them has seen fit to present me with a challenge worthy of my abilities.  I am forced seek an alternative stimulus.

wATSON

Not your syringe, I hope!  I could not believe that a man as intelligent as Holmes could ruin himself in this way.  Which is it today?  Morphine or cocaine?  Don't do it, Holmes!  These things destroy a man's health and spirits!

HOLMES

You seem very sure, Doctor.

watsON

I am utterly convinced of this!  As sure as I am that - that the Earth travels around the sun!

hOLMES

And - does it?

WATSON

Of course!

HOLMES

I was not aware.

WATSON

You were not aware that the Earth travels around the Sun?

HOLMES

Not in the slightest.  And now that you have told me so, I shall do my best to forget it.  

WATSON

To forget it!

HOLMES

A man's brain is like an attic; he must stock it with the furniture he chooses.  If you cram it with rubbish, useful knowledge gets crowded out.

wATSON

But Holmes, this is the nineteenth century!  You must be aware that the Earth orbits the Sun!

HOLMES

What is that to me?  If we went round the moon it would not make any difference to me or my work.

WATSON

Do you have any professional enquiry on hand at present? 

holMES

None.  I cannot live without brainwork.  What else is there to live for?  Stand at the window here.  

(Watson joins Holmes at the "window")

Was ever such a dreary, dismal, unprofitable world?  See how the yellow fog swirls down the street - what could be more hopeless?  

Holmes leaves Watson and goes to refill his syringe.  Watson remains at the window.

SOUND: A horse and carriage outside.

hoLMES (CONT'D)

Crime is commonplace, existence is commonplace, and everything on earth is commonplace... 

wATSON

That carriage is far from commonplace.  And it's stopping just outside - perhaps it is a client for you? 

Holmes leaps up and goes to the window.

holmes

A stately carriage - and those horses cost a hundred and fifty guineas apiece!  There's money in this case, Watson!

There is a knock at the door.

waTSON

(narrates)

A man entered who could hardly have been less than six feet six inches in height, with the chest and limbs of a Hercules! 

The Tour Rep makes a big entrance, wearing a black leather mask and a tasteless, gaudy cloak.

wATSON (CONT'D)

(narrates)

He appeared to be a man of strong, resolute character.

The Tour Rep strikes a suitable pose.

FX: The Tour Rep's mobile phone goes off.

tour rep

Oui, oui.

He takes off his mask and cloak and hands them to Watson, talking on his mobile as he does so.

tOUR REP (CONT'D)

(in French, on the mobile)

Hello?  Mr Tony Blair!  Yes, of course we will be honoured to perform "Sherlock Holmes" at the Houses of Parliament.  But not right now; we are at the Silvia Monfort in Paris … um will you be paying in euros? [or whatever, etc, etc.]

Talking away, the Tour Rep exits.  Watson puts on the cloak and mask.

watSON

Six feet six inches in height. 

(He draws himself up)

With the chest and limbs of a - erm, yes, a Hercules.   He spoke with a deep, harsh voice and a strongly marked German accent.

As he speaks, Watson gradually becomes the KING OF BOHEMIA, complete with strong German accent. 

king

Mr. Sherlock Holmes?

HOLMES

Good evening, Sir.  Whom have I the honour of addressing?

KING

You may address me as - as - The Count.  I am just a humble Count. 

What I have to say is of great importance to European history!  It implicates the great House of Ormstein, hereditary Kings of Bohemia!

hOLMES

Please continue.

KING

The fact of the matter is...

The King pauses.

holMES

If you would simply state your case, I should be better able to advise you… Your Majesty!

The King tears the mask from his face, and flings it to the floor.

king

Aaarh. Ya!  You are right!  I am the King of Bohemia!  Why should I attempt to conceal it?

HOLMES

You may have many reasons to conceal your identity.  The fault was not in your Majesty's plan - 

(picks up the mask, amused)

- but in the execution.  Your Majesty had not spoken before I was aware that I was addressing Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, King of Bohemia.

KING

It is true I am the King!  I have travelled all the way to London in disguise in order to consult you.

HOLMES

Then pray consult.

The King takes a deep breath, and sings in a parodic Gilbert & Sullivan vein:

king

(sings)

I am the Bohemian King.
HOLMES

(speaks, patiently)

Yes, you are the Bohemian King.

KING

(sings)

And it is, oh it is such a difficult thing.

It's difficult being a King.
HOLMES

(speaks, quietly sceptical)

It's difficult being a King?

KING

So difficult being a King!

There's papers to sign, borders to define,

 Crown Jewels to shine, wrongdoers to fine,

Pockets to line, Honours to assign,

And remembering which way to pass the port wine.

It's difficult being a King.
HOLMES

(speaks)

If your Majesty could confine yourself to the matter in hand...

KING

(speaks)

I'm just getting to that!

(sings)

A Royal is expected

To be cultured in his ways,

Visit concert-halls and galleries

And foreign language plays.

I always did my duty,

I tried hard not to grouse,

And so I came, one evening,

To Warsaw Opera House..

.
hOLMES

(speaks)

Aha!  No doubt you saw Irene Adler, the Prima Donna of Warsaw's Imperial Opera?  

KING

Oh ya!

Irene Adler floats on to the stage.  She's a vision of loveliness in a low-cut dress.  

irene

(sings)

Some say that love is for the poor and meek,

Some say that love's the comfort of the weak.

But I say, love is for everyone, .

The pauper and the millionaire...

(She looks at the King as she goes into the chorus.)

Oh, never say diamonds are shiny but cold,

I'll love you as much with a big bag of gold.

You're never too wealthy,
Never too wealthy for love.

(King: 

Wealthy you can’t have too much money.  Wealthy, she’ll be my honey-bunny)

Irene (contd)

I'll never agree that riches bring sorrow,
If you had a fortune we'd marry tomorrow,

You're never too wealthy,

You’re ever too wealthy for love.

(KING
Wealthy, you can’t have too much money, wealthy, she’ll be the king’s new honey)
irene (contd)

Oh, I don't care how many castles you own,

I don't even care if you're heir to a throne,

You're never too wealthy,
You’re ever too wealthy for love.

(KING

Wealthy, let’s spend my daddy’s money.  Wealthy she’ll be my honey-bunny)

irene (contd)

(looks at the King)

Dear Sir!  No! You're never too wealthy for love!

KING

(speaks)

It was as if she had seen into the depths of my soul!  Never had I felt so understood!  That evening, after the performance, I went backstage to call upon her in her dressing room.  

The King goes to Irene’s dressing room.

kING (CONT'D)

(speaks)

Miss Adler.

iRENE

(curtseys, sings)

Your Highness...

KING

(sings)

Your singing was delightful.
IRENE

(sings)

But some said I was frightful.
KING

(sings)

How could they be so spiteful?
IRENE

(sings)

Oh no, they were insightful.

Oh yes, my voice was frightful -

Because my mind was quite full...

Of you!
KING

(sings)

Of me?
IRENE

(sings)

Of you!
KING

(sings)

Of me?
IRENE

(sings)

Of you!
They kiss.

hOLMES

(speaks)

Thank you, your Majesty.

IRENE

(speaks, sexy, urgent)

Close the dressing room door!

Their embrace grows more passionate.

holmes

(speaks)

Yes, yes, your Majesty, we'll take that part as read, shall we?  What happened afterwards?

KING

(speaks)

We fell deeply and passionately in love!

HOLMES

(speaks)

Congratulations.  So why do you need my services?

KING

(speaks)

Well, obviously, it couldn't last.

HOLMES

(speaks)

Couldn't it?

KING

(speaks)

Of course not - I always knew that when I became King, I would have to give her up.

HOLMES

(speaks)

And the lady was aware of this?

KING

(speaks)

I made it perfectly plain.

(sings, to Irene)

As soon as my poor father's died

I'll need a woman by my side,

A noble Queen to be my guide.

The royal knot must then be tied -
IRENE

(sings)

Of course I'll gladly be your bride!
hoLMES

(speaks)

What?!

king

(speaks)

Perhaps she did not entirely understand me.

hOLMES

She thought you would marry her?

KING

Yes she did, and it is very embarrassing.

hoLMES

Embarrassing?

KING

Yes, because now I am King, of course I must make a strategic marriage.  So on the advice of my courtiers, I proposed to Clothilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, second daughter of the King of Scandinavia.

hOLMES

How did Miss Adler take the news?

Irene goes to slap king but the courier takes it in the face

KING

Not very well...

iRENE

(sings, dramatically)

You can kiss goodbye to this Princess of Scandinavia

When I tell her father of your scandalous behaviour.

As long as I am still alive, I'll do my best to see

That you can't marry anyone, unless you marry me.
HOLMES

(speaks)

Your Majesty has indeed committed an indiscretion!  Can she prove anything?

KING

I sent her love-letters on my own private notepaper.

HOLMES

Stolen.

KING

In my own writing.

HOLMES

Forged.

KING

She has my photograph.

HOLMES

Bought.

KING

We were - both in the photograph.

The King joins Irene for a moment.  They kiss.  A paparazzi-type flash bulb goes off (not period but symbolic).  They look surprised.

HOLMES

Oh dear.

irene

(sings, dramatic)

My body is that of a woman

But I have a soul of steel.

I want you to suffer as I have,

Want you to feel how I feel.

In three days I'll send her that picture,

In three days your fiancé will know.

In three days the world will be reeling

To see how low a Royal can go.
Having made her threat, Irene departs.

king

And so, as you see, we have -

hOLMES / king

Three days.

KING

I must have that photograph!

HOLMES

Then your Majesty must pay.

KING

She will not sell.  

HOLMES

Then you must steal it.

KING

Five times, I have sent burglars to ransack her home.  There has been no sign of it.  I have diverted her luggage, and have had her waylaid and searched.  The photograph has never been found.

HOLMES

The lady now lives in London, I believe?

KING

At Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St John's Wood.

HOLMES

Good.  I trust we shall soon have good news for you.  Good-night, your Majesty.

KING

Good day Mr Holmes.  Come!

Lighting change.  The King exits.

holmES (CONT'D)

A pretty little problem!  She intends to use the photograph in three days.  It must be where she can lay hands upon it - in her own house!  Watson, be so good as to meet me tomorrow at three o’clock, outside Irene Adler’s house.

WATSON (from offstage)

Very well Holmes.

Scene change to street outside Irene’s house.  Watson enters.

wATSON

(narrating)

The next day, at precisely three o'clock, I was outside Irene Adler’s house at Briony Lodge.  

Watson stands as if waiting, and looks up and down.

wATSON (CONT'D)

There was no sign of my friend.  The only man in sight was a drunken-looking groom, a rough looking chap with an red face and shabby clothes.

A DRUNKEN GROOM staggers on (Holmes, in a battered "groom" hat and jacket).  He goes up to Watson and stares into his face, aggressive.

hOLMES

(very drunken, very Cockney)

Oy!  What d'you think you're lookin' at?

WATSON

Stand aside, man!  I have no business with you - I am waiting for a friend!

HOLMES

(removing his hat)

And here he is.

WATSON

Good Lord, Holmes!  Is that you?  What on earth were you doing?

HOLMES

By disguising myself as a groom, I was able to talk to John, Miss Adler's driver.  I have gained a great deal of valuable information.  

WATSON

Such as?

HOLMES

Miss Adler drives out at five every day, and returns at seven sharp for dinner.  She has only one regular visitor, Mr. Godfrey Norton, an English solicitor.  He calls every day -

Godfrey Norton rushes out.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

And here he comes!

Holmes and Watson attempt to conceal themselves as GODFREY NORTON, an English solicitor, rushes out, holding up his hand.

norton

Taxi!  Taxi!

SOUND:  A hansom cab halts.  Neighing and the clopping of hooves.

Norton runs right across the stage, shouting as he does so.

noRTON (CONT'D)

Cabbie!  Take me to the Church.  The church of St Monica in the Edgware Road!  

SOUND:  More neighing as the hansom cab drives off.

Norton mimes as if he is being driven in a carriage. 

holMES

Fascinating.

wATSON

What can this mean, Holmes?  Should we follow him?

HOLMES

Look out, Watson!

Irene Adler rushes on.  

iRENE

Where is my carriage?  John!  John! 

Irene takes her ‘carriage’.

irENE (CONT'D)

The Church of St Monica, John!  Half a guinea if you get there in twenty minutes!

Irene mimes riding in a carriage.

Watson and Holmes look at each other.

watSON / holmes

Taxi!  Taxi!

SOUND:  Brief clopping of hooves, taxi pulling up.  

Holmes and Watson get ‘into’ their carriage.

HOLMES

The Church of St. Monica! Drive like the Devil!

SOUND:  The cab screeches off.

wATSON

(narrating)

Our cabby drove fast, as we chased the other two cabs over London's narrow, cobbled streets.

The three "cabs" get into a race, with the cabs racing, drawing level, turning around sharp bends, etc.  

SOUND:
horses' hooves.  

Chase music.

Over the noise, and considerably shaken by the cab chase over cobbled streets, Watson and Holmes have a shouted conversation.

watSON (CONT'D)

Holmes!

hOLMES

Yes?

WATSON

What a very attractive woman she is!

HOLMES

Who?

WATSON

Miss Adler!

hoLMES

To me, she is a mere unit, a factor in a problem.  

WATSON

You are an automaton - a calculating machine!  

HOLMES

Thank you.

Norton, followed by Irene, leap out of their "cabs" and rush offstage. WATSON

hOLMES (CONT'D)

Cabby, here is the church!

SOUND:  End of sound of clopping hooves.

Watson and Holmes dismount.  Watson pays the driver.

wATSON

They are here before us!  Let us hurry into the church!

HOLMES

Wait!  We do not want them to see us...

Too late.  Norton rushes in, "from the church" (in a top hat), followed by Irene (wearing a veil).  Norton grabs Holmes.

norTON

Thank God!  You'll do!  Come!  Come!

holmes

What do you want with me?

NORTON

Come on, man!  You must be a witness, or it won't be legal!

hOLMES

(aside, to Watson)

I shall meet you back at Briony Lodge Watson.

watson

Very well Holmes.

Norton and Irene stop, facing the back of the stage, as if waiting at an altar. 

SOUND:  wedding bells.

Irene and Norton turn and kiss.  Holmes throws confetti on them.  Irene and Norton kiss again.

ireNE

I shall drive out at five as usual.

Norton

Oh, there you go.

Norton puts something in Holmes' hand.  Irene and Norton run off in opposite directions.  Norton blows her a kiss as he goes.  Holmes looks into his hand, finds a coin, shrugs and walks off.

Lighting change.  Watson is waiting outside Briony Lodge.

watson

Meanwhile back at Briony Lodge, 

holmes

They are married.

WATSON

How extraordinary.  Most surprising!

hOLMES

Indeed!  But our priority is to get that photograph.

WATSON

What shall we do?

holmES

We must strike now, Watson!  Miss Adler - or Mrs Norton - returns from her drive at seven.  When she does, I shall need your help.

wATSON

What is our plan?

HOLMES

I have already arranged what is to occur.  When the lady's carriage arrives, there will be some unpleasantness.  It will end in my being conveyed into the house.  Four minutes afterward, the sitting-room window will open.  Watch for my signal.  When I raise my hand like this, throw this into the room and shout "Fire!"

Holmes gives Watson an object.

watsON

What in God's name is this?

HOLMES

It is a self-lighting smoke rocket.  My own design.

WATSON

Ingenious.  

HOLMES

Extremely.  When you have completed your task, walk to the end of the street.  I will meet you there.  I hope that I have made myself clear.

WATSON

Entirely.

HOLMES

Excellent.  

(consults his watch)

And now I must disguise myself again.  

Holmes reaches inside his jacket and puts on a dog-collar.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

I shall pretend to be a priest.  

(Making the sign of the cross)

Bless you, my son.  Bless you.

wATSON

Oh vicar.  You have not seen a friend of mine have you?

Holmes

It is me Watson!

watson

My word, Holmes!  The stage lost a fine actor when you became a specialist in crime!

Suspecting him of sarcasm, Holmes gives him a look.

HOLMES

I hear the rumble of wheels.

SOUND: A carriage.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

It is her carriage!  Now, carry out my orders to the letter!  

wATSON

(narrates)

Irene Adler's carriage rattled up to the door of Briony Lodge.  But as it arrived, a fight broke out at the street corner.  

The Ruffian dashes towards Irene Adler.

watson (CONT'D)

Miss Adler was surrounded by violent men, who struck savagely at each other with their fists and sticks.

iRENE

Stop it, you beasts!  You ruffians!  Help!  Help!

WATSON

(narrating)

Holmes dashed to protect her.

hOLMES

I pray you, leave this lady alone!  You are nothing but savages!  

ruffian

Savages, are we?  Take that!

Holmes doubles over in pain.

ruffian (CONT'D)

And that!

wATSON

Holmes took a punch to the stomach.

Holmes mimes taking such a blow.

watson (CONT'D)

He was also hit with a stick.

Holmes mimes taking another blow.

wATSON (CONT'D)

And severely beaten about the head.

Holmes staggers, clutching his head.

watson (CONT'D)

He then took a severe kick right in the -

hOLMES

That's enough, Watson!

Holmes falls to the ground. 

wATSON

He gave a cry, and dropped to the ground, with the blood flowing freely down his face.  As he fell, the gang took to their heels and ran.

The Ruffian runs off.

irene

Oh, you poor, dear, brave fellow!  Those scoundrels surely meant to rob and hurt me - and they would have, were it not for you, Vicar!  Please come into my sitting-room!

Irene helps Holmes to his feet, and into her "house".

holmes

(sounding ill and weak)

Thank you - my dear lady...

IRENE

Can I fetch you water, Vicar?  Or brandy?

HOLMES

(very weak)

Air!  I need air!

IRENE

Of course, Vicar!

Irene goes to the front of the stage, and mimes opening a window.

hOLMES

A thousand thanks, dear Madam.  And now, might I be so bold as to ask for that brandy?

irene

Of course, my dear vicar!  Butler!

Irene Adler's BUTLER appears.

iRENE (CONT'D)

Butler, a brandy for our guest!

butler

Right you are, my Lady.

Whilst Irene is preoccupied with the Butler, Holmes gestures frantically to Watson. 

hOLMES

(to Irene)

Thank you!

Watson throws the smoke-bomb.  Smoke machine, red lights, sound effect, strobe? miming and coughing from the cast etc.

waTSON

Fire!

HOLMES

Fire!

bUTLER

Fire!

irene

Fire!

all

Fire!  Fire!  Fire!

Irene takes a package from her hiding place, under the trapdoor.  

Holmes watches, approaches behind her, and taps her on the shoulder.

holMES

Do not concern yourself, dear lady!  

Irene gasps at finding him suddenly behind her and replaces the package.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

It is all a false alarm!

iRENE

Oh, what a relief!... I am glad to see that you have recovered yourself so very quickly, Vicar.  

HOLMES

Thanks to you, my dear lady.  I shall now return to my congregation.

IRENE

Good-bye, Vicar.

Irene leaves.  Holmes joins Watson.

hOLMES

You did well, Doctor.

WATSON

Ah Vicar.  Ha ha.  So, Holmes, do you have the photograph?

HOLMES

I know where it is.

WATSON

How?

HOLMES

She showed me.  

WATSON

I am still in the dark.

HOLMES

The men the street were my accomplices.  When the fight broke out, I pretended to be injured.  It is an old trick.  She had to invite me in.  I needed air, she opened the window, and you had your chance to throw the smoke-rocket.

A MAN, (very bundled up) enters, and stands on stage. 

HOLMES

You see when a woman thinks her house is on fire, she tries to save the thing she values most.  A married woman grabs for her baby, an unmarried one reaches for her jewels.  Irene Adler rushed for our precious photograph.  It is hidden under the floor-boards.

Holmes and Watson walk past the mysterious man.

WATSON

And now?

HOLMES

We shall call, with the King, tomorrow, and reclaim the photograph. 

man

(in a deep voice)

Goodnight, Mr. Sherlock Holmes and Doctor Watson.

HOLMES / WATSON

(automatically)

Goodnight.

The Man walks off. 

Blackout.  Exit all.  Scene change – back to 221B

watsON

(narrates)

The following morning a letter arrived, as I was reading it, the King of Bohemia rushed into the room. .

kING

Mr Holmes.  Have you found it?  Have you got my photograph?

HOLMES

This letter is from a Mrs Irene Norton.

KING

Irene Norton????

HOLMES

Yes, she is now married.

KING

So all is lost.

hOLMES

I think not

Produces Irene’s letter

KING

My photograph.  I am saved.

HOLMES

She was here very early.  She did not wish to wake us.  This morning, she and her husband took the 5.15 train for the Continent.  They have left England, never to return.  And the letter…

iRENE (voice/over)

Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes, you really did it very well.

Until the cry of "Fire", I could not begin to tell.

I realised last night that you had found my hiding place.

You played the game well, Mr. Holmes, but then I played my ace.

Dressed as a man, I followed you, to give you a surprise.

So you see, Holmes, you're not the only master of disguise.

Of course I know I never should have let you through my door,

But I don't care, 'cos I don't want this picture any more!

Pray tell the King I'm married, to a better man than he.

A better man than all of you - he's kind and trustworthy.

Gentlemen, here's your photograph - for private use, of course.

And I remain, dear Sherlock Holmes, most very - truly - yours.
During the voice over, Irene enters and packs her suitcase to go on her honeymoon.  She blows them a kiss and exits.

hOLMES

What a woman.  

king

What a woman.  She would have made an admirable Queen   Such a pity she is not on my level!

HOLMES

Indeed, she seems to be on a very different level to your Majesty. 

KING

I have my picture!  My reputation is safe!  How may I reward you?

hOLMES

Not with money.  

KING

You would rather have jewels?  

HOLMES

Your Majesty has something I should value even more highly.

KING

You have but to name it.

HOLMES

That photograph.

KING

Irene's photograph!  Certainly, if you wish it!

HOLMES

I thank your Majesty, and wish you a very good morning.

The King gives Holmes the photograph.  

Enter Irene in Sherlock’s thoughts.

SHERLOCK (reading)

Dressed as a man I followed you …

IRENE

Dressed as a man, I followed you, to give you a surprise so you see Holmes, you’re not the only master of disguise.  Gentlemen, here is your photograph, for private use of course and I remain Dr Sherlock Holmes, most very truly yours.

She blows Holmes a kiss and leaves him to his thoughts.

Enter Watson

watSON

Holmes!  Why would you want a photograph of a mere unit - a factor in a problem?

HOLMES

Miss Adler presented a particularly - fascinating problem.

Holmes looks admiringly at the photograph and goes off, as if to hang it.

watSON

(narrates)

To this day, whenever Holmes speaks of Irene Adler, or her photograph, it is always under the honourable title of THE Woman.  After averting this great Royal scandal, Holmes became more celebrated than ever.  Every day brought a fresh challenge to the great detective.  But the criminals of London were no match for my friend.  His sharp intelligence could penetrate the densest plot...

A poor beggar enters, with a beard, hunched over, crippled, leaning on a stick.  He fakes every disability he can.  Facial tics, shrivelled arm, etc.

BEGGAr

Alms!  Alms!  Oh, won't you help a poor cripple?

WATSON

Certainly!

Watson hands over some money.

BEGGAR

Gawd bless you Sir. 'Ow about you, Sir?

HOLMES

I think not.

WATSON

Charity, Holmes!  Pity the poor man!

HOLMES

This is no cripple!

Holmes reaches forward and tugs off the man's false beard.

HOLMES (CONT'D)

Go home to your wife, Neville St Clair!

The beggar completely changes his posture, stands up straight, stops pretending to be disabled, and becomes super-posh.

BEGGAR

Dash it all!  I'd have got away with it if it hadn't been for you, Sherlock Holmes!

HOLMES

Next!

The Beggar strides out.

SUSAN CUSHING enters, carrying a cardboard box, in some distress.

SUSAN

This box arrived in the post... And Mr. Holmes, when I opened it, I found... these!  

Produces fake human ears.  Watson takes the ears from Susan and holds them up.

WATSON

Great heavens!  Two human ears!

Watson examines the ears – listening to them, cleaning them out with a finger.  Holmes takes them off him.

HOLMES

These ears belonged to your sister Sarah and her lover, Alec.  I am so sorry.

Susan exits, weeping.  

A devilish, spooky light.  Smoke.  The shadow of a giant beast projected on the back screen.

HOLMES (CONT'D)

What object is served by this circle of misery and violence and fear?  

Scene change around them – the moor with Hound in shadow..

WATSON

Look out Holmes!  On the moor!

HOLMES

Watson!  What's on the what, Watson?

WATSON

A fire-breathing hound!  Never could a more hellish monster be conceived!

Holmes looks calmly in the direction of the hound.

HOLMES

Fascinating.

Watson and Holmes both produce guns and aim at the "hound".

WATSON

My God, what is it?  What, in Heavens' name, is it?

Holmes shoots. (Pause)

HOLMES

It's dead, whatever it is.

Holmes exits.

watson

(narrates)

Alas, my fellow travellers down memory lane, I am afraid I must conclude my lecture in the most melancholy fashion by telling you of Holmes’ Final Problem.

It was in the year 1891 that I observed my friend acting in a most uncharacteristically nervous fashion...

Holmes enters, and prowls nervously, as if checking the room.

wATSON (CONT'D)

I say, Holmes!  Are you quite well?

hOLMES

Yes - no - I have been a little - pressed of late...

wATSON

Are you afraid of something?

hOLMES

I am.

WATSON

Of what?

HOLMES

(pause)

You have probably never heard of Professor Moriarty?

WATSON

Never.

HOLMES

Ay, there's the wonder of the thing!  The man pervades London, and no-one has heard of him.

WATSON

What has he done, then?

HOLMES

He is the Napoleon of crime, Watson.  Like a spider in the centre of its web, he organises half the evil in this great city.  For months I have devoted my energy to breaking up his organisation, and at last I have the evidence I need.  On Monday next, the Professor and his gang will be in the hands of the police.

WATSON

And a good thing too!

HOLMES

It would have been - if I could have done this without the knowledge of Professor  Moriarty.  But he is too wily.  He has seen my every step.  And now...

WATSON

Now?

A knock at the door. 

HOLMES

He is here.

wATSON

Holmes – take my revolver.  We must summon the police

HOLMES

Not until Monday old friend.

Moriarty enters.  A dramatic moment of unspoken confrontation between him and Holmes.

morIARTY

It is a dangerous habit to finger loaded firearms in one's pocket.

HOLMES

Quite so.

Holmes takes his hand from his dressing gown.  He points a revolver at Moriarty.

MORIARTY

You know what I have to say.

HOLMES

And you know my answer.  

MORIARTY

You must drop it, Mr. Holmes.

HOLMES

After Monday.

MORIARTY

Please, Mr. Holmes.  Do not force me to extreme measures.  

HOLMES

Danger is my trade.

MORIARTY

This is not danger.  It is certain destruction.  You hope to beat me.  I tell you that you will never beat me.  If you destroy me, be assured that I will do the same to you.

HOLMES

If I were assured of the former, I would cheerfully accept the latter.

MORIARTY

I can promise you the one, but not the other.  Good day Mr Sherlock Holmes …. And yes good day to you to Dr Watson.

Moriarty exits.

hoLMES

Watson, how do you fancy taking a week's holiday on the Continent?

wATSON

Where?

HOLMES

Oh, anywhere.  It's all the same to me.

Scene change to Switzerland.

WATSON

(narrates)

Switzerland.  We travelled in disguise and in secret to Switzerland.  On the Monday morning, Holmes telegraphed the London police so they could arrest Professor Moriarty and his evil gang, and we waited at our hotel for a reply.

Holmes, carrying a telegram, joins an expectant Watson.

hoLMES

Have you seen the morning paper, Watson?

WATSON

No.

HOLMES

Then you don’t know about Baker Street?

WATSON

No!

HOLMES

Oh they set fire to our rooms last night.

WATSON

Good heavens, this is intolerable!

HOLMES

No, this is intolerable.

He waves the telegram at Watson.

holMES (CONT'D)

He has escaped.

wATSON

Moriarty?

HOLMES

Yes James he has given them the slip.  I recommend you return to England.

WATSON

My dear Sherlock  – I will never leave you.

(narrating)

We argued for half an hour, but for once, I carried the day. We resumed our journey - took a train across the Alps and came to rest at the beautiful little village of Rosenlaui.

Holmes re enters

WATSON (CONTD)

My goodness, it certainly is spectacular scenery around here.

hOLMES

Fresh Alpine air!  Such a refreshing change from the stench of the London criminal underworld.

wATSON

I say Holmes, we are near that famous waterfall - The Reichenbach Falls.  

hOLMES

I believe they are extraordinary.  I suggest we make a small detour in order to see them.  

WATSON

Which way do you think they are?

Holmes is silent, listening.  He gestures.

hOLMES

That way.

Holmes and Watson move in the indicated direction.  

Lighting change.

SOUND EFFECT - the sound of a torrential waterfall.  Watson and Holmes are forced to shout in order to be heard over it.

watSON

(narrating)

The Reichenbach falls are a formidable sight.  The river, swollen by melting snow, plunges into an immense boiling pit of incalculable depth.  The spray rolls up like the smoke from a burning house.  Holmes appeared fascinated.

Watson walks away a short distance, leaving Holmes staring at the waterfall.

A SWISS MAN runs up to Watson.  For a moment, unseen by Watson, the Swiss man and Holmes' eyes meet.  A flash of unspoken recognition.  

swiss man

Doctor Watson!  Doctor Watson!

WATSON

Yes?

SWISS MAN

Dr Watson?

WATSON

Yes!

SWISS MAN

You are the English Doctor who is staying at the Englischer Hof in Meiringen?

WATSON

Evidently you know that I am.

SWISS MAN

Doctor, an Englishwoman has been taken ill, and begs that you will return to see her.

WATSON

Of course I shall go immediately.  Holmes, are you coming?

holMES

No, Watson... I think I will stay here for a while.  

(to the Swiss man)

I am sure that this fellow will happily serve as my guide and companion.

swiss man

I would be honoured.

HOLMES

Then the matter is settled.  We will meet you in the evening Watson.

wATSON

Very well Holmes.

Watson watches Holmes and the Swiss man walk off, slowly. 

wATSON (CONT'D)

(narrating)

They turned and walked away, and so did I.  As I looked back, I saw Holmes, gazing down at the waters.  It was the last that I was destined to see of him in this world.  

Moriarty's shadow crosses the screen.

waTSON (CONT'D)

It was an hour before I reached Meiringen and spoke to our landlady.

The Landlady appears.

watSON (CONT'D)

I trust that she is no worse?

landlady

(Swiss German accent)

That - who is no worse?

WATSON

The English lady!  The one who is staying in your hotel?

LANDLADY

There are no English here except you and Mr. Holmes.

(pause)

There was a the tall man who came in just after you had gone... He asked where you had gone, and I told him -

WATSON

Moriarty!

LANDLADY

Yes, that was his name.  

WATSON

(interrupting)

Lighting change.  The Landlady exits.

watSON (CONT'D)

I rushed back up to the falls.  There was no sign of Holmes or of Moriarty.  I hoped that I had been mistaken.  But then I saw a sight, which feared me with horror.

Watson bends and picks up Holmes' pipe and / or hat.

wATSON (CONT'D)

I stood for a moment, dazed.  Then I began to think of Holmes' own methods, and to use them myself to read this tragedy.  Alas, it was only too easy.  Two lines of footprints led away from me, towards the Falls.  There were none returning.  The experts all agreed with my sad conclusions.

The back gauze is lit up.  We see the fight between Holmes and Moriarty enacted in silhouette as a dumb-show (possibly in slow motion) through Watson's commentary.

watSON (CONT'D)

In my mind's eye, I can see it all... Moriarty and Holmes are locked in each other’s arms.  Holmes pinned against the rock.  Holmes pulls himself free, Moriarty comes after him.  Holmes catches Moriarty an upper cut, and pushes the dazed fiend to the edge of the falls, demanding he surrender to the forces of law and order.  Suddenly, the master criminal abandons the Queensbury Rules and plays a dirty, low-down trick.

Moriarty knees Holmes in the crotch, and Holmes crumples in agony.  Lights fade out behind the gauze.

Lights up behind the gauze again.  Again, a silhouetted dumb-show accompanies the narration.  A scale model of a mountain with a sheer drop and two tussling little toy figures.

wATSON (CONT'D)

The epic struggle can only have ended in tragedy.

The two shadow figures (operated with sticks or strings) fall slowly to the bottom of the mountain.

mORIARTY (O.S.)

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!

hOLMES (O.S.)

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!

watson

And so, deep down in the swirling water, will lie for all time the most dangerous criminal and the foremost champion of the law of his generation.

Lighting returns to the very first "Doctor Watson's lecture" state.  Watson wipes away a tear.

wATSON (CONT'D)

Sherlock Holmes' services to England, and the world, were incalculable.  More than that, he was the best and the wisest man whom I have ever known.  And that is why I have devoted my life to recording his extraordinary gifts.  

Watson is interrupted by the entrance of the Tour Rep.

tour rep

(in English with a French accent, quite rudely)

Doctor Watson, have you finished?

WATSON

(to the Tour Rep)

No, I have not!  

(to the audience)

As I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted - 

TOUR REP

Doctor Watson, they need the theatre for the next show!

Sherlock as Tour Rep gets on the stage.

WATSON

Then the next show will have to wait!

TOUR REP

Doctor Watson!  I think we've all had quite enough of your rambling memoirs -

WATSON

Rambling!

TOUR REP

Yes.  Rambling and... how do you say it?

(in French)

Tedious, boring, mind-numbingly dull ...

(in English)

A little bit slow.

WATSON

Be quiet, fellow!  Have you no respect for the memory of my dear friend?  I have never met such an ill-bred, uncouth scoundrel!

The Tour rep removes his hat and wig, and reveals himself to be Holmes.

hOLMES

Never, my dear Watson?

WATSON

Never!  I tell you I should horsewhip you to... Holmes?!  My dear Holmes!  

Watson backs away, suspiciously.

WATSON

Holmes, how can you...?  Can you really be alive?

hOLMES

It would seem that I am.

WATSON

But how did you survive the fall into 

(shudders)

that dreadful chasm?

HOLMES

It was simple.  I did not fall into it.

WATSON

But Moriarty - he was there -

HOLMES

Yes.  I allowed him to send you away, as I wished to spare you from any unpleasantness.

The gauze is lit up again.  We see Holmes' version of his fight with Moriarty, enacted in silhouette and slow-motion.  (Different actors, same deerstalker and pipe!)

hOLMES (CONT'D)

At the brink of the Falls, Moriarty had me pinned against a rock.  I pulled myself free, but still he came at me, fists flying.  Fortunately I am well-versed in baritsu, the ancient Japanese system of wrestling.

Holmes pokes Moriarty in the eye, and Moriarty crumples in agony.  Lights fade out behind the gauze.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

I demanded that he surrender to the forces of law and order.  But he was defiant to the last.

mORIARTY (O.S.)

Never!!

Watson takes off hat and wipes brown.

WATSON

Incredible Holmes.  My word.  But … then what happened?

Lights up behind the gauze.  In silhouette, the scaled-down version of the dumb-show accompanies Holmes.  The two toy figures tussle at the top of the model of the mountain.

hOLMES

He charged at me, hell-bent on revenge 

Toy Moriarty

I’ll kill you Holmes

Toy Sherlock

(grunts with effort)

One toy figure charges and falls slowly to the bottom of the mountain.

mORIARTY

Nev-Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaargh!

Lights down behind gauze

WATSON

But Holmes - why are you here in France, in 2006?

HOLMES

And for that matter, Watson - why are you?

WATSON

I - I don't know, Holmes.

HOLMES

We are here because, thanks to your tireless efforts, and of course those of your literary agent Mr. Conan Doyle, we are immortal.

WATSON

Immortal?

HOLMES

Entirely!  We are available in all good bookshops.  On video, tape, CD, TV, DVD, online and in a host of formats not yet invented.   There are few people in the civilised world today who have not heard of the celebrated detective Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and his bumbling sidekick - Doctor Watson.

WATSON

My word, Holmes, immortal eh?  Wait,  what do you mean  by "bumbling:”?

HOLMES

Never mind, Watson old friend.  Just take a bow. 

Watson bows to Holmes.

hOLMES (CONT'D)

It is elementary, my dear Watson.

wATSON

Do you know, you’ve never said that before.

HOLMES

I'm saying it now, aren't I? You don’t bow to me but to the audience.  It is the end of the show but not the end of The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes.

Holmes takes Watson's hand and they take a bow.  They are joined by the other two cast members for the curtain call.

THE END
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