Based on the book The House of Silk.

 The music is playing.

Приложение 3
 Holmes and Watson are sitting near the fireplace. A warm scarf is wrapped around Holmes’s throat. There's a warm blanket on him.
Mrs Hudson: It’s your morning tea, gentlemen!

Holmes: Is it poisoned, Nanny?

Mrs Hudson: There's enough of that in you already.

Holmes: Where are my usual biscuits?

Mrs Hudson: They are up for now! (she is going away)
Holmes: Influenza is unpleasant, but you are right in thinking that, with your wife’s help, the child will recover soon.
Watson: I very much hope so. But for Heaven’s sake, Holmes! You have taken the very thoughts from my head. I swear I didn’t say a word about the child and his illness. You know that my wife is away – that much you might have deduced from my presence here. But I have not yet mentioned to you the reason for her absence and I am certain that there has been nothing in my behaviour that could have given you any clue.
Holmes: You look at me as if I were a magician. I take it you have given up on the works of Edgar Allen Poe?
Watson: You mean his detective, Dupin?
Holmes: He used his method. In his view, it was possible to read a person’s thoughts without their even needing to speak. It could all be done from a simple study of their movements.
Watson: And doubtless I will pay for it now. But are you seriously telling me, Holmes, that you could deduce the sickness of a child you have never met, simply from my behaviour over a plate of scones?
Holmes: That and rather more. I can tell that you have just returned from Holborn Viaduct. That you left your house in a hurry, but even so missed the train. Perhaps the fact that you are currently without a servant girl is to blame.
Watson: No, Holmes! I will not have it!
Holmes: I am wrong?
Watson: No. You are correct on every count. But how is it possible …?
Holmes: It is a simple matter of observation and deduction. Was I to explain it to you, it would all seem painfully childish.
Watson: And yet I must insist that you do just that.
Holmes: Well, since you have been so good as to pay me this visit, I suppose I must oblige. Let us begin with the circumstance that brings you here. If my memory serves, we are approaching the second anniversary of your marriage, are we not?
Watson: Indeed so, Holmes. It is the day after tomorrow.
Holmes: An unusual time then, for you to separate from your wife. As you yourself said just now, the fact that you have chosen to stay with me, and for a long period of time, would suggest that there was a compelling reason for her to part company with you. And what might that be? As I recall, Miss Mary Morston came to England from India and had no friends or family here. She was taken on as a governess, looking after the son of one Mrs Cecil Forrester. Mrs Forrester was very good to her.
Watson: That is indeed the case.
Holmes: And so, if anyone were likely to call your wife away from home, it might well be her. I wonder then what reason might lie behind such a summons, and in this cold weather the sickness of a child springs instantly to mind. It would, I am sure, be very comforting for the afflicted lad to have his old governess back.
Watson: His name is Richard and he is nine years old. But how can you be so confident that it is influenza and not something more serious? 
Holmes: Were it more serious, you would surely have insisted upon attending yourself.
Watson: Well, Holmes, I can see that I had no reason to worry about your health. You are as remarkable as ever.
Holmes: It was quite elementary. But perhaps something of greater interest now approaches. Unless I am mistaken, that is the front door …
Mrs Hudson: Your biscuits, sir!

Holmes: Oh, Mrs Hudson! Thank you! 
The music is playing. 
Приложение 4
