
	7. Identify two conflicts in the episode:
	Explain Conflict 
	Type of Conflict

	
	

	
	




8. Provide a short summary of the episode. In it, be sure to include how Sherlock solved the crime, and the main clues.








9. What was the killer’s motivation? Why did he commit these crimes?








10. Where would you place the climax of the episode?  How does the filmmaker create suspense during the climax?  Be specific. 
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Sherlock: “A Study in Pink” Questions 

“A Study in Pink” was loosely based on “A Study in Scarlet” by Arthur Conan Doyle (the original author). Read the first meeting between Sherlock and Watson.  
· Left side of the chart: Jot down your impressions (setting, some dialogue, what is Watson like? What is Holmes like? Etc.) of their first meeting.  
· Right side of the chart: As you watch, do the same. Focus on differences. 
· [image: Sherlock: A Study in Pink -- Sunday, October 24, 2010 on PBS]Middle column: How did the filmmaker modernize this text? How are the episode and text similar?

	“A Study in Scarlet” (text)
	“A Study in Pink” (film)

	
	Similarities Between the Two
	

	
	
	

	
	
	
	





	
1. What was Sherlock able to deduce about John Watson upon their first meeting? What clues gave him this information?






2. What is the setting of episode (time, atmosphere, place)? Be specific to the film by showing examples as proof.
	TIME
	Visuals used to create ATMOSPHERE
	PLACE

	My Impression

	My Impression

	My Impression


	Evidence







	Evidence
	Evidence



3. Describe the following characters:
	Character
	Physical description
	Personality (show through examples)

	Sherlock
	



	

	Watson
	




	

	Mrs. Hudson
	




	




	
4. How is Sherlock different from the other detectives we have seen?  Consider personality, methods of solving the crime, qualifications and job requirements, etc. Provide as many points as you can.
	Brennan  (“Body in 348”)
	Tony Reseck (“I’ll Be Waiting”)
	Sherlock Holmes

	
	
	




5. How was foreshadowing used in the episode to provide the audience with clues to the crime? Give examples. 



 



6. Though these deaths appeared as suicides, what led Sherlock to believe they were really murders? Compare this conclusion with “The Body in Room 348.”






	Excerpted from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s “A Study in Scarlet”
Watson and Holmes’ first meeting

[image: Richard Gutschmidt, 1902]*as Watson and Mr. Stamford make their way to Sherlock Holmes’ Lab*: “Holmes is a little too scientific for my tastes–it approaches to cold-bloodedness. I could imagine his giving a friend a little pinch of the latest vegetable alkaloid, not out of malevolence, you understand, but simply out of a spirit of inquiry in order to have an accurate idea of the effects. To do him justice, I think that he would take it himself with the same readiness. He appears to have a passion for definite and exact knowledge.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Very right too.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Yes, but it may be pushed to excess. When it comes to beating the subjects in the dissecting-rooms with a stick, it is certainly taking rather a bizarre shape.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Beating the subjects!”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Yes, to verify how far bruises may be produced after death. I saw him at it with my own eyes.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“And yet you say he is not a medical student?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“No. Heaven knows what the objects of his studies are. But here we are, and you must form your own impressions about him.” As he spoke, we turned down a narrow lane and passed through a small side-door, which opened into a wing of the great hospital. It was familiar ground to me, and I needed no guiding as we ascended the bleak stone staircase and made our way down the long corridor with its vista of whitewashed wall and dun-coloured doors. Near the farther end a low arched passage branched away from it and led to the chemical laboratory.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]This was a lofty chamber, lined and littered with countless bottles. Broad, low tables were scattered about, which bristled with retorts, test-tubes, and little Bunsen lamps, with their blue flickering flames. There was only one student in the room, who was bending over a distant table absorbed in his work. At the sound of our steps he glanced round and sprang to his feet with a cry of pleasure. “I’ve found it! I’ve found it,” he shouted to my companion, running towards us with a test-tube in his hand. “I have found a re-agent which is precipitated by haemoglobin, and by nothing else.” Had he discovered a gold mine, greater delight could not have shone upon his features.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Dr. Watson, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Stamford, introducing us.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“How are you?” he said cordially, gripping my hand with a strength for which I should hardly have given him credit. “You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“How on earth did you know that?” I asked in astonishment.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Never mind,” said he, chuckling to himself. “The question now is about haemoglobin. No doubt you see the significance of this discovery of mine?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“It is interesting, chemically, no doubt,” I answered, “but practically– –”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Why, man, it is the most practical medico-legal discovery for years. Don’t you see that it gives us an infallible test for blood stains? Come over here now!” He seized me by the coat-sleeve in his eagerness, and drew me over to the table at which he had been working. “Let us have some fresh blood,” he said, digging a long bodkin into his finger, and drawing off the resulting drop of blood in a chemical pipette. “Now, I add this small quantity of blood to a litre of water. You perceive that the resulting mixture has the appearance of pure water. The proportion of blood cannot be more than one in a million. I have no doubt, however, that we shall be able to obtain the characteristic reaction.” As he spoke, he threw into the vessel a few white crystals, and then added some drops of a transparent fluid. In an instant the contents assumed a dull mahogany colour, and a brownish dust was precipitated to the bottom of the glass jar.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]	“Ha! ha!” he cried, clapping his hands, and looking as delighted as a child with a new toy. “What do you think of that?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“It seems to be a very delicate test,” I remarked.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Beautiful! beautiful! The old guaiacum test was very clumsy and uncertain. So is the microscopic examination for blood corpuscles. The latter is valueless if the stains are a few hours old. Now, this appears to act as well whether the blood is old or new. Had this test been invented, there are hundreds of men now walking the earth who would long ago have paid the penalty of their crimes.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Indeed!” I murmured.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Criminal cases are continually hinging upon that one point. A man is suspected of a crime months perhaps after it has been committed. His linen or clothes are examined and brownish stains discovered upon them. Are they blood 
	stains, or rust stains, or fruit stains, or what are they? That is a question which has puzzled many an expert, and why? Because there was no reliable test. Now we have the Sherlock Holmes’s test, and there will no longer be any difficulty.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]His eyes fairly glittered as he spoke, and he put his hand over his heart and bowed as if to some applauding crowd conjured up by his imagination.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“You are to be congratulated,” I remarked, considerably surprised at his enthusiasm.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“There was the case of Von Bischoff at Frankfort last year. He would certainly have been hung had this test been in existence. Then there was Mason of Bradford, and the notorious Muller, and Lefevre of Montpellier, and Samson of New Orleans. I could name a score of cases in which it would have been decisive.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“You seem to be a walking calendar of crime,” said Stamford with a laugh. “You might start a paper on those lines. Call it the ‘Police News of the Past.’”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Very interesting reading it might be made, too,” remarked Sherlock Holmes, sticking a small piece of plaster over the prick on his finger. “I have to be careful,” he continued, turning to me with a smile, “for I dabble with poisons a good deal.” He held out his hand as he spoke, and I noticed that it was all mottled over with similar pieces of plaster, and discoloured with strong acids.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“We came here on business,” said Stamford, sitting down on a high three-legged stool, and pushing another one in my direction with his foot. “My friend here wants to take diggings; and as you were complaining that you could get no one to go halves with you, I thought that I had better bring you together.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]Sherlock Holmes seemed delighted at the idea of sharing his rooms with me. “I have my eye on a suite in Baker Street,” he said, “which would suit us down to the ground. You don’t mind the smell of strong tobacco, I hope?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“I always smoke ‘ship’s’ myself,” I answered.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“That’s good enough. I generally have chemicals about, and occasionally do experiments. Would that annoy you?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“By no means.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Let me see–what are my other shortcomings? I get in the dumps at times, and don’t open my mouth for days on end. You must not think I am sulky when I do that. Just let me alone, and I’ll soon be right. What have you to confess now? It’s just as well for two fellows to know the worst of one another before they begin to live together.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]I laughed at this cross-examination. “I keep a bull pup,” I said, “and I object to rows because my nerves are shaken, and I get up at all sorts of ungodly hours, and I am extremely lazy. I have another set of vices when I’m well, but those are the principal ones at present.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Do you include violin playing in your category of rows?” he asked, anxiously.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“It depends on the player,” I answered. “A well-played violin is a treat for the gods–a badly played one– –”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Oh, that’s all right,” he cried, with a merry laugh. “I think we may consider the thing as settled–that is, if the rooms are agreeable to you.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“When shall we see them?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Call for me here at noon to-morrow, and we’ll go together and settle everything,” he answered.
	“All right–noon exactly,” said I, shaking his hand.[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]We left him working among his chemicals, and we walked together towards my hotel.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“By the way,” I asked suddenly, stopping and turning upon Stamford, “how the deuce did he know that I had come from Afghanistan?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]My companion smiled an enigmatical smile. “That’s just his little peculiarity,” he said. “A good many people have wanted to know how he finds things out.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Oh! a mystery is it?” I cried, rubbing my hands. “This is very piquant. I am much obliged to you for bringing us together. ‘The proper study of mankind is man,’ you know.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“You must study him, then,” Stamford said, as he bade me good-bye.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“You’ll find him a knotty problem, though. I’ll wager he learns more about you than you about him. Good-bye.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Good-bye,” I answered, and strolled on to my hotel, considerably interested in my new acquaintanceAlkaloid: Mind-altering drug
Malevolence: cruelty
Bleak: unwelcoming
Vista: view
Dun: dull greyish-brown
Precipitated: quickened
Haemoglobin: blood
Infallible: dependable, accurate
Bodkin: straight pin
Guaiacum: an evergreen tree
Corpuscles: a small organism
Take Diggings: apartment rental
Rows: fights
Enigmatical: mysterious
Piquant: spicy, exciting
Obliged: obligated
Bade: kindly said
Knotty: complicated
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[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]	“Ha! ha!” he cried, clapping his hands, and looking as delighted as a child with a new toy. “What do you think of that?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“It seems to be a very delicate test,” I remarked.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Beautiful! beautiful! The old guaiacum test was very clumsy and uncertain. So is the microscopic examination for blood corpuscles. The latter is valueless if the stains are a few hours old. Now, this appears to act as well whether the blood is old or new. Had this test been invented, there are hundreds of men now walking the earth who would long ago have paid the penalty of their crimes.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Indeed!” I murmured.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Criminal cases are continually hinging upon that one point. A man is suspected of a crime months perhaps after it has been committed. His linen or clothes are examined and brownish stains discovered upon them. Are they blood
	[image: Richard Gutschmidt, 1902]Excerpted from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s “A Study in Scarlet”
Watson and Holmes’ first meeting

*as Watson and Mr. Stamford make their way to Sherlock Holmes’ Lab*: “Holmes is a little too scientific for my tastes–it approaches to cold-bloodedness. I could imagine his giving a friend a little pinch of the latest vegetable alkaloid, not out of malevolence, you understand, but simply out of a spirit of inquiry in order to have an accurate idea of the effects. To do him justice, I think that he would take it himself with the same readiness. He appears to have a passion for definite and exact knowledge.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Very right too.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Yes, but it may be pushed to excess. When it comes to beating the subjects in the dissecting-rooms with a stick, it is certainly taking rather a bizarre shape.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Beating the subjects!”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Yes, to verify how far bruises may be produced after death. I saw him at it with my own eyes.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“And yet you say he is not a medical student?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“No. Heaven knows what the objects of his studies are. But here we are, and you must form your own impressions about him.” As he spoke, we turned down a narrow lane and passed through a small side-door, which opened into a wing of the great hospital. It was familiar ground to me, and I needed no guiding as we ascended the bleak stone staircase and made our way down the long corridor with its vista of whitewashed wall and dun-coloured doors. Near the farther end a low arched passage branched away from it and led to the chemical laboratory.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]This was a lofty chamber, lined and littered with countless bottles. Broad, low tables were scattered about, which bristled with retorts, test-tubes, and little Bunsen lamps, with their blue flickering flames. There was only one student in the room, who was bending over a distant table absorbed in his work. At the sound of our steps he glanced round and sprang to his feet with a cry of pleasure. “I’ve found it! I’ve found it,” he shouted to my companion, running towards us with a test-tube in his hand. “I have found a re-agent which is precipitated by haemoglobin, and by nothing else.” Had he discovered a gold mine, greater delight could not have shone upon his features.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Dr. Watson, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Stamford, introducing us.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“How are you?” he said cordially, gripping my hand with a strength for which I should hardly have given him credit. “You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“How on earth did you know that?” I asked in astonishment.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Never mind,” said he, chuckling to himself. “The question now is about haemoglobin. No doubt you see the significance of this discovery of mine?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“It is interesting, chemically, no doubt,” I answered, “but practically– –”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Why, man, it is the most practical medico-legal discovery for years. Don’t you see that it gives us an infallible test for blood stains? Come over here now!” He seized me by the coat-sleeve in his eagerness, and drew me over to the table at which he had been working. “Let us have some fresh blood,” he said, digging a long bodkin into his finger, and drawing off the resulting drop of blood in a chemical pipette. “Now, I add this small quantity of blood to a litre of water. You perceive that the resulting mixture has the appearance of pure water. The proportion of blood cannot be more than one in a million. I have no doubt, however, that we shall be able to obtain the characteristic reaction.” As he spoke, he threw into the vessel a few white crystals, and then added some drops of a transparent fluid. In an instant the contents assumed a dull mahogany colour, and a brownish dust was precipitated to the bottom of the glass jar.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]	“Ha! ha!” he cried, clapping his hands, and looking as delighted as a child with a new toy. “What do you think of that?”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“It seems to be a very delicate test,” I remarked.
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Beautiful! beautiful! The old guaiacum test was very clumsy and uncertain. So is the microscopic examination for blood corpuscles. The latter is valueless if the stains are a few hours old. Now, this appears to act as well whether the blood is old or new. Had this test been invented, there are hundreds of men now walking the earth who would long ago have paid the penalty of their crimes.”
	[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Indeed!” I murmured.
[image: http://ignisart.com/camdenhouse/canon/0.gif]“Criminal cases are continually hinging upon that one point. A man is suspected of a crime months perhaps after it has been committed. His linen or clothes are examined and brownish stains discovered upon them. Are they blood
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