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				I

				Mr. Sher­lock Holmes

			
			Mr. Sher­lock Holmes, who was usu­ally very late in the morn­ings, save upon those not in­fre­quent oc­ca­sions when he was up all night, was seated at the break­fast table. I stood upon the hearth­rug and picked up the stick which our vis­it­or had left be­hind him the night be­fore. It was a fine, thick piece of wood, bulbous-headed, of the sort which is known as a “Pen­ang law­yer.” Just un­der the head was a broad sil­ver band nearly an inch across. “To James Mor­timer, M.R.C.S., from his friends of the C.C.H.,” was en­graved upon it, with the date “1884.” It was just such a stick as the old-fash­ioned fam­ily prac­ti­tion­er used to carry—dig­ni­fied, sol­id, and re­as­sur­ing.

			“Well, Wat­son, what do you make of it?”

			Holmes was sit­ting with his back to me, and I had giv­en him no sign of my oc­cu­pa­tion.

			“How did you know what I was do­ing? I be­lieve you have eyes in the back of your head.”

			“I have, at least, a well-pol­ished, sil­ver-plated cof­fee­pot in front of me,” said he. “But, tell me, Wat­son, what do you make of our vis­it­or’s stick? Since we have been so un­for­tu­nate as to miss him and have no no­tion of his er­rand, this ac­ci­dent­al souven­ir be­comes of im­port­ance. Let me hear you re­con­struct the man by an ex­am­in­a­tion of it.”

			“I think,” said I, fol­low­ing as far as I could the meth­ods of my com­pan­ion, “that Dr. Mor­timer is a suc­cess­ful, eld­erly med­ic­al man, well-es­teemed since those who know him give him this mark of their ap­pre­ci­ation.”

			“Good!” said Holmes. “Ex­cel­lent!”

			“I think also that the prob­ab­il­ity is in fa­vour of his be­ing a coun­try prac­ti­tion­er who does a great deal of his vis­it­ing on foot.”

			“Why so?”

			“Be­cause this stick, though ori­gin­ally a very hand­some one has been so knocked about that I can hardly ima­gine a town prac­ti­tion­er car­ry­ing it. The thick-iron fer­rule is worn down, so it is evid­ent that he has done a great amount of walk­ing with it.”

			“Per­fectly sound!” said Holmes.

			“And then again, there is the ‘friends of the C.C.H.’ I should guess that to be the Some­thing Hunt, the loc­al hunt to whose mem­bers he has pos­sibly giv­en some sur­gic­al as­sist­ance, and which has made him a small present­a­tion in re­turn.”

			“Really, Wat­son, you ex­cel your­self,” said Holmes, push­ing back his chair and light­ing a ci­gar­ette. “I am bound to say that in all the ac­counts which you have been so good as to give of my own small achieve­ments you have ha­bitu­ally un­der­rated your own abil­it­ies. It may be that you are not your­self lu­min­ous, but you are a con­duct­or of light. Some people without pos­sess­ing geni­us have a re­mark­able power of stim­u­lat­ing it. I con­fess, my dear fel­low, that I am very much in your debt.”

			He had nev­er said as much be­fore, and I must ad­mit that his words gave me keen pleas­ure, for I had of­ten been piqued by his in­dif­fer­ence to my ad­mir­a­tion and to the at­tempts which I had made to give pub­li­city to his meth­ods. I was proud, too, to think that I had so far mastered his sys­tem as to ap­ply it in a way which earned his ap­prov­al. He now took the stick from my hands and ex­amined it for a few minutes with his na­ked eyes. Then with an ex­pres­sion of in­terest he laid down his ci­gar­ette, and car­ry­ing the cane to the win­dow, he looked over it again with a con­vex lens.

			“In­ter­est­ing, though ele­ment­ary,” said he as he re­turned to his fa­vour­ite corner of the settee. “There are cer­tainly one or two in­dic­a­tions upon the stick. It gives us the basis for sev­er­al de­duc­tions.”

			“Has any­thing es­caped me?” I asked with some self-im­port­ance. “I trust that there is noth­ing of con­sequence which I have over­looked?”

			“I am afraid, my dear Wat­son, that most of your con­clu­sions were er­ro­neous. When I said that you stim­u­lated me I meant, to be frank, that in not­ing your fal­la­cies I was oc­ca­sion­ally guided to­wards the truth. Not that you are en­tirely wrong in this in­stance. The man is cer­tainly a coun­try prac­ti­tion­er. And he walks a good deal.”

			“Then I was right.”

			“To that ex­tent.”

			“But that was all.”

			“No, no, my dear Wat­son, not all—by no means all. I would sug­gest, for ex­ample, that a present­a­tion to a doc­tor is more likely to come from a hos­pit­al than from a hunt, and that when the ini­tials ‘C.C.’ are placed be­fore that hos­pit­al the words ‘Char­ing Cross’ very nat­ur­ally sug­gest them­selves.”

			“You may be right.”

			“The prob­ab­il­ity lies in that dir­ec­tion. And if we take this as a work­ing hy­po­thes­is we have a fresh basis from which to start our con­struc­tion of this un­known vis­it­or.”

			“Well, then, sup­pos­ing that ‘C.C.H.’ does stand for ‘Char­ing Cross Hos­pit­al,’ what fur­ther in­fer­ences may we draw?”

			“Do none sug­gest them­selves? You know my meth­ods. Ap­ply them!”

			“I can only think of the ob­vi­ous con­clu­sion that the man has prac­tised in town be­fore go­ing to the coun­try.”

			“I think that we might ven­ture a little farther than this. Look at it in this light. On what oc­ca­sion would it be most prob­able that such a present­a­tion would be made? When would his friends unite to give him a pledge of their good will? Ob­vi­ously at the mo­ment when Dr. Mor­timer with­drew from the ser­vice of the hos­pit­al in or­der to start a prac­tice for him­self. We know there has been a present­a­tion. We be­lieve there has been a change from a town hos­pit­al to a coun­try prac­tice. Is it, then, stretch­ing our in­fer­ence too far to say that the present­a­tion was on the oc­ca­sion of the change?”

			“It cer­tainly seems prob­able.”

			“Now, you will ob­serve that he could not have been on the staff of the hos­pit­al, since only a man well-es­tab­lished in a Lon­don prac­tice could hold such a po­s­i­tion, and such a one would not drift in­to the coun­try. What was he, then? If he was in the hos­pit­al and yet not on the staff he could only have been a house-sur­geon or a house-phys­i­cian—little more than a seni­or stu­dent. And he left five years ago—the date is on the stick. So your grave, middle-aged fam­ily prac­ti­tion­er van­ishes in­to thin air, my dear Wat­son, and there emerges a young fel­low un­der thirty, ami­able, un­am­bi­tious, ab­sent­minded, and the pos­sessor of a fa­vour­ite dog, which I should de­scribe roughly as be­ing lar­ger than a ter­ri­er and smal­ler than a mastiff.”

			I laughed in­cred­u­lously as Sher­lock Holmes leaned back in his settee and blew little waver­ing rings of smoke up to the ceil­ing.

			“As to the lat­ter part, I have no means of check­ing you,” said I, “but at least it is not dif­fi­cult to find out a few par­tic­u­lars about the man’s age and pro­fes­sion­al ca­reer.” From my small med­ic­al shelf I took down the Med­ic­al Dir­ect­ory and turned up the name. There were sev­er­al Mor­timers, but only one who could be our vis­it­or. I read his re­cord aloud.

			
				“Mor­timer, James, M.R.C.S., 1882, Grim­pen, Dart­moor, Devon. House-sur­geon, from 1882 to 1884, at Char­ing Cross Hos­pit­al. Win­ner of the Jack­son prize for Com­par­at­ive Patho­logy, with es­say en­titled ‘Is Dis­ease a Re­ver­sion?’ Cor­res­pond­ing mem­ber of the Swedish Patho­lo­gic­al So­ci­ety. Au­thor of ‘Some Freaks of Atav­ism’ (Lan­cet 1882). ‘Do We Pro­gress?’ (Journ­al of Psy­cho­logy, March, 1883). Med­ic­al Of­ficer for the par­ishes of Grim­pen, Thors­ley, and High Bar­row.”

			

			“No men­tion of that loc­al hunt, Wat­son,” said Holmes with a mis­chiev­ous smile, “but a coun­try doc­tor, as you very as­tutely ob­served. I think that I am fairly jus­ti­fied in my in­fer­ences. As to the ad­ject­ives, I said, if I re­mem­ber right, ami­able, un­am­bi­tious, and ab­sent­minded. It is my ex­per­i­ence that it is only an ami­able man in this world who re­ceives testi­mo­ni­als, only an un­am­bi­tious one who aban­dons a Lon­don ca­reer for the coun­try, and only an ab­sent­minded one who leaves his stick and not his vis­it­ing-card after wait­ing an hour in your room.”

			“And the dog?”

			“Has been in the habit of car­ry­ing this stick be­hind his mas­ter. Be­ing a heavy stick the dog has held it tightly by the middle, and the marks of his teeth are very plainly vis­ible. The dog’s jaw, as shown in the space between these marks, is too broad in my opin­ion for a ter­ri­er and not broad enough for a mastiff. It may have been—yes, by Jove, it is a curly-haired span­iel.”

			He had ris­en and paced the room as he spoke. Now he hal­ted in the re­cess of the win­dow. There was such a ring of con­vic­tion in his voice that I glanced up in sur­prise.

			“My dear fel­low, how can you pos­sibly be so sure of that?”

			“For the very simple reas­on that I see the dog him­self on our very door­step, and there is the ring of its own­er. Don’t move, I beg you, Wat­son. He is a pro­fes­sion­al broth­er of yours, and your pres­ence may be of as­sist­ance to me. Now is the dra­mat­ic mo­ment of fate, Wat­son, when you hear a step upon the stair which is walk­ing in­to your life, and you know not wheth­er for good or ill. What does Dr. James Mor­timer, the man of sci­ence, ask of Sher­lock Holmes, the spe­cial­ist in crime? Come in!”

			The ap­pear­ance of our vis­it­or was a sur­prise to me, since I had ex­pec­ted a typ­ic­al coun­try prac­ti­tion­er. He was a very tall, thin man, with a long nose like a beak, which jut­ted out between two keen, gray eyes, set closely to­geth­er and spark­ling brightly from be­hind a pair of gold-rimmed glasses. He was clad in a pro­fes­sion­al but rather slov­enly fash­ion, for his frock-coat was dingy and his trousers frayed. Though young, his long back was already bowed, and he walked with a for­ward thrust of his head and a gen­er­al air of peer­ing be­ne­vol­ence. As he entered his eyes fell upon the stick in Holmes’s hand, and he ran to­wards it with an ex­clam­a­tion of joy. “I am so very glad,” said he. “I was not sure wheth­er I had left it here or in the Ship­ping Of­fice. I would not lose that stick for the world.”

			“A present­a­tion, I see,” said Holmes.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“From Char­ing Cross Hos­pit­al?”

			“From one or two friends there on the oc­ca­sion of my mar­riage.”

			“Dear, dear, that’s bad!” said Holmes, shak­ing his head.

			Dr. Mor­timer blinked through his glasses in mild as­ton­ish­ment. “Why was it bad?”

			“Only that you have dis­ar­ranged our little de­duc­tions. Your mar­riage, you say?”

			“Yes, sir. I mar­ried, and so left the hos­pit­al, and with it all hopes of a con­sult­ing prac­tice. It was ne­ces­sary to make a home of my own.”

			“Come, come, we are not so far wrong, after all,” said Holmes. “And now, Dr. James Mor­timer—”

			“Mis­ter, sir, Mis­ter—a humble M.R.C.S.”

			“And a man of pre­cise mind, evid­ently.”

			“A dab­bler in sci­ence, Mr. Holmes, a pick­er up of shells on the shores of the great un­known ocean. I pre­sume that it is Mr. Sher­lock Holmes whom I am ad­dress­ing and not—”

			“No, this is my friend Dr. Wat­son.”

			“Glad to meet you, sir. I have heard your name men­tioned in con­nec­tion with that of your friend. You in­terest me very much, Mr. Holmes. I had hardly ex­pec­ted so do­li­cho­ceph­al­ic a skull or such well-marked supra­or­bit­al de­vel­op­ment. Would you have any ob­jec­tion to my run­ning my fin­ger along your pari­et­al fis­sure? A cast of your skull, sir, un­til the ori­gin­al is avail­able, would be an or­na­ment to any an­thro­po­lo­gic­al mu­seum. It is not my in­ten­tion to be ful­some, but I con­fess that I cov­et your skull.”

			Sher­lock Holmes waved our strange vis­it­or in­to a chair. “You are an en­thu­si­ast in your line of thought, I per­ceive, sir, as I am in mine,” said he. “I ob­serve from your fore­finger that you make your own ci­gar­ettes. Have no hes­it­a­tion in light­ing one.”

			The man drew out pa­per and to­bacco and twirled the one up in the oth­er with sur­pris­ing dex­ter­ity. He had long, quiv­er­ing fin­gers as agile and rest­less as the an­ten­nae of an in­sect.

			Holmes was si­lent, but his little dart­ing glances showed me the in­terest which he took in our curi­ous com­pan­ion. “I pre­sume, sir,” said he at last, “that it was not merely for the pur­pose of ex­amin­ing my skull that you have done me the hon­our to call here last night and again today?”

			“No, sir, no; though I am happy to have had the op­por­tun­ity of do­ing that as well. I came to you, Mr. Holmes, be­cause I re­cog­nized that I am my­self an un­prac­tic­al man and be­cause I am sud­denly con­fron­ted with a most ser­i­ous and ex­traordin­ary prob­lem. Re­cog­niz­ing, as I do, that you are the second highest ex­pert in Europe—”

			“In­deed, sir! May I in­quire who has the hon­our to be the first?” asked Holmes with some as­per­ity.

			“To the man of pre­cisely sci­entif­ic mind the work of Mon­sieur Ber­til­lon must al­ways ap­peal strongly.”

			“Then had you not bet­ter con­sult him?”

			“I said, sir, to the pre­cisely sci­entif­ic mind. But as a prac­tic­al man of af­fairs it is ac­know­ledged that you stand alone. I trust, sir, that I have not in­ad­vert­ently—”

			“Just a little,” said Holmes. “I think, Dr. Mor­timer, you would do wisely if without more ado you would kindly tell me plainly what the ex­act nature of the prob­lem is in which you de­mand my as­sist­ance.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Curse of the Bask­ervilles

			
			“I have in my pock­et a ma­nu­script,” said Dr. James Mor­timer.

			“I ob­served it as you entered the room,” said Holmes.

			“It is an old ma­nu­script.”

			“Early eight­eenth cen­tury, un­less it is a for­gery.”

			“How can you say that, sir?”

			“You have presen­ted an inch or two of it to my ex­am­in­a­tion all the time that you have been talk­ing. It would be a poor ex­pert who could not give the date of a doc­u­ment with­in a dec­ade or so. You may pos­sibly have read my little mono­graph upon the sub­ject. I put that at 1730.”

			“The ex­act date is 1742.” Dr. Mor­timer drew it from his breast-pock­et. “This fam­ily pa­per was com­mit­ted to my care by Sir Charles Bask­erville, whose sud­den and tra­gic death some three months ago cre­ated so much ex­cite­ment in Devon­shire. I may say that I was his per­son­al friend as well as his med­ic­al at­tend­ant. He was a strong-minded man, sir, shrewd, prac­tic­al, and as un­ima­gin­at­ive as I am my­self. Yet he took this doc­u­ment very ser­i­ously, and his mind was pre­pared for just such an end as did even­tu­ally over­take him.”

			Holmes stretched out his hand for the ma­nu­script and flattened it upon his knee. “You will ob­serve, Wat­son, the al­tern­at­ive use of the long s and the short. It is one of sev­er­al in­dic­a­tions which en­abled me to fix the date.”

			I looked over his shoulder at the yel­low pa­per and the faded script. At the head was writ­ten: “Bask­erville Hall,” and be­low in large, scrawl­ing fig­ures: “1742.”

			“It ap­pears to be a state­ment of some sort.”

			“Yes, it is a state­ment of a cer­tain le­gend which runs in the Bask­erville fam­ily.”

			“But I un­der­stand that it is some­thing more mod­ern and prac­tic­al upon which you wish to con­sult me?”

			“Most mod­ern. A most prac­tic­al, press­ing mat­ter, which must be de­cided with­in twenty-four hours. But the ma­nu­script is short and is in­tim­ately con­nec­ted with the af­fair. With your per­mis­sion I will read it to you.”

			Holmes leaned back in his chair, placed his fin­ger­tips to­geth­er, and closed his eyes, with an air of resig­na­tion. Dr. Mor­timer turned the ma­nu­script to the light and read in a high, crack­ing voice the fol­low­ing curi­ous, old-world nar­rat­ive:

			
				“Of the ori­gin of the Hound of the Bask­ervilles there have been many state­ments, yet as I come in a dir­ect line from Hugo Bask­erville, and as I had the story from my fath­er, who also had it from his, I have set it down with all be­lief that it oc­curred even as is here set forth. And I would have you be­lieve, my sons, that the same Justice which pun­ishes sin may also most gra­ciously for­give it, and that no ban is so heavy but that by pray­er and re­pent­ance it may be re­moved. Learn then from this story not to fear the fruits of the past, but rather to be cir­cum­spect in the fu­ture, that those foul pas­sions whereby our fam­ily has suffered so griev­ously may not again be loosed to our un­do­ing.

				“Know then that in the time of the Great Re­bel­lion (the his­tory of which by the learned Lord Clar­en­don I most earn­estly com­mend to your at­ten­tion) this Man­or of Bask­erville was held by Hugo of that name, nor can it be gain­said that he was a most wild, pro­fane, and god­less man. This, in truth, his neigh­bours might have pardoned, see­ing that saints have nev­er flour­ished in those parts, but there was in him a cer­tain wan­ton and cruel hu­mour which made his name a by­word through the West. It chanced that this Hugo came to love (if, in­deed, so dark a pas­sion may be known un­der so bright a name) the daugh­ter of a yeo­man who held lands near the Bask­erville es­tate. But the young maid­en, be­ing dis­creet and of good re­pute, would ever avoid him, for she feared his evil name. So it came to pass that one Mi­chael­mas this Hugo, with five or six of his idle and wicked com­pan­ions, stole down upon the farm and car­ried off the maid­en, her fath­er and broth­ers be­ing from home, as he well knew. When they had brought her to the Hall the maid­en was placed in an up­per cham­ber, while Hugo and his friends sat down to a long ca­rouse, as was their nightly cus­tom. Now, the poor lass up­stairs was like to have her wits turned at the singing and shout­ing and ter­rible oaths which came up to her from be­low, for they say that the words used by Hugo Bask­erville, when he was in wine, were such as might blast the man who said them. At last in the stress of her fear she did that which might have daun­ted the bravest or most act­ive man, for by the aid of the growth of ivy which covered (and still cov­ers) the south wall she came down from un­der the eaves, and so home­ward across the moor, there be­ing three leagues betwixt the Hall and her fath­er’s farm.

				“It chanced that some little time later Hugo left his guests to carry food and drink—with oth­er worse things, per­chance—to his cap­tive, and so found the cage empty and the bird es­caped. Then, as it would seem, he be­came as one that hath a dev­il, for, rush­ing down the stairs in­to the din­ing-hall, he sprang upon the great table, flagons and trench­ers fly­ing be­fore him, and he cried aloud be­fore all the com­pany that he would that very night render his body and soul to the Powers of Evil if he might but over­take the wench. And while the rev­el­lers stood aghast at the fury of the man, one more wicked or, it may be, more drunk­en than the rest, cried out that they should put the hounds upon her. Where­at Hugo ran from the house, cry­ing to his grooms that they should saddle his mare and un­ken­nel the pack, and giv­ing the hounds a ker­chief of the maid’s, he swung them to the line, and so off full cry in the moon­light over the moor.

				“Now, for some space the rev­el­lers stood agape, un­able to un­der­stand all that had been done in such haste. But anon their be­mused wits awoke to the nature of the deed which was like to be done upon the moor­lands. Everything was now in an up­roar, some call­ing for their pis­tols, some for their horses, and some for an­oth­er flask of wine. But at length some sense came back to their crazed minds, and the whole of them, thir­teen in num­ber, took horse and star­ted in pur­suit. The moon shone clear above them, and they rode swiftly abreast, tak­ing that course which the maid must needs have taken if she were to reach her own home.

				“They had gone a mile or two when they passed one of the night shep­herds upon the moor­lands, and they cried to him to know if he had seen the hunt. And the man, as the story goes, was so crazed with fear that he could scarce speak, but at last he said that he had in­deed seen the un­happy maid­en, with the hounds upon her track. ‘But I have seen more than that,’ said he, ‘for Hugo Bask­erville passed me upon his black mare, and there ran mute be­hind him such a hound of hell as God for­bid should ever be at my heels.’

				“So the drunk­en squires cursed the shep­herd and rode on­ward. But soon their skins turned cold, for there came a gal­lop­ing across the moor, and the black mare, dabbled with white froth, went past with trail­ing bridle and empty saddle. Then the rev­el­lers rode close to­geth­er, for a great fear was on them, but they still fol­lowed over the moor, though each, had he been alone, would have been right glad to have turned his horse’s head. Rid­ing slowly in this fash­ion they came at last upon the hounds. These, though known for their valour and their breed, were whim­per­ing in a cluster at the head of a deep dip or ‘goy­al,’ as we call it, upon the moor, some slink­ing away and some, with start­ing hackles and star­ing eyes, gaz­ing down the nar­row val­ley be­fore them.

				“The com­pany had come to a halt, more sober men, as you may guess, than when they star­ted. The most of them would by no means ad­vance, but three of them, the bold­est, or it may be the most drunk­en, rode for­ward down the goy­al. Now, it opened in­to a broad space in which stood two of those great stones, still to be seen there, which were set by cer­tain for­got­ten peoples in the days of old. The moon was shin­ing bright upon the clear­ing, and there in the centre lay the un­happy maid where she had fallen, dead of fear and of fa­tigue. But it was not the sight of her body, nor yet was it that of the body of Hugo Bask­erville ly­ing near her, which raised the hair upon the heads of these three dare­dev­il royster­ers, but it was that, stand­ing over Hugo, and pluck­ing at his throat, there stood a foul thing, a great, black beast, shaped like a hound, yet lar­ger than any hound that ever mor­tal eye has res­ted upon. And even as they looked the thing tore the throat out of Hugo Bask­erville, on which, as it turned its blaz­ing eyes and drip­ping jaws upon them, the three shrieked with fear and rode for dear life, still scream­ing, across the moor. One, it is said, died that very night of what he had seen, and the oth­er twain were but broken men for the rest of their days.

				“Such is the tale, my sons, of the com­ing of the hound which is said to have plagued the fam­ily so sorely ever since. If I have set it down it is be­cause that which is clearly known hath less ter­ror than that which is but hin­ted at and guessed. Nor can it be denied that many of the fam­ily have been un­happy in their deaths, which have been sud­den, bloody, and mys­ter­i­ous. Yet may we shel­ter ourselves in the in­fin­ite good­ness of Provid­ence, which would not forever pun­ish the in­no­cent bey­ond that third or fourth gen­er­a­tion which is threatened in Holy Writ. To that Provid­ence, my sons, I hereby com­mend you, and I coun­sel you by way of cau­tion to for­bear from cross­ing the moor in those dark hours when the powers of evil are ex­al­ted.

				“[This from Hugo Bask­erville to his sons Rodger and John, with in­struc­tions that they say noth­ing there­of to their sis­ter Eliza­beth.]”

			

			When Dr. Mor­timer had fin­ished read­ing this sin­gu­lar nar­rat­ive he pushed his spec­tacles up on his fore­head and stared across at Mr. Sher­lock Holmes. The lat­ter yawned and tossed the end of his ci­gar­ette in­to the fire.

			“Well?” said he.

			“Do you not find it in­ter­est­ing?”

			“To a col­lect­or of fairy tales.”

			Dr. Mor­timer drew a fol­ded news­pa­per out of his pock­et.

			“Now, Mr. Holmes, we will give you some­thing a little more re­cent. This is the Devon County Chron­icle of May 14th of this year. It is a short ac­count of the facts eli­cited at the death of Sir Charles Bask­erville which oc­curred a few days be­fore that date.”

			My friend leaned a little for­ward and his ex­pres­sion be­came in­tent. Our vis­it­or re­ad­jus­ted his glasses and began:

			
				“The re­cent sud­den death of Sir Charles Bask­erville, whose name has been men­tioned as the prob­able Lib­er­al can­did­ate for Mid-Devon at the next elec­tion, has cast a gloom over the county. Though Sir Charles had resided at Bask­erville Hall for a com­par­at­ively short peri­od his ami­ab­il­ity of char­ac­ter and ex­treme gen­er­os­ity had won the af­fec­tion and re­spect of all who had been brought in­to con­tact with him. In these days of nou­veaux riches it is re­fresh­ing to find a case where the scion of an old county fam­ily which has fallen upon evil days is able to make his own for­tune and to bring it back with him to re­store the fallen grandeur of his line. Sir Charles, as is well known, made large sums of money in South Afric­an spec­u­la­tion. More wise than those who go on un­til the wheel turns against them, he real­ized his gains and re­turned to Eng­land with them. It is only two years since he took up his res­id­ence at Bask­erville Hall, and it is com­mon talk how large were those schemes of re­con­struc­tion and im­prove­ment which have been in­ter­rup­ted by his death. Be­ing him­self child­less, it was his openly ex­pressed de­sire that the whole coun­tryside should, with­in his own life­time, profit by his good for­tune, and many will have per­son­al reas­ons for be­wail­ing his un­timely end. His gen­er­ous dona­tions to loc­al and county char­it­ies have been fre­quently chron­icled in these columns.

				“The cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with the death of Sir Charles can­not be said to have been en­tirely cleared up by the in­quest, but at least enough has been done to dis­pose of those ru­mours to which loc­al su­per­sti­tion has giv­en rise. There is no reas­on whatever to sus­pect foul play, or to ima­gine that death could be from any but nat­ur­al causes. Sir Charles was a wid­ower, and a man who may be said to have been in some ways of an ec­cent­ric habit of mind. In spite of his con­sid­er­able wealth he was simple in his per­son­al tastes, and his in­door ser­vants at Bask­erville Hall con­sisted of a mar­ried couple named Bar­ry­more, the hus­band act­ing as but­ler and the wife as house­keep­er. Their evid­ence, cor­rob­or­ated by that of sev­er­al friends, tends to show that Sir Charles’s health has for some time been im­paired, and points es­pe­cially to some af­fec­tion of the heart, mani­fest­ing it­self in changes of col­our, breath­less­ness, and acute at­tacks of nervous de­pres­sion. Dr. James Mor­timer, the friend and med­ic­al at­tend­ant of the de­ceased, has giv­en evid­ence to the same ef­fect.

				“The facts of the case are simple. Sir Charles Bask­erville was in the habit every night be­fore go­ing to bed of walk­ing down the fam­ous yew al­ley of Bask­erville Hall. The evid­ence of the Bar­ry­mores shows that this had been his cus­tom. On the fourth of May Sir Charles had de­clared his in­ten­tion of start­ing next day for Lon­don, and had ordered Bar­ry­more to pre­pare his lug­gage. That night he went out as usu­al for his noc­turn­al walk, in the course of which he was in the habit of smoking a ci­gar. He nev­er re­turned. At twelve o’clock Bar­ry­more, find­ing the hall door still open, be­came alarmed, and, light­ing a lan­tern, went in search of his mas­ter. The day had been wet, and Sir Charles’s foot­marks were eas­ily traced down the al­ley. Halfway down this walk there is a gate which leads out on to the moor. There were in­dic­a­tions that Sir Charles had stood for some little time here. He then pro­ceeded down the al­ley, and it was at the far end of it that his body was dis­covered. One fact which has not been ex­plained is the state­ment of Bar­ry­more that his mas­ter’s foot­prints altered their char­ac­ter from the time that he passed the moor-gate, and that he ap­peared from thence on­ward to have been walk­ing upon his toes. One Murphy, a gipsy horse-deal­er, was on the moor at no great dis­tance at the time, but he ap­pears by his own con­fes­sion to have been the worse for drink. He de­clares that he heard cries but is un­able to state from what dir­ec­tion they came. No signs of vi­ol­ence were to be dis­covered upon Sir Charles’s per­son, and though the doc­tor’s evid­ence poin­ted to an al­most in­cred­ible fa­cial dis­tor­tion—so great that Dr. Mor­timer re­fused at first to be­lieve that it was in­deed his friend and pa­tient who lay be­fore him—it was ex­plained that that is a symp­tom which is not un­usu­al in cases of dys­pnoea and death from car­di­ac ex­haus­tion. This ex­plan­a­tion was borne out by the post­mortem ex­am­in­a­tion, which showed long-stand­ing or­gan­ic dis­ease, and the cor­on­er’s jury re­turned a ver­dict in ac­cord­ance with the med­ic­al evid­ence. It is well that this is so, for it is ob­vi­ously of the ut­most im­port­ance that Sir Charles’s heir should settle at the Hall and con­tin­ue the good work which has been so sadly in­ter­rup­ted. Had the pro­sa­ic find­ing of the cor­on­er not fi­nally put an end to the ro­mantic stor­ies which have been whispered in con­nec­tion with the af­fair, it might have been dif­fi­cult to find a ten­ant for Bask­erville Hall. It is un­der­stood that the next of kin is Mr. Henry Bask­erville, if he be still alive, the son of Sir Charles Bask­erville’s young­er broth­er. The young man when last heard of was in Amer­ica, and in­quir­ies are be­ing in­sti­tuted with a view to in­form­ing him of his good for­tune.”

			

			Dr. Mor­timer re­fol­ded his pa­per and re­placed it in his pock­et. “Those are the pub­lic facts, Mr. Holmes, in con­nec­tion with the death of Sir Charles Bask­erville.”

			“I must thank you,” said Sher­lock Holmes, “for call­ing my at­ten­tion to a case which cer­tainly presents some fea­tures of in­terest. I had ob­served some news­pa­per com­ment at the time, but I was ex­ceed­ingly pre­oc­cu­pied by that little af­fair of the Vat­ic­an cameos, and in my anxi­ety to ob­lige the Pope I lost touch with sev­er­al in­ter­est­ing Eng­lish cases. This art­icle, you say, con­tains all the pub­lic facts?”

			“It does.”

			“Then let me have the private ones.” He leaned back, put his fin­ger­tips to­geth­er, and as­sumed his most im­pass­ive and ju­di­cial ex­pres­sion.

			“In do­ing so,” said Dr. Mor­timer, who had be­gun to show signs of some strong emo­tion, “I am telling that which I have not con­fided to any­one. My motive for with­hold­ing it from the cor­on­er’s in­quiry is that a man of sci­ence shrinks from pla­cing him­self in the pub­lic po­s­i­tion of seem­ing to en­dorse a pop­u­lar su­per­sti­tion. I had the fur­ther motive that Bask­erville Hall, as the pa­per says, would cer­tainly re­main un­ten­an­ted if any­thing were done to in­crease its already rather grim repu­ta­tion. For both these reas­ons I thought that I was jus­ti­fied in telling rather less than I knew, since no prac­tic­al good could res­ult from it, but with you there is no reas­on why I should not be per­fectly frank.

			“The moor is very sparsely in­hab­ited, and those who live near each oth­er are thrown very much to­geth­er. For this reas­on I saw a good deal of Sir Charles Bask­erville. With the ex­cep­tion of Mr. Frank­land, of Lafter Hall, and Mr. Stapleton, the nat­ur­al­ist, there are no oth­er men of edu­ca­tion with­in many miles. Sir Charles was a re­tir­ing man, but the chance of his ill­ness brought us to­geth­er, and a com­munity of in­terests in sci­ence kept us so. He had brought back much sci­entif­ic in­form­a­tion from South Africa, and many a charm­ing even­ing we have spent to­geth­er dis­cuss­ing the com­par­at­ive ana­tomy of the Bush­man and the Hot­tentot.

			“With­in the last few months it be­came in­creas­ingly plain to me that Sir Charles’s nervous sys­tem was strained to the break­ing point. He had taken this le­gend which I have read you ex­ceed­ingly to heart—so much so that, al­though he would walk in his own grounds, noth­ing would in­duce him to go out upon the moor at night. In­cred­ible as it may ap­pear to you, Mr. Holmes, he was hon­estly con­vinced that a dread­ful fate over­hung his fam­ily, and cer­tainly the re­cords which he was able to give of his an­cest­ors were not en­cour­aging. The idea of some ghastly pres­ence con­stantly haunted him, and on more than one oc­ca­sion he has asked me wheth­er I had on my med­ic­al jour­neys at night ever seen any strange creature or heard the bay­ing of a hound. The lat­ter ques­tion he put to me sev­er­al times, and al­ways with a voice which vi­brated with ex­cite­ment.

			“I can well re­mem­ber driv­ing up to his house in the even­ing some three weeks be­fore the fatal event. He chanced to be at his hall door. I had des­cen­ded from my gig and was stand­ing in front of him, when I saw his eyes fix them­selves over my shoulder and stare past me with an ex­pres­sion of the most dread­ful hor­ror. I whisked round and had just time to catch a glimpse of some­thing which I took to be a large black calf passing at the head of the drive. So ex­cited and alarmed was he that I was com­pelled to go down to the spot where the an­im­al had been and look around for it. It was gone, how­ever, and the in­cid­ent ap­peared to make the worst im­pres­sion upon his mind. I stayed with him all the even­ing, and it was on that oc­ca­sion, to ex­plain the emo­tion which he had shown, that he con­fided to my keep­ing that nar­rat­ive which I read to you when first I came. I men­tion this small epis­ode be­cause it as­sumes some im­port­ance in view of the tragedy which fol­lowed, but I was con­vinced at the time that the mat­ter was en­tirely trivi­al and that his ex­cite­ment had no jus­ti­fic­a­tion.

			“It was at my ad­vice that Sir Charles was about to go to Lon­don. His heart was, I knew, af­fected, and the con­stant anxi­ety in which he lived, how­ever chi­mer­ic­al the cause of it might be, was evid­ently hav­ing a ser­i­ous ef­fect upon his health. I thought that a few months among the dis­trac­tions of town would send him back a new man. Mr. Stapleton, a mu­tu­al friend who was much con­cerned at his state of health, was of the same opin­ion. At the last in­stant came this ter­rible cata­strophe.

			“On the night of Sir Charles’s death Bar­ry­more the but­ler, who made the dis­cov­ery, sent Per­kins the groom on horse­back to me, and as I was sit­ting up late I was able to reach Bask­erville Hall with­in an hour of the event. I checked and cor­rob­or­ated all the facts which were men­tioned at the in­quest. I fol­lowed the foot­steps down the yew al­ley, I saw the spot at the moor-gate where he seemed to have waited, I re­marked the change in the shape of the prints after that point, I noted that there were no oth­er foot­steps save those of Bar­ry­more on the soft gravel, and fi­nally I care­fully ex­amined the body, which had not been touched un­til my ar­rival. Sir Charles lay on his face, his arms out, his fin­gers dug in­to the ground, and his fea­tures con­vulsed with some strong emo­tion to such an ex­tent that I could hardly have sworn to his iden­tity. There was cer­tainly no phys­ic­al in­jury of any kind. But one false state­ment was made by Bar­ry­more at the in­quest. He said that there were no traces upon the ground round the body. He did not ob­serve any. But I did—some little dis­tance off, but fresh and clear.”

			“Foot­prints?”

			“Foot­prints.”

			“A man’s or a wo­man’s?”

			Dr. Mor­timer looked strangely at us for an in­stant, and his voice sank al­most to a whis­per as he answered.

			“Mr. Holmes, they were the foot­prints of a gi­gant­ic hound!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Prob­lem

			
			I con­fess at these words a shud­der passed through me. There was a thrill in the doc­tor’s voice which showed that he was him­self deeply moved by that which he told us. Holmes leaned for­ward in his ex­cite­ment and his eyes had the hard, dry glit­ter which shot from them when he was keenly in­ter­ested.

			“You saw this?”

			“As clearly as I see you.”

			“And you said noth­ing?”

			“What was the use?”

			“How was it that no one else saw it?”

			“The marks were some twenty yards from the body and no one gave them a thought. I don’t sup­pose I should have done so had I not known this le­gend.”

			“There are many sheep­dogs on the moor?”

			“No doubt, but this was no sheep­dog.”

			“You say it was large?”

			“Enorm­ous.”

			“But it had not ap­proached the body?”

			“No.”

			“What sort of night was it?”

			“Damp and raw.”

			“But not ac­tu­ally rain­ing?”

			“No.”

			“What is the al­ley like?”

			“There are two lines of old yew hedge, twelve feet high and im­pen­et­rable. The walk in the centre is about eight feet across.”

			“Is there any­thing between the hedges and the walk?”

			“Yes, there is a strip of grass about six feet broad on either side.”

			“I un­der­stand that the yew hedge is pen­et­rated at one point by a gate?”

			“Yes, the wick­et-gate which leads on to the moor.”

			“Is there any oth­er open­ing?”

			“None.”

			“So that to reach the yew al­ley one either has to come down it from the house or else to enter it by the moor-gate?”

			“There is an exit through a sum­mer­house at the far end.”

			“Had Sir Charles reached this?”

			“No; he lay about fifty yards from it.”

			“Now, tell me, Dr. Mor­timer—and this is im­port­ant—the marks which you saw were on the path and not on the grass?”

			“No marks could show on the grass.”

			“Were they on the same side of the path as the moor-gate?”

			“Yes; they were on the edge of the path on the same side as the moor-gate.”

			“You in­terest me ex­ceed­ingly. An­oth­er point. Was the wick­et-gate closed?”

			“Closed and pad­locked.”

			“How high was it?”

			“About four feet high.”

			“Then any­one could have got over it?”

			“Yes.”

			“And what marks did you see by the wick­et-gate?”

			“None in par­tic­u­lar.”

			“Good heav­en! Did no one ex­am­ine?”

			“Yes, I ex­amined, my­self.”

			“And found noth­ing?”

			“It was all very con­fused. Sir Charles had evid­ently stood there for five or ten minutes.”

			“How do you know that?”

			“Be­cause the ash had twice dropped from his ci­gar.”

			“Ex­cel­lent! This is a col­league, Wat­son, after our own heart. But the marks?”

			“He had left his own marks all over that small patch of gravel. I could dis­cern no oth­ers.”

			Sher­lock Holmes struck his hand against his knee with an im­pa­tient ges­ture.

			“If I had only been there!” he cried. “It is evid­ently a case of ex­traordin­ary in­terest, and one which presen­ted im­mense op­por­tun­it­ies to the sci­entif­ic ex­pert. That gravel page upon which I might have read so much has been long ere this smudged by the rain and de­faced by the clogs of curi­ous peas­ants. Oh, Dr. Mor­timer, Dr. Mor­timer, to think that you should not have called me in! You have in­deed much to an­swer for.”

			“I could not call you in, Mr. Holmes, without dis­clos­ing these facts to the world, and I have already giv­en my reas­ons for not wish­ing to do so. Be­sides, be­sides—”

			“Why do you hes­it­ate?”

			“There is a realm in which the most acute and most ex­per­i­enced of de­tect­ives is help­less.”

			“You mean that the thing is su­per­nat­ur­al?”

			“I did not pos­it­ively say so.”

			“No, but you evid­ently think it.”

			“Since the tragedy, Mr. Holmes, there have come to my ears sev­er­al in­cid­ents which are hard to re­con­cile with the settled or­der of Nature.”

			“For ex­ample?”

			“I find that be­fore the ter­rible event oc­curred sev­er­al people had seen a creature upon the moor which cor­res­ponds with this Bask­erville de­mon, and which could not pos­sibly be any an­im­al known to sci­ence. They all agreed that it was a huge creature, lu­min­ous, ghastly, and spec­tral. I have cross-ex­amined these men, one of them a hard­headed coun­try­man, one a far­ri­er, and one a moor­land farm­er, who all tell the same story of this dread­ful ap­par­i­tion, ex­actly cor­res­pond­ing to the hell­hound of the le­gend. I as­sure you that there is a reign of ter­ror in the dis­trict, and that it is a hardy man who will cross the moor at night.”

			“And you, a trained man of sci­ence, be­lieve it to be su­per­nat­ur­al?”

			“I do not know what to be­lieve.”

			Holmes shrugged his shoulders. “I have hitherto con­fined my in­vest­ig­a­tions to this world,” said he. “In a mod­est way I have com­bated evil, but to take on the Fath­er of Evil him­self would, per­haps, be too am­bi­tious a task. Yet you must ad­mit that the foot­mark is ma­ter­i­al.”

			“The ori­gin­al hound was ma­ter­i­al enough to tug a man’s throat out, and yet he was diabol­ic­al as well.”

			“I see that you have quite gone over to the su­per­nat­ur­al­ists. But now, Dr. Mor­timer, tell me this. If you hold these views, why have you come to con­sult me at all? You tell me in the same breath that it is use­less to in­vest­ig­ate Sir Charles’s death, and that you de­sire me to do it.”

			“I did not say that I de­sired you to do it.”

			“Then, how can I as­sist you?”

			“By ad­vising me as to what I should do with Sir Henry Bask­erville, who ar­rives at Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion”—Dr. Mor­timer looked at his watch—“in ex­actly one hour and a quarter.”

			“He be­ing the heir?”

			“Yes. On the death of Sir Charles we in­quired for this young gen­tle­man and found that he had been farm­ing in Canada. From the ac­counts which have reached us he is an ex­cel­lent fel­low in every way. I speak now not as a med­ic­al man but as a trust­ee and ex­ecut­or of Sir Charles’s will.”

			“There is no oth­er claimant, I pre­sume?”

			“None. The only oth­er kins­man whom we have been able to trace was Rodger Bask­erville, the young­est of three broth­ers of whom poor Sir Charles was the eld­er. The second broth­er, who died young, is the fath­er of this lad Henry. The third, Rodger, was the black sheep of the fam­ily. He came of the old mas­ter­ful Bask­erville strain and was the very im­age, they tell me, of the fam­ily pic­ture of old Hugo. He made Eng­land too hot to hold him, fled to Cent­ral Amer­ica, and died there in 1876 of yel­low fever. Henry is the last of the Bask­ervilles. In one hour and five minutes I meet him at Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion. I have had a wire that he ar­rived at Southamp­ton this morn­ing. Now, Mr. Holmes, what would you ad­vise me to do with him?”

			“Why should he not go to the home of his fath­ers?”

			“It seems nat­ur­al, does it not? And yet, con­sider that every Bask­erville who goes there meets with an evil fate. I feel sure that if Sir Charles could have spoken with me be­fore his death he would have warned me against bring­ing this, the last of the old race, and the heir to great wealth, to that deadly place. And yet it can­not be denied that the prosper­ity of the whole poor, bleak coun­tryside de­pends upon his pres­ence. All the good work which has been done by Sir Charles will crash to the ground if there is no ten­ant of the Hall. I fear lest I should be swayed too much by my own ob­vi­ous in­terest in the mat­ter, and that is why I bring the case be­fore you and ask for your ad­vice.”

			Holmes con­sidered for a little time.

			“Put in­to plain words, the mat­ter is this,” said he. “In your opin­ion there is a diabol­ic­al agency which makes Dart­moor an un­safe abode for a Bask­erville—that is your opin­ion?”

			“At least I might go the length of say­ing that there is some evid­ence that this may be so.”

			“Ex­actly. But surely, if your su­per­nat­ur­al the­ory be cor­rect, it could work the young man evil in Lon­don as eas­ily as in Devon­shire. A dev­il with merely loc­al powers like a par­ish vestry would be too in­con­ceiv­able a thing.”

			“You put the mat­ter more flip­pantly, Mr. Holmes, than you would prob­ably do if you were brought in­to per­son­al con­tact with these things. Your ad­vice, then, as I un­der­stand it, is that the young man will be as safe in Devon­shire as in Lon­don. He comes in fifty minutes. What would you re­com­mend?”

			“I re­com­mend, sir, that you take a cab, call off your span­iel who is scratch­ing at my front door, and pro­ceed to Wa­ter­loo to meet Sir Henry Bask­erville.”

			“And then?”

			“And then you will say noth­ing to him at all un­til I have made up my mind about the mat­ter.”

			“How long will it take you to make up your mind?”

			“Twenty-four hours. At ten o’clock to­mor­row, Dr. Mor­timer, I will be much ob­liged to you if you will call upon me here, and it will be of help to me in my plans for the fu­ture if you will bring Sir Henry Bask­erville with you.”

			“I will do so, Mr. Holmes.” He scribbled the ap­point­ment on his shirt-cuff and hur­ried off in his strange, peer­ing, ab­sent­minded fash­ion. Holmes stopped him at the head of the stair.

			“Only one more ques­tion, Dr. Mor­timer. You say that be­fore Sir Charles Bask­erville’s death sev­er­al people saw this ap­par­i­tion upon the moor?”

			“Three people did.”

			“Did any see it after?”

			“I have not heard of any.”

			“Thank you. Good morn­ing.”

			Holmes re­turned to his seat with that quiet look of in­ward sat­is­fac­tion which meant that he had a con­geni­al task be­fore him.

			“Go­ing out, Wat­son?”

			“Un­less I can help you.”

			“No, my dear fel­low, it is at the hour of ac­tion that I turn to you for aid. But this is splen­did, really unique from some points of view. When you pass Brad­ley’s, would you ask him to send up a pound of the strongest shag to­bacco? Thank you. It would be as well if you could make it con­veni­ent not to re­turn be­fore even­ing. Then I should be very glad to com­pare im­pres­sions as to this most in­ter­est­ing prob­lem which has been sub­mit­ted to us this morn­ing.”

			I knew that se­clu­sion and solitude were very ne­ces­sary for my friend in those hours of in­tense men­tal con­cen­tra­tion dur­ing which he weighed every particle of evid­ence, con­struc­ted al­tern­at­ive the­or­ies, bal­anced one against the oth­er, and made up his mind as to which points were es­sen­tial and which im­ma­ter­i­al. I there­fore spent the day at my club and did not re­turn to Baker Street un­til even­ing. It was nearly nine o’clock when I found my­self in the sit­ting-room once more.

			My first im­pres­sion as I opened the door was that a fire had broken out, for the room was so filled with smoke that the light of the lamp upon the table was blurred by it. As I entered, how­ever, my fears were set at rest, for it was the ac­rid fumes of strong coarse to­bacco which took me by the throat and set me cough­ing. Through the haze I had a vague vis­ion of Holmes in his dress­ing-gown coiled up in an arm­chair with his black clay pipe between his lips. Sev­er­al rolls of pa­per lay around him.

			“Caught cold, Wat­son?” said he.

			“No, it’s this pois­on­ous at­mo­sphere.”

			“I sup­pose it is pretty thick, now that you men­tion it.”

			“Thick! It is in­tol­er­able.”

			“Open the win­dow, then! You have been at your club all day, I per­ceive.”

			“My dear Holmes!”

			“Am I right?”

			“Cer­tainly, but how?”

			He laughed at my be­wildered ex­pres­sion. “There is a de­light­ful fresh­ness about you, Wat­son, which makes it a pleas­ure to ex­er­cise any small powers which I pos­sess at your ex­pense. A gen­tle­man goes forth on a showery and miry day. He re­turns im­macu­late in the even­ing with the gloss still on his hat and his boots. He has been a fix­ture there­fore all day. He is not a man with in­tim­ate friends. Where, then, could he have been? Is it not ob­vi­ous?”

			“Well, it is rather ob­vi­ous.”

			“The world is full of ob­vi­ous things which nobody by any chance ever ob­serves. Where do you think that I have been?”

			“A fix­ture also.”

			“On the con­trary, I have been to Devon­shire.”

			“In spir­it?”

			“Ex­actly. My body has re­mained in this arm­chair and has, I re­gret to ob­serve, con­sumed in my ab­sence two large pots of cof­fee and an in­cred­ible amount of to­bacco. After you left I sent down to Stam­ford’s for the Ord­nance map of this por­tion of the moor, and my spir­it has hovered over it all day. I flat­ter my­self that I could find my way about.”

			“A large-scale map, I pre­sume?”

			“Very large.”

			He un­rolled one sec­tion and held it over his knee. “Here you have the par­tic­u­lar dis­trict which con­cerns us. That is Bask­erville Hall in the middle.”

			“With a wood round it?”

			“Ex­actly. I fancy the yew al­ley, though not marked un­der that name, must stretch along this line, with the moor, as you per­ceive, upon the right of it. This small clump of build­ings here is the ham­let of Grim­pen, where our friend Dr. Mor­timer has his headquar­ters. With­in a ra­di­us of five miles there are, as you see, only a very few scattered dwell­ings. Here is Lafter Hall, which was men­tioned in the nar­rat­ive. There is a house in­dic­ated here which may be the res­id­ence of the nat­ur­al­ist—Stapleton, if I re­mem­ber right, was his name. Here are two moor­land farm­houses, High Tor and Foul­mire. Then four­teen miles away the great con­vict pris­on of Prin­cetown. Between and around these scattered points ex­tends the des­ol­ate, life­less moor. This, then, is the stage upon which tragedy has been played, and upon which we may help to play it again.”

			“It must be a wild place.”

			“Yes, the set­ting is a worthy one. If the dev­il did de­sire to have a hand in the af­fairs of men—”

			“Then you are your­self in­clin­ing to the su­per­nat­ur­al ex­plan­a­tion.”

			“The dev­il’s agents may be of flesh and blood, may they not? There are two ques­tions wait­ing for us at the out­set. The one is wheth­er any crime has been com­mit­ted at all; the second is, what is the crime and how was it com­mit­ted? Of course, if Dr. Mor­timer’s sur­mise should be cor­rect, and we are deal­ing with forces out­side the or­din­ary laws of Nature, there is an end of our in­vest­ig­a­tion. But we are bound to ex­haust all oth­er hy­po­theses be­fore fall­ing back upon this one. I think we’ll shut that win­dow again, if you don’t mind. It is a sin­gu­lar thing, but I find that a con­cen­trated at­mo­sphere helps a con­cen­tra­tion of thought. I have not pushed it to the length of get­ting in­to a box to think, but that is the lo­gic­al out­come of my con­vic­tions. Have you turned the case over in your mind?”

			“Yes, I have thought a good deal of it in the course of the day.”

			“What do you make of it?”

			“It is very be­wil­der­ing.”

			“It has cer­tainly a char­ac­ter of its own. There are points of dis­tinc­tion about it. That change in the foot­prints, for ex­ample. What do you make of that?”

			“Mor­timer said that the man had walked on tip­toe down that por­tion of the al­ley.”

			“He only re­peated what some fool had said at the in­quest. Why should a man walk on tip­toe down the al­ley?”

			“What then?”

			“He was run­ning, Wat­son—run­ning des­per­ately, run­ning for his life, run­ning un­til he burst his heart—and fell dead upon his face.”

			“Run­ning from what?”

			“There lies our prob­lem. There are in­dic­a­tions that the man was crazed with fear be­fore ever he began to run.”

			“How can you say that?”

			“I am pre­sum­ing that the cause of his fears came to him across the moor. If that were so, and it seems most prob­able, only a man who had lost his wits would have run from the house in­stead of to­wards it. If the gipsy’s evid­ence may be taken as true, he ran with cries for help in the dir­ec­tion where help was least likely to be. Then, again, whom was he wait­ing for that night, and why was he wait­ing for him in the yew al­ley rather than in his own house?”

			“You think that he was wait­ing for someone?”

			“The man was eld­erly and in­firm. We can un­der­stand his tak­ing an even­ing stroll, but the ground was damp and the night in­clement. Is it nat­ur­al that he should stand for five or ten minutes, as Dr. Mor­timer, with more prac­tic­al sense than I should have giv­en him cred­it for, de­duced from the ci­gar ash?”

			“But he went out every even­ing.”

			“I think it un­likely that he waited at the moor-gate every even­ing. On the con­trary, the evid­ence is that he avoided the moor. That night he waited there. It was the night be­fore he made his de­par­ture for Lon­don. The thing takes shape, Wat­son. It be­comes co­her­ent. Might I ask you to hand me my vi­ol­in, and we will post­pone all fur­ther thought upon this busi­ness un­til we have had the ad­vant­age of meet­ing Dr. Mor­timer and Sir Henry Bask­erville in the morn­ing.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Sir Henry Bask­erville

			
			Our break­fast table was cleared early, and Holmes waited in his dress­ing-gown for the prom­ised in­ter­view. Our cli­ents were punc­tu­al to their ap­point­ment, for the clock had just struck ten when Dr. Mor­timer was shown up, fol­lowed by the young bar­on­et. The lat­ter was a small, alert, dark-eyed man about thirty years of age, very sturdily built, with thick black eye­brows and a strong, pug­na­cious face. He wore a ruddy-tin­ted tweed suit and had the weath­er-beaten ap­pear­ance of one who has spent most of his time in the open air, and yet there was some­thing in his steady eye and the quiet as­sur­ance of his bear­ing which in­dic­ated the gen­tle­man.

			“This is Sir Henry Bask­erville,” said Dr. Mor­timer.

			“Why, yes,” said he, “and the strange thing is, Mr. Sher­lock Holmes, that if my friend here had not pro­posed com­ing round to you this morn­ing I should have come on my own ac­count. I un­der­stand that you think out little puzzles, and I’ve had one this morn­ing which wants more think­ing out than I am able to give it.”

			“Pray take a seat, Sir Henry. Do I un­der­stand you to say that you have your­self had some re­mark­able ex­per­i­ence since you ar­rived in Lon­don?”

			“Noth­ing of much im­port­ance, Mr. Holmes. Only a joke, as like as not. It was this let­ter, if you can call it a let­ter, which reached me this morn­ing.”

			He laid an en­vel­ope upon the table, and we all bent over it. It was of com­mon qual­ity, gray­ish in col­our. The ad­dress, “Sir Henry Bask­erville, Northum­ber­land Hotel,” was prin­ted in rough char­ac­ters; the post­mark “Char­ing Cross,” and the date of post­ing the pre­ced­ing even­ing.

			“Who knew that you were go­ing to the Northum­ber­land Hotel?” asked Holmes, glan­cing keenly across at our vis­it­or.

			“No one could have known. We only de­cided after I met Dr. Mor­timer.”

			“But Dr. Mor­timer was no doubt already stop­ping there?”

			“No, I had been stay­ing with a friend,” said the doc­tor.

			“There was no pos­sible in­dic­a­tion that we in­ten­ded to go to this hotel.”

			“Hum! Someone seems to be very deeply in­ter­ested in your move­ments.” Out of the en­vel­ope he took a half-sheet of fools­cap pa­per fol­ded in­to four. This he opened and spread flat upon the table. Across the middle of it a single sen­tence had been formed by the ex­pedi­ent of past­ing prin­ted words upon it. It ran:

			
				As you value your life or your reas­on keep away from the moor.

			

			The word “moor” only was prin­ted in ink.

			“Now,” said Sir Henry Bask­erville, “per­haps you will tell me, Mr. Holmes, what in thun­der is the mean­ing of that, and who it is that takes so much in­terest in my af­fairs?”

			“What do you make of it, Dr. Mor­timer? You must al­low that there is noth­ing su­per­nat­ur­al about this, at any rate?”

			“No, sir, but it might very well come from someone who was con­vinced that the busi­ness is su­per­nat­ur­al.”

			“What busi­ness?” asked Sir Henry sharply. “It seems to me that all you gen­tle­men know a great deal more than I do about my own af­fairs.”

			“You shall share our know­ledge be­fore you leave this room, Sir Henry. I prom­ise you that,” said Sher­lock Holmes. “We will con­fine ourselves for the present with your per­mis­sion to this very in­ter­est­ing doc­u­ment, which must have been put to­geth­er and pos­ted yes­ter­day even­ing. Have you yes­ter­day’s Times, Wat­son?”

			“It is here in the corner.”

			“Might I trouble you for it—the in­side page, please, with the lead­ing art­icles?” He glanced swiftly over it, run­ning his eyes up and down the columns. “Cap­it­al art­icle this on free trade. Per­mit me to give you an ex­tract from it.

			
				“You may be ca­joled in­to ima­gin­ing that your own spe­cial trade or your own in­dustry will be en­cour­aged by a pro­tect­ive tar­iff, but it stands to reas­on that such le­gis­la­tion must in the long run keep away wealth from the coun­try, di­min­ish the value of our im­ports, and lower the gen­er­al con­di­tions of life in this is­land.”

			

			“What do you think of that, Wat­son?” cried Holmes in high glee, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er with sat­is­fac­tion. “Don’t you think that is an ad­mir­able sen­ti­ment?”

			Dr. Mor­timer looked at Holmes with an air of pro­fes­sion­al in­terest, and Sir Henry Bask­erville turned a pair of puzzled dark eyes upon me.

			“I don’t know much about the tar­iff and things of that kind,” said he, “but it seems to me we’ve got a bit off the trail so far as that note is con­cerned.”

			“On the con­trary, I think we are par­tic­u­larly hot upon the trail, Sir Henry. Wat­son here knows more about my meth­ods than you do, but I fear that even he has not quite grasped the sig­ni­fic­ance of this sen­tence.”

			“No, I con­fess that I see no con­nec­tion.”

			“And yet, my dear Wat­son, there is so very close a con­nec­tion that the one is ex­trac­ted out of the oth­er. ‘You,’ ‘your,’ ‘your,’ ‘life,’ ‘reas­on,’ ‘value,’ ‘keep away,’ ‘from the.’ Don’t you see now whence these words have been taken?”

			“By thun­der, you’re right! Well, if that isn’t smart!” cried Sir Henry.

			“If any pos­sible doubt re­mained it is settled by the fact that ‘keep away’ and ‘from the’ are cut out in one piece.”

			“Well, now—so it is!”

			“Really, Mr. Holmes, this ex­ceeds any­thing which I could have ima­gined,” said Dr. Mor­timer, gaz­ing at my friend in amazement. “I could un­der­stand any­one say­ing that the words were from a news­pa­per; but that you should name which, and add that it came from the lead­ing art­icle, is really one of the most re­mark­able things which I have ever known. How did you do it?”

			“I pre­sume, Doc­tor, that you could tell the skull of a negro from that of an Eskimo?”

			“Most cer­tainly.”

			“But how?”

			“Be­cause that is my spe­cial hobby. The dif­fer­ences are ob­vi­ous. The supra­or­bit­al crest, the fa­cial angle, the max­il­lary curve, the—”

			“But this is my spe­cial hobby, and the dif­fer­ences are equally ob­vi­ous. There is as much dif­fer­ence to my eyes between the leaded bour­geois type of a Times art­icle and the slov­enly print of an even­ing half­penny pa­per as there could be between your negro and your Eskimo. The de­tec­tion of types is one of the most ele­ment­ary branches of know­ledge to the spe­cial ex­pert in crime, though I con­fess that once when I was very young I con­fused the Leeds Mer­cury with the West­ern Morn­ing News. But a Times lead­er is en­tirely dis­tinct­ive, and these words could have been taken from noth­ing else. As it was done yes­ter­day the strong prob­ab­il­ity was that we should find the words in yes­ter­day’s is­sue.”

			“So far as I can fol­low you, then, Mr. Holmes,” said Sir Henry Bask­erville, “someone cut out this mes­sage with a scis­sors—”

			“Nail-scis­sors,” said Holmes. “You can see that it was a very short-bladed scis­sors, since the cut­ter had to take two snips over ‘keep away.’ ”

			“That is so. Someone, then, cut out the mes­sage with a pair of short-bladed scis­sors, pas­ted it with paste—”

			“Gum,” said Holmes.

			“With gum on to the pa­per. But I want to know why the word ‘moor’ should have been writ­ten?”

			“Be­cause he could not find it in print. The oth­er words were all simple and might be found in any is­sue, but ‘moor’ would be less com­mon.”

			“Why, of course, that would ex­plain it. Have you read any­thing else in this mes­sage, Mr. Holmes?”

			“There are one or two in­dic­a­tions, and yet the ut­most pains have been taken to re­move all clues. The ad­dress, you ob­serve is prin­ted in rough char­ac­ters. But the Times is a pa­per which is sel­dom found in any hands but those of the highly edu­cated. We may take it, there­fore, that the let­ter was com­posed by an edu­cated man who wished to pose as an un­educated one, and his ef­fort to con­ceal his own writ­ing sug­gests that that writ­ing might be known, or come to be known, by you. Again, you will ob­serve that the words are not gummed on in an ac­cur­ate line, but that some are much high­er than oth­ers. ‘Life,’ for ex­ample is quite out of its prop­er place. That may point to care­less­ness or it may point to agit­a­tion and hurry upon the part of the cut­ter. On the whole I in­cline to the lat­ter view, since the mat­ter was evid­ently im­port­ant, and it is un­likely that the com­poser of such a let­ter would be care­less. If he were in a hurry it opens up the in­ter­est­ing ques­tion why he should be in a hurry, since any let­ter pos­ted up to early morn­ing would reach Sir Henry be­fore he would leave his hotel. Did the com­poser fear an in­ter­rup­tion—and from whom?”

			“We are com­ing now rather in­to the re­gion of guess­work,” said Dr. Mor­timer.

			“Say, rather, in­to the re­gion where we bal­ance prob­ab­il­it­ies and choose the most likely. It is the sci­entif­ic use of the ima­gin­a­tion, but we have al­ways some ma­ter­i­al basis on which to start our spec­u­la­tion. Now, you would call it a guess, no doubt, but I am al­most cer­tain that this ad­dress has been writ­ten in a hotel.”

			“How in the world can you say that?”

			“If you ex­am­ine it care­fully you will see that both the pen and the ink have giv­en the writer trouble. The pen has spluttered twice in a single word and has run dry three times in a short ad­dress, show­ing that there was very little ink in the bottle. Now, a private pen or ink-bottle is sel­dom al­lowed to be in such a state, and the com­bin­a­tion of the two must be quite rare. But you know the hotel ink and the hotel pen, where it is rare to get any­thing else. Yes, I have very little hes­it­a­tion in say­ing that could we ex­am­ine the waste-pa­per bas­kets of the ho­tels around Char­ing Cross un­til we found the re­mains of the mu­til­ated Times lead­er we could lay our hands straight upon the per­son who sent this sin­gu­lar mes­sage. Hal­loa! Hal­loa! What’s this?”

			He was care­fully ex­amin­ing the fools­cap, upon which the words were pas­ted, hold­ing it only an inch or two from his eyes.

			“Well?”

			“Noth­ing,” said he, throw­ing it down. “It is a blank half-sheet of pa­per, without even a wa­ter­mark upon it. I think we have drawn as much as we can from this curi­ous let­ter; and now, Sir Henry, has any­thing else of in­terest happened to you since you have been in Lon­don?”

			“Why, no, Mr. Holmes. I think not.”

			“You have not ob­served any­one fol­low or watch you?”

			“I seem to have walked right in­to the thick of a dime nov­el,” said our vis­it­or. “Why in thun­der should any­one fol­low or watch me?”

			“We are com­ing to that. You have noth­ing else to re­port to us be­fore we go in­to this mat­ter?”

			“Well, it de­pends upon what you think worth re­port­ing.”

			“I think any­thing out of the or­din­ary routine of life well worth re­port­ing.”

			Sir Henry smiled. “I don’t know much of Brit­ish life yet, for I have spent nearly all my time in the States and in Canada. But I hope that to lose one of your boots is not part of the or­din­ary routine of life over here.”

			“You have lost one of your boots?”

			“My dear sir,” cried Dr. Mor­timer, “it is only mis­laid. You will find it when you re­turn to the hotel. What is the use of troub­ling Mr. Holmes with trifles of this kind?”

			“Well, he asked me for any­thing out­side the or­din­ary routine.”

			“Ex­actly,” said Holmes, “how­ever fool­ish the in­cid­ent may seem. You have lost one of your boots, you say?”

			“Well, mis­laid it, any­how. I put them both out­side my door last night, and there was only one in the morn­ing. I could get no sense out of the chap who cleans them. The worst of it is that I only bought the pair last night in the Strand, and I have nev­er had them on.”

			“If you have nev­er worn them, why did you put them out to be cleaned?”

			“They were tan boots and had nev­er been var­nished. That was why I put them out.”

			“Then I un­der­stand that on your ar­rival in Lon­don yes­ter­day you went out at once and bought a pair of boots?”

			“I did a good deal of shop­ping. Dr. Mor­timer here went round with me. You see, if I am to be squire down there I must dress the part, and it may be that I have got a little care­less in my ways out West. Among oth­er things I bought these brown boots—gave six dol­lars for them—and had one stolen be­fore ever I had them on my feet.”

			“It seems a sin­gu­larly use­less thing to steal,” said Sher­lock Holmes. “I con­fess that I share Dr. Mor­timer’s be­lief that it will not be long be­fore the miss­ing boot is found.”

			“And, now, gen­tle­men,” said the bar­on­et with de­cision, “it seems to me that I have spoken quite enough about the little that I know. It is time that you kept your prom­ise and gave me a full ac­count of what we are all driv­ing at.”

			“Your re­quest is a very reas­on­able one,” Holmes answered. “Dr. Mor­timer, I think you could not do bet­ter than to tell your story as you told it to us.”

			Thus en­cour­aged, our sci­entif­ic friend drew his pa­pers from his pock­et and presen­ted the whole case as he had done upon the morn­ing be­fore. Sir Henry Bask­erville listened with the deep­est at­ten­tion and with an oc­ca­sion­al ex­clam­a­tion of sur­prise.

			“Well, I seem to have come in­to an in­her­it­ance with a ven­geance,” said he when the long nar­rat­ive was fin­ished. “Of course, I’ve heard of the hound ever since I was in the nurs­ery. It’s the pet story of the fam­ily, though I nev­er thought of tak­ing it ser­i­ously be­fore. But as to my uncle’s death—well, it all seems boil­ing up in my head, and I can’t get it clear yet. You don’t seem quite to have made up your mind wheth­er it’s a case for a po­lice­man or a cler­gy­man.”

			“Pre­cisely.”

			“And now there’s this af­fair of the let­ter to me at the hotel. I sup­pose that fits in­to its place.”

			“It seems to show that someone knows more than we do about what goes on upon the moor,” said Dr. Mor­timer.

			“And also,” said Holmes, “that someone is not ill-dis­posed to­wards you, since they warn you of danger.”

			“Or it may be that they wish, for their own pur­poses, to scare me away.”

			“Well, of course, that is pos­sible also. I am very much in­debted to you, Dr. Mor­timer, for in­tro­du­cing me to a prob­lem which presents sev­er­al in­ter­est­ing al­tern­at­ives. But the prac­tic­al point which we now have to de­cide, Sir Henry, is wheth­er it is or is not ad­vis­able for you to go to Bask­erville Hall.”

			“Why should I not go?”

			“There seems to be danger.”

			“Do you mean danger from this fam­ily fiend or do you mean danger from hu­man be­ings?”

			“Well, that is what we have to find out.”

			“Whichever it is, my an­swer is fixed. There is no dev­il in hell, Mr. Holmes, and there is no man upon earth who can pre­vent me from go­ing to the home of my own people, and you may take that to be my fi­nal an­swer.” His dark brows knit­ted and his face flushed to a dusky red as he spoke. It was evid­ent that the fiery tem­per of the Bask­ervilles was not ex­tinct in this their last rep­res­ent­at­ive. “Mean­while,” said he, “I have hardly had time to think over all that you have told me. It’s a big thing for a man to have to un­der­stand and to de­cide at one sit­ting. I should like to have a quiet hour by my­self to make up my mind. Now, look here, Mr. Holmes, it’s half-past el­ev­en now and I am go­ing back right away to my hotel. Sup­pose you and your friend, Dr. Wat­son, come round and lunch with us at two. I’ll be able to tell you more clearly then how this thing strikes me.”

			“Is that con­veni­ent to you, Wat­son?”

			“Per­fectly.”

			“Then you may ex­pect us. Shall I have a cab called?”

			“I’d prefer to walk, for this af­fair has flur­ried me rather.”

			“I’ll join you in a walk, with pleas­ure,” said his com­pan­ion.

			“Then we meet again at two o’clock. Au re­voir, and good morn­ing!”

			We heard the steps of our vis­it­ors des­cend the stair and the bang of the front door. In an in­stant Holmes had changed from the lan­guid dream­er to the man of ac­tion.

			“Your hat and boots, Wat­son, quick! Not a mo­ment to lose!” He rushed in­to his room in his dress­ing-gown and was back again in a few seconds in a frock-coat. We hur­ried to­geth­er down the stairs and in­to the street. Dr. Mor­timer and Bask­erville were still vis­ible about two hun­dred yards ahead of us in the dir­ec­tion of Ox­ford Street.

			“Shall I run on and stop them?”

			“Not for the world, my dear Wat­son. I am per­fectly sat­is­fied with your com­pany if you will tol­er­ate mine. Our friends are wise, for it is cer­tainly a very fine morn­ing for a walk.”

			He quickened his pace un­til we had de­creased the dis­tance which di­vided us by about half. Then, still keep­ing a hun­dred yards be­hind, we fol­lowed in­to Ox­ford Street and so down Re­gent Street. Once our friends stopped and stared in­to a shop win­dow, upon which Holmes did the same. An in­stant af­ter­wards he gave a little cry of sat­is­fac­tion, and, fol­low­ing the dir­ec­tion of his eager eyes, I saw that a hansom cab with a man in­side which had hal­ted on the oth­er side of the street was now pro­ceed­ing slowly on­ward again.

			“There’s our man, Wat­son! Come along! We’ll have a good look at him, if we can do no more.”

			At that in­stant I was aware of a bushy black beard and a pair of pier­cing eyes turned upon us through the side win­dow of the cab. In­stantly the trap­door at the top flew up, some­thing was screamed to the driver, and the cab flew madly off down Re­gent Street. Holmes looked eagerly round for an­oth­er, but no empty one was in sight. Then he dashed in wild pur­suit amid the stream of the traffic, but the start was too great, and already the cab was out of sight.

			“There now!” said Holmes bit­terly as he emerged pant­ing and white with vex­a­tion from the tide of vehicles. “Was ever such bad luck and such bad man­age­ment, too? Wat­son, Wat­son, if you are an hon­est man you will re­cord this also and set it against my suc­cesses!”

			“Who was the man?”

			“I have not an idea.”

			“A spy?”

			“Well, it was evid­ent from what we have heard that Bask­erville has been very closely shad­owed by someone since he has been in town. How else could it be known so quickly that it was the Northum­ber­land Hotel which he had chosen? If they had fol­lowed him the first day I ar­gued that they would fol­low him also the second. You may have ob­served that I twice strolled over to the win­dow while Dr. Mor­timer was read­ing his le­gend.”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber.”

			“I was look­ing out for loiter­ers in the street, but I saw none. We are deal­ing with a clev­er man, Wat­son. This mat­ter cuts very deep, and though I have not fi­nally made up my mind wheth­er it is a be­ne­vol­ent or a malevol­ent agency which is in touch with us, I am con­scious al­ways of power and design. When our friends left I at once fol­lowed them in the hopes of mark­ing down their in­vis­ible at­tend­ant. So wily was he that he had not trus­ted him­self upon foot, but he had availed him­self of a cab so that he could loiter be­hind or dash past them and so es­cape their no­tice. His meth­od had the ad­di­tion­al ad­vant­age that if they were to take a cab he was all ready to fol­low them. It has, how­ever, one ob­vi­ous dis­ad­vant­age.”

			“It puts him in the power of the cab­man.”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“What a pity we did not get the num­ber!”

			“My dear Wat­son, clumsy as I have been, you surely do not ser­i­ously ima­gine that I neg­lected to get the num­ber? No. 2704 is our man. But that is no use to us for the mo­ment.”

			“I fail to see how you could have done more.”

			“On ob­serving the cab I should have in­stantly turned and walked in the oth­er dir­ec­tion. I should then at my leis­ure have hired a second cab and fol­lowed the first at a re­spect­ful dis­tance, or, bet­ter still, have driv­en to the Northum­ber­land Hotel and waited there. When our un­known had fol­lowed Bask­erville home we should have had the op­por­tun­ity of play­ing his own game upon him­self and see­ing where he made for. As it is, by an in­dis­creet eager­ness, which was taken ad­vant­age of with ex­traordin­ary quick­ness and en­ergy by our op­pon­ent, we have be­trayed ourselves and lost our man.”

			We had been saun­ter­ing slowly down Re­gent Street dur­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, and Dr. Mor­timer, with his com­pan­ion, had long van­ished in front of us.

			“There is no ob­ject in our fol­low­ing them,” said Holmes. “The shad­ow has de­par­ted and will not re­turn. We must see what fur­ther cards we have in our hands and play them with de­cision. Could you swear to that man’s face with­in the cab?”

			“I could swear only to the beard.”

			“And so could I—from which I gath­er that in all prob­ab­il­ity it was a false one. A clev­er man upon so del­ic­ate an er­rand has no use for a beard save to con­ceal his fea­tures. Come in here, Wat­son!”

			He turned in­to one of the dis­trict mes­sen­ger of­fices, where he was warmly greeted by the man­ager.

			“Ah, Wilson, I see you have not for­got­ten the little case in which I had the good for­tune to help you?”

			“No, sir, in­deed I have not. You saved my good name, and per­haps my life.”

			“My dear fel­low, you ex­ag­ger­ate. I have some re­col­lec­tion, Wilson, that you had among your boys a lad named Cartwright, who showed some abil­ity dur­ing the in­vest­ig­a­tion.”

			“Yes, sir, he is still with us.”

			“Could you ring him up?—thank you! And I should be glad to have change of this five-pound note.”

			A lad of four­teen, with a bright, keen face, had obeyed the sum­mons of the man­ager. He stood now gaz­ing with great rev­er­ence at the fam­ous de­tect­ive.

			“Let me have the Hotel Dir­ect­ory,” said Holmes. “Thank you! Now, Cartwright, there are the names of twenty-three ho­tels here, all in the im­me­di­ate neigh­bour­hood of Char­ing Cross. Do you see?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“You will vis­it each of these in turn.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“You will be­gin in each case by giv­ing the out­side port­er one shil­ling. Here are twenty-three shil­lings.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“You will tell him that you want to see the waste-pa­per of yes­ter­day. You will say that an im­port­ant tele­gram has mis­car­ried and that you are look­ing for it. You un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“But what you are really look­ing for is the centre page of the Times with some holes cut in it with scis­sors. Here is a copy of the Times. It is this page. You could eas­ily re­cog­nize it, could you not?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“In each case the out­side port­er will send for the hall port­er, to whom also you will give a shil­ling. Here are twenty-three shil­lings. You will then learn in pos­sibly twenty cases out of the twenty-three that the waste of the day be­fore has been burned or re­moved. In the three oth­er cases you will be shown a heap of pa­per and you will look for this page of the Times among it. The odds are enorm­ously against your find­ing it. There are ten shil­lings over in case of emer­gen­cies. Let me have a re­port by wire at Baker Street be­fore even­ing. And now, Wat­son, it only re­mains for us to find out by wire the iden­tity of the cab­man, No. 2704, and then we will drop in­to one of the Bond Street pic­ture gal­ler­ies and fill in the time un­til we are due at the hotel.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				Three Broken Threads

			
			Sher­lock Holmes had, in a very re­mark­able de­gree, the power of de­tach­ing his mind at will. For two hours the strange busi­ness in which we had been in­volved ap­peared to be for­got­ten, and he was en­tirely ab­sorbed in the pic­tures of the mod­ern Bel­gian mas­ters. He would talk of noth­ing but art, of which he had the crudest ideas, from our leav­ing the gal­lery un­til we found ourselves at the Northum­ber­land Hotel.

			“Sir Henry Bask­erville is up­stairs ex­pect­ing you,” said the clerk. “He asked me to show you up at once when you came.”

			“Have you any ob­jec­tion to my look­ing at your re­gister?” said Holmes.

			“Not in the least.”

			The book showed that two names had been ad­ded after that of Bask­erville. One was Theo­philus John­son and fam­ily, of New­castle; the oth­er Mrs. Old­more and maid, of High Lodge, Alton.

			“Surely that must be the same John­son whom I used to know,” said Holmes to the port­er. “A law­yer, is he not, gray-headed, and walks with a limp?”

			“No, sir, this is Mr. John­son, the coal-own­er, a very act­ive gen­tle­man, not older than your­self.”

			“Surely you are mis­taken about his trade?”

			“No, sir! he has used this hotel for many years, and he is very well known to us.”

			“Ah, that settles it. Mrs. Old­more, too; I seem to re­mem­ber the name. Ex­cuse my curi­os­ity, but of­ten in call­ing upon one friend one finds an­oth­er.”

			“She is an in­val­id lady, sir. Her hus­band was once may­or of Gloucester. She al­ways comes to us when she is in town.”

			“Thank you; I am afraid I can­not claim her ac­quaint­ance. We have es­tab­lished a most im­port­ant fact by these ques­tions, Wat­son,” he con­tin­ued in a low voice as we went up­stairs to­geth­er. “We know now that the people who are so in­ter­ested in our friend have not settled down in his own hotel. That means that while they are, as we have seen, very anxious to watch him, they are equally anxious that he should not see them. Now, this is a most sug­gest­ive fact.”

			“What does it sug­gest?”

			“It sug­gests—hal­loa, my dear fel­low, what on earth is the mat­ter?”

			As we came round the top of the stairs we had run up against Sir Henry Bask­erville him­self. His face was flushed with an­ger, and he held an old and dusty boot in one of his hands. So furi­ous was he that he was hardly ar­tic­u­late, and when he did speak it was in a much broad­er and more West­ern dia­lect than any which we had heard from him in the morn­ing.

			“Seems to me they are play­ing me for a suck­er in this hotel,” he cried. “They’ll find they’ve star­ted in to mon­key with the wrong man un­less they are care­ful. By thun­der, if that chap can’t find my miss­ing boot there will be trouble. I can take a joke with the best, Mr. Holmes, but they’ve got a bit over the mark this time.”

			“Still look­ing for your boot?”

			“Yes, sir, and mean to find it.”

			“But, surely, you said that it was a new brown boot?”

			“So it was, sir. And now it’s an old black one.”

			“What! you don’t mean to say—?”

			“That’s just what I do mean to say. I only had three pairs in the world—the new brown, the old black, and the pat­ent leath­ers, which I am wear­ing. Last night they took one of my brown ones, and today they have sneaked one of the black. Well, have you got it? Speak out, man, and don’t stand star­ing!”

			An agit­ated Ger­man waiter had ap­peared upon the scene.

			“No, sir; I have made in­quiry all over the hotel, but I can hear no word of it.”

			“Well, either that boot comes back be­fore sun­down or I’ll see the man­ager and tell him that I go right straight out of this hotel.”

			“It shall be found, sir—I prom­ise you that if you will have a little pa­tience it will be found.”

			“Mind it is, for it’s the last thing of mine that I’ll lose in this den of thieves. Well, well, Mr. Holmes, you’ll ex­cuse my troub­ling you about such a trifle—”

			“I think it’s well worth troub­ling about.”

			“Why, you look very ser­i­ous over it.”

			“How do you ex­plain it?”

			“I just don’t at­tempt to ex­plain it. It seems the very mad­dest, queerest thing that ever happened to me.”

			“The queerest per­haps—” said Holmes thought­fully.

			“What do you make of it your­self?”

			“Well, I don’t pro­fess to un­der­stand it yet. This case of yours is very com­plex, Sir Henry. When taken in con­junc­tion with your uncle’s death I am not sure that of all the five hun­dred cases of cap­it­al im­port­ance which I have handled there is one which cuts so deep. But we hold sev­er­al threads in our hands, and the odds are that one or oth­er of them guides us to the truth. We may waste time in fol­low­ing the wrong one, but soon­er or later we must come upon the right.”

			We had a pleas­ant lunch­eon in which little was said of the busi­ness which had brought us to­geth­er. It was in the private sit­ting-room to which we af­ter­wards re­paired that Holmes asked Bask­erville what were his in­ten­tions.

			“To go to Bask­erville Hall.”

			“And when?”

			“At the end of the week.”

			“On the whole,” said Holmes, “I think that your de­cision is a wise one. I have ample evid­ence that you are be­ing dogged in Lon­don, and amid the mil­lions of this great city it is dif­fi­cult to dis­cov­er who these people are or what their ob­ject can be. If their in­ten­tions are evil they might do you a mis­chief, and we should be power­less to pre­vent it. You did not know, Dr. Mor­timer, that you were fol­lowed this morn­ing from my house?”

			Dr. Mor­timer star­ted vi­ol­ently. “Fol­lowed! By whom?”

			“That, un­for­tu­nately, is what I can­not tell you. Have you among your neigh­bours or ac­quaint­ances on Dart­moor any man with a black, full beard?”

			“No—or, let me see—why, yes. Bar­ry­more, Sir Charles’s but­ler, is a man with a full, black beard.”

			“Ha! Where is Bar­ry­more?”

			“He is in charge of the Hall.”

			“We had best as­cer­tain if he is really there, or if by any pos­sib­il­ity he might be in Lon­don.”

			“How can you do that?”

			“Give me a tele­graph form. ‘Is all ready for Sir Henry?’ That will do. Ad­dress to Mr. Bar­ry­more, Bask­erville Hall. What is the nearest tele­graph-of­fice? Grim­pen. Very good, we will send a second wire to the post­mas­ter, Grim­pen: ‘Tele­gram to Mr. Bar­ry­more to be de­livered in­to his own hand. If ab­sent, please re­turn wire to Sir Henry Bask­erville, Northum­ber­land Hotel.’ That should let us know be­fore even­ing wheth­er Bar­ry­more is at his post in Devon­shire or not.”

			“That’s so,” said Bask­erville. “By the way, Dr. Mor­timer, who is this Bar­ry­more, any­how?”

			“He is the son of the old care­taker, who is dead. They have looked after the Hall for four gen­er­a­tions now. So far as I know, he and his wife are as re­spect­able a couple as any in the county.”

			“At the same time,” said Bask­erville, “it’s clear enough that so long as there are none of the fam­ily at the Hall these people have a mighty fine home and noth­ing to do.”

			“That is true.”

			“Did Bar­ry­more profit at all by Sir Charles’s will?” asked Holmes.

			“He and his wife had five hun­dred pounds each.”

			“Ha! Did they know that they would re­ceive this?”

			“Yes; Sir Charles was very fond of talk­ing about the pro­vi­sions of his will.”

			“That is very in­ter­est­ing.”

			“I hope,” said Dr. Mor­timer, “that you do not look with sus­pi­cious eyes upon every­one who re­ceived a leg­acy from Sir Charles, for I also had a thou­sand pounds left to me.”

			“In­deed! And any­one else?”

			“There were many in­sig­ni­fic­ant sums to in­di­vidu­als, and a large num­ber of pub­lic char­it­ies. The residue all went to Sir Henry.”

			“And how much was the residue?”

			“Sev­en hun­dred and forty thou­sand pounds.”

			Holmes raised his eye­brows in sur­prise. “I had no idea that so gi­gant­ic a sum was in­volved,” said he.

			“Sir Charles had the repu­ta­tion of be­ing rich, but we did not know how very rich he was un­til we came to ex­am­ine his se­cur­it­ies. The total value of the es­tate was close on to a mil­lion.”

			“Dear me! It is a stake for which a man might well play a des­per­ate game. And one more ques­tion, Dr. Mor­timer. Sup­pos­ing that any­thing happened to our young friend here—you will for­give the un­pleas­ant hy­po­thes­is!—who would in­her­it the es­tate?”

			“Since Rodger Bask­erville, Sir Charles’s young­er broth­er died un­mar­ried, the es­tate would des­cend to the Des­monds, who are dis­tant cous­ins. James Des­mond is an eld­erly cler­gy­man in West­mo­re­land.”

			“Thank you. These de­tails are all of great in­terest. Have you met Mr. James Des­mond?”

			“Yes; he once came down to vis­it Sir Charles. He is a man of ven­er­able ap­pear­ance and of saintly life. I re­mem­ber that he re­fused to ac­cept any set­tle­ment from Sir Charles, though he pressed it upon him.”

			“And this man of simple tastes would be the heir to Sir Charles’s thou­sands.”

			“He would be the heir to the es­tate be­cause that is en­tailed. He would also be the heir to the money un­less it were willed oth­er­wise by the present own­er, who can, of course, do what he likes with it.”

			“And have you made your will, Sir Henry?”

			“No, Mr. Holmes, I have not. I’ve had no time, for it was only yes­ter­day that I learned how mat­ters stood. But in any case I feel that the money should go with the title and es­tate. That was my poor uncle’s idea. How is the own­er go­ing to re­store the glor­ies of the Bask­ervilles if he has not money enough to keep up the prop­erty? House, land, and dol­lars must go to­geth­er.”

			“Quite so. Well, Sir Henry, I am of one mind with you as to the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of your go­ing down to Devon­shire without delay. There is only one pro­vi­sion which I must make. You cer­tainly must not go alone.”

			“Dr. Mor­timer re­turns with me.”

			“But Dr. Mor­timer has his prac­tice to at­tend to, and his house is miles away from yours. With all the good­will in the world he may be un­able to help you. No, Sir Henry, you must take with you someone, a trusty man, who will be al­ways by your side.”

			“Is it pos­sible that you could come your­self, Mr. Holmes?”

			“If mat­ters came to a crisis I should en­deav­our to be present in per­son; but you can un­der­stand that, with my ex­tens­ive con­sult­ing prac­tice and with the con­stant ap­peals which reach me from many quar­ters, it is im­possible for me to be ab­sent from Lon­don for an in­def­in­ite time. At the present in­stant one of the most revered names in Eng­land is be­ing be­smirched by a black­mail­er, and only I can stop a dis­astrous scan­dal. You will see how im­possible it is for me to go to Dart­moor.”

			“Whom would you re­com­mend, then?”

			Holmes laid his hand upon my arm. “If my friend would un­der­take it there is no man who is bet­ter worth hav­ing at your side when you are in a tight place. No one can say so more con­fid­ently than I.”

			The pro­pos­i­tion took me com­pletely by sur­prise, but be­fore I had time to an­swer, Bask­erville seized me by the hand and wrung it heart­ily.

			“Well, now, that is real kind of you, Dr. Wat­son,” said he. “You see how it is with me, and you know just as much about the mat­ter as I do. If you will come down to Bask­erville Hall and see me through I’ll nev­er for­get it.”

			The prom­ise of ad­ven­ture had al­ways a fas­cin­a­tion for me, and I was com­pli­men­ted by the words of Holmes and by the eager­ness with which the bar­on­et hailed me as a com­pan­ion.

			“I will come, with pleas­ure,” said I. “I do not know how I could em­ploy my time bet­ter.”

			“And you will re­port very care­fully to me,” said Holmes. “When a crisis comes, as it will do, I will dir­ect how you shall act. I sup­pose that by Sat­urday all might be ready?”

			“Would that suit Dr. Wat­son?”

			“Per­fectly.”

			“Then on Sat­urday, un­less you hear to the con­trary, we shall meet at the ten-thirty train from Pad­ding­ton.”

			We had ris­en to de­part when Bask­erville gave a cry of tri­umph, and diving in­to one of the corners of the room he drew a brown boot from un­der a cab­in­et.

			“My miss­ing boot!” he cried.

			“May all our dif­fi­culties van­ish as eas­ily!” said Sher­lock Holmes.

			“But it is a very sin­gu­lar thing,” Dr. Mor­timer re­marked. “I searched this room care­fully be­fore lunch.”

			“And so did I,” said Bask­erville. “Every inch of it.”

			“There was cer­tainly no boot in it then.”

			“In that case the waiter must have placed it there while we were lunch­ing.”

			The Ger­man was sent for but pro­fessed to know noth­ing of the mat­ter, nor could any in­quiry clear it up. An­oth­er item had been ad­ded to that con­stant and ap­par­ently pur­pose­less series of small mys­ter­ies which had suc­ceeded each oth­er so rap­idly. Set­ting aside the whole grim story of Sir Charles’s death, we had a line of in­ex­plic­able in­cid­ents all with­in the lim­its of two days, which in­cluded the re­ceipt of the prin­ted let­ter, the black-bearded spy in the hansom, the loss of the new brown boot, the loss of the old black boot, and now the re­turn of the new brown boot. Holmes sat in si­lence in the cab as we drove back to Baker Street, and I knew from his drawn brows and keen face that his mind, like my own, was busy in en­deav­our­ing to frame some scheme in­to which all these strange and ap­par­ently dis­con­nec­ted epis­odes could be fit­ted. All af­ter­noon and late in­to the even­ing he sat lost in to­bacco and thought.

			Just be­fore din­ner two tele­grams were handed in. The first ran:

			
				Have just heard that Bar­ry­more is at the Hall.

				
					Bask­erville.

				
			

			The second:

			
				Vis­ited twenty-three ho­tels as dir­ec­ted, but sorry to re­port un­able to trace cut sheet of Times.

				
					Cartwright.

				
			

			“There go two of my threads, Wat­son. There is noth­ing more stim­u­lat­ing than a case where everything goes against you. We must cast round for an­oth­er scent.”

			“We have still the cab­man who drove the spy.”

			“Ex­actly. I have wired to get his name and ad­dress from the Of­fi­cial Re­gistry. I should not be sur­prised if this were an an­swer to my ques­tion.”

			The ring at the bell proved to be some­thing even more sat­is­fact­ory than an an­swer, how­ever, for the door opened and a rough-look­ing fel­low entered who was evid­ently the man him­self.

			“I got a mes­sage from the head of­fice that a gent at this ad­dress had been in­quir­ing for No. 2704,” said he. “I’ve driv­en my cab this sev­en years and nev­er a word of com­plaint. I came here straight from the Yard to ask you to your face what you had against me.”

			“I have noth­ing in the world against you, my good man,” said Holmes. “On the con­trary, I have half a sov­er­eign for you if you will give me a clear an­swer to my ques­tions.”

			“Well, I’ve had a good day and no mis­take,” said the cab­man with a grin. “What was it you wanted to ask, sir?”

			“First of all your name and ad­dress, in case I want you again.”

			“John Clayton, 3 Turpey Street, the Bor­ough. My cab is out of Ship­ley’s Yard, near Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion.”

			Sher­lock Holmes made a note of it.

			“Now, Clayton, tell me all about the fare who came and watched this house at ten o’clock this morn­ing and af­ter­wards fol­lowed the two gen­tle­men down Re­gent Street.”

			The man looked sur­prised and a little em­bar­rassed. “Why, there’s no good my telling you things, for you seem to know as much as I do already,” said he. “The truth is that the gen­tle­man told me that he was a de­tect­ive and that I was to say noth­ing about him to any­one.”

			“My good fel­low; this is a very ser­i­ous busi­ness, and you may find your­self in a pretty bad po­s­i­tion if you try to hide any­thing from me. You say that your fare told you that he was a de­tect­ive?”

			“Yes, he did.”

			“When did he say this?”

			“When he left me.”

			“Did he say any­thing more?”

			“He men­tioned his name.”

			Holmes cast a swift glance of tri­umph at me. “Oh, he men­tioned his name, did he? That was im­prudent. What was the name that he men­tioned?”

			“His name,” said the cab­man, “was Mr. Sher­lock Holmes.”

			Nev­er have I seen my friend more com­pletely taken aback than by the cab­man’s reply. For an in­stant he sat in si­lent amazement. Then he burst in­to a hearty laugh.

			“A touch, Wat­son—an un­deni­able touch!” said he. “I feel a foil as quick and supple as my own. He got home upon me very pret­tily that time. So his name was Sher­lock Holmes, was it?”

			“Yes, sir, that was the gen­tle­man’s name.”

			“Ex­cel­lent! Tell me where you picked him up and all that oc­curred.”

			“He hailed me at half-past nine in Tra­fal­gar Square. He said that he was a de­tect­ive, and he offered me two guineas if I would do ex­actly what he wanted all day and ask no ques­tions. I was glad enough to agree. First we drove down to the Northum­ber­land Hotel and waited there un­til two gen­tle­men came out and took a cab from the rank. We fol­lowed their cab un­til it pulled up some­where near here.”

			“This very door,” said Holmes.

			“Well, I couldn’t be sure of that, but I dare say my fare knew all about it. We pulled up halfway down the street and waited an hour and a half. Then the two gen­tle­men passed us, walk­ing, and we fol­lowed down Baker Street and along—”

			“I know,” said Holmes.

			“Un­til we got three-quar­ters down Re­gent Street. Then my gen­tle­man threw up the trap, and he cried that I should drive right away to Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion as hard as I could go. I whipped up the mare and we were there un­der the ten minutes. Then he paid up his two guineas, like a good one, and away he went in­to the sta­tion. Only just as he was leav­ing he turned round and he said: ‘It might in­terest you to know that you have been driv­ing Mr. Sher­lock Holmes.’ That’s how I come to know the name.”

			“I see. And you saw no more of him?”

			“Not after he went in­to the sta­tion.”

			“And how would you de­scribe Mr. Sher­lock Holmes?”

			The cab­man scratched his head. “Well, he wasn’t al­to­geth­er such an easy gen­tle­man to de­scribe. I’d put him at forty years of age, and he was of a middle height, two or three inches short­er than you, sir. He was dressed like a toff, and he had a black beard, cut square at the end, and a pale face. I don’t know as I could say more than that.”

			“Col­our of his eyes?”

			“No, I can’t say that.”

			“Noth­ing more that you can re­mem­ber?”

			“No, sir; noth­ing.”

			“Well, then, here is your half-sov­er­eign. There’s an­oth­er one wait­ing for you if you can bring any more in­form­a­tion. Good night!”

			“Good night, sir, and thank you!”

			John Clayton de­par­ted chuck­ling, and Holmes turned to me with a shrug of his shoulders and a rue­ful smile.

			“Snap goes our third thread, and we end where we began,” said he. “The cun­ning ras­cal! He knew our num­ber, knew that Sir Henry Bask­erville had con­sul­ted me, spot­ted who I was in Re­gent Street, con­jec­tured that I had got the num­ber of the cab and would lay my hands on the driver, and so sent back this au­da­cious mes­sage. I tell you, Wat­son, this time we have got a foe­man who is worthy of our steel. I’ve been check­mated in Lon­don. I can only wish you bet­ter luck in Devon­shire. But I’m not easy in my mind about it.”

			“About what?”

			“About send­ing you. It’s an ugly busi­ness, Wat­son, an ugly dan­ger­ous busi­ness, and the more I see of it the less I like it. Yes, my dear fel­low, you may laugh, but I give you my word that I shall be very glad to have you back safe and sound in Baker Street once more.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Bask­erville Hall

			
			Sir Henry Bask­erville and Dr. Mor­timer were ready upon the ap­poin­ted day, and we star­ted as ar­ranged for Devon­shire. Mr. Sher­lock Holmes drove with me to the sta­tion and gave me his last part­ing in­junc­tions and ad­vice.

			“I will not bi­as your mind by sug­gest­ing the­or­ies or sus­pi­cions, Wat­son,” said he; “I wish you simply to re­port facts in the fullest pos­sible man­ner to me, and you can leave me to do the the­or­iz­ing.”

			“What sort of facts?” I asked.

			“Any­thing which may seem to have a bear­ing how­ever in­dir­ect upon the case, and es­pe­cially the re­la­tions between young Bask­erville and his neigh­bours or any fresh par­tic­u­lars con­cern­ing the death of Sir Charles. I have made some in­quir­ies my­self in the last few days, but the res­ults have, I fear, been neg­at­ive. One thing only ap­pears to be cer­tain, and that is that Mr. James Des­mond, who is the next heir, is an eld­erly gen­tle­man of a very ami­able dis­pos­i­tion, so that this per­se­cu­tion does not arise from him. I really think that we may elim­in­ate him en­tirely from our cal­cu­la­tions. There re­main the people who will ac­tu­ally sur­round Sir Henry Bask­erville upon the moor.”

			“Would it not be well in the first place to get rid of this Bar­ry­more couple?”

			“By no means. You could not make a great­er mis­take. If they are in­no­cent it would be a cruel in­justice, and if they are guilty we should be giv­ing up all chance of bring­ing it home to them. No, no, we will pre­serve them upon our list of sus­pects. Then there is a groom at the Hall, if I re­mem­ber right. There are two moor­land farm­ers. There is our friend Dr. Mor­timer, whom I be­lieve to be en­tirely hon­est, and there is his wife, of whom we know noth­ing. There is this nat­ur­al­ist, Stapleton, and there is his sis­ter, who is said to be a young lady of at­trac­tions. There is Mr. Frank­land, of Lafter Hall, who is also an un­known factor, and there are one or two oth­er neigh­bours. These are the folk who must be your very spe­cial study.”

			“I will do my best.”

			“You have arms, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes, I thought it as well to take them.”

			“Most cer­tainly. Keep your re­volver near you night and day, and nev­er re­lax your pre­cau­tions.”

			Our friends had already se­cured a first-class car­riage and were wait­ing for us upon the plat­form.

			“No, we have no news of any kind,” said Dr. Mor­timer in an­swer to my friend’s ques­tions. “I can swear to one thing, and that is that we have not been shad­owed dur­ing the last two days. We have nev­er gone out without keep­ing a sharp watch, and no one could have es­caped our no­tice.”

			“You have al­ways kept to­geth­er, I pre­sume?”

			“Ex­cept yes­ter­day af­ter­noon. I usu­ally give up one day to pure amuse­ment when I come to town, so I spent it at the Mu­seum of the Col­lege of Sur­geons.”

			“And I went to look at the folk in the park,” said Bask­erville.

			“But we had no trouble of any kind.”

			“It was im­prudent, all the same,” said Holmes, shak­ing his head and look­ing very grave. “I beg, Sir Henry, that you will not go about alone. Some great mis­for­tune will be­fall you if you do. Did you get your oth­er boot?”

			“No, sir, it is gone forever.”

			“In­deed. That is very in­ter­est­ing. Well, good­bye,” he ad­ded as the train began to glide down the plat­form. “Bear in mind, Sir Henry, one of the phrases in that queer old le­gend which Dr. Mor­timer has read to us, and avoid the moor in those hours of dark­ness when the powers of evil are ex­al­ted.”

			I looked back at the plat­form when we had left it far be­hind and saw the tall, aus­tere fig­ure of Holmes stand­ing mo­tion­less and gaz­ing after us.

			The jour­ney was a swift and pleas­ant one, and I spent it in mak­ing the more in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ance of my two com­pan­ions and in play­ing with Dr. Mor­timer’s span­iel. In a very few hours the brown earth had be­come ruddy, the brick had changed to gran­ite, and red cows grazed in well-hedged fields where the lush grasses and more lux­uri­ant ve­get­a­tion spoke of a rich­er, if a damper, cli­mate. Young Bask­erville stared eagerly out of the win­dow and cried aloud with de­light as he re­cog­nized the fa­mil­i­ar fea­tures of the Devon scenery.

			“I’ve been over a good part of the world since I left it, Dr. Wat­son,” said he; “but I have nev­er seen a place to com­pare with it.”

			“I nev­er saw a Devon­shire man who did not swear by his county,” I re­marked.

			“It de­pends upon the breed of men quite as much as on the county,” said Dr. Mor­timer. “A glance at our friend here re­veals the roun­ded head of the Celt, which car­ries in­side it the Celt­ic en­thu­si­asm and power of at­tach­ment. Poor Sir Charles’s head was of a very rare type, half Gael­ic, half Iver­ni­an in its char­ac­ter­ist­ics. But you were very young when you last saw Bask­erville Hall, were you not?”

			“I was a boy in my teens at the time of my fath­er’s death and had nev­er seen the Hall, for he lived in a little cot­tage on the South Coast. Thence I went straight to a friend in Amer­ica. I tell you it is all as new to me as it is to Dr. Wat­son, and I’m as keen as pos­sible to see the moor.”

			“Are you? Then your wish is eas­ily gran­ted, for there is your first sight of the moor,” said Dr. Mor­timer, point­ing out of the car­riage win­dow.

			Over the green squares of the fields and the low curve of a wood there rose in the dis­tance a gray, mel­an­choly hill, with a strange jagged sum­mit, dim and vague in the dis­tance, like some fant­ast­ic land­scape in a dream. Bask­erville sat for a long time, his eyes fixed upon it, and I read upon his eager face how much it meant to him, this first sight of that strange spot where the men of his blood had held sway so long and left their mark so deep. There he sat, with his tweed suit and his Amer­ic­an ac­cent, in the corner of a pro­sa­ic rail­way-car­riage, and yet as I looked at his dark and ex­press­ive face I felt more than ever how true a des­cend­ant he was of that long line of high-blooded, fiery, and mas­ter­ful men. There were pride, valour, and strength in his thick brows, his sens­it­ive nos­trils, and his large hazel eyes. If on that for­bid­ding moor a dif­fi­cult and dan­ger­ous quest should lie be­fore us, this was at least a com­rade for whom one might ven­ture to take a risk with the cer­tainty that he would bravely share it.

			The train pulled up at a small way­side sta­tion and we all des­cen­ded. Out­side, bey­ond the low, white fence, a wag­on­ette with a pair of cobs was wait­ing. Our com­ing was evid­ently a great event, for sta­tion­mas­ter and port­ers clustered round us to carry out our lug­gage. It was a sweet, simple coun­try spot, but I was sur­prised to ob­serve that by the gate there stood two sol­dierly men in dark uni­forms who leaned upon their short rifles and glanced keenly at us as we passed. The coach­man, a hard-faced, gnarled little fel­low, sa­luted Sir Henry Bask­erville, and in a few minutes we were fly­ing swiftly down the broad, white road. Rolling pas­ture lands curved up­ward on either side of us, and old gabled houses peeped out from amid the thick green fo­liage, but be­hind the peace­ful and sun­lit coun­tryside there rose ever, dark against the even­ing sky, the long, gloomy curve of the moor, broken by the jagged and sin­is­ter hills.

			The wag­on­ette swung round in­to a side road, and we curved up­ward through deep lanes worn by cen­tur­ies of wheels, high banks on either side, heavy with drip­ping moss and fleshy hart’s-tongue ferns. Bronz­ing brack­en and mottled bramble gleamed in the light of the sink­ing sun. Still stead­ily rising, we passed over a nar­row gran­ite bridge and skir­ted a noisy stream which gushed swiftly down, foam­ing and roar­ing amid the gray boulders. Both road and stream wound up through a val­ley dense with scrub oak and fir. At every turn Bask­erville gave an ex­clam­a­tion of de­light, look­ing eagerly about him and ask­ing count­less ques­tions. To his eyes all seemed beau­ti­ful, but to me a tinge of mel­an­choly lay upon the coun­tryside, which bore so clearly the mark of the wan­ing year. Yel­low leaves car­peted the lanes and fluttered down upon us as we passed. The rattle of our wheels died away as we drove through drifts of rot­ting ve­get­a­tion—sad gifts, as it seemed to me, for Nature to throw be­fore the car­riage of the re­turn­ing heir of the Bask­ervilles.

			“Hal­loa!” cried Dr. Mor­timer, “what is this?”

			A steep curve of heath-clad land, an outly­ing spur of the moor, lay in front of us. On the sum­mit, hard and clear like an eques­tri­an statue upon its ped­es­tal, was a moun­ted sol­dier, dark and stern, his rifle poised ready over his fore­arm. He was watch­ing the road along which we trav­elled.

			“What is this, Per­kins?” asked Dr. Mor­timer.

			Our driver half turned in his seat. “There’s a con­vict es­caped from Prin­cetown, sir. He’s been out three days now, and the ward­ers watch every road and every sta­tion, but they’ve had no sight of him yet. The farm­ers about here don’t like it, sir, and that’s a fact.”

			“Well, I un­der­stand that they get five pounds if they can give in­form­a­tion.”

			“Yes, sir, but the chance of five pounds is but a poor thing com­pared to the chance of hav­ing your throat cut. You see, it isn’t like any or­din­ary con­vict. This is a man that would stick at noth­ing.”

			“Who is he, then?”

			“It is Selden, the Not­ting Hill mur­der­er.”

			I re­membered the case well, for it was one in which Holmes had taken an in­terest on ac­count of the pe­cu­li­ar fe­ro­city of the crime and the wan­ton bru­tal­ity which had marked all the ac­tions of the as­sas­sin. The com­mut­a­tion of his death sen­tence had been due to some doubts as to his com­plete san­ity, so at­ro­cious was his con­duct. Our wag­on­ette had topped a rise and in front of us rose the huge ex­panse of the moor, mottled with gnarled and craggy cairns and tors. A cold wind swept down from it and set us shiv­er­ing. Some­where there, on that des­ol­ate plain, was lurk­ing this fiendish man, hid­ing in a bur­row like a wild beast, his heart full of ma­lig­nancy against the whole race which had cast him out. It needed but this to com­plete the grim sug­gest­ive­ness of the bar­ren waste, the chilling wind, and the dark­ling sky. Even Bask­erville fell si­lent and pulled his over­coat more closely around him.

			We had left the fer­tile coun­try be­hind and be­neath us. We looked back on it now, the slant­ing rays of a low sun turn­ing the streams to threads of gold and glow­ing on the red earth new turned by the plough and the broad tangle of the wood­lands. The road in front of us grew bleak­er and wilder over huge rus­set and olive slopes, sprinkled with gi­ant boulders. Now and then we passed a moor­land cot­tage, walled and roofed with stone, with no creep­er to break its harsh out­line. Sud­denly we looked down in­to a cup­like de­pres­sion, patched with stun­ted oaks and firs which had been twis­ted and bent by the fury of years of storm. Two high, nar­row towers rose over the trees. The driver poin­ted with his whip.

			“Bask­erville Hall,” said he.

			Its mas­ter had ris­en and was star­ing with flushed cheeks and shin­ing eyes. A few minutes later we had reached the lodge-gates, a maze of fant­ast­ic tracery in wrought iron, with weath­er-bit­ten pil­lars on either side, blotched with lichens, and sur­moun­ted by the boars’ heads of the Bask­ervilles. The lodge was a ru­in of black gran­ite and bared ribs of rafters, but fa­cing it was a new build­ing, half con­struc­ted, the first fruit of Sir Charles’s South Afric­an gold.

			Through the gate­way we passed in­to the av­en­ue, where the wheels were again hushed amid the leaves, and the old trees shot their branches in a sombre tun­nel over our heads. Bask­erville shuddered as he looked up the long, dark drive to where the house glimmered like a ghost at the farther end.

			“Was it here?” he asked in a low voice.

			“No, no, the yew al­ley is on the oth­er side.”

			The young heir glanced round with a gloomy face.

			“It’s no won­der my uncle felt as if trouble were com­ing on him in such a place as this,” said he. “It’s enough to scare any man. I’ll have a row of elec­tric lamps up here in­side of six months, and you won’t know it again, with a thou­sand candle­power Swan and Edis­on right here in front of the hall door.”

			The av­en­ue opened in­to a broad ex­panse of turf, and the house lay be­fore us. In the fad­ing light I could see that the centre was a heavy block of build­ing from which a porch pro­jec­ted. The whole front was draped in ivy, with a patch clipped bare here and there where a win­dow or a coat of arms broke through the dark veil. From this cent­ral block rose the twin towers, an­cient, crenelated, and pierced with many loop­holes. To right and left of the tur­rets were more mod­ern wings of black gran­ite. A dull light shone through heavy mul­lioned win­dows, and from the high chim­neys which rose from the steep, high-angled roof there sprang a single black column of smoke.

			“Wel­come, Sir Henry! Wel­come to Bask­erville Hall!”

			A tall man had stepped from the shad­ow of the porch to open the door of the wag­on­ette. The fig­ure of a wo­man was sil­hou­et­ted against the yel­low light of the hall. She came out and helped the man to hand down our bags.

			“You don’t mind my driv­ing straight home, Sir Henry?” said Dr. Mor­timer. “My wife is ex­pect­ing me.”

			“Surely you will stay and have some din­ner?”

			“No, I must go. I shall prob­ably find some work await­ing me. I would stay to show you over the house, but Bar­ry­more will be a bet­ter guide than I. Good­bye, and nev­er hes­it­ate night or day to send for me if I can be of ser­vice.”

			The wheels died away down the drive while Sir Henry and I turned in­to the hall, and the door clanged heav­ily be­hind us. It was a fine apart­ment in which we found ourselves, large, lofty, and heav­ily raftered with huge baulks of age-blackened oak. In the great old-fash­ioned fire­place be­hind the high iron dogs a log-fire crackled and snapped. Sir Henry and I held out our hands to it, for we were numb from our long drive. Then we gazed round us at the high, thin win­dow of old stained glass, the oak pan­el­ling, the stags’ heads, the coats of arms upon the walls, all dim and sombre in the sub­dued light of the cent­ral lamp.

			“It’s just as I ima­gined it,” said Sir Henry. “Is it not the very pic­ture of an old fam­ily home? To think that this should be the same hall in which for five hun­dred years my people have lived. It strikes me sol­emn to think of it.”

			I saw his dark face lit up with a boy­ish en­thu­si­asm as he gazed about him. The light beat upon him where he stood, but long shad­ows trailed down the walls and hung like a black can­opy above him. Bar­ry­more had re­turned from tak­ing our lug­gage to our rooms. He stood in front of us now with the sub­dued man­ner of a well-trained ser­vant. He was a re­mark­able-look­ing man, tall, hand­some, with a square black beard and pale, dis­tin­guished fea­tures.

			“Would you wish din­ner to be served at once, sir?”

			“Is it ready?”

			“In a very few minutes, sir. You will find hot wa­ter in your rooms. My wife and I will be happy, Sir Henry, to stay with you un­til you have made your fresh ar­range­ments, but you will un­der­stand that un­der the new con­di­tions this house will re­quire a con­sid­er­able staff.”

			“What new con­di­tions?”

			“I only meant, sir, that Sir Charles led a very re­tired life, and we were able to look after his wants. You would, nat­ur­ally, wish to have more com­pany, and so you will need changes in your house­hold.”

			“Do you mean that your wife and you wish to leave?”

			“Only when it is quite con­veni­ent to you, sir.”

			“But your fam­ily have been with us for sev­er­al gen­er­a­tions, have they not? I should be sorry to be­gin my life here by break­ing an old fam­ily con­nec­tion.”

			I seemed to dis­cern some signs of emo­tion upon the but­ler’s white face.

			“I feel that also, sir, and so does my wife. But to tell the truth, sir, we were both very much at­tached to Sir Charles, and his death gave us a shock and made these sur­round­ings very pain­ful to us. I fear that we shall nev­er again be easy in our minds at Bask­erville Hall.”

			“But what do you in­tend to do?”

			“I have no doubt, sir, that we shall suc­ceed in es­tab­lish­ing ourselves in some busi­ness. Sir Charles’s gen­er­os­ity has giv­en us the means to do so. And now, sir, per­haps I had best show you to your rooms.”

			A square bal­us­traded gal­lery ran round the top of the old hall, ap­proached by a double stair. From this cent­ral point two long cor­ridors ex­ten­ded the whole length of the build­ing, from which all the bed­rooms opened. My own was in the same wing as Bask­erville’s and al­most next door to it. These rooms ap­peared to be much more mod­ern than the cent­ral part of the house, and the bright pa­per and nu­mer­ous candles did some­thing to re­move the sombre im­pres­sion which our ar­rival had left upon my mind.

			But the din­ing-room which opened out of the hall was a place of shad­ow and gloom. It was a long cham­ber with a step sep­ar­at­ing the dais where the fam­ily sat from the lower por­tion re­served for their de­pend­ents. At one end a min­strel’s gal­lery over­looked it. Black beams shot across above our heads, with a smoke-darkened ceil­ing bey­ond them. With rows of flar­ing torches to light it up, and the col­our and rude hil­ar­ity of an old-time ban­quet, it might have softened; but now, when two black-clothed gen­tle­men sat in the little circle of light thrown by a shaded lamp, one’s voice be­came hushed and one’s spir­it sub­dued. A dim line of an­cest­ors, in every vari­ety of dress, from the Eliza­beth­an knight to the buck of the Re­gency, stared down upon us and daun­ted us by their si­lent com­pany. We talked little, and I for one was glad when the meal was over and we were able to re­tire in­to the mod­ern bil­liard-room and smoke a ci­gar­ette.

			“My word, it isn’t a very cheer­ful place,” said Sir Henry. “I sup­pose one can tone down to it, but I feel a bit out of the pic­ture at present. I don’t won­der that my uncle got a little jumpy if he lived all alone in such a house as this. How­ever, if it suits you, we will re­tire early to­night, and per­haps things may seem more cheer­ful in the morn­ing.”

			I drew aside my cur­tains be­fore I went to bed and looked out from my win­dow. It opened upon the grassy space which lay in front of the hall door. Bey­ond, two copses of trees moaned and swung in a rising wind. A half moon broke through the rifts of ra­cing clouds. In its cold light I saw bey­ond the trees a broken fringe of rocks, and the long, low curve of the mel­an­choly moor. I closed the cur­tain, feel­ing that my last im­pres­sion was in keep­ing with the rest.

			And yet it was not quite the last. I found my­self weary and yet wake­ful, toss­ing rest­lessly from side to side, seek­ing for the sleep which would not come. Far away a chim­ing clock struck out the quar­ters of the hours, but oth­er­wise a deathly si­lence lay upon the old house. And then sud­denly, in the very dead of the night, there came a sound to my ears, clear, res­on­ant, and un­mis­tak­able. It was the sob of a wo­man, the muffled, strangling gasp of one who is torn by an un­con­trol­lable sor­row. I sat up in bed and listened in­tently. The noise could not have been far away and was cer­tainly in the house. For half an hour I waited with every nerve on the alert, but there came no oth­er sound save the chim­ing clock and the rustle of the ivy on the wall.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Stapletons of Mer­rip­it House

			
			The fresh beauty of the fol­low­ing morn­ing did some­thing to ef­face from our minds the grim and gray im­pres­sion which had been left upon both of us by our first ex­per­i­ence of Bask­erville Hall. As Sir Henry and I sat at break­fast the sun­light flooded in through the high mul­lioned win­dows, throw­ing wa­tery patches of col­our from the coats of arms which covered them. The dark pan­el­ling glowed like bronze in the golden rays, and it was hard to real­ize that this was in­deed the cham­ber which had struck such a gloom in­to our souls upon the even­ing be­fore.

			“I guess it is ourselves and not the house that we have to blame!” said the bar­on­et. “We were tired with our jour­ney and chilled by our drive, so we took a gray view of the place. Now we are fresh and well, so it is all cheer­ful once more.”

			“And yet it was not en­tirely a ques­tion of ima­gin­a­tion,” I answered. “Did you, for ex­ample, hap­pen to hear someone, a wo­man I think, sob­bing in the night?”

			“That is curi­ous, for I did when I was half asleep fancy that I heard some­thing of the sort. I waited quite a time, but there was no more of it, so I con­cluded that it was all a dream.”

			“I heard it dis­tinctly, and I am sure that it was really the sob of a wo­man.”

			“We must ask about this right away.” He rang the bell and asked Bar­ry­more wheth­er he could ac­count for our ex­per­i­ence. It seemed to me that the pal­lid fea­tures of the but­ler turned a shade paler still as he listened to his mas­ter’s ques­tion.

			“There are only two wo­men in the house, Sir Henry,” he answered. “One is the scull­ery-maid, who sleeps in the oth­er wing. The oth­er is my wife, and I can an­swer for it that the sound could not have come from her.”

			And yet he lied as he said it, for it chanced that after break­fast I met Mrs. Bar­ry­more in the long cor­ridor with the sun full upon her face. She was a large, im­pass­ive, heavy-fea­tured wo­man with a stern set ex­pres­sion of mouth. But her tell­tale eyes were red and glanced at me from between swollen lids. It was she, then, who wept in the night, and if she did so her hus­band must know it. Yet he had taken the ob­vi­ous risk of dis­cov­ery in de­clar­ing that it was not so. Why had he done this? And why did she weep so bit­terly? Already round this pale-faced, hand­some, black-bearded man there was gath­er­ing an at­mo­sphere of mys­tery and of gloom. It was he who had been the first to dis­cov­er the body of Sir Charles, and we had only his word for all the cir­cum­stances which led up to the old man’s death. Was it pos­sible that it was Bar­ry­more, after all, whom we had seen in the cab in Re­gent Street? The beard might well have been the same. The cab­man had de­scribed a some­what short­er man, but such an im­pres­sion might eas­ily have been er­ro­neous. How could I settle the point forever? Ob­vi­ously the first thing to do was to see the Grim­pen post­mas­ter and find wheth­er the test tele­gram had really been placed in Bar­ry­more’s own hands. Be the an­swer what it might, I should at least have some­thing to re­port to Sher­lock Holmes.

			Sir Henry had nu­mer­ous pa­pers to ex­am­ine after break­fast, so that the time was pro­pi­tious for my ex­cur­sion. It was a pleas­ant walk of four miles along the edge of the moor, lead­ing me at last to a small gray ham­let, in which two lar­ger build­ings, which proved to be the inn and the house of Dr. Mor­timer, stood high above the rest. The post­mas­ter, who was also the vil­lage gro­cer, had a clear re­col­lec­tion of the tele­gram.

			“Cer­tainly, sir,” said he, “I had the tele­gram de­livered to Mr. Bar­ry­more ex­actly as dir­ec­ted.”

			“Who de­livered it?”

			“My boy here. James, you de­livered that tele­gram to Mr. Bar­ry­more at the Hall last week, did you not?”

			“Yes, fath­er, I de­livered it.”

			“In­to his own hands?” I asked.

			“Well, he was up in the loft at the time, so that I could not put it in­to his own hands, but I gave it in­to Mrs. Bar­ry­more’s hands, and she prom­ised to de­liv­er it at once.”

			“Did you see Mr. Bar­ry­more?”

			“No, sir; I tell you he was in the loft.”

			“If you didn’t see him, how do you know he was in the loft?”

			“Well, surely his own wife ought to know where he is,” said the post­mas­ter testily. “Didn’t he get the tele­gram? If there is any mis­take it is for Mr. Bar­ry­more him­self to com­plain.”

			It seemed hope­less to pur­sue the in­quiry any farther, but it was clear that in spite of Holmes’s ruse we had no proof that Bar­ry­more had not been in Lon­don all the time. Sup­pose that it were so—sup­pose that the same man had been the last who had seen Sir Charles alive, and the first to dog the new heir when he re­turned to Eng­land. What then? Was he the agent of oth­ers or had he some sin­is­ter design of his own? What in­terest could he have in per­se­cut­ing the Bask­erville fam­ily? I thought of the strange warn­ing clipped out of the lead­ing art­icle of the Times. Was that his work or was it pos­sibly the do­ing of someone who was bent upon coun­ter­act­ing his schemes? The only con­ceiv­able motive was that which had been sug­ges­ted by Sir Henry, that if the fam­ily could be scared away a com­fort­able and per­man­ent home would be se­cured for the Bar­ry­mores. But surely such an ex­plan­a­tion as that would be quite in­ad­equate to ac­count for the deep and subtle schem­ing which seemed to be weav­ing an in­vis­ible net round the young bar­on­et. Holmes him­self had said that no more com­plex case had come to him in all the long series of his sen­sa­tion­al in­vest­ig­a­tions. I prayed, as I walked back along the gray, lonely road, that my friend might soon be freed from his pre­oc­cu­pa­tions and able to come down to take this heavy bur­den of re­spons­ib­il­ity from my shoulders.

			Sud­denly my thoughts were in­ter­rup­ted by the sound of run­ning feet be­hind me and by a voice which called me by name. I turned, ex­pect­ing to see Dr. Mor­timer, but to my sur­prise it was a stranger who was pur­su­ing me. He was a small, slim, clean-shaven, prim-faced man, flax­en-haired and lean-jawed, between thirty and forty years of age, dressed in a gray suit and wear­ing a straw hat. A tin box for botan­ic­al spe­ci­mens hung over his shoulder and he car­ried a green but­ter­fly-net in one of his hands.

			“You will, I am sure, ex­cuse my pre­sump­tion, Dr. Wat­son,” said he as he came pant­ing up to where I stood. “Here on the moor we are homely folk and do not wait for form­al in­tro­duc­tions. You may pos­sibly have heard my name from our mu­tu­al friend, Mor­timer. I am Stapleton, of Mer­rip­it House.”

			“Your net and box would have told me as much,” said I, “for I knew that Mr. Stapleton was a nat­ur­al­ist. But how did you know me?”

			“I have been call­ing on Mor­timer, and he poin­ted you out to me from the win­dow of his sur­gery as you passed. As our road lay the same way I thought that I would over­take you and in­tro­duce my­self. I trust that Sir Henry is none the worse for his jour­ney?”

			“He is very well, thank you.”

			“We were all rather afraid that after the sad death of Sir Charles the new bar­on­et might re­fuse to live here. It is ask­ing much of a wealthy man to come down and bury him­self in a place of this kind, but I need not tell you that it means a very great deal to the coun­tryside. Sir Henry has, I sup­pose, no su­per­sti­tious fears in the mat­ter?”

			“I do not think that it is likely.”

			“Of course you know the le­gend of the fiend dog which haunts the fam­ily?”

			“I have heard it.”

			“It is ex­traordin­ary how cred­u­lous the peas­ants are about here! Any num­ber of them are ready to swear that they have seen such a creature upon the moor.” He spoke with a smile, but I seemed to read in his eyes that he took the mat­ter more ser­i­ously. “The story took a great hold upon the ima­gin­a­tion of Sir Charles, and I have no doubt that it led to his tra­gic end.”

			“But how?”

			“His nerves were so worked up that the ap­pear­ance of any dog might have had a fatal ef­fect upon his dis­eased heart. I fancy that he really did see some­thing of the kind upon that last night in the yew al­ley. I feared that some dis­aster might oc­cur, for I was very fond of the old man, and I knew that his heart was weak.”

			“How did you know that?”

			“My friend Mor­timer told me.”

			“You think, then, that some dog pur­sued Sir Charles, and that he died of fright in con­sequence?”

			“Have you any bet­ter ex­plan­a­tion?”

			“I have not come to any con­clu­sion.”

			“Has Mr. Sher­lock Holmes?”

			The words took away my breath for an in­stant but a glance at the pla­cid face and stead­fast eyes of my com­pan­ion showed that no sur­prise was in­ten­ded.

			“It is use­less for us to pre­tend that we do not know you, Dr. Wat­son,” said he. “The re­cords of your de­tect­ive have reached us here, and you could not cel­eb­rate him without be­ing known your­self. When Mor­timer told me your name he could not deny your iden­tity. If you are here, then it fol­lows that Mr. Sher­lock Holmes is in­ter­est­ing him­self in the mat­ter, and I am nat­ur­ally curi­ous to know what view he may take.”

			“I am afraid that I can­not an­swer that ques­tion.”

			“May I ask if he is go­ing to hon­our us with a vis­it him­self?”

			“He can­not leave town at present. He has oth­er cases which en­gage his at­ten­tion.”

			“What a pity! He might throw some light on that which is so dark to us. But as to your own re­searches, if there is any pos­sible way in which I can be of ser­vice to you I trust that you will com­mand me. If I had any in­dic­a­tion of the nature of your sus­pi­cions or how you pro­pose to in­vest­ig­ate the case, I might per­haps even now give you some aid or ad­vice.”

			“I as­sure you that I am simply here upon a vis­it to my friend, Sir Henry, and that I need no help of any kind.”

			“Ex­cel­lent!” said Stapleton. “You are per­fectly right to be wary and dis­creet. I am justly re­proved for what I feel was an un­jus­ti­fi­able in­tru­sion, and I prom­ise you that I will not men­tion the mat­ter again.”

			We had come to a point where a nar­row grassy path struck off from the road and wound away across the moor. A steep, boulder-sprinkled hill lay upon the right which had in by­gone days been cut in­to a gran­ite quarry. The face which was turned to­wards us formed a dark cliff, with ferns and brambles grow­ing in its niches. From over a dis­tant rise there floated a gray plume of smoke.

			“A mod­er­ate walk along this moor-path brings us to Mer­rip­it House,” said he. “Per­haps you will spare an hour that I may have the pleas­ure of in­tro­du­cing you to my sis­ter.”

			My first thought was that I should be by Sir Henry’s side. But then I re­membered the pile of pa­pers and bills with which his study table was littered. It was cer­tain that I could not help with those. And Holmes had ex­pressly said that I should study the neigh­bours upon the moor. I ac­cep­ted Stapleton’s in­vit­a­tion, and we turned to­geth­er down the path.

			“It is a won­der­ful place, the moor,” said he, look­ing round over the un­du­lat­ing downs, long green rollers, with crests of jagged gran­ite foam­ing up in­to fant­ast­ic surges. “You nev­er tire of the moor. You can­not think the won­der­ful secrets which it con­tains. It is so vast, and so bar­ren, and so mys­ter­i­ous.”

			“You know it well, then?”

			“I have only been here two years. The res­id­ents would call me a new­comer. We came shortly after Sir Charles settled. But my tastes led me to ex­plore every part of the coun­try round, and I should think that there are few men who know it bet­ter than I do.”

			“Is it hard to know?”

			“Very hard. You see, for ex­ample, this great plain to the north here with the queer hills break­ing out of it. Do you ob­serve any­thing re­mark­able about that?”

			“It would be a rare place for a gal­lop.”

			“You would nat­ur­ally think so and the thought has cost sev­er­al their lives be­fore now. You no­tice those bright green spots scattered thickly over it?”

			“Yes, they seem more fer­tile than the rest.”

			Stapleton laughed. “That is the great Grim­pen Mire,” said he. “A false step yon­der means death to man or beast. Only yes­ter­day I saw one of the moor ponies wander in­to it. He nev­er came out. I saw his head for quite a long time cran­ing out of the bog-hole, but it sucked him down at last. Even in dry sea­sons it is a danger to cross it, but after these au­tumn rains it is an aw­ful place. And yet I can find my way to the very heart of it and re­turn alive. By George, there is an­oth­er of those miser­able ponies!”

			Some­thing brown was rolling and toss­ing among the green sedges. Then a long, ag­on­ized, writh­ing neck shot up­ward and a dread­ful cry echoed over the moor. It turned me cold with hor­ror, but my com­pan­ion’s nerves seemed to be stronger than mine.

			“It’s gone!” said he. “The mire has him. Two in two days, and many more, per­haps, for they get in the way of go­ing there in the dry weath­er and nev­er know the dif­fer­ence un­til the mire has them in its clutches. It’s a bad place, the great Grim­pen Mire.”

			“And you say you can pen­et­rate it?”

			“Yes, there are one or two paths which a very act­ive man can take. I have found them out.”

			“But why should you wish to go in­to so hor­rible a place?”

			“Well, you see the hills bey­ond? They are really is­lands cut off on all sides by the im­pass­able mire, which has crawled round them in the course of years. That is where the rare plants and the but­ter­flies are, if you have the wit to reach them.”

			“I shall try my luck some day.”

			He looked at me with a sur­prised face. “For God’s sake put such an idea out of your mind,” said he. “Your blood would be upon my head. I as­sure you that there would not be the least chance of your com­ing back alive. It is only by re­mem­ber­ing cer­tain com­plex land­marks that I am able to do it.”

			“Hal­loa!” I cried. “What is that?”

			A long, low moan, in­des­crib­ably sad, swept over the moor. It filled the whole air, and yet it was im­possible to say whence it came. From a dull mur­mur it swelled in­to a deep roar, and then sank back in­to a mel­an­choly, throb­bing mur­mur once again. Stapleton looked at me with a curi­ous ex­pres­sion in his face.

			“Queer place, the moor!” said he.

			“But what is it?”

			“The peas­ants say it is the Hound of the Bask­ervilles call­ing for its prey. I’ve heard it once or twice be­fore, but nev­er quite so loud.”

			I looked round, with a chill of fear in my heart, at the huge swell­ing plain, mottled with the green patches of rushes. Noth­ing stirred over the vast ex­panse save a pair of ravens, which croaked loudly from a tor be­hind us.

			“You are an edu­cated man. You don’t be­lieve such non­sense as that?” said I. “What do you think is the cause of so strange a sound?”

			“Bogs make queer noises some­times. It’s the mud set­tling, or the wa­ter rising, or some­thing.”

			“No, no, that was a liv­ing voice.”

			“Well, per­haps it was. Did you ever hear a bit­tern boom­ing?”

			“No, I nev­er did.”

			“It’s a very rare bird—prac­tic­ally ex­tinct—in Eng­land now, but all things are pos­sible upon the moor. Yes, I should not be sur­prised to learn that what we have heard is the cry of the last of the bit­terns.”

			“It’s the weird­est, strangest thing that ever I heard in my life.”

			“Yes, it’s rather an un­canny place al­to­geth­er. Look at the hill­side yon­der. What do you make of those?”

			The whole steep slope was covered with gray cir­cu­lar rings of stone, a score of them at least.

			“What are they? Sheep-pens?”

			“No, they are the homes of our worthy an­cest­ors. Pre­his­tor­ic man lived thickly on the moor, and as no one in par­tic­u­lar has lived there since, we find all his little ar­range­ments ex­actly as he left them. These are his wig­wams with the roofs off. You can even see his hearth and his couch if you have the curi­os­ity to go in­side.”

			“But it is quite a town. When was it in­hab­ited?”

			“Neo­lith­ic man—no date.”

			“What did he do?”

			“He grazed his cattle on these slopes, and he learned to dig for tin when the bronze sword began to su­per­sede the stone axe. Look at the great trench in the op­pos­ite hill. That is his mark. Yes, you will find some very sin­gu­lar points about the moor, Dr. Wat­son. Oh, ex­cuse me an in­stant! It is surely Cyc­lop­ides.”

			A small fly or moth had fluttered across our path, and in an in­stant Stapleton was rush­ing with ex­traordin­ary en­ergy and speed in pur­suit of it. To my dis­may the creature flew straight for the great mire, and my ac­quaint­ance nev­er paused for an in­stant, bound­ing from tuft to tuft be­hind it, his green net wav­ing in the air. His gray clothes and jerky, zig­zag, ir­reg­u­lar pro­gress made him not un­like some huge moth him­self. I was stand­ing watch­ing his pur­suit with a mix­ture of ad­mir­a­tion for his ex­traordin­ary activ­ity and fear lest he should lose his foot­ing in the treach­er­ous mire, when I heard the sound of steps and, turn­ing round, found a wo­man near me upon the path. She had come from the dir­ec­tion in which the plume of smoke in­dic­ated the po­s­i­tion of Mer­rip­it House, but the dip of the moor had hid her un­til she was quite close.

			I could not doubt that this was the Miss Stapleton of whom I had been told, since ladies of any sort must be few upon the moor, and I re­membered that I had heard someone de­scribe her as be­ing a beauty. The wo­man who ap­proached me was cer­tainly that, and of a most un­com­mon type. There could not have been a great­er con­trast between broth­er and sis­ter, for Stapleton was neut­ral tin­ted, with light hair and gray eyes, while she was dark­er than any bru­nette whom I have seen in Eng­land—slim, el­eg­ant, and tall. She had a proud, finely cut face, so reg­u­lar that it might have seemed im­pass­ive were it not for the sens­it­ive mouth and the beau­ti­ful dark, eager eyes. With her per­fect fig­ure and el­eg­ant dress she was, in­deed, a strange ap­par­i­tion upon a lonely moor­land path. Her eyes were on her broth­er as I turned, and then she quickened her pace to­wards me. I had raised my hat and was about to make some ex­plan­at­ory re­mark when her own words turned all my thoughts in­to a new chan­nel.

			“Go back!” she said. “Go straight back to Lon­don, in­stantly.”

			I could only stare at her in stu­pid sur­prise. Her eyes blazed at me, and she tapped the ground im­pa­tiently with her foot.

			“Why should I go back?” I asked.

			“I can­not ex­plain.” She spoke in a low, eager voice, with a curi­ous lisp in her ut­ter­ance. “But for God’s sake do what I ask you. Go back and nev­er set foot upon the moor again.”

			“But I have only just come.”

			“Man, man!” she cried. “Can you not tell when a warn­ing is for your own good? Go back to Lon­don! Start to­night! Get away from this place at all costs! Hush, my broth­er is com­ing! Not a word of what I have said. Would you mind get­ting that orch­id for me among the mare’s-tails yon­der? We are very rich in orch­ids on the moor, though, of course, you are rather late to see the beau­ties of the place.”

			Stapleton had aban­doned the chase and came back to us breath­ing hard and flushed with his ex­er­tions.

			“Hal­loa, Beryl!” said he, and it seemed to me that the tone of his greet­ing was not al­to­geth­er a cor­di­al one.

			“Well, Jack, you are very hot.”

			“Yes, I was chas­ing a Cyc­lop­ides. He is very rare and sel­dom found in the late au­tumn. What a pity that I should have missed him!” He spoke un­con­cern­edly, but his small light eyes glanced in­cess­antly from the girl to me.

			“You have in­tro­duced yourselves, I can see.”

			“Yes. I was telling Sir Henry that it was rather late for him to see the true beau­ties of the moor.”

			“Why, who do you think this is?”

			“I ima­gine that it must be Sir Henry Bask­erville.”

			“No, no,” said I. “Only a humble com­mon­er, but his friend. My name is Dr. Wat­son.”

			A flush of vex­a­tion passed over her ex­press­ive face. “We have been talk­ing at cross pur­poses,” said she.

			“Why, you had not very much time for talk,” her broth­er re­marked with the same ques­tion­ing eyes.

			“I talked as if Dr. Wat­son were a res­id­ent in­stead of be­ing merely a vis­it­or,” said she. “It can­not much mat­ter to him wheth­er it is early or late for the orch­ids. But you will come on, will you not, and see Mer­rip­it House?”

			A short walk brought us to it, a bleak moor­land house, once the farm of some gra­zi­er in the old pros­per­ous days, but now put in­to re­pair and turned in­to a mod­ern dwell­ing. An orch­ard sur­roun­ded it, but the trees, as is usu­al upon the moor, were stun­ted and nipped, and the ef­fect of the whole place was mean and mel­an­choly. We were ad­mit­ted by a strange, wizened, rusty-coated old manser­vant, who seemed in keep­ing with the house. In­side, how­ever, there were large rooms fur­nished with an el­eg­ance in which I seemed to re­cog­nize the taste of the lady. As I looked from their win­dows at the in­ter­min­able gran­ite-flecked moor rolling un­broken to the farthest ho­ri­zon I could not but mar­vel at what could have brought this highly edu­cated man and this beau­ti­ful wo­man to live in such a place.

			“Queer spot to choose, is it not?” said he as if in an­swer to my thought. “And yet we man­age to make ourselves fairly happy, do we not, Beryl?”

			“Quite happy,” said she, but there was no ring of con­vic­tion in her words.

			“I had a school,” said Stapleton. “It was in the north coun­try. The work to a man of my tem­pera­ment was mech­an­ic­al and un­in­ter­est­ing, but the priv­ilege of liv­ing with youth, of help­ing to mould those young minds, and of im­press­ing them with one’s own char­ac­ter and ideals was very dear to me. How­ever, the fates were against us. A ser­i­ous epi­dem­ic broke out in the school and three of the boys died. It nev­er re­covered from the blow, and much of my cap­it­al was ir­re­triev­ably swal­lowed up. And yet, if it were not for the loss of the charm­ing com­pan­ion­ship of the boys, I could re­joice over my own mis­for­tune, for, with my strong tastes for bot­any and zo­ology, I find an un­lim­ited field of work here, and my sis­ter is as de­voted to Nature as I am. All this, Dr. Wat­son, has been brought upon your head by your ex­pres­sion as you sur­veyed the moor out of our win­dow.”

			“It cer­tainly did cross my mind that it might be a little dull—less for you, per­haps, than for your sis­ter.”

			“No, no, I am nev­er dull,” said she quickly.

			“We have books, we have our stud­ies, and we have in­ter­est­ing neigh­bours. Dr. Mor­timer is a most learned man in his own line. Poor Sir Charles was also an ad­mir­able com­pan­ion. We knew him well and miss him more than I can tell. Do you think that I should in­trude if I were to call this af­ter­noon and make the ac­quaint­ance of Sir Henry?”

			“I am sure that he would be de­lighted.”

			“Then per­haps you would men­tion that I pro­pose to do so. We may in our humble way do some­thing to make things more easy for him un­til he be­comes ac­cus­tomed to his new sur­round­ings. Will you come up­stairs, Dr. Wat­son, and in­spect my col­lec­tion of Lepid­op­tera? I think it is the most com­plete one in the south­w­est of Eng­land. By the time that you have looked through them lunch will be al­most ready.”

			But I was eager to get back to my charge. The mel­an­choly of the moor, the death of the un­for­tu­nate pony, the weird sound which had been as­so­ci­ated with the grim le­gend of the Bask­ervilles, all these things tinged my thoughts with sad­ness. Then on the top of these more or less vague im­pres­sions there had come the def­in­ite and dis­tinct warn­ing of Miss Stapleton, de­livered with such in­tense earn­est­ness that I could not doubt that some grave and deep reas­on lay be­hind it. I res­isted all pres­sure to stay for lunch, and I set off at once upon my re­turn jour­ney, tak­ing the grass-grown path by which we had come.

			It seems, how­ever, that there must have been some short­cut for those who knew it, for be­fore I had reached the road I was astoun­ded to see Miss Stapleton sit­ting upon a rock by the side of the track. Her face was beau­ti­fully flushed with her ex­er­tions and she held her hand to her side.

			“I have run all the way in or­der to cut you off, Dr. Wat­son,” said she. “I had not even time to put on my hat. I must not stop, or my broth­er may miss me. I wanted to say to you how sorry I am about the stu­pid mis­take I made in think­ing that you were Sir Henry. Please for­get the words I said, which have no ap­plic­a­tion whatever to you.”

			“But I can’t for­get them, Miss Stapleton,” said I. “I am Sir Henry’s friend, and his wel­fare is a very close con­cern of mine. Tell me why it was that you were so eager that Sir Henry should re­turn to Lon­don.”

			“A wo­man’s whim, Dr. Wat­son. When you know me bet­ter you will un­der­stand that I can­not al­ways give reas­ons for what I say or do.”

			“No, no. I re­mem­ber the thrill in your voice. I re­mem­ber the look in your eyes. Please, please, be frank with me, Miss Stapleton, for ever since I have been here I have been con­scious of shad­ows all round me. Life has be­come like that great Grim­pen Mire, with little green patches every­where in­to which one may sink and with no guide to point the track. Tell me then what it was that you meant, and I will prom­ise to con­vey your warn­ing to Sir Henry.”

			An ex­pres­sion of ir­res­ol­u­tion passed for an in­stant over her face, but her eyes had hardened again when she answered me.

			“You make too much of it, Dr. Wat­son,” said she. “My broth­er and I were very much shocked by the death of Sir Charles. We knew him very in­tim­ately, for his fa­vour­ite walk was over the moor to our house. He was deeply im­pressed with the curse which hung over the fam­ily, and when this tragedy came I nat­ur­ally felt that there must be some grounds for the fears which he had ex­pressed. I was dis­tressed there­fore when an­oth­er mem­ber of the fam­ily came down to live here, and I felt that he should be warned of the danger which he will run. That was all which I in­ten­ded to con­vey.”

			“But what is the danger?”

			“You know the story of the hound?”

			“I do not be­lieve in such non­sense.”

			“But I do. If you have any in­flu­ence with Sir Henry, take him away from a place which has al­ways been fatal to his fam­ily. The world is wide. Why should he wish to live at the place of danger?”

			“Be­cause it is the place of danger. That is Sir Henry’s nature. I fear that un­less you can give me some more def­in­ite in­form­a­tion than this it would be im­possible to get him to move.”

			“I can­not say any­thing def­in­ite, for I do not know any­thing def­in­ite.”

			“I would ask you one more ques­tion, Miss Stapleton. If you meant no more than this when you first spoke to me, why should you not wish your broth­er to over­hear what you said? There is noth­ing to which he, or any­one else, could ob­ject.”

			“My broth­er is very anxious to have the Hall in­hab­ited, for he thinks it is for the good of the poor folk upon the moor. He would be very angry if he knew that I have said any­thing which might in­duce Sir Henry to go away. But I have done my duty now and I will say no more. I must go back, or he will miss me and sus­pect that I have seen you. Good­bye!” She turned and had dis­ap­peared in a few minutes among the scattered boulders, while I, with my soul full of vague fears, pur­sued my way to Bask­erville Hall.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				First Re­port of Dr. Wat­son

			
			From this point on­ward I will fol­low the course of events by tran­scrib­ing my own let­ters to Mr. Sher­lock Holmes which lie be­fore me on the table. One page is miss­ing, but oth­er­wise they are ex­actly as writ­ten and show my feel­ings and sus­pi­cions of the mo­ment more ac­cur­ately than my memory, clear as it is upon these tra­gic events, can pos­sibly do.

			
				Bask­erville Hall, Oc­to­ber 13th.

				My Dear Holmes,

				My pre­vi­ous let­ters and tele­grams have kept you pretty well up to date as to all that has oc­curred in this most God­for­saken corner of the world. The longer one stays here the more does the spir­it of the moor sink in­to one’s soul, its vast­ness, and also its grim charm. When you are once out upon its bos­om you have left all traces of mod­ern Eng­land be­hind you, but, on the oth­er hand, you are con­scious every­where of the homes and the work of the pre­his­tor­ic people. On all sides of you as you walk are the houses of these for­got­ten folk, with their graves and the huge mono­liths which are sup­posed to have marked their temples. As you look at their gray stone huts against the scarred hill­sides you leave your own age be­hind you, and if you were to see a skin-clad, hairy man crawl out from the low door fit­ting a flint-tipped ar­row on to the string of his bow, you would feel that his pres­ence there was more nat­ur­al than your own. The strange thing is that they should have lived so thickly on what must al­ways have been most un­fruit­ful soil. I am no an­ti­quar­i­an, but I could ima­gine that they were some un­war­like and har­ried race who were forced to ac­cept that which none oth­er would oc­cupy.

				All this, how­ever, is for­eign to the mis­sion on which you sent me and will prob­ably be very un­in­ter­est­ing to your severely prac­tic­al mind. I can still re­mem­ber your com­plete in­dif­fer­ence as to wheth­er the sun moved round the earth or the earth round the sun. Let me, there­fore, re­turn to the facts con­cern­ing Sir Henry Bask­erville.

				If you have not had any re­port with­in the last few days it is be­cause up to today there was noth­ing of im­port­ance to re­late. Then a very sur­pris­ing cir­cum­stance oc­curred, which I shall tell you in due course. But, first of all, I must keep you in touch with some of the oth­er factors in the situ­ation.

				One of these, con­cern­ing which I have said little, is the es­caped con­vict upon the moor. There is strong reas­on now to be­lieve that he has got right away, which is a con­sid­er­able re­lief to the lonely house­hold­ers of this dis­trict. A fort­night has passed since his flight, dur­ing which he has not been seen and noth­ing has been heard of him. It is surely in­con­ceiv­able that he could have held out upon the moor dur­ing all that time. Of course, so far as his con­ceal­ment goes there is no dif­fi­culty at all. Any one of these stone huts would give him a hid­ing-place. But there is noth­ing to eat un­less he were to catch and slaughter one of the moor sheep. We think, there­fore, that he has gone, and the outly­ing farm­ers sleep the bet­ter in con­sequence.

				We are four able-bod­ied men in this house­hold, so that we could take good care of ourselves, but I con­fess that I have had un­easy mo­ments when I have thought of the Stapletons. They live miles from any help. There are one maid, an old manser­vant, the sis­ter, and the broth­er, the lat­ter not a very strong man. They would be help­less in the hands of a des­per­ate fel­low like this Not­ting Hill crim­in­al if he could once ef­fect an en­trance. Both Sir Henry and I were con­cerned at their situ­ation, and it was sug­ges­ted that Per­kins the groom should go over to sleep there, but Stapleton would not hear of it.

				The fact is that our friend, the bar­on­et, be­gins to dis­play a con­sid­er­able in­terest in our fair neigh­bour. It is not to be wondered at, for time hangs heav­ily in this lonely spot to an act­ive man like him, and she is a very fas­cin­at­ing and beau­ti­ful wo­man. There is some­thing trop­ic­al and exot­ic about her which forms a sin­gu­lar con­trast to her cool and un­emo­tion­al broth­er. Yet he also gives the idea of hid­den fires. He has cer­tainly a very marked in­flu­ence over her, for I have seen her con­tinu­ally glance at him as she talked as if seek­ing ap­prob­a­tion for what she said. I trust that he is kind to her. There is a dry glit­ter in his eyes and a firm set of his thin lips, which goes with a pos­it­ive and pos­sibly a harsh nature. You would find him an in­ter­est­ing study.

				He came over to call upon Bask­erville on that first day, and the very next morn­ing he took us both to show us the spot where the le­gend of the wicked Hugo is sup­posed to have had its ori­gin. It was an ex­cur­sion of some miles across the moor to a place which is so dis­mal that it might have sug­ges­ted the story. We found a short val­ley between rugged tors which led to an open, grassy space flecked over with the white cot­ton grass. In the middle of it rose two great stones, worn and sharpened at the up­per end un­til they looked like the huge cor­rod­ing fangs of some mon­strous beast. In every way it cor­res­pon­ded with the scene of the old tragedy. Sir Henry was much in­ter­ested and asked Stapleton more than once wheth­er he did really be­lieve in the pos­sib­il­ity of the in­ter­fer­ence of the su­per­nat­ur­al in the af­fairs of men. He spoke lightly, but it was evid­ent that he was very much in earn­est. Stapleton was guarded in his replies, but it was easy to see that he said less than he might, and that he would not ex­press his whole opin­ion out of con­sid­er­a­tion for the feel­ings of the bar­on­et. He told us of sim­il­ar cases, where fam­il­ies had suffered from some evil in­flu­ence, and he left us with the im­pres­sion that he shared the pop­u­lar view upon the mat­ter.

				On our way back we stayed for lunch at Mer­rip­it House, and it was there that Sir Henry made the ac­quaint­ance of Miss Stapleton. From the first mo­ment that he saw her he ap­peared to be strongly at­trac­ted by her, and I am much mis­taken if the feel­ing was not mu­tu­al. He re­ferred to her again and again on our walk home, and since then hardly a day has passed that we have not seen some­thing of the broth­er and sis­ter. They dine here to­night, and there is some talk of our go­ing to them next week. One would ima­gine that such a match would be very wel­come to Stapleton, and yet I have more than once caught a look of the strongest dis­ap­prob­a­tion in his face when Sir Henry has been pay­ing some at­ten­tion to his sis­ter. He is much at­tached to her, no doubt, and would lead a lonely life without her, but it would seem the height of selfish­ness if he were to stand in the way of her mak­ing so bril­liant a mar­riage. Yet I am cer­tain that he does not wish their in­tim­acy to ripen in­to love, and I have sev­er­al times ob­served that he has taken pains to pre­vent them from be­ing tête-à-tête. By the way, your in­struc­tions to me nev­er to al­low Sir Henry to go out alone will be­come very much more oner­ous if a love af­fair were to be ad­ded to our oth­er dif­fi­culties. My pop­ular­ity would soon suf­fer if I were to carry out your or­ders to the let­ter.

				The oth­er day—Thursday, to be more ex­act—Dr. Mor­timer lunched with us. He has been ex­cav­at­ing a bar­row at Long Down and has got a pre­his­tor­ic skull which fills him with great joy. Nev­er was there such a single-minded en­thu­si­ast as he! The Stapletons came in af­ter­wards, and the good doc­tor took us all to the yew al­ley at Sir Henry’s re­quest to show us ex­actly how everything oc­curred upon that fatal night. It is a long, dis­mal walk, the yew al­ley, between two high walls of clipped hedge, with a nar­row band of grass upon either side. At the far end is an old tumble-down sum­mer­house. Halfway down is the moor-gate, where the old gen­tle­man left his ci­gar-ash. It is a white wooden gate with a latch. Bey­ond it lies the wide moor. I re­membered your the­ory of the af­fair and tried to pic­ture all that had oc­curred. As the old man stood there he saw some­thing com­ing across the moor, some­thing which ter­ri­fied him so that he lost his wits and ran and ran un­til he died of sheer hor­ror and ex­haus­tion. There was the long, gloomy tun­nel down which he fled. And from what? A sheep­dog of the moor? Or a spec­tral hound, black, si­lent, and mon­strous? Was there a hu­man agency in the mat­ter? Did the pale, watch­ful Bar­ry­more know more than he cared to say? It was all dim and vague, but al­ways there is the dark shad­ow of crime be­hind it.

				One oth­er neigh­bour I have met since I wrote last. This is Mr. Frank­land, of Lafter Hall, who lives some four miles to the south of us. He is an eld­erly man, red-faced, white-haired, and choler­ic. His pas­sion is for the Brit­ish law, and he has spent a large for­tune in lit­ig­a­tion. He fights for the mere pleas­ure of fight­ing and is equally ready to take up either side of a ques­tion, so that it is no won­der that he has found it a costly amuse­ment. Some­times he will shut up a right of way and defy the par­ish to make him open it. At oth­ers he will with his own hands tear down some oth­er man’s gate and de­clare that a path has ex­is­ted there from time im­me­mori­al, de­fy­ing the own­er to pro­sec­ute him for tres­pass. He is learned in old man­ori­al and com­mun­al rights, and he ap­plies his know­ledge some­times in fa­vour of the vil­la­gers of Fern­worthy and some­times against them, so that he is peri­od­ic­ally either car­ried in tri­umph down the vil­lage street or else burned in ef­figy, ac­cord­ing to his latest ex­ploit. He is said to have about sev­en law­suits upon his hands at present, which will prob­ably swal­low up the re­mainder of his for­tune and so draw his sting and leave him harm­less for the fu­ture. Apart from the law he seems a kindly, good-natured per­son, and I only men­tion him be­cause you were par­tic­u­lar that I should send some de­scrip­tion of the people who sur­round us. He is curi­ously em­ployed at present, for, be­ing an am­a­teur as­tro­nomer, he has an ex­cel­lent tele­scope, with which he lies upon the roof of his own house and sweeps the moor all day in the hope of catch­ing a glimpse of the es­caped con­vict. If he would con­fine his en­er­gies to this all would be well, but there are ru­mours that he in­tends to pro­sec­ute Dr. Mor­timer for open­ing a grave without the con­sent of the next of kin be­cause he dug up the Neo­lith­ic skull in the bar­row on Long Down. He helps to keep our lives from be­ing mono­ton­ous and gives a little com­ic re­lief where it is badly needed.

				And now, hav­ing brought you up to date in the es­caped con­vict, the Stapletons, Dr. Mor­timer, and Frank­land, of Lafter Hall, let me end on that which is most im­port­ant and tell you more about the Bar­ry­mores, and es­pe­cially about the sur­pris­ing de­vel­op­ment of last night.

				First of all about the test tele­gram, which you sent from Lon­don in or­der to make sure that Bar­ry­more was really here. I have already ex­plained that the testi­mony of the post­mas­ter shows that the test was worth­less and that we have no proof one way or the oth­er. I told Sir Henry how the mat­ter stood, and he at once, in his down­right fash­ion, had Bar­ry­more up and asked him wheth­er he had re­ceived the tele­gram him­self. Bar­ry­more said that he had.

				“Did the boy de­liv­er it in­to your own hands?” asked Sir Henry.

				Bar­ry­more looked sur­prised, and con­sidered for a little time.

				“No,” said he, “I was in the box-room at the time, and my wife brought it up to me.”

				“Did you an­swer it your­self?”

				“No; I told my wife what to an­swer and she went down to write it.”

				In the even­ing he re­curred to the sub­ject of his own ac­cord.

				“I could not quite un­der­stand the ob­ject of your ques­tions this morn­ing, Sir Henry,” said he. “I trust that they do not mean that I have done any­thing to for­feit your con­fid­ence?”

				Sir Henry had to as­sure him that it was not so and pa­ci­fy him by giv­ing him a con­sid­er­able part of his old ward­robe, the Lon­don out­fit hav­ing now all ar­rived.

				Mrs. Bar­ry­more is of in­terest to me. She is a heavy, sol­id per­son, very lim­ited, in­tensely re­spect­able, and in­clined to be pur­it­an­ic­al. You could hardly con­ceive a less emo­tion­al sub­ject. Yet I have told you how, on the first night here, I heard her sob­bing bit­terly, and since then I have more than once ob­served traces of tears upon her face. Some deep sor­row gnaws ever at her heart. Some­times I won­der if she has a guilty memory which haunts her, and some­times I sus­pect Bar­ry­more of be­ing a do­mest­ic tyr­ant. I have al­ways felt that there was some­thing sin­gu­lar and ques­tion­able in this man’s char­ac­ter, but the ad­ven­ture of last night brings all my sus­pi­cions to a head.

				And yet it may seem a small mat­ter in it­self. You are aware that I am not a very sound sleep­er, and since I have been on guard in this house my slum­bers have been light­er than ever. Last night, about two in the morn­ing, I was aroused by a stealthy step passing my room. I rose, opened my door, and peeped out. A long black shad­ow was trail­ing down the cor­ridor. It was thrown by a man who walked softly down the pas­sage with a candle held in his hand. He was in shirt and trousers, with no cov­er­ing to his feet. I could merely see the out­line, but his height told me that it was Bar­ry­more. He walked very slowly and cir­cum­spectly, and there was some­thing in­des­crib­ably guilty and furt­ive in his whole ap­pear­ance.

				I have told you that the cor­ridor is broken by the bal­cony which runs round the hall, but that it is re­sumed upon the farther side. I waited un­til he had passed out of sight and then I fol­lowed him. When I came round the bal­cony he had reached the end of the farther cor­ridor, and I could see from the glim­mer of light through an open door that he had entered one of the rooms. Now, all these rooms are un­fur­nished and un­oc­cu­pied so that his ex­ped­i­tion be­came more mys­ter­i­ous than ever. The light shone stead­ily as if he were stand­ing mo­tion­less. I crept down the pas­sage as noise­lessly as I could and peeped round the corner of the door.

				Bar­ry­more was crouch­ing at the win­dow with the candle held against the glass. His pro­file was half turned to­wards me, and his face seemed to be ri­gid with ex­pect­a­tion as he stared out in­to the black­ness of the moor. For some minutes he stood watch­ing in­tently. Then he gave a deep groan and with an im­pa­tient ges­ture he put out the light. In­stantly I made my way back to my room, and very shortly came the stealthy steps passing once more upon their re­turn jour­ney. Long af­ter­wards when I had fallen in­to a light sleep I heard a key turn some­where in a lock, but I could not tell whence the sound came. What it all means I can­not guess, but there is some secret busi­ness go­ing on in this house of gloom which soon­er or later we shall get to the bot­tom of. I do not trouble you with my the­or­ies, for you asked me to fur­nish you only with facts. I have had a long talk with Sir Henry this morn­ing, and we have made a plan of cam­paign foun­ded upon my ob­ser­va­tions of last night. I will not speak about it just now, but it should make my next re­port in­ter­est­ing read­ing.

			

		
	
		
			
				
					IX

					Second Re­port of Dr. Wat­son

				
				The Light upon the Moor.

			
			
				Bask­erville Hall, Oc­to­ber 15th.

				My Dear Holmes,

				If I was com­pelled to leave you without much news dur­ing the early days of my mis­sion you must ac­know­ledge that I am mak­ing up for lost time, and that events are now crowding thick and fast upon us. In my last re­port I ended upon my top note with Bar­ry­more at the win­dow, and now I have quite a budget already which will, un­less I am much mis­taken, con­sid­er­ably sur­prise you. Things have taken a turn which I could not have an­ti­cip­ated. In some ways they have with­in the last forty-eight hours be­come much clear­er and in some ways they have be­come more com­plic­ated. But I will tell you all and you shall judge for your­self.

				Be­fore break­fast on the morn­ing fol­low­ing my ad­ven­ture I went down the cor­ridor and ex­amined the room in which Bar­ry­more had been on the night be­fore. The west­ern win­dow through which he had stared so in­tently has, I no­ticed, one pe­cu­li­ar­ity above all oth­er win­dows in the house—it com­mands the nearest out­look on to the moor. There is an open­ing between two trees which en­ables one from this point of view to look right down upon it, while from all the oth­er win­dows it is only a dis­tant glimpse which can be ob­tained. It fol­lows, there­fore, that Bar­ry­more, since only this win­dow would serve the pur­pose, must have been look­ing out for some­thing or some­body upon the moor. The night was very dark, so that I can hardly ima­gine how he could have hoped to see any­one. It had struck me that it was pos­sible that some love in­trigue was on foot. That would have ac­coun­ted for his stealthy move­ments and also for the un­eas­i­ness of his wife. The man is a strik­ing-look­ing fel­low, very well equipped to steal the heart of a coun­try girl, so that this the­ory seemed to have some­thing to sup­port it. That open­ing of the door which I had heard after I had re­turned to my room might mean that he had gone out to keep some clandes­tine ap­point­ment. So I reasoned with my­self in the morn­ing, and I tell you the dir­ec­tion of my sus­pi­cions, how­ever much the res­ult may have shown that they were un­foun­ded.

				But whatever the true ex­plan­a­tion of Bar­ry­more’s move­ments might be, I felt that the re­spons­ib­il­ity of keep­ing them to my­self un­til I could ex­plain them was more than I could bear. I had an in­ter­view with the bar­on­et in his study after break­fast, and I told him all that I had seen. He was less sur­prised than I had ex­pec­ted.

				“I knew that Bar­ry­more walked about nights, and I had a mind to speak to him about it,” said he. “Two or three times I have heard his steps in the pas­sage, com­ing and go­ing, just about the hour you name.”

				“Per­haps then he pays a vis­it every night to that par­tic­u­lar win­dow,” I sug­ges­ted.

				“Per­haps he does. If so, we should be able to shad­ow him and see what it is that he is after. I won­der what your friend Holmes would do if he were here.”

				“I be­lieve that he would do ex­actly what you now sug­gest,” said I. “He would fol­low Bar­ry­more and see what he did.”

				“Then we shall do it to­geth­er.”

				“But surely he would hear us.”

				“The man is rather deaf, and in any case we must take our chance of that. We’ll sit up in my room to­night and wait un­til he passes.” Sir Henry rubbed his hands with pleas­ure, and it was evid­ent that he hailed the ad­ven­ture as a re­lief to his some­what quiet life upon the moor.

				The bar­on­et has been in com­mu­nic­a­tion with the ar­chi­tect who pre­pared the plans for Sir Charles, and with a con­tract­or from Lon­don, so that we may ex­pect great changes to be­gin here soon. There have been dec­or­at­ors and fur­nish­ers up from Ply­mouth, and it is evid­ent that our friend has large ideas and means to spare no pains or ex­pense to re­store the grandeur of his fam­ily. When the house is ren­ov­ated and re­fur­nished, all that he will need will be a wife to make it com­plete. Between ourselves there are pretty clear signs that this will not be want­ing if the lady is will­ing, for I have sel­dom seen a man more in­fatu­ated with a wo­man than he is with our beau­ti­ful neigh­bour, Miss Stapleton. And yet the course of true love does not run quite as smoothly as one would un­der the cir­cum­stances ex­pect. Today, for ex­ample, its sur­face was broken by a very un­ex­pec­ted ripple, which has caused our friend con­sid­er­able per­plex­ity and an­noy­ance.

				After the con­ver­sa­tion which I have quoted about Bar­ry­more, Sir Henry put on his hat and pre­pared to go out. As a mat­ter of course I did the same.

				“What, are you com­ing, Wat­son?” he asked, look­ing at me in a curi­ous way.

				“That de­pends on wheth­er you are go­ing on the moor,” said I.

				“Yes, I am.”

				“Well, you know what my in­struc­tions are. I am sorry to in­trude, but you heard how earn­estly Holmes in­sisted that I should not leave you, and es­pe­cially that you should not go alone upon the moor.”

				Sir Henry put his hand upon my shoulder with a pleas­ant smile.

				“My dear fel­low,” said he, “Holmes, with all his wis­dom, did not fore­see some things which have happened since I have been on the moor. You un­der­stand me? I am sure that you are the last man in the world who would wish to be a spoilsport. I must go out alone.”

				It put me in a most awk­ward po­s­i­tion. I was at a loss what to say or what to do, and be­fore I had made up my mind he picked up his cane and was gone.

				But when I came to think the mat­ter over my con­science re­proached me bit­terly for hav­ing on any pre­text al­lowed him to go out of my sight. I ima­gined what my feel­ings would be if I had to re­turn to you and to con­fess that some mis­for­tune had oc­curred through my dis­reg­ard for your in­struc­tions. I as­sure you my cheeks flushed at the very thought. It might not even now be too late to over­take him, so I set off at once in the dir­ec­tion of Mer­rip­it House.

				I hur­ried along the road at the top of my speed without see­ing any­thing of Sir Henry, un­til I came to the point where the moor path branches off. There, fear­ing that per­haps I had come in the wrong dir­ec­tion after all, I moun­ted a hill from which I could com­mand a view—the same hill which is cut in­to the dark quarry. Thence I saw him at once. He was on the moor path about a quarter of a mile off, and a lady was by his side who could only be Miss Stapleton. It was clear that there was already an un­der­stand­ing between them and that they had met by ap­point­ment. They were walk­ing slowly along in deep con­ver­sa­tion, and I saw her mak­ing quick little move­ments of her hands as if she were very earn­est in what she was say­ing, while he listened in­tently, and once or twice shook his head in strong dis­sent. I stood among the rocks watch­ing them, very much puzzled as to what I should do next. To fol­low them and break in­to their in­tim­ate con­ver­sa­tion seemed to be an out­rage, and yet my clear duty was nev­er for an in­stant to let him out of my sight. To act the spy upon a friend was a hate­ful task. Still, I could see no bet­ter course than to ob­serve him from the hill, and to clear my con­science by con­fess­ing to him af­ter­wards what I had done. It is true that if any sud­den danger had threatened him I was too far away to be of use, and yet I am sure that you will agree with me that the po­s­i­tion was very dif­fi­cult, and that there was noth­ing more which I could do.

				Our friend, Sir Henry, and the lady had hal­ted on the path and were stand­ing deeply ab­sorbed in their con­ver­sa­tion, when I was sud­denly aware that I was not the only wit­ness of their in­ter­view. A wisp of green float­ing in the air caught my eye, and an­oth­er glance showed me that it was car­ried on a stick by a man who was mov­ing among the broken ground. It was Stapleton with his but­ter­fly-net. He was very much closer to the pair than I was, and he ap­peared to be mov­ing in their dir­ec­tion. At this in­stant Sir Henry sud­denly drew Miss Stapleton to his side. His arm was round her, but it seemed to me that she was strain­ing away from him with her face aver­ted. He stooped his head to hers, and she raised one hand as if in protest. Next mo­ment I saw them spring apart and turn hur­riedly round. Stapleton was the cause of the in­ter­rup­tion. He was run­ning wildly to­wards them, his ab­surd net dangling be­hind him. He ges­tic­u­lated and al­most danced with ex­cite­ment in front of the lov­ers. What the scene meant I could not ima­gine, but it seemed to me that Stapleton was ab­us­ing Sir Henry, who offered ex­plan­a­tions, which be­came more angry as the oth­er re­fused to ac­cept them. The lady stood by in haughty si­lence. Fi­nally Stapleton turned upon his heel and beckoned in a per­emp­tory way to his sis­ter, who, after an ir­res­ol­ute glance at Sir Henry, walked off by the side of her broth­er. The nat­ur­al­ist’s angry ges­tures showed that the lady was in­cluded in his dis­pleas­ure. The bar­on­et stood for a minute look­ing after them, and then he walked slowly back the way that he had come, his head hanging, the very pic­ture of de­jec­tion.

				What all this meant I could not ima­gine, but I was deeply ashamed to have wit­nessed so in­tim­ate a scene without my friend’s know­ledge. I ran down the hill there­fore and met the bar­on­et at the bot­tom. His face was flushed with an­ger and his brows were wrinkled, like one who is at his wit’s ends what to do.

				“Hal­loa, Wat­son! Where have you dropped from?” said he. “You don’t mean to say that you came after me in spite of all?”

				I ex­plained everything to him: how I had found it im­possible to re­main be­hind, how I had fol­lowed him, and how I had wit­nessed all that had oc­curred. For an in­stant his eyes blazed at me, but my frank­ness dis­armed his an­ger, and he broke at last in­to a rather rue­ful laugh.

				“You would have thought the middle of that prair­ie a fairly safe place for a man to be private,” said he, “but, by thun­der, the whole coun­tryside seems to have been out to see me do my woo­ing—and a mighty poor woo­ing at that! Where had you en­gaged a seat?”

				“I was on that hill.”

				“Quite in the back row, eh? But her broth­er was well up to the front. Did you see him come out on us?”

				“Yes, I did.”

				“Did he ever strike you as be­ing crazy—this broth­er of hers?”

				“I can’t say that he ever did.”

				“I dare say not. I al­ways thought him sane enough un­til today, but you can take it from me that either he or I ought to be in a strait­jack­et. What’s the mat­ter with me, any­how? You’ve lived near me for some weeks, Wat­son. Tell me straight, now! Is there any­thing that would pre­vent me from mak­ing a good hus­band to a wo­man that I loved?”

				“I should say not.”

				“He can’t ob­ject to my worldly po­s­i­tion, so it must be my­self that he has this down on. What has he against me? I nev­er hurt man or wo­man in my life that I know of. And yet he would not so much as let me touch the tips of her fin­gers.”

				“Did he say so?”

				“That, and a deal more. I tell you, Wat­son, I’ve only known her these few weeks, but from the first I just felt that she was made for me, and she, too—she was happy when she was with me, and that I’ll swear. There’s a light in a wo­man’s eyes that speaks louder than words. But he has nev­er let us get to­geth­er and it was only today for the first time that I saw a chance of hav­ing a few words with her alone. She was glad to meet me, but when she did it was not love that she would talk about, and she wouldn’t have let me talk about it either if she could have stopped it. She kept com­ing back to it that this was a place of danger, and that she would nev­er be happy un­til I had left it. I told her that since I had seen her I was in no hurry to leave it, and that if she really wanted me to go, the only way to work it was for her to ar­range to go with me. With that I offered in as many words to marry her, but be­fore she could an­swer, down came this broth­er of hers, run­ning at us with a face on him like a mad­man. He was just white with rage, and those light eyes of his were blaz­ing with fury. What was I do­ing with the lady? How dared I of­fer her at­ten­tions which were dis­taste­ful to her? Did I think that be­cause I was a bar­on­et I could do what I liked? If he had not been her broth­er I should have known bet­ter how to an­swer him. As it was I told him that my feel­ings to­wards his sis­ter were such as I was not ashamed of, and that I hoped that she might hon­our me by be­com­ing my wife. That seemed to make the mat­ter no bet­ter, so then I lost my tem­per too, and I answered him rather more hotly than I should per­haps, con­sid­er­ing that she was stand­ing by. So it ended by his go­ing off with her, as you saw, and here am I as badly puzzled a man as any in this county. Just tell me what it all means, Wat­son, and I’ll owe you more than ever I can hope to pay.”

				I tried one or two ex­plan­a­tions, but, in­deed, I was com­pletely puzzled my­self. Our friend’s title, his for­tune, his age, his char­ac­ter, and his ap­pear­ance are all in his fa­vour, and I know noth­ing against him un­less it be this dark fate which runs in his fam­ily. That his ad­vances should be re­jec­ted so brusquely without any ref­er­ence to the lady’s own wishes and that the lady should ac­cept the situ­ation without protest is very amaz­ing. How­ever, our con­jec­tures were set at rest by a vis­it from Stapleton him­self that very af­ter­noon. He had come to of­fer apo­lo­gies for his rude­ness of the morn­ing, and after a long private in­ter­view with Sir Henry in his study the up­shot of their con­ver­sa­tion was that the breach is quite healed, and that we are to dine at Mer­rip­it House next Fri­day as a sign of it.

				“I don’t say now that he isn’t a crazy man,” said Sir Henry; “I can’t for­get the look in his eyes when he ran at me this morn­ing, but I must al­low that no man could make a more hand­some apo­logy than he has done.”

				“Did he give any ex­plan­a­tion of his con­duct?”

				“His sis­ter is everything in his life,” he says. “That is nat­ur­al enough, and I am glad that he should un­der­stand her value. They have al­ways been to­geth­er, and ac­cord­ing to his ac­count he has been a very lonely man with only her as a com­pan­ion, so that the thought of los­ing her was really ter­rible to him. He had not un­der­stood, he said, that I was be­com­ing at­tached to her, but when he saw with his own eyes that it was really so, and that she might be taken away from him, it gave him such a shock that for a time he was not re­spons­ible for what he said or did. He was very sorry for all that had passed, and he re­cog­nized how fool­ish and how selfish it was that he should ima­gine that he could hold a beau­ti­ful wo­man like his sis­ter to him­self for her whole life. If she had to leave him he had rather it was to a neigh­bour like my­self than to any­one else. But in any case it was a blow to him and it would take him some time be­fore he could pre­pare him­self to meet it. He would with­draw all op­pos­i­tion upon his part if I would prom­ise for three months to let the mat­ter rest and to be con­tent with cul­tiv­at­ing the lady’s friend­ship dur­ing that time without claim­ing her love. This I prom­ised, and so the mat­ter rests.”

				So there is one of our small mys­ter­ies cleared up. It is some­thing to have touched bot­tom any­where in this bog in which we are flounder­ing. We know now why Stapleton looked with dis­fa­vour upon his sis­ter’s suit­or—even when that suit­or was so eli­gible a one as Sir Henry. And now I pass on to an­oth­er thread which I have ex­tric­ated out of the tangled skein, the mys­tery of the sobs in the night, of the tear-stained face of Mrs. Bar­ry­more, of the secret jour­ney of the but­ler to the west­ern lat­tice win­dow. Con­grat­u­late me, my dear Holmes, and tell me that I have not dis­ap­poin­ted you as an agent—that you do not re­gret the con­fid­ence which you showed in me when you sent me down. All these things have by one night’s work been thor­oughly cleared.

				I have said “by one night’s work,” but, in truth, it was by two nights’ work, for on the first we drew en­tirely blank. I sat up with Sir Henry in his rooms un­til nearly three o’clock in the morn­ing, but no sound of any sort did we hear ex­cept the chim­ing clock upon the stairs. It was a most mel­an­choly vi­gil and ended by each of us fall­ing asleep in our chairs. For­tu­nately we were not dis­cour­aged, and we de­term­ined to try again. The next night we lowered the lamp and sat smoking ci­gar­ettes without mak­ing the least sound. It was in­cred­ible how slowly the hours crawled by, and yet we were helped through it by the same sort of pa­tient in­terest which the hunter must feel as he watches the trap in­to which he hopes the game may wander. One struck, and two, and we had al­most for the second time giv­en it up in des­pair when in an in­stant we both sat bolt up­right in our chairs with all our weary senses keenly on the alert once more. We had heard the creak of a step in the pas­sage.

				Very stealth­ily we heard it pass along un­til it died away in the dis­tance. Then the bar­on­et gently opened his door and we set out in pur­suit. Already our man had gone round the gal­lery and the cor­ridor was all in dark­ness. Softly we stole along un­til we had come in­to the oth­er wing. We were just in time to catch a glimpse of the tall, black-bearded fig­ure, his shoulders roun­ded as he tip­toed down the pas­sage. Then he passed through the same door as be­fore, and the light of the candle framed it in the dark­ness and shot one single yel­low beam across the gloom of the cor­ridor. We shuffled cau­tiously to­wards it, try­ing every plank be­fore we dared to put our whole weight upon it. We had taken the pre­cau­tion of leav­ing our boots be­hind us, but, even so, the old boards snapped and creaked be­neath our tread. Some­times it seemed im­possible that he should fail to hear our ap­proach. How­ever, the man is for­tu­nately rather deaf, and he was en­tirely pre­oc­cu­pied in that which he was do­ing. When at last we reached the door and peeped through we found him crouch­ing at the win­dow, candle in hand, his white, in­tent face pressed against the pane, ex­actly as I had seen him two nights be­fore.

				We had ar­ranged no plan of cam­paign, but the bar­on­et is a man to whom the most dir­ect way is al­ways the most nat­ur­al. He walked in­to the room, and as he did so Bar­ry­more sprang up from the win­dow with a sharp hiss of his breath and stood, liv­id and trem­bling, be­fore us. His dark eyes, glar­ing out of the white mask of his face, were full of hor­ror and as­ton­ish­ment as he gazed from Sir Henry to me.

				“What are you do­ing here, Bar­ry­more?”

				“Noth­ing, sir.” His agit­a­tion was so great that he could hardly speak, and the shad­ows sprang up and down from the shak­ing of his candle. “It was the win­dow, sir. I go round at night to see that they are fastened.”

				“On the second floor?”

				“Yes, sir, all the win­dows.”

				“Look here, Bar­ry­more,” said Sir Henry sternly, “we have made up our minds to have the truth out of you, so it will save you trouble to tell it soon­er rather than later. Come, now! No lies! What were you do­ing at that win­dow?”

				The fel­low looked at us in a help­less way, and he wrung his hands to­geth­er like one who is in the last ex­tremity of doubt and misery.

				“I was do­ing no harm, sir. I was hold­ing a candle to the win­dow.”

				“And why were you hold­ing a candle to the win­dow?”

				“Don’t ask me, Sir Henry—don’t ask me! I give you my word, sir, that it is not my secret, and that I can­not tell it. If it con­cerned no one but my­self I would not try to keep it from you.”

				A sud­den idea oc­curred to me, and I took the candle from the trem­bling hand of the but­ler.

				“He must have been hold­ing it as a sig­nal,” said I. “Let us see if there is any an­swer.” I held it as he had done, and stared out in­to the dark­ness of the night. Vaguely I could dis­cern the black bank of the trees and the light­er ex­panse of the moor, for the moon was be­hind the clouds. And then I gave a cry of ex­ulta­tion, for a tiny pin­point of yel­low light had sud­denly trans­fixed the dark veil, and glowed stead­ily in the centre of the black square framed by the win­dow.

				“There it is!” I cried.

				“No, no, sir, it is noth­ing—noth­ing at all!” the but­ler broke in; “I as­sure you, sir—”

				“Move your light across the win­dow, Wat­son!” cried the bar­on­et. “See, the oth­er moves also! Now, you ras­cal, do you deny that it is a sig­nal? Come, speak up! Who is your con­fed­er­ate out yon­der, and what is this con­spir­acy that is go­ing on?”

				The man’s face be­came openly de­fi­ant. “It is my busi­ness, and not yours. I will not tell.”

				“Then you leave my em­ploy­ment right away.”

				“Very good, sir. If I must I must.”

				“And you go in dis­grace. By thun­der, you may well be ashamed of your­self. Your fam­ily has lived with mine for over a hun­dred years un­der this roof, and here I find you deep in some dark plot against me.”

				“No, no, sir; no, not against you!” It was a wo­man’s voice, and Mrs. Bar­ry­more, paler and more hor­ror-struck than her hus­band, was stand­ing at the door. Her bulky fig­ure in a shawl and skirt might have been com­ic were it not for the in­tens­ity of feel­ing upon her face.

				“We have to go, Eliza. This is the end of it. You can pack our things,” said the but­ler.

				“Oh, John, John, have I brought you to this? It is my do­ing, Sir Henry—all mine. He has done noth­ing ex­cept for my sake and be­cause I asked him.”

				“Speak out, then! What does it mean?”

				“My un­happy broth­er is starving on the moor. We can­not let him per­ish at our very gates. The light is a sig­nal to him that food is ready for him, and his light out yon­der is to show the spot to which to bring it.”

				“Then your broth­er is—”

				“The es­caped con­vict, sir—Selden, the crim­in­al.”

				“That’s the truth, sir,” said Bar­ry­more. “I said that it was not my secret and that I could not tell it to you. But now you have heard it, and you will see that if there was a plot it was not against you.”

				This, then, was the ex­plan­a­tion of the stealthy ex­ped­i­tions at night and the light at the win­dow. Sir Henry and I both stared at the wo­man in amazement. Was it pos­sible that this stolidly re­spect­able per­son was of the same blood as one of the most no­tori­ous crim­in­als in the coun­try?

				“Yes, sir, my name was Selden, and he is my young­er broth­er. We hu­moured him too much when he was a lad and gave him his own way in everything un­til he came to think that the world was made for his pleas­ure, and that he could do what he liked in it. Then as he grew older he met wicked com­pan­ions, and the dev­il entered in­to him un­til he broke my moth­er’s heart and dragged our name in the dirt. From crime to crime he sank lower and lower un­til it is only the mercy of God which has snatched him from the scaf­fold; but to me, sir, he was al­ways the little curly-headed boy that I had nursed and played with as an eld­er sis­ter would. That was why he broke pris­on, sir. He knew that I was here and that we could not re­fuse to help him. When he dragged him­self here one night, weary and starving, with the ward­ers hard at his heels, what could we do? We took him in and fed him and cared for him. Then you re­turned, sir, and my broth­er thought he would be safer on the moor than any­where else un­til the hue and cry was over, so he lay in hid­ing there. But every second night we made sure if he was still there by put­ting a light in the win­dow, and if there was an an­swer my hus­band took out some bread and meat to him. Every day we hoped that he was gone, but as long as he was there we could not desert him. That is the whole truth, as I am an hon­est Chris­ti­an wo­man and you will see that if there is blame in the mat­ter it does not lie with my hus­band but with me, for whose sake he has done all that he has.”

				The wo­man’s words came with an in­tense earn­est­ness which car­ried con­vic­tion with them.

				“Is this true, Bar­ry­more?”

				“Yes, Sir Henry. Every word of it.”

				“Well, I can­not blame you for stand­ing by your own wife. For­get what I have said. Go to your room, you two, and we shall talk fur­ther about this mat­ter in the morn­ing.”

				When they were gone we looked out of the win­dow again. Sir Henry had flung it open, and the cold night wind beat in upon our faces. Far away in the black dis­tance there still glowed that one tiny point of yel­low light.

				“I won­der he dares,” said Sir Henry.

				“It may be so placed as to be only vis­ible from here.”

				“Very likely. How far do you think it is?”

				“Out by the Cleft Tor, I think.”

				“Not more than a mile or two off.”

				“Hardly that.”

				“Well, it can­not be far if Bar­ry­more had to carry out the food to it. And he is wait­ing, this vil­lain, be­side that candle. By thun­der, Wat­son, I am go­ing out to take that man!”

				The same thought had crossed my own mind. It was not as if the Bar­ry­mores had taken us in­to their con­fid­ence. Their secret had been forced from them. The man was a danger to the com­munity, an un­mit­ig­ated scoun­drel for whom there was neither pity nor ex­cuse. We were only do­ing our duty in tak­ing this chance of put­ting him back where he could do no harm. With his bru­tal and vi­ol­ent nature, oth­ers would have to pay the price if we held our hands. Any night, for ex­ample, our neigh­bours the Stapletons might be at­tacked by him, and it may have been the thought of this which made Sir Henry so keen upon the ad­ven­ture.

				“I will come,” said I.

				“Then get your re­volver and put on your boots. The soon­er we start the bet­ter, as the fel­low may put out his light and be off.”

				In five minutes we were out­side the door, start­ing upon our ex­ped­i­tion. We hur­ried through the dark shrub­bery, amid the dull moan­ing of the au­tumn wind and the rustle of the fall­ing leaves. The night air was heavy with the smell of damp and de­cay. Now and again the moon peeped out for an in­stant, but clouds were driv­ing over the face of the sky, and just as we came out on the moor a thin rain began to fall. The light still burned stead­ily in front.

				“Are you armed?” I asked.

				“I have a hunt­ing-crop.”

				“We must close in on him rap­idly, for he is said to be a des­per­ate fel­low. We shall take him by sur­prise and have him at our mercy be­fore he can res­ist.”

				“I say, Wat­son,” said the bar­on­et, “what would Holmes say to this? How about that hour of dark­ness in which the power of evil is ex­al­ted?”

				As if in an­swer to his words there rose sud­denly out of the vast gloom of the moor that strange cry which I had already heard upon the bor­ders of the great Grim­pen Mire. It came with the wind through the si­lence of the night, a long, deep mut­ter, then a rising howl, and then the sad moan in which it died away. Again and again it soun­ded, the whole air throb­bing with it, strident, wild, and men­acing. The bar­on­et caught my sleeve and his face glimmered white through the dark­ness.

				“My God, what’s that, Wat­son?”

				“I don’t know. It’s a sound they have on the moor. I heard it once be­fore.”

				It died away, and an ab­so­lute si­lence closed in upon us. We stood strain­ing our ears, but noth­ing came.

				“Wat­son,” said the bar­on­et, “it was the cry of a hound.”

				My blood ran cold in my veins, for there was a break in his voice which told of the sud­den hor­ror which had seized him.

				“What do they call this sound?” he asked.

				“Who?”

				“The folk on the coun­tryside.”

				“Oh, they are ig­nor­ant people. Why should you mind what they call it?”

				“Tell me, Wat­son. What do they say of it?”

				I hes­it­ated but could not es­cape the ques­tion.

				“They say it is the cry of the Hound of the Bask­ervilles.”

				He groaned and was si­lent for a few mo­ments.

				“A hound it was,” he said at last, “but it seemed to come from miles away, over yon­der, I think.”

				“It was hard to say whence it came.”

				“It rose and fell with the wind. Isn’t that the dir­ec­tion of the great Grim­pen Mire?”

				“Yes, it is.”

				“Well, it was up there. Come now, Wat­son, didn’t you think your­self that it was the cry of a hound? I am not a child. You need not fear to speak the truth.”

				“Stapleton was with me when I heard it last. He said that it might be the call­ing of a strange bird.”

				“No, no, it was a hound. My God, can there be some truth in all these stor­ies? Is it pos­sible that I am really in danger from so dark a cause? You don’t be­lieve it, do you, Wat­son?”

				“No, no.”

				“And yet it was one thing to laugh about it in Lon­don, and it is an­oth­er to stand out here in the dark­ness of the moor and to hear such a cry as that. And my uncle! There was the foot­print of the hound be­side him as he lay. It all fits to­geth­er. I don’t think that I am a cow­ard, Wat­son, but that sound seemed to freeze my very blood. Feel my hand!”

				It was as cold as a block of marble.

				“You’ll be all right to­mor­row.”

				“I don’t think I’ll get that cry out of my head. What do you ad­vise that we do now?”

				“Shall we turn back?”

				“No, by thun­der; we have come out to get our man, and we will do it. We after the con­vict, and a hell­hound, as likely as not, after us. Come on! We’ll see it through if all the fiends of the pit were loose upon the moor.”

				We stumbled slowly along in the dark­ness, with the black loom of the craggy hills around us, and the yel­low speck of light burn­ing stead­ily in front. There is noth­ing so de­cept­ive as the dis­tance of a light upon a pitch-dark night, and some­times the glim­mer seemed to be far away upon the ho­ri­zon and some­times it might have been with­in a few yards of us. But at last we could see whence it came, and then we knew that we were in­deed very close. A gut­ter­ing candle was stuck in a crevice of the rocks which flanked it on each side so as to keep the wind from it and also to pre­vent it from be­ing vis­ible, save in the dir­ec­tion of Bask­erville Hall. A boulder of gran­ite con­cealed our ap­proach, and crouch­ing be­hind it we gazed over it at the sig­nal light. It was strange to see this single candle burn­ing there in the middle of the moor, with no sign of life near it—just the one straight yel­low flame and the gleam of the rock on each side of it.

				“What shall we do now?” whispered Sir Henry.

				“Wait here. He must be near his light. Let us see if we can get a glimpse of him.”

				The words were hardly out of my mouth when we both saw him. Over the rocks, in the crevice of which the candle burned, there was thrust out an evil yel­low face, a ter­rible an­im­al face, all seamed and scored with vile pas­sions. Foul with mire, with a brist­ling beard, and hung with mat­ted hair, it might well have be­longed to one of those old sav­ages who dwelt in the bur­rows on the hill­sides. The light be­neath him was re­flec­ted in his small, cun­ning eyes which peered fiercely to right and left through the dark­ness like a crafty and sav­age an­im­al who has heard the steps of the hunters.

				Some­thing had evid­ently aroused his sus­pi­cions. It may have been that Bar­ry­more had some private sig­nal which we had neg­lected to give, or the fel­low may have had some oth­er reas­on for think­ing that all was not well, but I could read his fears upon his wicked face. Any in­stant he might dash out the light and van­ish in the dark­ness. I sprang for­ward there­fore, and Sir Henry did the same. At the same mo­ment the con­vict screamed out a curse at us and hurled a rock which splintered up against the boulder which had sheltered us. I caught one glimpse of his short, squat, strongly built fig­ure as he sprang to his feet and turned to run. At the same mo­ment by a lucky chance the moon broke through the clouds. We rushed over the brow of the hill, and there was our man run­ning with great speed down the oth­er side, spring­ing over the stones in his way with the activ­ity of a moun­tain goat. A lucky long shot of my re­volver might have crippled him, but I had brought it only to de­fend my­self if at­tacked and not to shoot an un­armed man who was run­ning away.

				We were both swift run­ners and in fairly good train­ing, but we soon found that we had no chance of over­tak­ing him. We saw him for a long time in the moon­light un­til he was only a small speck mov­ing swiftly among the boulders upon the side of a dis­tant hill. We ran and ran un­til we were com­pletely blown, but the space between us grew ever wider. Fi­nally we stopped and sat pant­ing on two rocks, while we watched him dis­ap­pear­ing in the dis­tance.

				And it was at this mo­ment that there oc­curred a most strange and un­ex­pec­ted thing. We had ris­en from our rocks and were turn­ing to go home, hav­ing aban­doned the hope­less chase. The moon was low upon the right, and the jagged pin­nacle of a gran­ite tor stood up against the lower curve of its sil­ver disc. There, out­lined as black as an ebony statue on that shin­ing back­ground, I saw the fig­ure of a man upon the tor. Do not think that it was a de­lu­sion, Holmes. I as­sure you that I have nev­er in my life seen any­thing more clearly. As far as I could judge, the fig­ure was that of a tall, thin man. He stood with his legs a little sep­ar­ated, his arms fol­ded, his head bowed, as if he were brood­ing over that enorm­ous wil­der­ness of peat and gran­ite which lay be­fore him. He might have been the very spir­it of that ter­rible place. It was not the con­vict. This man was far from the place where the lat­ter had dis­ap­peared. Be­sides, he was a much taller man. With a cry of sur­prise I poin­ted him out to the bar­on­et, but in the in­stant dur­ing which I had turned to grasp his arm the man was gone. There was the sharp pin­nacle of gran­ite still cut­ting the lower edge of the moon, but its peak bore no trace of that si­lent and mo­tion­less fig­ure.

				I wished to go in that dir­ec­tion and to search the tor, but it was some dis­tance away. The bar­on­et’s nerves were still quiv­er­ing from that cry, which re­called the dark story of his fam­ily, and he was not in the mood for fresh ad­ven­tures. He had not seen this lonely man upon the tor and could not feel the thrill which his strange pres­ence and his com­mand­ing at­ti­tude had giv­en to me. “A ward­er, no doubt,” said he. “The moor has been thick with them since this fel­low es­caped.” Well, per­haps his ex­plan­a­tion may be the right one, but I should like to have some fur­ther proof of it. Today we mean to com­mu­nic­ate to the Prin­cetown people where they should look for their miss­ing man, but it is hard lines that we have not ac­tu­ally had the tri­umph of bring­ing him back as our own pris­on­er. Such are the ad­ven­tures of last night, and you must ac­know­ledge, my dear Holmes, that I have done you very well in the mat­ter of a re­port. Much of what I tell you is no doubt quite ir­rel­ev­ant, but still I feel that it is best that I should let you have all the facts and leave you to se­lect for your­self those which will be of most ser­vice to you in help­ing you to your con­clu­sions. We are cer­tainly mak­ing some pro­gress. So far as the Bar­ry­mores go we have found the motive of their ac­tions, and that has cleared up the situ­ation very much. But the moor with its mys­ter­ies and its strange in­hab­it­ants re­mains as in­scrut­able as ever. Per­haps in my next I may be able to throw some light upon this also. Best of all would it be if you could come down to us. In any case you will hear from me again in the course of the next few days.
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				Ex­tract from the Di­ary of Dr. Wat­son

			
			So far I have been able to quote from the re­ports which I have for­war­ded dur­ing these early days to Sher­lock Holmes. Now, how­ever, I have ar­rived at a point in my nar­rat­ive where I am com­pelled to aban­don this meth­od and to trust once more to my re­col­lec­tions, aided by the di­ary which I kept at the time. A few ex­tracts from the lat­ter will carry me on to those scenes which are in­delibly fixed in every de­tail upon my memory. I pro­ceed, then, from the morn­ing which fol­lowed our abort­ive chase of the con­vict and our oth­er strange ex­per­i­ences upon the moor.

			
				
					Oc­to­ber 16th.—A dull and foggy day with a drizzle of rain. The house is banked in with rolling clouds, which rise now and then to show the dreary curves of the moor, with thin, sil­ver veins upon the sides of the hills, and the dis­tant boulders gleam­ing where the light strikes upon their wet faces. It is mel­an­choly out­side and in. The bar­on­et is in a black re­ac­tion after the ex­cite­ments of the night. I am con­scious my­self of a weight at my heart and a feel­ing of im­pend­ing danger—ever present danger, which is the more ter­rible be­cause I am un­able to define it.

					And have I not cause for such a feel­ing? Con­sider the long se­quence of in­cid­ents which have all poin­ted to some sin­is­ter in­flu­ence which is at work around us. There is the death of the last oc­cu­pant of the Hall, ful­filling so ex­actly the con­di­tions of the fam­ily le­gend, and there are the re­peated re­ports from peas­ants of the ap­pear­ance of a strange creature upon the moor. Twice I have with my own ears heard the sound which re­sembled the dis­tant bay­ing of a hound. It is in­cred­ible, im­possible, that it should really be out­side the or­din­ary laws of nature. A spec­tral hound which leaves ma­ter­i­al foot­marks and fills the air with its howl­ing is surely not to be thought of. Stapleton may fall in with such a su­per­sti­tion, and Mor­timer also, but if I have one qual­ity upon earth it is com­mon sense, and noth­ing will per­suade me to be­lieve in such a thing. To do so would be to des­cend to the level of these poor peas­ants, who are not con­tent with a mere fiend dog but must needs de­scribe him with hell­fire shoot­ing from his mouth and eyes. Holmes would not listen to such fan­cies, and I am his agent. But facts are facts, and I have twice heard this cry­ing upon the moor. Sup­pose that there were really some huge hound loose upon it; that would go far to ex­plain everything. But where could such a hound lie con­cealed, where did it get its food, where did it come from, how was it that no one saw it by day? It must be con­fessed that the nat­ur­al ex­plan­a­tion of­fers al­most as many dif­fi­culties as the oth­er. And al­ways, apart from the hound, there is the fact of the hu­man agency in Lon­don, the man in the cab, and the let­ter which warned Sir Henry against the moor. This at least was real, but it might have been the work of a pro­tect­ing friend as eas­ily as of an en­emy. Where is that friend or en­emy now? Has he re­mained in Lon­don, or has he fol­lowed us down here? Could he—could he be the stranger whom I saw upon the tor?

					It is true that I have had only the one glance at him, and yet there are some things to which I am ready to swear. He is no one whom I have seen down here, and I have now met all the neigh­bours. The fig­ure was far taller than that of Stapleton, far thin­ner than that of Frank­land. Bar­ry­more it might pos­sibly have been, but we had left him be­hind us, and I am cer­tain that he could not have fol­lowed us. A stranger then is still dog­ging us, just as a stranger dogged us in Lon­don. We have nev­er shaken him off. If I could lay my hands upon that man, then at last we might find ourselves at the end of all our dif­fi­culties. To this one pur­pose I must now de­vote all my en­er­gies.

					My first im­pulse was to tell Sir Henry all my plans. My second and wisest one is to play my own game and speak as little as pos­sible to any­one. He is si­lent and dis­trait. His nerves have been strangely shaken by that sound upon the moor. I will say noth­ing to add to his anxi­et­ies, but I will take my own steps to at­tain my own end.

					We had a small scene this morn­ing after break­fast. Bar­ry­more asked leave to speak with Sir Henry, and they were closeted in his study some little time. Sit­ting in the bil­liard-room I more than once heard the sound of voices raised, and I had a pretty good idea what the point was which was un­der dis­cus­sion. After a time the bar­on­et opened his door and called for me. “Bar­ry­more con­siders that he has a griev­ance,” he said. “He thinks that it was un­fair on our part to hunt his broth­er-in-law down when he, of his own free will, had told us the secret.”

					The but­ler was stand­ing very pale but very col­lec­ted be­fore us.

					“I may have spoken too warmly, sir,” said he, “and if I have, I am sure that I beg your par­don. At the same time, I was very much sur­prised when I heard you two gen­tle­men come back this morn­ing and learned that you had been chas­ing Selden. The poor fel­low has enough to fight against without my put­ting more upon his track.”

					“If you had told us of your own free will it would have been a dif­fer­ent thing,” said the bar­on­et, “you only told us, or rather your wife only told us, when it was forced from you and you could not help your­self.”

					“I didn’t think you would have taken ad­vant­age of it, Sir Henry—in­deed I didn’t.”

					“The man is a pub­lic danger. There are lonely houses scattered over the moor, and he is a fel­low who would stick at noth­ing. You only want to get a glimpse of his face to see that. Look at Mr. Stapleton’s house, for ex­ample, with no one but him­self to de­fend it. There’s no safety for any­one un­til he is un­der lock and key.”

					“He’ll break in­to no house, sir. I give you my sol­emn word upon that. But he will nev­er trouble any­one in this coun­try again. I as­sure you, Sir Henry, that in a very few days the ne­ces­sary ar­range­ments will have been made and he will be on his way to South Amer­ica. For God’s sake, sir, I beg of you not to let the po­lice know that he is still on the moor. They have giv­en up the chase there, and he can lie quiet un­til the ship is ready for him. You can’t tell on him without get­ting my wife and me in­to trouble. I beg you, sir, to say noth­ing to the po­lice.”

					“What do you say, Wat­son?”

					I shrugged my shoulders. “If he were safely out of the coun­try it would re­lieve the tax­pay­er of a bur­den.”

					“But how about the chance of his hold­ing someone up be­fore he goes?”

					“He would not do any­thing so mad, sir. We have provided him with all that he can want. To com­mit a crime would be to show where he was hid­ing.”

					“That is true,” said Sir Henry. “Well, Bar­ry­more—”

					“God bless you, sir, and thank you from my heart! It would have killed my poor wife had he been taken again.”

					“I guess we are aid­ing and abet­ting a felony, Wat­son? But, after what we have heard I don’t feel as if I could give the man up, so there is an end of it. All right, Bar­ry­more, you can go.”

					With a few broken words of grat­it­ude the man turned, but he hes­it­ated and then came back.

					“You’ve been so kind to us, sir, that I should like to do the best I can for you in re­turn. I know some­thing, Sir Henry, and per­haps I should have said it be­fore, but it was long after the in­quest that I found it out. I’ve nev­er breathed a word about it yet to mor­tal man. It’s about poor Sir Charles’s death.”

					The bar­on­et and I were both upon our feet. “Do you know how he died?”

					“No, sir, I don’t know that.”

					“What then?”

					“I know why he was at the gate at that hour. It was to meet a wo­man.”

					“To meet a wo­man! He?”

					“Yes, sir.”

					“And the wo­man’s name?”

					“I can’t give you the name, sir, but I can give you the ini­tials. Her ini­tials were L. L.”

					“How do you know this, Bar­ry­more?”

					“Well, Sir Henry, your uncle had a let­ter that morn­ing. He had usu­ally a great many let­ters, for he was a pub­lic man and well known for his kind heart, so that every­one who was in trouble was glad to turn to him. But that morn­ing, as it chanced, there was only this one let­ter, so I took the more no­tice of it. It was from Coombe Tracey, and it was ad­dressed in a wo­man’s hand.”

					“Well?”

					“Well, sir, I thought no more of the mat­ter, and nev­er would have done had it not been for my wife. Only a few weeks ago she was clean­ing out Sir Charles’s study—it had nev­er been touched since his death—and she found the ashes of a burned let­ter in the back of the grate. The great­er part of it was charred to pieces, but one little slip, the end of a page, hung to­geth­er, and the writ­ing could still be read, though it was gray on a black ground. It seemed to us to be a post­script at the end of the let­ter and it said: ‘Please, please, as you are a gen­tle­man, burn this let­ter, and be at the gate by ten o’clock.’ Be­neath it were signed the ini­tials L. L.”

					“Have you got that slip?”

					“No, sir, it crumbled all to bits after we moved it.”

					“Had Sir Charles re­ceived any oth­er let­ters in the same writ­ing?”

					“Well, sir, I took no par­tic­u­lar no­tice of his let­ters. I should not have no­ticed this one, only it happened to come alone.”

					“And you have no idea who L. L. is?”

					“No, sir. No more than you have. But I ex­pect if we could lay our hands upon that lady we should know more about Sir Charles’s death.”

					“I can­not un­der­stand, Bar­ry­more, how you came to con­ceal this im­port­ant in­form­a­tion.”

					“Well, sir, it was im­me­di­ately after that our own trouble came to us. And then again, sir, we were both of us very fond of Sir Charles, as we well might be con­sid­er­ing all that he has done for us. To rake this up couldn’t help our poor mas­ter, and it’s well to go care­fully when there’s a lady in the case. Even the best of us—”

					“You thought it might in­jure his repu­ta­tion?”

					“Well, sir, I thought no good could come of it. But now you have been kind to us, and I feel as if it would be treat­ing you un­fairly not to tell you all that I know about the mat­ter.”

					“Very good, Bar­ry­more; you can go.” When the but­ler had left us Sir Henry turned to me. “Well, Wat­son, what do you think of this new light?”

					“It seems to leave the dark­ness rather black­er than be­fore.”

					“So I think. But if we can only trace L. L. it should clear up the whole busi­ness. We have gained that much. We know that there is someone who has the facts if we can only find her. What do you think we should do?”

					“Let Holmes know all about it at once. It will give him the clue for which he has been seek­ing. I am much mis­taken if it does not bring him down.”

					I went at once to my room and drew up my re­port of the morn­ing’s con­ver­sa­tion for Holmes. It was evid­ent to me that he had been very busy of late, for the notes which I had from Baker Street were few and short, with no com­ments upon the in­form­a­tion which I had sup­plied and hardly any ref­er­ence to my mis­sion. No doubt his black­mail­ing case is ab­sorb­ing all his fac­ulties. And yet this new factor must surely ar­rest his at­ten­tion and re­new his in­terest. I wish that he were here.

				

				
					Oc­to­ber 17th.—All day today the rain poured down, rust­ling on the ivy and drip­ping from the eaves. I thought of the con­vict out upon the bleak, cold, shel­ter­less moor. Poor dev­il! Whatever his crimes, he has suffered some­thing to atone for them. And then I thought of that oth­er one—the face in the cab, the fig­ure against the moon. Was he also out in that de­luge—the un­seen watch­er, the man of dark­ness? In the even­ing I put on my wa­ter­proof and I walked far upon the sod­den moor, full of dark ima­gin­ings, the rain beat­ing upon my face and the wind whist­ling about my ears. God help those who wander in­to the great mire now, for even the firm up­lands are be­com­ing a mor­ass. I found the black tor upon which I had seen the sol­it­ary watch­er, and from its craggy sum­mit I looked out my­self across the mel­an­choly downs. Rain squalls drif­ted across their rus­set face, and the heavy, slate-col­oured clouds hung low over the land­scape, trail­ing in gray wreaths down the sides of the fant­ast­ic hills. In the dis­tant hol­low on the left, half hid­den by the mist, the two thin towers of Bask­erville Hall rose above the trees. They were the only signs of hu­man life which I could see, save only those pre­his­tor­ic huts which lay thickly upon the slopes of the hills. Nowhere was there any trace of that lonely man whom I had seen on the same spot two nights be­fore.

					As I walked back I was over­taken by Dr. Mor­timer driv­ing in his dog­cart over a rough moor­land track which led from the outly­ing farm­house of Foul­mire. He has been very at­tent­ive to us, and hardly a day has passed that he has not called at the Hall to see how we were get­ting on. He in­sisted upon my climb­ing in­to his dog­cart, and he gave me a lift home­ward. I found him much troubled over the dis­ap­pear­ance of his little span­iel. It had wandered on to the moor and had nev­er come back. I gave him such con­sol­a­tion as I might, but I thought of the pony on the Grim­pen Mire, and I do not fancy that he will see his little dog again.

					“By the way, Mor­timer,” said I as we jol­ted along the rough road, “I sup­pose there are few people liv­ing with­in driv­ing dis­tance of this whom you do not know?”

					“Hardly any, I think.”

					“Can you, then, tell me the name of any wo­man whose ini­tials are L. L.?”

					He thought for a few minutes.

					“No,” said he. “There are a few gip­sies and la­bour­ing folk for whom I can’t an­swer, but among the farm­ers or gentry there is no one whose ini­tials are those. Wait a bit though,” he ad­ded after a pause. “There is Laura Ly­ons—her ini­tials are L. L.—but she lives in Coombe Tracey.”

					“Who is she?” I asked.

					“She is Frank­land’s daugh­ter.”

					“What! Old Frank­land the crank?”

					“Ex­actly. She mar­ried an artist named Ly­ons, who came sketch­ing on the moor. He proved to be a black­guard and deser­ted her. The fault from what I hear may not have been en­tirely on one side. Her fath­er re­fused to have any­thing to do with her be­cause she had mar­ried without his con­sent and per­haps for one or two oth­er reas­ons as well. So, between the old sin­ner and the young one the girl has had a pretty bad time.”

					“How does she live?”

					“I fancy old Frank­land al­lows her a pit­tance, but it can­not be more, for his own af­fairs are con­sid­er­ably in­volved. Whatever she may have de­served one could not al­low her to go hope­lessly to the bad. Her story got about, and sev­er­al of the people here did some­thing to en­able her to earn an hon­est liv­ing. Stapleton did for one, and Sir Charles for an­oth­er. I gave a trifle my­self. It was to set her up in a type­writ­ing busi­ness.”

					He wanted to know the ob­ject of my in­quir­ies, but I man­aged to sat­is­fy his curi­os­ity without telling him too much, for there is no reas­on why we should take any­one in­to our con­fid­ence. To­mor­row morn­ing I shall find my way to Coombe Tracey, and if I can see this Mrs. Laura Ly­ons, of equi­voc­al repu­ta­tion, a long step will have been made to­wards clear­ing one in­cid­ent in this chain of mys­ter­ies. I am cer­tainly de­vel­op­ing the wis­dom of the ser­pent, for when Mor­timer pressed his ques­tions to an in­con­veni­ent ex­tent I asked him cas­u­ally to what type Frank­land’s skull be­longed, and so heard noth­ing but cra­ni­ology for the rest of our drive. I have not lived for years with Sher­lock Holmes for noth­ing.

					I have only one oth­er in­cid­ent to re­cord upon this tem­pes­tu­ous and mel­an­choly day. This was my con­ver­sa­tion with Bar­ry­more just now, which gives me one more strong card which I can play in due time.

					Mor­timer had stayed to din­ner, and he and the bar­on­et played écarté af­ter­wards. The but­ler brought me my cof­fee in­to the lib­rary, and I took the chance to ask him a few ques­tions.

					“Well,” said I, “has this pre­cious re­la­tion of yours de­par­ted, or is he still lurk­ing out yon­der?”

					“I don’t know, sir. I hope to heav­en that he has gone, for he has brought noth­ing but trouble here! I’ve not heard of him since I left out food for him last, and that was three days ago.”

					“Did you see him then?”

					“No, sir, but the food was gone when next I went that way.”

					“Then he was cer­tainly there?”

					“So you would think, sir, un­less it was the oth­er man who took it.”

					I sat with my cof­fee-cup halfway to my lips and stared at Bar­ry­more.

					“You know that there is an­oth­er man then?”

					“Yes, sir; there is an­oth­er man upon the moor.”

					“Have you seen him?”

					“No, sir.”

					“How do you know of him then?”

					“Selden told me of him, sir, a week ago or more. He’s in hid­ing, too, but he’s not a con­vict as far as I can make out. I don’t like it, Dr. Wat­son—I tell you straight, sir, that I don’t like it.” He spoke with a sud­den pas­sion of earn­est­ness.

					“Now, listen to me, Bar­ry­more! I have no in­terest in this mat­ter but that of your mas­ter. I have come here with no ob­ject ex­cept to help him. Tell me, frankly, what it is that you don’t like.”

					Bar­ry­more hes­it­ated for a mo­ment, as if he re­gret­ted his out­burst or found it dif­fi­cult to ex­press his own feel­ings in words.

					“It’s all these go­ings-on, sir,” he cried at last, wav­ing his hand to­wards the rain-lashed win­dow which faced the moor. “There’s foul play some­where, and there’s black vil­lainy brew­ing, to that I’ll swear! Very glad I should be, sir, to see Sir Henry on his way back to Lon­don again!”

					“But what is it that alarms you?”

					“Look at Sir Charles’s death! That was bad enough, for all that the cor­on­er said. Look at the noises on the moor at night. There’s not a man would cross it after sun­down if he was paid for it. Look at this stranger hid­ing out yon­der, and watch­ing and wait­ing! What’s he wait­ing for? What does it mean? It means no good to any­one of the name of Bask­erville, and very glad I shall be to be quit of it all on the day that Sir Henry’s new ser­vants are ready to take over the Hall.”

					“But about this stranger,” said I. “Can you tell me any­thing about him? What did Selden say? Did he find out where he hid, or what he was do­ing?”

					“He saw him once or twice, but he is a deep one and gives noth­ing away. At first he thought that he was the po­lice, but soon he found that he had some lay of his own. A kind of gen­tle­man he was, as far as he could see, but what he was do­ing he could not make out.”

					“And where did he say that he lived?”

					“Among the old houses on the hill­side—the stone huts where the old folk used to live.”

					“But how about his food?”

					“Selden found out that he has got a lad who works for him and brings all he needs. I dare say he goes to Coombe Tracey for what he wants.”

					“Very good, Bar­ry­more. We may talk fur­ther of this some oth­er time.” When the but­ler had gone I walked over to the black win­dow, and I looked through a blurred pane at the driv­ing clouds and at the toss­ing out­line of the windswept trees. It is a wild night in­doors, and what must it be in a stone hut upon the moor. What pas­sion of hatred can it be which leads a man to lurk in such a place at such a time! And what deep and earn­est pur­pose can he have which calls for such a tri­al! There, in that hut upon the moor, seems to lie the very centre of that prob­lem which has vexed me so sorely. I swear that an­oth­er day shall not have passed be­fore I have done all that man can do to reach the heart of the mys­tery.
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				The Man on the Tor

			
			The ex­tract from my private di­ary which forms the last chapter has brought my nar­rat­ive up to the eight­eenth of Oc­to­ber, a time when these strange events began to move swiftly to­wards their ter­rible con­clu­sion. The in­cid­ents of the next few days are in­delibly graven upon my re­col­lec­tion, and I can tell them without ref­er­ence to the notes made at the time. I start them from the day which suc­ceeded that upon which I had es­tab­lished two facts of great im­port­ance, the one that Mrs. Laura Ly­ons of Coombe Tracey had writ­ten to Sir Charles Bask­erville and made an ap­point­ment with him at the very place and hour that he met his death, the oth­er that the lurk­ing man upon the moor was to be found among the stone huts upon the hill­side. With these two facts in my pos­ses­sion I felt that either my in­tel­li­gence or my cour­age must be de­fi­cient if I could not throw some fur­ther light upon these dark places.

			I had no op­por­tun­ity to tell the bar­on­et what I had learned about Mrs. Ly­ons upon the even­ing be­fore, for Dr. Mor­timer re­mained with him at cards un­til it was very late. At break­fast, how­ever, I in­formed him about my dis­cov­ery and asked him wheth­er he would care to ac­com­pany me to Coombe Tracey. At first he was very eager to come, but on second thoughts it seemed to both of us that if I went alone the res­ults might be bet­ter. The more form­al we made the vis­it the less in­form­a­tion we might ob­tain. I left Sir Henry be­hind, there­fore, not without some prick­ings of con­science, and drove off upon my new quest.

			When I reached Coombe Tracey I told Per­kins to put up the horses, and I made in­quir­ies for the lady whom I had come to in­ter­rog­ate. I had no dif­fi­culty in find­ing her rooms, which were cent­ral and well ap­poin­ted. A maid showed me in without ce­re­mony, and as I entered the sit­ting-room a lady, who was sit­ting be­fore a Re­m­ing­ton type­writer, sprang up with a pleas­ant smile of wel­come. Her face fell, how­ever, when she saw that I was a stranger, and she sat down again and asked me the ob­ject of my vis­it.

			The first im­pres­sion left by Mrs. Ly­ons was one of ex­treme beauty. Her eyes and hair were of the same rich hazel col­our, and her cheeks, though con­sid­er­ably freckled, were flushed with the ex­quis­ite bloom of the bru­nette, the dainty pink which lurks at the heart of the sul­phur rose. Ad­mir­a­tion was, I re­peat, the first im­pres­sion. But the second was cri­ti­cism. There was some­thing subtly wrong with the face, some coarse­ness of ex­pres­sion, some hard­ness, per­haps, of eye, some loose­ness of lip which marred its per­fect beauty. But these, of course, are af­ter­thoughts. At the mo­ment I was simply con­scious that I was in the pres­ence of a very hand­some wo­man, and that she was ask­ing me the reas­ons for my vis­it. I had not quite un­der­stood un­til that in­stant how del­ic­ate my mis­sion was.

			“I have the pleas­ure,” said I, “of know­ing your fath­er.”

			It was a clumsy in­tro­duc­tion, and the lady made me feel it. “There is noth­ing in com­mon between my fath­er and me,” she said. “I owe him noth­ing, and his friends are not mine. If it were not for the late Sir Charles Bask­erville and some oth­er kind hearts I might have starved for all that my fath­er cared.”

			“It was about the late Sir Charles Bask­erville that I have come here to see you.”

			The freckles star­ted out on the lady’s face.

			“What can I tell you about him?” she asked, and her fin­gers played nervously over the stops of her type­writer.

			“You knew him, did you not?”

			“I have already said that I owe a great deal to his kind­ness. If I am able to sup­port my­self it is largely due to the in­terest which he took in my un­happy situ­ation.”

			“Did you cor­res­pond with him?”

			The lady looked quickly up with an angry gleam in her hazel eyes.

			“What is the ob­ject of these ques­tions?” she asked sharply.

			“The ob­ject is to avoid a pub­lic scan­dal. It is bet­ter that I should ask them here than that the mat­ter should pass out­side our con­trol.”

			She was si­lent and her face was still very pale. At last she looked up with some­thing reck­less and de­fi­ant in her man­ner.

			“Well, I’ll an­swer,” she said. “What are your ques­tions?”

			“Did you cor­res­pond with Sir Charles?”

			“I cer­tainly wrote to him once or twice to ac­know­ledge his del­ic­acy and his gen­er­os­ity.”

			“Have you the dates of those let­ters?”

			“No.”

			“Have you ever met him?”

			“Yes, once or twice, when he came in­to Coombe Tracey. He was a very re­tir­ing man, and he pre­ferred to do good by stealth.”

			“But if you saw him so sel­dom and wrote so sel­dom, how did he know enough about your af­fairs to be able to help you, as you say that he has done?”

			She met my dif­fi­culty with the ut­most read­i­ness.

			“There were sev­er­al gen­tle­men who knew my sad his­tory and united to help me. One was Mr. Stapleton, a neigh­bour and in­tim­ate friend of Sir Charles’s. He was ex­ceed­ingly kind, and it was through him that Sir Charles learned about my af­fairs.”

			I knew already that Sir Charles Bask­erville had made Stapleton his al­mon­er upon sev­er­al oc­ca­sions, so the lady’s state­ment bore the im­press of truth upon it.

			“Did you ever write to Sir Charles ask­ing him to meet you?” I con­tin­ued.

			Mrs. Ly­ons flushed with an­ger again. “Really, sir, this is a very ex­traordin­ary ques­tion.”

			“I am sorry, madam, but I must re­peat it.”

			“Then I an­swer, cer­tainly not.”

			“Not on the very day of Sir Charles’s death?”

			The flush had faded in an in­stant, and a deathly face was be­fore me. Her dry lips could not speak the “No” which I saw rather than heard.

			“Surely your memory de­ceives you,” said I. “I could even quote a pas­sage of your let­ter. It ran ‘Please, please, as you are a gen­tle­man, burn this let­ter, and be at the gate by ten o’clock.’ ”

			I thought that she had fain­ted, but she re­covered her­self by a su­preme ef­fort.

			“Is there no such thing as a gen­tle­man?” she gasped.

			“You do Sir Charles an in­justice. He did burn the let­ter. But some­times a let­ter may be legible even when burned. You ac­know­ledge now that you wrote it?”

			“Yes, I did write it,” she cried, pour­ing out her soul in a tor­rent of words. “I did write it. Why should I deny it? I have no reas­on to be ashamed of it. I wished him to help me. I be­lieved that if I had an in­ter­view I could gain his help, so I asked him to meet me.”

			“But why at such an hour?”

			“Be­cause I had only just learned that he was go­ing to Lon­don next day and might be away for months. There were reas­ons why I could not get there earli­er.”

			“But why a ren­dez­vous in the garden in­stead of a vis­it to the house?”

			“Do you think a wo­man could go alone at that hour to a bach­el­or’s house?”

			“Well, what happened when you did get there?”

			“I nev­er went.”

			“Mrs. Ly­ons!”

			“No, I swear it to you on all I hold sac­red. I nev­er went. Some­thing in­ter­vened to pre­vent my go­ing.”

			“What was that?”

			“That is a private mat­ter. I can­not tell it.”

			“You ac­know­ledge then that you made an ap­point­ment with Sir Charles at the very hour and place at which he met his death, but you deny that you kept the ap­point­ment.”

			“That is the truth.”

			Again and again I cross-ques­tioned her, but I could nev­er get past that point.

			“Mrs. Ly­ons,” said I as I rose from this long and in­con­clus­ive in­ter­view, “you are tak­ing a very great re­spons­ib­il­ity and put­ting your­self in a very false po­s­i­tion by not mak­ing an ab­so­lutely clean breast of all that you know. If I have to call in the aid of the po­lice you will find how ser­i­ously you are com­prom­ised. If your po­s­i­tion is in­no­cent, why did you in the first in­stance deny hav­ing writ­ten to Sir Charles upon that date?”

			“Be­cause I feared that some false con­clu­sion might be drawn from it and that I might find my­self in­volved in a scan­dal.”

			“And why were you so press­ing that Sir Charles should des­troy your let­ter?”

			“If you have read the let­ter you will know.”

			“I did not say that I had read all the let­ter.”

			“You quoted some of it.”

			“I quoted the post­script. The let­ter had, as I said, been burned and it was not all legible. I ask you once again why it was that you were so press­ing that Sir Charles should des­troy this let­ter which he re­ceived on the day of his death.”

			“The mat­ter is a very private one.”

			“The more reas­on why you should avoid a pub­lic in­vest­ig­a­tion.”

			“I will tell you, then. If you have heard any­thing of my un­happy his­tory you will know that I made a rash mar­riage and had reas­on to re­gret it.”

			“I have heard so much.”

			“My life has been one in­cess­ant per­se­cu­tion from a hus­band whom I ab­hor. The law is upon his side, and every day I am faced by the pos­sib­il­ity that he may force me to live with him. At the time that I wrote this let­ter to Sir Charles I had learned that there was a pro­spect of my re­gain­ing my free­dom if cer­tain ex­penses could be met. It meant everything to me—peace of mind, hap­pi­ness, self-re­spect—everything. I knew Sir Charles’s gen­er­os­ity, and I thought that if he heard the story from my own lips he would help me.”

			“Then how is it that you did not go?”

			“Be­cause I re­ceived help in the in­ter­val from an­oth­er source.”

			“Why then, did you not write to Sir Charles and ex­plain this?”

			“So I should have done had I not seen his death in the pa­per next morn­ing.”

			The wo­man’s story hung co­her­ently to­geth­er, and all my ques­tions were un­able to shake it. I could only check it by find­ing if she had, in­deed, in­sti­tuted di­vorce pro­ceed­ings against her hus­band at or about the time of the tragedy.

			It was un­likely that she would dare to say that she had not been to Bask­erville Hall if she really had been, for a trap would be ne­ces­sary to take her there, and could not have re­turned to Coombe Tracey un­til the early hours of the morn­ing. Such an ex­cur­sion could not be kept secret. The prob­ab­il­ity was, there­fore, that she was telling the truth, or, at least, a part of the truth. I came away baffled and dis­heartened. Once again I had reached that dead wall which seemed to be built across every path by which I tried to get at the ob­ject of my mis­sion. And yet the more I thought of the lady’s face and of her man­ner the more I felt that some­thing was be­ing held back from me. Why should she turn so pale? Why should she fight against every ad­mis­sion un­til it was forced from her? Why should she have been so reti­cent at the time of the tragedy? Surely the ex­plan­a­tion of all this could not be as in­no­cent as she would have me be­lieve. For the mo­ment I could pro­ceed no farther in that dir­ec­tion, but must turn back to that oth­er clue which was to be sought for among the stone huts upon the moor.

			And that was a most vague dir­ec­tion. I real­ized it as I drove back and noted how hill after hill showed traces of the an­cient people. Bar­ry­more’s only in­dic­a­tion had been that the stranger lived in one of these aban­doned huts, and many hun­dreds of them are scattered through­out the length and breadth of the moor. But I had my own ex­per­i­ence for a guide since it had shown me the man him­self stand­ing upon the sum­mit of the Black Tor. That, then, should be the centre of my search. From there I should ex­plore every hut upon the moor un­til I lighted upon the right one. If this man were in­side it I should find out from his own lips, at the point of my re­volver if ne­ces­sary, who he was and why he had dogged us so long. He might slip away from us in the crowd of Re­gent Street, but it would puzzle him to do so upon the lonely moor. On the oth­er hand, if I should find the hut and its ten­ant should not be with­in it I must re­main there, how­ever long the vi­gil, un­til he re­turned. Holmes had missed him in Lon­don. It would in­deed be a tri­umph for me if I could run him to earth where my mas­ter had failed.

			Luck had been against us again and again in this in­quiry, but now at last it came to my aid. And the mes­sen­ger of good for­tune was none oth­er than Mr. Frank­land, who was stand­ing, gray-whiskered and red-faced, out­side the gate of his garden, which opened on to the high road along which I trav­elled.

			“Good day, Dr. Wat­son,” cried he with un­wonted good hu­mour, “you must really give your horses a rest and come in to have a glass of wine and to con­grat­u­late me.”

			My feel­ings to­wards him were very far from be­ing friendly after what I had heard of his treat­ment of his daugh­ter, but I was anxious to send Per­kins and the wag­on­ette home, and the op­por­tun­ity was a good one. I alighted and sent a mes­sage to Sir Henry that I should walk over in time for din­ner. Then I fol­lowed Frank­land in­to his din­ing-room.

			“It is a great day for me, sir—one of the red-let­ter days of my life,” he cried with many chuckles. “I have brought off a double event. I mean to teach them in these parts that law is law, and that there is a man here who does not fear to in­voke it. I have es­tab­lished a right of way through the centre of old Middleton’s park, slap across it, sir, with­in a hun­dred yards of his own front door. What do you think of that? We’ll teach these mag­nates that they can­not ride rough­shod over the rights of the com­mon­ers, con­found them! And I’ve closed the wood where the Fern­worthy folk used to pic­nic. These in­fernal people seem to think that there are no rights of prop­erty, and that they can swarm where they like with their pa­pers and their bottles. Both cases de­cided, Dr. Wat­son, and both in my fa­vour. I haven’t had such a day since I had Sir John Mor­land for tres­pass be­cause he shot in his own war­ren.”

			“How on earth did you do that?”

			“Look it up in the books, sir. It will re­pay read­ing—Frank­land v. Mor­land, Court of Queen’s Bench. It cost me 200 pounds, but I got my ver­dict.”

			“Did it do you any good?”

			“None, sir, none. I am proud to say that I had no in­terest in the mat­ter. I act en­tirely from a sense of pub­lic duty. I have no doubt, for ex­ample, that the Fern­worthy people will burn me in ef­figy to­night. I told the po­lice last time they did it that they should stop these dis­grace­ful ex­hib­i­tions. The County Con­stabu­lary is in a scan­dal­ous state, sir, and it has not af­forded me the pro­tec­tion to which I am en­titled. The case of Frank­land v. Re­gina will bring the mat­ter be­fore the at­ten­tion of the pub­lic. I told them that they would have oc­ca­sion to re­gret their treat­ment of me, and already my words have come true.”

			“How so?” I asked.

			The old man put on a very know­ing ex­pres­sion. “Be­cause I could tell them what they are dy­ing to know; but noth­ing would in­duce me to help the ras­cals in any way.”

			I had been cast­ing round for some ex­cuse by which I could get away from his gos­sip, but now I began to wish to hear more of it. I had seen enough of the con­trary nature of the old sin­ner to un­der­stand that any strong sign of in­terest would be the surest way to stop his con­fid­ences.

			“Some poach­ing case, no doubt?” said I with an in­dif­fer­ent man­ner.

			“Ha, ha, my boy, a very much more im­port­ant mat­ter than that! What about the con­vict on the moor?”

			I stared. “You don’t mean that you know where he is?” said I.

			“I may not know ex­actly where he is, but I am quite sure that I could help the po­lice to lay their hands on him. Has it nev­er struck you that the way to catch that man was to find out where he got his food and so trace it to him?”

			He cer­tainly seemed to be get­ting un­com­fort­ably near the truth. “No doubt,” said I; “but how do you know that he is any­where upon the moor?”

			“I know it be­cause I have seen with my own eyes the mes­sen­ger who takes him his food.”

			My heart sank for Bar­ry­more. It was a ser­i­ous thing to be in the power of this spite­ful old busy­body. But his next re­mark took a weight from my mind.

			“You’ll be sur­prised to hear that his food is taken to him by a child. I see him every day through my tele­scope upon the roof. He passes along the same path at the same hour, and to whom should he be go­ing ex­cept to the con­vict?”

			Here was luck in­deed! And yet I sup­pressed all ap­pear­ance of in­terest. A child! Bar­ry­more had said that our un­known was sup­plied by a boy. It was on his track, and not upon the con­vict’s, that Frank­land had stumbled. If I could get his know­ledge it might save me a long and weary hunt. But in­credu­lity and in­dif­fer­ence were evid­ently my strongest cards.

			“I should say that it was much more likely that it was the son of one of the moor­land shep­herds tak­ing out his fath­er’s din­ner.”

			The least ap­pear­ance of op­pos­i­tion struck fire out of the old auto­crat. His eyes looked ma­lig­nantly at me, and his gray whiskers bristled like those of an angry cat.

			“In­deed, sir!” said he, point­ing out over the wide-stretch­ing moor. “Do you see that Black Tor over yon­der? Well, do you see the low hill bey­ond with the thorn­bush upon it? It is the stoni­est part of the whole moor. Is that a place where a shep­herd would be likely to take his sta­tion? Your sug­ges­tion, sir, is a most ab­surd one.”

			I meekly answered that I had spoken without know­ing all the facts. My sub­mis­sion pleased him and led him to fur­ther con­fid­ences.

			“You may be sure, sir, that I have very good grounds be­fore I come to an opin­ion. I have seen the boy again and again with his bundle. Every day, and some­times twice a day, I have been able—but wait a mo­ment, Dr. Wat­son. Do my eyes de­ceive me, or is there at the present mo­ment some­thing mov­ing upon that hill­side?”

			It was sev­er­al miles off, but I could dis­tinctly see a small dark dot against the dull green and gray.

			“Come, sir, come!” cried Frank­land, rush­ing up­stairs. “You will see with your own eyes and judge for your­self.”

			The tele­scope, a for­mid­able in­stru­ment moun­ted upon a tri­pod, stood upon the flat leads of the house. Frank­land clapped his eye to it and gave a cry of sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Quick, Dr. Wat­son, quick, be­fore he passes over the hill!”

			There he was, sure enough, a small urchin with a little bundle upon his shoulder, toil­ing slowly up the hill. When he reached the crest I saw the ragged un­couth fig­ure out­lined for an in­stant against the cold blue sky. He looked round him with a furt­ive and stealthy air, as one who dreads pur­suit. Then he van­ished over the hill.

			“Well! Am I right?”

			“Cer­tainly, there is a boy who seems to have some secret er­rand.”

			“And what the er­rand is even a county con­stable could guess. But not one word shall they have from me, and I bind you to secrecy also, Dr. Wat­son. Not a word! You un­der­stand!”

			“Just as you wish.”

			“They have treated me shame­fully—shame­fully. When the facts come out in Frank­land v. Re­gina I ven­ture to think that a thrill of in­dig­na­tion will run through the coun­try. Noth­ing would in­duce me to help the po­lice in any way. For all they cared it might have been me, in­stead of my ef­figy, which these ras­cals burned at the stake. Surely you are not go­ing! You will help me to empty the de­canter in hon­our of this great oc­ca­sion!”

			But I res­isted all his so­li­cit­a­tions and suc­ceeded in dis­suad­ing him from his an­nounced in­ten­tion of walk­ing home with me. I kept the road as long as his eye was on me, and then I struck off across the moor and made for the stony hill over which the boy had dis­ap­peared. Everything was work­ing in my fa­vour, and I swore that it should not be through lack of en­ergy or per­sever­ance that I should miss the chance which for­tune had thrown in my way.

			The sun was already sink­ing when I reached the sum­mit of the hill, and the long slopes be­neath me were all golden-green on one side and gray shad­ow on the oth­er. A haze lay low upon the farthest sky­line, out of which jut­ted the fant­ast­ic shapes of Bel­li­v­er and Vix­en Tor. Over the wide ex­panse there was no sound and no move­ment. One great gray bird, a gull or cur­lew, soared aloft in the blue heav­en. He and I seemed to be the only liv­ing things between the huge arch of the sky and the desert be­neath it. The bar­ren scene, the sense of loneli­ness, and the mys­tery and ur­gency of my task all struck a chill in­to my heart. The boy was nowhere to be seen. But down be­neath me in a cleft of the hills there was a circle of the old stone huts, and in the middle of them there was one which re­tained suf­fi­cient roof to act as a screen against the weath­er. My heart leaped with­in me as I saw it. This must be the bur­row where the stranger lurked. At last my foot was on the threshold of his hid­ing place—his secret was with­in my grasp.

			As I ap­proached the hut, walk­ing as war­ily as Stapleton would do when with poised net he drew near the settled but­ter­fly, I sat­is­fied my­self that the place had in­deed been used as a hab­it­a­tion. A vague path­way among the boulders led to the dilap­id­ated open­ing which served as a door. All was si­lent with­in. The un­known might be lurk­ing there, or he might be prowl­ing on the moor. My nerves tingled with the sense of ad­ven­ture. Throw­ing aside my ci­gar­ette, I closed my hand upon the butt of my re­volver and, walk­ing swiftly up to the door, I looked in. The place was empty.

			But there were ample signs that I had not come upon a false scent. This was cer­tainly where the man lived. Some blankets rolled in a wa­ter­proof lay upon that very stone slab upon which Neo­lith­ic man had once slumbered. The ashes of a fire were heaped in a rude grate. Be­side it lay some cook­ing utensils and a buck­et half-full of wa­ter. A lit­ter of empty tins showed that the place had been oc­cu­pied for some time, and I saw, as my eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to the checkered light, a pan­ni­kin and a half-full bottle of spir­its stand­ing in the corner. In the middle of the hut a flat stone served the pur­pose of a table, and upon this stood a small cloth bundle—the same, no doubt, which I had seen through the tele­scope upon the shoulder of the boy. It con­tained a loaf of bread, a tinned tongue, and two tins of pre­served peaches. As I set it down again, after hav­ing ex­amined it, my heart leaped to see that be­neath it there lay a sheet of pa­per with writ­ing upon it. I raised it, and this was what I read, roughly scrawled in pen­cil:

			
				“Dr. Wat­son has gone to Coombe Tracey.”

			

			For a minute I stood there with the pa­per in my hands think­ing out the mean­ing of this curt mes­sage. It was I, then, and not Sir Henry, who was be­ing dogged by this secret man. He had not fol­lowed me him­self, but he had set an agent—the boy, per­haps—upon my track, and this was his re­port. Pos­sibly I had taken no step since I had been upon the moor which had not been ob­served and re­por­ted. Al­ways there was this feel­ing of an un­seen force, a fine net drawn round us with in­fin­ite skill and del­ic­acy, hold­ing us so lightly that it was only at some su­preme mo­ment that one real­ized that one was in­deed en­tangled in its meshes.

			If there was one re­port there might be oth­ers, so I looked round the hut in search of them. There was no trace, how­ever, of any­thing of the kind, nor could I dis­cov­er any sign which might in­dic­ate the char­ac­ter or in­ten­tions of the man who lived in this sin­gu­lar place, save that he must be of Spartan habits and cared little for the com­forts of life. When I thought of the heavy rains and looked at the gap­ing roof I un­der­stood how strong and im­mut­able must be the pur­pose which had kept him in that in­hos­pit­able abode. Was he our ma­lig­nant en­emy, or was he by chance our guard­i­an an­gel? I swore that I would not leave the hut un­til I knew.

			Out­side the sun was sink­ing low and the west was blaz­ing with scar­let and gold. Its re­flec­tion was shot back in ruddy patches by the dis­tant pools which lay amid the great Grim­pen Mire. There were the two towers of Bask­erville Hall, and there a dis­tant blur of smoke which marked the vil­lage of Grim­pen. Between the two, be­hind the hill, was the house of the Stapletons. All was sweet and mel­low and peace­ful in the golden even­ing light, and yet as I looked at them my soul shared none of the peace of Nature but quivered at the vague­ness and the ter­ror of that in­ter­view which every in­stant was bring­ing near­er. With tingling nerves but a fixed pur­pose, I sat in the dark re­cess of the hut and waited with sombre pa­tience for the com­ing of its ten­ant.

			And then at last I heard him. Far away came the sharp clink of a boot strik­ing upon a stone. Then an­oth­er and yet an­oth­er, com­ing near­er and near­er. I shrank back in­to the darkest corner and cocked the pis­tol in my pock­et, de­term­ined not to dis­cov­er my­self un­til I had an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing some­thing of the stranger. There was a long pause which showed that he had stopped. Then once more the foot­steps ap­proached and a shad­ow fell across the open­ing of the hut.

			“It is a lovely even­ing, my dear Wat­son,” said a well-known voice. “I really think that you will be more com­fort­able out­side than in.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Death on the Moor

			
			For a mo­ment or two I sat breath­less, hardly able to be­lieve my ears. Then my senses and my voice came back to me, while a crush­ing weight of re­spons­ib­il­ity seemed in an in­stant to be lif­ted from my soul. That cold, in­cis­ive, iron­ic­al voice could be­long to but one man in all the world.

			“Holmes!” I cried—“Holmes!”

			“Come out,” said he, “and please be care­ful with the re­volver.”

			I stooped un­der the rude lin­tel, and there he sat upon a stone out­side, his gray eyes dan­cing with amuse­ment as they fell upon my as­ton­ished fea­tures. He was thin and worn, but clear and alert, his keen face bronzed by the sun and roughened by the wind. In his tweed suit and cloth cap he looked like any oth­er tour­ist upon the moor, and he had con­trived, with that cat­like love of per­son­al clean­li­ness which was one of his char­ac­ter­ist­ics, that his chin should be as smooth and his lin­en as per­fect as if he were in Baker Street.

			“I nev­er was more glad to see any­one in my life,” said I as I wrung him by the hand.

			“Or more as­ton­ished, eh?”

			“Well, I must con­fess to it.”

			“The sur­prise was not all on one side, I as­sure you. I had no idea that you had found my oc­ca­sion­al re­treat, still less that you were in­side it, un­til I was with­in twenty paces of the door.”

			“My foot­print, I pre­sume?”

			“No, Wat­son, I fear that I could not un­der­take to re­cog­nize your foot­print amid all the foot­prints of the world. If you ser­i­ously de­sire to de­ceive me you must change your to­bac­con­ist; for when I see the stub of a ci­gar­ette marked Brad­ley, Ox­ford Street, I know that my friend Wat­son is in the neigh­bour­hood. You will see it there be­side the path. You threw it down, no doubt, at that su­preme mo­ment when you charged in­to the empty hut.”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“I thought as much—and know­ing your ad­mir­able tenacity I was con­vinced that you were sit­ting in am­bush, a weapon with­in reach, wait­ing for the ten­ant to re­turn. So you ac­tu­ally thought that I was the crim­in­al?”

			“I did not know who you were, but I was de­term­ined to find out.”

			“Ex­cel­lent, Wat­son! And how did you loc­al­ize me? You saw me, per­haps, on the night of the con­vict hunt, when I was so im­prudent as to al­low the moon to rise be­hind me?”

			“Yes, I saw you then.”

			“And have no doubt searched all the huts un­til you came to this one?”

			“No, your boy had been ob­served, and that gave me a guide where to look.”

			“The old gen­tle­man with the tele­scope, no doubt. I could not make it out when first I saw the light flash­ing upon the lens.” He rose and peeped in­to the hut. “Ha, I see that Cartwright has brought up some sup­plies. What’s this pa­per? So you have been to Coombe Tracey, have you?”

			“Yes.”

			“To see Mrs. Laura Ly­ons?”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“Well done! Our re­searches have evid­ently been run­ning on par­al­lel lines, and when we unite our res­ults I ex­pect we shall have a fairly full know­ledge of the case.”

			“Well, I am glad from my heart that you are here, for in­deed the re­spons­ib­il­ity and the mys­tery were both be­com­ing too much for my nerves. But how in the name of won­der did you come here, and what have you been do­ing? I thought that you were in Baker Street work­ing out that case of black­mail­ing.”

			“That was what I wished you to think.”

			“Then you use me, and yet do not trust me!” I cried with some bit­ter­ness. “I think that I have de­served bet­ter at your hands, Holmes.”

			“My dear fel­low, you have been in­valu­able to me in this as in many oth­er cases, and I beg that you will for­give me if I have seemed to play a trick upon you. In truth, it was partly for your own sake that I did it, and it was my ap­pre­ci­ation of the danger which you ran which led me to come down and ex­am­ine the mat­ter for my­self. Had I been with Sir Henry and you it is con­fid­ent that my point of view would have been the same as yours, and my pres­ence would have warned our very for­mid­able op­pon­ents to be on their guard. As it is, I have been able to get about as I could not pos­sibly have done had I been liv­ing in the Hall, and I re­main an un­known factor in the busi­ness, ready to throw in all my weight at a crit­ic­al mo­ment.”

			“But why keep me in the dark?”

			“For you to know could not have helped us and might pos­sibly have led to my dis­cov­ery. You would have wished to tell me some­thing, or in your kind­ness you would have brought me out some com­fort or oth­er, and so an un­ne­ces­sary risk would be run. I brought Cartwright down with me—you re­mem­ber the little chap at the ex­press of­fice—and he has seen after my simple wants: a loaf of bread and a clean col­lar. What does man want more? He has giv­en me an ex­tra pair of eyes upon a very act­ive pair of feet, and both have been in­valu­able.”

			“Then my re­ports have all been wasted!”—My voice trembled as I re­called the pains and the pride with which I had com­posed them.

			Holmes took a bundle of pa­pers from his pock­et.

			“Here are your re­ports, my dear fel­low, and very well thumbed, I as­sure you. I made ex­cel­lent ar­range­ments, and they are only delayed one day upon their way. I must com­pli­ment you ex­ceed­ingly upon the zeal and the in­tel­li­gence which you have shown over an ex­traordin­ar­ily dif­fi­cult case.”

			I was still rather raw over the de­cep­tion which had been prac­tised upon me, but the warmth of Holmes’s praise drove my an­ger from my mind. I felt also in my heart that he was right in what he said and that it was really best for our pur­pose that I should not have known that he was upon the moor.

			“That’s bet­ter,” said he, see­ing the shad­ow rise from my face. “And now tell me the res­ult of your vis­it to Mrs. Laura Ly­ons—it was not dif­fi­cult for me to guess that it was to see her that you had gone, for I am already aware that she is the one per­son in Coombe Tracey who might be of ser­vice to us in the mat­ter. In fact, if you had not gone today it is ex­ceed­ingly prob­able that I should have gone to­mor­row.”

			The sun had set and dusk was set­tling over the moor. The air had turned chill and we with­drew in­to the hut for warmth. There, sit­ting to­geth­er in the twi­light, I told Holmes of my con­ver­sa­tion with the lady. So in­ter­ested was he that I had to re­peat some of it twice be­fore he was sat­is­fied.

			“This is most im­port­ant,” said he when I had con­cluded. “It fills up a gap which I had been un­able to bridge in this most com­plex af­fair. You are aware, per­haps, that a close in­tim­acy ex­ists between this lady and the man Stapleton?”

			“I did not know of a close in­tim­acy.”

			“There can be no doubt about the mat­ter. They meet, they write, there is a com­plete un­der­stand­ing between them. Now, this puts a very power­ful weapon in­to our hands. If I could only use it to de­tach his wife—”

			“His wife?”

			“I am giv­ing you some in­form­a­tion now, in re­turn for all that you have giv­en me. The lady who has passed here as Miss Stapleton is in real­ity his wife.”

			“Good heav­ens, Holmes! Are you sure of what you say? How could he have per­mit­ted Sir Henry to fall in love with her?”

			“Sir Henry’s fall­ing in love could do no harm to any­one ex­cept Sir Henry. He took par­tic­u­lar care that Sir Henry did not make love to her, as you have your­self ob­served. I re­peat that the lady is his wife and not his sis­ter.”

			“But why this elab­or­ate de­cep­tion?”

			“Be­cause he foresaw that she would be very much more use­ful to him in the char­ac­ter of a free wo­man.”

			All my un­spoken in­stincts, my vague sus­pi­cions, sud­denly took shape and centred upon the nat­ur­al­ist. In that im­pass­ive col­our­less man, with his straw hat and his but­ter­fly-net, I seemed to see some­thing ter­rible—a creature of in­fin­ite pa­tience and craft, with a smil­ing face and a mur­der­ous heart.

			“It is he, then, who is our en­emy—it is he who dogged us in Lon­don?”

			“So I read the riddle.”

			“And the warn­ing—it must have come from her!”

			“Ex­actly.”

			The shape of some mon­strous vil­lainy, half seen, half guessed, loomed through the dark­ness which had girt me so long.

			“But are you sure of this, Holmes? How do you know that the wo­man is his wife?”

			“Be­cause he so far for­got him­self as to tell you a true piece of auto­bi­o­graphy upon the oc­ca­sion when he first met you, and I dare say he has many a time re­gret­ted it since. He was once a school­mas­ter in the north of Eng­land. Now, there is no one more easy to trace than a school­mas­ter. There are schol­ast­ic agen­cies by which one may identi­fy any man who has been in the pro­fes­sion. A little in­vest­ig­a­tion showed me that a school had come to grief un­der at­ro­cious cir­cum­stances, and that the man who had owned it—the name was dif­fer­ent—had dis­ap­peared with his wife. The de­scrip­tions agreed. When I learned that the miss­ing man was de­voted to en­to­mo­logy the iden­ti­fic­a­tion was com­plete.”

			The dark­ness was rising, but much was still hid­den by the shad­ows.

			“If this wo­man is in truth his wife, where does Mrs. Laura Ly­ons come in?” I asked.

			“That is one of the points upon which your own re­searches have shed a light. Your in­ter­view with the lady has cleared the situ­ation very much. I did not know about a pro­jec­ted di­vorce between her­self and her hus­band. In that case, re­gard­ing Stapleton as an un­mar­ried man, she coun­ted no doubt upon be­com­ing his wife.”

			“And when she is un­de­ceived?”

			“Why, then we may find the lady of ser­vice. It must be our first duty to see her—both of us—to­mor­row. Don’t you think, Wat­son, that you are away from your charge rather long? Your place should be at Bask­erville Hall.”

			The last red streaks had faded away in the west and night had settled upon the moor. A few faint stars were gleam­ing in a vi­ol­et sky.

			“One last ques­tion, Holmes,” I said as I rose. “Surely there is no need of secrecy between you and me. What is the mean­ing of it all? What is he after?”

			Holmes’s voice sank as he answered:

			“It is murder, Wat­son—re­fined, cold-blooded, de­lib­er­ate murder. Do not ask me for par­tic­u­lars. My nets are clos­ing upon him, even as his are upon Sir Henry, and with your help he is already al­most at my mercy. There is but one danger which can threaten us. It is that he should strike be­fore we are ready to do so. An­oth­er day—two at the most—and I have my case com­plete, but un­til then guard your charge as closely as ever a fond moth­er watched her ail­ing child. Your mis­sion today has jus­ti­fied it­self, and yet I could al­most wish that you had not left his side. Hark!”

			A ter­rible scream—a pro­longed yell of hor­ror and an­guish—burst out of the si­lence of the moor. That fright­ful cry turned the blood to ice in my veins.

			“Oh, my God!” I gasped. “What is it? What does it mean?”

			Holmes had sprung to his feet, and I saw his dark, ath­let­ic out­line at the door of the hut, his shoulders stoop­ing, his head thrust for­ward, his face peer­ing in­to the dark­ness.

			“Hush!” he whispered. “Hush!”

			The cry had been loud on ac­count of its vehe­mence, but it had pealed out from some­where far off on the shad­owy plain. Now it burst upon our ears, near­er, louder, more ur­gent than be­fore.

			“Where is it?” Holmes whispered; and I knew from the thrill of his voice that he, the man of iron, was shaken to the soul. “Where is it, Wat­son?”

			“There, I think.” I poin­ted in­to the dark­ness.

			“No, there!”

			Again the ag­on­ized cry swept through the si­lent night, louder and much near­er than ever. And a new sound mingled with it, a deep, muttered rumble, mu­sic­al and yet men­acing, rising and fall­ing like the low, con­stant mur­mur of the sea.

			“The hound!” cried Holmes. “Come, Wat­son, come! Great heav­ens, if we are too late!”

			He had star­ted run­ning swiftly over the moor, and I had fol­lowed at his heels. But now from some­where among the broken ground im­me­di­ately in front of us there came one last des­pair­ing yell, and then a dull, heavy thud. We hal­ted and listened. Not an­oth­er sound broke the heavy si­lence of the wind­less night.

			I saw Holmes put his hand to his fore­head like a man dis­trac­ted. He stamped his feet upon the ground.

			“He has beaten us, Wat­son. We are too late.”

			“No, no, surely not!”

			“Fool that I was to hold my hand. And you, Wat­son, see what comes of abandon­ing your charge! But, by Heav­en, if the worst has happened we’ll avenge him!”

			Blindly we ran through the gloom, blun­der­ing against boulders, for­cing our way through gorse bushes, pant­ing up hills and rush­ing down slopes, head­ing al­ways in the dir­ec­tion whence those dread­ful sounds had come. At every rise Holmes looked eagerly round him, but the shad­ows were thick upon the moor, and noth­ing moved upon its dreary face.

			“Can you see any­thing?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“But, hark, what is that?”

			A low moan had fallen upon our ears. There it was again upon our left! On that side a ridge of rocks ended in a sheer cliff which over­looked a stone-strewn slope. On its jagged face was spreadeagled some dark, ir­reg­u­lar ob­ject. As we ran to­wards it the vague out­line hardened in­to a def­in­ite shape. It was a pros­trate man face down­ward upon the ground, the head doubled un­der him at a hor­rible angle, the shoulders roun­ded and the body hunched to­geth­er as if in the act of throw­ing a somer­sault. So grot­esque was the at­ti­tude that I could not for the in­stant real­ize that that moan had been the passing of his soul. Not a whis­per, not a rustle, rose now from the dark fig­ure over which we stooped. Holmes laid his hand upon him and held it up again with an ex­clam­a­tion of hor­ror. The gleam of the match which he struck shone upon his clot­ted fin­gers and upon the ghastly pool which widened slowly from the crushed skull of the vic­tim. And it shone upon some­thing else which turned our hearts sick and faint with­in us—the body of Sir Henry Bask­erville!

			There was no chance of either of us for­get­ting that pe­cu­li­ar ruddy tweed suit—the very one which he had worn on the first morn­ing that we had seen him in Baker Street. We caught the one clear glimpse of it, and then the match flickered and went out, even as the hope had gone out of our souls. Holmes groaned, and his face glimmered white through the dark­ness.

			“The brute! The brute!” I cried with clenched hands. “Oh Holmes, I shall nev­er for­give my­self for hav­ing left him to his fate.”

			“I am more to blame than you, Wat­son. In or­der to have my case well roun­ded and com­plete, I have thrown away the life of my cli­ent. It is the greatest blow which has be­fallen me in my ca­reer. But how could I know—how could I know—that he would risk his life alone upon the moor in the face of all my warn­ings?”

			“That we should have heard his screams—my God, those screams!—and yet have been un­able to save him! Where is this brute of a hound which drove him to his death? It may be lurk­ing among these rocks at this in­stant. And Stapleton, where is he? He shall an­swer for this deed.”

			“He shall. I will see to that. Uncle and neph­ew have been murdered—the one frightened to death by the very sight of a beast which he thought to be su­per­nat­ur­al, the oth­er driv­en to his end in his wild flight to es­cape from it. But now we have to prove the con­nec­tion between the man and the beast. Save from what we heard, we can­not even swear to the ex­ist­ence of the lat­ter, since Sir Henry has evid­ently died from the fall. But, by heav­ens, cun­ning as he is, the fel­low shall be in my power be­fore an­oth­er day is past!”

			We stood with bit­ter hearts on either side of the mangled body, over­whelmed by this sud­den and ir­re­voc­able dis­aster which had brought all our long and weary la­bours to so piteous an end. Then as the moon rose we climbed to the top of the rocks over which our poor friend had fallen, and from the sum­mit we gazed out over the shad­owy moor, half sil­ver and half gloom. Far away, miles off, in the dir­ec­tion of Grim­pen, a single steady yel­low light was shin­ing. It could only come from the lonely abode of the Stapletons. With a bit­ter curse I shook my fist at it as I gazed.

			“Why should we not seize him at once?”

			“Our case is not com­plete. The fel­low is wary and cun­ning to the last de­gree. It is not what we know, but what we can prove. If we make one false move the vil­lain may es­cape us yet.”

			“What can we do?”

			“There will be plenty for us to do to­mor­row. To­night we can only per­form the last of­fices to our poor friend.”

			To­geth­er we made our way down the pre­cip­it­ous slope and ap­proached the body, black and clear against the silvered stones. The agony of those con­tor­ted limbs struck me with a spasm of pain and blurred my eyes with tears.

			“We must send for help, Holmes! We can­not carry him all the way to the Hall. Good heav­ens, are you mad?”

			He had uttered a cry and bent over the body. Now he was dan­cing and laugh­ing and wringing my hand. Could this be my stern, self-con­tained friend? These were hid­den fires, in­deed!

			“A beard! A beard! The man has a beard!”

			“A beard?”

			“It is not the bar­on­et—it is—why, it is my neigh­bour, the con­vict!”

			With fe­ver­ish haste we had turned the body over, and that drip­ping beard was point­ing up to the cold, clear moon. There could be no doubt about the beet­ling fore­head, the sunken an­im­al eyes. It was in­deed the same face which had glared upon me in the light of the candle from over the rock—the face of Selden, the crim­in­al.

			Then in an in­stant it was all clear to me. I re­membered how the bar­on­et had told me that he had handed his old ward­robe to Bar­ry­more. Bar­ry­more had passed it on in or­der to help Selden in his es­cape. Boots, shirt, cap—it was all Sir Henry’s. The tragedy was still black enough, but this man had at least de­served death by the laws of his coun­try. I told Holmes how the mat­ter stood, my heart bub­bling over with thank­ful­ness and joy.

			“Then the clothes have been the poor dev­il’s death,” said he. “It is clear enough that the hound has been laid on from some art­icle of Sir Henry’s—the boot which was ab­strac­ted in the hotel, in all prob­ab­il­ity—and so ran this man down. There is one very sin­gu­lar thing, how­ever: How came Selden, in the dark­ness, to know that the hound was on his trail?”

			“He heard him.”

			“To hear a hound upon the moor would not work a hard man like this con­vict in­to such a par­oxysm of ter­ror that he would risk re­cap­ture by scream­ing wildly for help. By his cries he must have run a long way after he knew the an­im­al was on his track. How did he know?”

			“A great­er mys­tery to me is why this hound, pre­sum­ing that all our con­jec­tures are cor­rect—”

			“I pre­sume noth­ing.”

			“Well, then, why this hound should be loose to­night. I sup­pose that it does not al­ways run loose upon the moor. Stapleton would not let it go un­less he had reas­on to think that Sir Henry would be there.”

			“My dif­fi­culty is the more for­mid­able of the two, for I think that we shall very shortly get an ex­plan­a­tion of yours, while mine may re­main forever a mys­tery. The ques­tion now is, what shall we do with this poor wretch’s body? We can­not leave it here to the foxes and the ravens.”

			“I sug­gest that we put it in one of the huts un­til we can com­mu­nic­ate with the po­lice.”

			“Ex­actly. I have no doubt that you and I could carry it so far. Hal­loa, Wat­son, what’s this? It’s the man him­self, by all that’s won­der­ful and au­da­cious! Not a word to show your sus­pi­cions—not a word, or my plans crumble to the ground.”

			A fig­ure was ap­proach­ing us over the moor, and I saw the dull red glow of a ci­gar. The moon shone upon him, and I could dis­tin­guish the dap­per shape and jaunty walk of the nat­ur­al­ist. He stopped when he saw us, and then came on again.

			“Why, Dr. Wat­son, that’s not you, is it? You are the last man that I should have ex­pec­ted to see out on the moor at this time of night. But, dear me, what’s this? Some­body hurt? Not—don’t tell me that it is our friend Sir Henry!” He hur­ried past me and stooped over the dead man. I heard a sharp in­take of his breath and the ci­gar fell from his fin­gers.

			“Who—who’s this?” he stammered.

			“It is Selden, the man who es­caped from Prin­cetown.”

			Stapleton turned a ghastly face upon us, but by a su­preme ef­fort he had over­come his amazement and his dis­ap­point­ment. He looked sharply from Holmes to me. “Dear me! What a very shock­ing af­fair! How did he die?”

			“He ap­pears to have broken his neck by fall­ing over these rocks. My friend and I were strolling on the moor when we heard a cry.”

			“I heard a cry also. That was what brought me out. I was un­easy about Sir Henry.”

			“Why about Sir Henry in par­tic­u­lar?” I could not help ask­ing.

			“Be­cause I had sug­ges­ted that he should come over. When he did not come I was sur­prised, and I nat­ur­ally be­came alarmed for his safety when I heard cries upon the moor. By the way”—his eyes dar­ted again from my face to Holmes’s—“did you hear any­thing else be­sides a cry?”

			“No,” said Holmes; “did you?”

			“No.”

			“What do you mean, then?”

			“Oh, you know the stor­ies that the peas­ants tell about a phantom hound, and so on. It is said to be heard at night upon the moor. I was won­der­ing if there were any evid­ence of such a sound to­night.”

			“We heard noth­ing of the kind,” said I.

			“And what is your the­ory of this poor fel­low’s death?”

			“I have no doubt that anxi­ety and ex­pos­ure have driv­en him off his head. He has rushed about the moor in a crazy state and even­tu­ally fallen over here and broken his neck.”

			“That seems the most reas­on­able the­ory,” said Stapleton, and he gave a sigh which I took to in­dic­ate his re­lief. “What do you think about it, Mr. Sher­lock Holmes?”

			My friend bowed his com­pli­ments. “You are quick at iden­ti­fic­a­tion,” said he.

			“We have been ex­pect­ing you in these parts since Dr. Wat­son came down. You are in time to see a tragedy.”

			“Yes, in­deed. I have no doubt that my friend’s ex­plan­a­tion will cov­er the facts. I will take an un­pleas­ant re­mem­brance back to Lon­don with me to­mor­row.”

			“Oh, you re­turn to­mor­row?”

			“That is my in­ten­tion.”

			“I hope your vis­it has cast some light upon those oc­cur­rences which have puzzled us?”

			Holmes shrugged his shoulders.

			“One can­not al­ways have the suc­cess for which one hopes. An in­vest­ig­at­or needs facts and not le­gends or ru­mours. It has not been a sat­is­fact­ory case.”

			My friend spoke in his frankest and most un­con­cerned man­ner. Stapleton still looked hard at him. Then he turned to me.

			“I would sug­gest car­ry­ing this poor fel­low to my house, but it would give my sis­ter such a fright that I do not feel jus­ti­fied in do­ing it. I think that if we put some­thing over his face he will be safe un­til morn­ing.”

			And so it was ar­ranged. Res­ist­ing Stapleton’s of­fer of hos­pit­al­ity, Holmes and I set off to Bask­erville Hall, leav­ing the nat­ur­al­ist to re­turn alone. Look­ing back we saw the fig­ure mov­ing slowly away over the broad moor, and be­hind him that one black smudge on the silvered slope which showed where the man was ly­ing who had come so hor­ribly to his end.

			“We’re at close grips at last,” said Holmes as we walked to­geth­er across the moor. “What a nerve the fel­low has! How he pulled him­self to­geth­er in the face of what must have been a para­lyz­ing shock when he found that the wrong man had fallen a vic­tim to his plot. I told you in Lon­don, Wat­son, and I tell you now again, that we have nev­er had a foe­man more worthy of our steel.”

			“I am sorry that he has seen you.”

			“And so was I at first. But there was no get­ting out of it.”

			“What ef­fect do you think it will have upon his plans now that he knows you are here?”

			“It may cause him to be more cau­tious, or it may drive him to des­per­ate meas­ures at once. Like most clev­er crim­in­als, he may be too con­fid­ent in his own clev­erness and ima­gine that he has com­pletely de­ceived us.”

			“Why should we not ar­rest him at once?”

			“My dear Wat­son, you were born to be a man of ac­tion. Your in­stinct is al­ways to do some­thing en­er­get­ic. But sup­pos­ing, for ar­gu­ment’s sake, that we had him ar­res­ted to­night, what on earth the bet­ter off should we be for that? We could prove noth­ing against him. There’s the dev­il­ish cun­ning of it! If he were act­ing through a hu­man agent we could get some evid­ence, but if we were to drag this great dog to the light of day it would not help us in put­ting a rope round the neck of its mas­ter.”

			“Surely we have a case.”

			“Not a shad­ow of one—only sur­mise and con­jec­ture. We should be laughed out of court if we came with such a story and such evid­ence.”

			“There is Sir Charles’s death.”

			“Found dead without a mark upon him. You and I know that he died of sheer fright, and we know also what frightened him, but how are we to get twelve stol­id jury­men to know it? What signs are there of a hound? Where are the marks of its fangs? Of course we know that a hound does not bite a dead body and that Sir Charles was dead be­fore ever the brute over­took him. But we have to prove all this, and we are not in a po­s­i­tion to do it.”

			“Well, then, to­night?”

			“We are not much bet­ter off to­night. Again, there was no dir­ect con­nec­tion between the hound and the man’s death. We nev­er saw the hound. We heard it, but we could not prove that it was run­ning upon this man’s trail. There is a com­plete ab­sence of motive. No, my dear fel­low; we must re­con­cile ourselves to the fact that we have no case at present, and that it is worth our while to run any risk in or­der to es­tab­lish one.”

			“And how do you pro­pose to do so?”

			“I have great hopes of what Mrs. Laura Ly­ons may do for us when the po­s­i­tion of af­fairs is made clear to her. And I have my own plan as well. Suf­fi­cient for to­mor­row is the evil there­of; but I hope be­fore the day is past to have the up­per hand at last.”

			I could draw noth­ing fur­ther from him, and he walked, lost in thought, as far as the Bask­erville gates.

			“Are you com­ing up?”

			“Yes; I see no reas­on for fur­ther con­ceal­ment. But one last word, Wat­son. Say noth­ing of the hound to Sir Henry. Let him think that Selden’s death was as Stapleton would have us be­lieve. He will have a bet­ter nerve for the or­deal which he will have to un­der­go to­mor­row, when he is en­gaged, if I re­mem­ber your re­port aright, to dine with these people.”

			“And so am I.”

			“Then you must ex­cuse your­self and he must go alone. That will be eas­ily ar­ranged. And now, if we are too late for din­ner, I think that we are both ready for our sup­pers.”

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Fix­ing the Nets

			
			Sir Henry was more pleased than sur­prised to see Sher­lock Holmes, for he had for some days been ex­pect­ing that re­cent events would bring him down from Lon­don. He did raise his eye­brows, how­ever, when he found that my friend had neither any lug­gage nor any ex­plan­a­tions for its ab­sence. Between us we soon sup­plied his wants, and then over a be­lated sup­per we ex­plained to the bar­on­et as much of our ex­per­i­ence as it seemed de­sir­able that he should know. But first I had the un­pleas­ant duty of break­ing the news to Bar­ry­more and his wife. To him it may have been an un­mit­ig­ated re­lief, but she wept bit­terly in her ap­ron. To all the world he was the man of vi­ol­ence, half an­im­al and half de­mon; but to her he al­ways re­mained the little wil­ful boy of her own girl­hood, the child who had clung to her hand. Evil in­deed is the man who has not one wo­man to mourn him.

			“I’ve been mop­ing in the house all day since Wat­son went off in the morn­ing,” said the bar­on­et. “I guess I should have some cred­it, for I have kept my prom­ise. If I hadn’t sworn not to go about alone I might have had a more lively even­ing, for I had a mes­sage from Stapleton ask­ing me over there.”

			“I have no doubt that you would have had a more lively even­ing,” said Holmes drily. “By the way, I don’t sup­pose you ap­pre­ci­ate that we have been mourn­ing over you as hav­ing broken your neck?”

			Sir Henry opened his eyes. “How was that?”

			“This poor wretch was dressed in your clothes. I fear your ser­vant who gave them to him may get in­to trouble with the po­lice.”

			“That is un­likely. There was no mark on any of them, as far as I know.”

			“That’s lucky for him—in fact, it’s lucky for all of you, since you are all on the wrong side of the law in this mat­ter. I am not sure that as a con­scien­tious de­tect­ive my first duty is not to ar­rest the whole house­hold. Wat­son’s re­ports are most in­crim­in­at­ing doc­u­ments.”

			“But how about the case?” asked the bar­on­et. “Have you made any­thing out of the tangle? I don’t know that Wat­son and I are much the wiser since we came down.”

			“I think that I shall be in a po­s­i­tion to make the situ­ation rather more clear to you be­fore long. It has been an ex­ceed­ingly dif­fi­cult and most com­plic­ated busi­ness. There are sev­er­al points upon which we still want light—but it is com­ing all the same.”

			“We’ve had one ex­per­i­ence, as Wat­son has no doubt told you. We heard the hound on the moor, so I can swear that it is not all empty su­per­sti­tion. I had some­thing to do with dogs when I was out West, and I know one when I hear one. If you can muzzle that one and put him on a chain I’ll be ready to swear you are the greatest de­tect­ive of all time.”

			“I think I will muzzle him and chain him all right if you will give me your help.”

			“Whatever you tell me to do I will do.”

			“Very good; and I will ask you also to do it blindly, without al­ways ask­ing the reas­on.”

			“Just as you like.”

			“If you will do this I think the chances are that our little prob­lem will soon be solved. I have no doubt—”

			He stopped sud­denly and stared fix­edly up over my head in­to the air. The lamp beat upon his face, and so in­tent was it and so still that it might have been that of a clear-cut clas­sic­al statue, a per­son­i­fic­a­tion of alert­ness and ex­pect­a­tion.

			“What is it?” we both cried.

			I could see as he looked down that he was re­press­ing some in­tern­al emo­tion. His fea­tures were still com­posed, but his eyes shone with amused ex­ulta­tion.

			“Ex­cuse the ad­mir­a­tion of a con­nois­seur,” said he as he waved his hand to­wards the line of por­traits which covered the op­pos­ite wall. “Wat­son won’t al­low that I know any­thing of art but that is mere jeal­ousy be­cause our views upon the sub­ject dif­fer. Now, these are a really very fine series of por­traits.”

			“Well, I’m glad to hear you say so,” said Sir Henry, glan­cing with some sur­prise at my friend. “I don’t pre­tend to know much about these things, and I’d be a bet­ter judge of a horse or a steer than of a pic­ture. I didn’t know that you found time for such things.”

			“I know what is good when I see it, and I see it now. That’s a Kneller, I’ll swear, that lady in the blue silk over yon­der, and the stout gen­tle­man with the wig ought to be a Reyn­olds. They are all fam­ily por­traits, I pre­sume?”

			“Every one.”

			“Do you know the names?”

			“Bar­ry­more has been coach­ing me in them, and I think I can say my les­sons fairly well.”

			“Who is the gen­tle­man with the tele­scope?”

			“That is Rear-Ad­mir­al Bask­erville, who served un­der Rod­ney in the West In­dies. The man with the blue coat and the roll of pa­per is Sir Wil­li­am Bask­erville, who was Chair­man of Com­mit­tees of the House of Com­mons un­der Pitt.”

			“And this Cava­lier op­pos­ite to me—the one with the black vel­vet and the lace?”

			“Ah, you have a right to know about him. That is the cause of all the mis­chief, the wicked Hugo, who star­ted the Hound of the Bask­ervilles. We’re not likely to for­get him.”

			I gazed with in­terest and some sur­prise upon the por­trait.

			“Dear me!” said Holmes, “he seems a quiet, meek-mannered man enough, but I dare say that there was a lurk­ing dev­il in his eyes. I had pic­tured him as a more ro­bust and ruf­fi­anly per­son.”

			“There’s no doubt about the au­then­ti­city, for the name and the date, 1647, are on the back of the can­vas.”

			Holmes said little more, but the pic­ture of the old royster­er seemed to have a fas­cin­a­tion for him, and his eyes were con­tinu­ally fixed upon it dur­ing sup­per. It was not un­til later, when Sir Henry had gone to his room, that I was able to fol­low the trend of his thoughts. He led me back in­to the ban­quet­ing-hall, his bed­room candle in his hand, and he held it up against the time-stained por­trait on the wall.

			“Do you see any­thing there?”

			I looked at the broad plumed hat, the curl­ing love-locks, the white lace col­lar, and the straight, severe face which was framed between them. It was not a bru­tal coun­ten­ance, but it was prim, hard, and stern, with a firm-set, thin-lipped mouth, and a coldly in­tol­er­ant eye.

			“Is it like any­one you know?”

			“There is some­thing of Sir Henry about the jaw.”

			“Just a sug­ges­tion, per­haps. But wait an in­stant!” He stood upon a chair, and, hold­ing up the light in his left hand, he curved his right arm over the broad hat and round the long ring­lets.

			“Good heav­ens!” I cried in amazement.

			The face of Stapleton had sprung out of the can­vas.

			“Ha, you see it now. My eyes have been trained to ex­am­ine faces and not their trim­mings. It is the first qual­ity of a crim­in­al in­vest­ig­at­or that he should see through a dis­guise.”

			“But this is mar­vel­lous. It might be his por­trait.”

			“Yes, it is an in­ter­est­ing in­stance of a throw­back, which ap­pears to be both phys­ic­al and spir­itu­al. A study of fam­ily por­traits is enough to con­vert a man to the doc­trine of re­in­carn­a­tion. The fel­low is a Bask­erville—that is evid­ent.”

			“With designs upon the suc­ces­sion.”

			“Ex­actly. This chance of the pic­ture has sup­plied us with one of our most ob­vi­ous miss­ing links. We have him, Wat­son, we have him, and I dare swear that be­fore to­mor­row night he will be flut­ter­ing in our net as help­less as one of his own but­ter­flies. A pin, a cork, and a card, and we add him to the Baker Street col­lec­tion!” He burst in­to one of his rare fits of laughter as he turned away from the pic­ture. I have not heard him laugh of­ten, and it has al­ways boded ill to some­body.

			I was up be­times in the morn­ing, but Holmes was afoot earli­er still, for I saw him as I dressed, com­ing up the drive.

			“Yes, we should have a full day today,” he re­marked, and he rubbed his hands with the joy of ac­tion. “The nets are all in place, and the drag is about to be­gin. We’ll know be­fore the day is out wheth­er we have caught our big, lean-jawed pike, or wheth­er he has got through the meshes.”

			“Have you been on the moor already?”

			“I have sent a re­port from Grim­pen to Prin­cetown as to the death of Selden. I think I can prom­ise that none of you will be troubled in the mat­ter. And I have also com­mu­nic­ated with my faith­ful Cartwright, who would cer­tainly have pined away at the door of my hut, as a dog does at his mas­ter’s grave, if I had not set his mind at rest about my safety.”

			“What is the next move?”

			“To see Sir Henry. Ah, here he is!”

			“Good morn­ing, Holmes,” said the bar­on­et. “You look like a gen­er­al who is plan­ning a battle with his chief of the staff.”

			“That is the ex­act situ­ation. Wat­son was ask­ing for or­ders.”

			“And so do I.”

			“Very good. You are en­gaged, as I un­der­stand, to dine with our friends the Stapletons to­night.”

			“I hope that you will come also. They are very hos­pit­able people, and I am sure that they would be very glad to see you.”

			“I fear that Wat­son and I must go to Lon­don.”

			“To Lon­don?”

			“Yes, I think that we should be more use­ful there at the present junc­ture.”

			The bar­on­et’s face per­cept­ibly lengthened.

			“I hoped that you were go­ing to see me through this busi­ness. The Hall and the moor are not very pleas­ant places when one is alone.”

			“My dear fel­low, you must trust me im­pli­citly and do ex­actly what I tell you. You can tell your friends that we should have been happy to have come with you, but that ur­gent busi­ness re­quired us to be in town. We hope very soon to re­turn to Devon­shire. Will you re­mem­ber to give them that mes­sage?”

			“If you in­sist upon it.”

			“There is no al­tern­at­ive, I as­sure you.”

			I saw by the bar­on­et’s clouded brow that he was deeply hurt by what he re­garded as our deser­tion.

			“When do you de­sire to go?” he asked coldly.

			“Im­me­di­ately after break­fast. We will drive in to Coombe Tracey, but Wat­son will leave his things as a pledge that he will come back to you. Wat­son, you will send a note to Stapleton to tell him that you re­gret that you can­not come.”

			“I have a good mind to go to Lon­don with you,” said the bar­on­et. “Why should I stay here alone?”

			“Be­cause it is your post of duty. Be­cause you gave me your word that you would do as you were told, and I tell you to stay.”

			“All right, then, I’ll stay.”

			“One more dir­ec­tion! I wish you to drive to Mer­rip­it House. Send back your trap, how­ever, and let them know that you in­tend to walk home.”

			“To walk across the moor?”

			“Yes.”

			“But that is the very thing which you have so of­ten cau­tioned me not to do.”

			“This time you may do it with safety. If I had not every con­fid­ence in your nerve and cour­age I would not sug­gest it, but it is es­sen­tial that you should do it.”

			“Then I will do it.”

			“And as you value your life do not go across the moor in any dir­ec­tion save along the straight path which leads from Mer­rip­it House to the Grim­pen Road, and is your nat­ur­al way home.”

			“I will do just what you say.”

			“Very good. I should be glad to get away as soon after break­fast as pos­sible, so as to reach Lon­don in the af­ter­noon.”

			I was much astoun­ded by this pro­gramme, though I re­membered that Holmes had said to Stapleton on the night be­fore that his vis­it would ter­min­ate next day. It had not crossed my mind how­ever, that he would wish me to go with him, nor could I un­der­stand how we could both be ab­sent at a mo­ment which he him­self de­clared to be crit­ic­al. There was noth­ing for it, how­ever, but im­pli­cit obed­i­ence; so we bade good­bye to our rue­ful friend, and a couple of hours af­ter­wards we were at the sta­tion of Coombe Tracey and had dis­patched the trap upon its re­turn jour­ney. A small boy was wait­ing upon the plat­form.

			“Any or­ders, sir?”

			“You will take this train to town, Cartwright. The mo­ment you ar­rive you will send a wire to Sir Henry Bask­erville, in my name, to say that if he finds the pock­et­book which I have dropped he is to send it by re­gistered post to Baker Street.”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“And ask at the sta­tion of­fice if there is a mes­sage for me.”

			The boy re­turned with a tele­gram, which Holmes handed to me. It ran:

			
				Wire re­ceived. Com­ing down with un­signed war­rant. Ar­rive five-forty.—Lestrade.

			

			“That is in an­swer to mine of this morn­ing. He is the best of the pro­fes­sion­als, I think, and we may need his as­sist­ance. Now, Wat­son, I think that we can­not em­ploy our time bet­ter than by call­ing upon your ac­quaint­ance, Mrs. Laura Ly­ons.”

			His plan of cam­paign was be­gin­ning to be evid­ent. He would use the bar­on­et in or­der to con­vince the Stapletons that we were really gone, while we should ac­tu­ally re­turn at the in­stant when we were likely to be needed. That tele­gram from Lon­don, if men­tioned by Sir Henry to the Stapletons, must re­move the last sus­pi­cions from their minds. Already I seemed to see our nets draw­ing closer around that lean-jawed pike.

			Mrs. Laura Ly­ons was in her of­fice, and Sher­lock Holmes opened his in­ter­view with a frank­ness and dir­ect­ness which con­sid­er­ably amazed her.

			“I am in­vest­ig­at­ing the cir­cum­stances which at­ten­ded the death of the late Sir Charles Bask­erville,” said he. “My friend here, Dr. Wat­son, has in­formed me of what you have com­mu­nic­ated, and also of what you have with­held in con­nec­tion with that mat­ter.”

			“What have I with­held?” she asked de­fi­antly.

			“You have con­fessed that you asked Sir Charles to be at the gate at ten o’clock. We know that that was the place and hour of his death. You have with­held what the con­nec­tion is between these events.”

			“There is no con­nec­tion.”

			“In that case the co­in­cid­ence must in­deed be an ex­traordin­ary one. But I think that we shall suc­ceed in es­tab­lish­ing a con­nec­tion, after all. I wish to be per­fectly frank with you, Mrs. Ly­ons. We re­gard this case as one of murder, and the evid­ence may im­plic­ate not only your friend Mr. Stapleton but his wife as well.”

			The lady sprang from her chair.

			“His wife!” she cried.

			“The fact is no longer a secret. The per­son who has passed for his sis­ter is really his wife.”

			Mrs. Ly­ons had re­sumed her seat. Her hands were grasp­ing the arms of her chair, and I saw that the pink nails had turned white with the pres­sure of her grip.

			“His wife!” she said again. “His wife! He is not a mar­ried man.”

			Sher­lock Holmes shrugged his shoulders.

			“Prove it to me! Prove it to me! And if you can do so—!”

			The fierce flash of her eyes said more than any words.

			“I have come pre­pared to do so,” said Holmes, draw­ing sev­er­al pa­pers from his pock­et. “Here is a pho­to­graph of the couple taken in York four years ago. It is en­dorsed ‘Mr. and Mrs. Van­deleur,’ but you will have no dif­fi­culty in re­cog­niz­ing him, and her also, if you know her by sight. Here are three writ­ten de­scrip­tions by trust­worthy wit­nesses of Mr. and Mrs. Van­deleur, who at that time kept St. Oliv­er’s private school. Read them and see if you can doubt the iden­tity of these people.”

			She glanced at them, and then looked up at us with the set, ri­gid face of a des­per­ate wo­man.

			“Mr. Holmes,” she said, “this man had offered me mar­riage on con­di­tion that I could get a di­vorce from my hus­band. He has lied to me, the vil­lain, in every con­ceiv­able way. Not one word of truth has he ever told me. And why—why? I ima­gined that all was for my own sake. But now I see that I was nev­er any­thing but a tool in his hands. Why should I pre­serve faith with him who nev­er kept any with me? Why should I try to shield him from the con­sequences of his own wicked acts? Ask me what you like, and there is noth­ing which I shall hold back. One thing I swear to you, and that is that when I wrote the let­ter I nev­er dreamed of any harm to the old gen­tle­man, who had been my kind­est friend.”

			“I en­tirely be­lieve you, madam,” said Sher­lock Holmes. “The re­cit­al of these events must be very pain­ful to you, and per­haps it will make it easi­er if I tell you what oc­curred, and you can check me if I make any ma­ter­i­al mis­take. The send­ing of this let­ter was sug­ges­ted to you by Stapleton?”

			“He dic­tated it.”

			“I pre­sume that the reas­on he gave was that you would re­ceive help from Sir Charles for the leg­al ex­penses con­nec­ted with your di­vorce?”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“And then after you had sent the let­ter he dis­suaded you from keep­ing the ap­point­ment?”

			“He told me that it would hurt his self-re­spect that any oth­er man should find the money for such an ob­ject, and that though he was a poor man him­self he would de­vote his last penny to re­mov­ing the obstacles which di­vided us.”

			“He ap­pears to be a very con­sist­ent char­ac­ter. And then you heard noth­ing un­til you read the re­ports of the death in the pa­per?”

			“No.”

			“And he made you swear to say noth­ing about your ap­point­ment with Sir Charles?”

			“He did. He said that the death was a very mys­ter­i­ous one, and that I should cer­tainly be sus­pec­ted if the facts came out. He frightened me in­to re­main­ing si­lent.”

			“Quite so. But you had your sus­pi­cions?”

			She hes­it­ated and looked down.

			“I knew him,” she said. “But if he had kept faith with me I should al­ways have done so with him.”

			“I think that on the whole you have had a for­tu­nate es­cape,” said Sher­lock Holmes. “You have had him in your power and he knew it, and yet you are alive. You have been walk­ing for some months very near to the edge of a pre­cip­ice. We must wish you good morn­ing now, Mrs. Ly­ons, and it is prob­able that you will very shortly hear from us again.”

			“Our case be­comes roun­ded off, and dif­fi­culty after dif­fi­culty thins away in front of us,” said Holmes as we stood wait­ing for the ar­rival of the ex­press from town. “I shall soon be in the po­s­i­tion of be­ing able to put in­to a single con­nec­ted nar­rat­ive one of the most sin­gu­lar and sen­sa­tion­al crimes of mod­ern times. Stu­dents of crim­in­o­logy will re­mem­ber the ana­log­ous in­cid­ents in Godno, in Little Rus­sia, in the year ’66, and of course there are the An­der­son murders in North Car­o­lina, but this case pos­sesses some fea­tures which are en­tirely its own. Even now we have no clear case against this very wily man. But I shall be very much sur­prised if it is not clear enough be­fore we go to bed this night.”

			The Lon­don ex­press came roar­ing in­to the sta­tion, and a small, wiry bull­dog of a man had sprung from a first-class car­riage. We all three shook hands, and I saw at once from the rev­er­en­tial way in which Lestrade gazed at my com­pan­ion that he had learned a good deal since the days when they had first worked to­geth­er. I could well re­mem­ber the scorn which the the­or­ies of the reason­er used then to ex­cite in the prac­tic­al man.

			“Any­thing good?” he asked.

			“The biggest thing for years,” said Holmes. “We have two hours be­fore we need think of start­ing. I think we might em­ploy it in get­ting some din­ner and then, Lestrade, we will take the Lon­don fog out of your throat by giv­ing you a breath of the pure night air of Dart­moor. Nev­er been there? Ah, well, I don’t sup­pose you will for­get your first vis­it.”

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The Hound of the Bask­ervilles

			
			One of Sher­lock Holmes’s de­fects—if, in­deed, one may call it a de­fect—was that he was ex­ceed­ingly loath to com­mu­nic­ate his full plans to any oth­er per­son un­til the in­stant of their ful­fil­ment. Partly it came no doubt from his own mas­ter­ful nature, which loved to dom­in­ate and sur­prise those who were around him. Partly also from his pro­fes­sion­al cau­tion, which urged him nev­er to take any chances. The res­ult, how­ever, was very try­ing for those who were act­ing as his agents and as­sist­ants. I had of­ten suffered un­der it, but nev­er more so than dur­ing that long drive in the dark­ness. The great or­deal was in front of us; at last we were about to make our fi­nal ef­fort, and yet Holmes had said noth­ing, and I could only sur­mise what his course of ac­tion would be. My nerves thrilled with an­ti­cip­a­tion when at last the cold wind upon our faces and the dark, void spaces on either side of the nar­row road told me that we were back upon the moor once again. Every stride of the horses and every turn of the wheels was tak­ing us near­er to our su­preme ad­ven­ture.

			Our con­ver­sa­tion was hampered by the pres­ence of the driver of the hired wag­on­ette, so that we were forced to talk of trivi­al mat­ters when our nerves were tense with emo­tion and an­ti­cip­a­tion. It was a re­lief to me, after that un­nat­ur­al re­straint, when we at last passed Frank­land’s house and knew that we were draw­ing near to the Hall and to the scene of ac­tion. We did not drive up to the door but got down near the gate of the av­en­ue. The wag­on­ette was paid off and ordered to re­turn to Coombe Tracey forth­with, while we star­ted to walk to Mer­rip­it House.

			“Are you armed, Lestrade?”

			The little de­tect­ive smiled. “As long as I have my trousers I have a hip-pock­et, and as long as I have my hip-pock­et I have some­thing in it.”

			“Good! My friend and I are also ready for emer­gen­cies.”

			“You’re mighty close about this af­fair, Mr. Holmes. What’s the game now?”

			“A wait­ing game.”

			“My word, it does not seem a very cheer­ful place,” said the de­tect­ive with a shiver, glan­cing round him at the gloomy slopes of the hill and at the huge lake of fog which lay over the Grim­pen Mire. “I see the lights of a house ahead of us.”

			“That is Mer­rip­it House and the end of our jour­ney. I must re­quest you to walk on tip­toe and not to talk above a whis­per.”

			We moved cau­tiously along the track as if we were bound for the house, but Holmes hal­ted us when we were about two hun­dred yards from it.

			“This will do,” said he. “These rocks upon the right make an ad­mir­able screen.”

			“We are to wait here?”

			“Yes, we shall make our little am­bush here. Get in­to this hol­low, Lestrade. You have been in­side the house, have you not, Wat­son? Can you tell the po­s­i­tion of the rooms? What are those lat­ticed win­dows at this end?”

			“I think they are the kit­chen win­dows.”

			“And the one bey­ond, which shines so brightly?”

			“That is cer­tainly the din­ing-room.”

			“The blinds are up. You know the lie of the land best. Creep for­ward quietly and see what they are do­ing—but for heav­en’s sake don’t let them know that they are watched!”

			I tip­toed down the path and stooped be­hind the low wall which sur­roun­ded the stun­ted orch­ard. Creep­ing in its shad­ow I reached a point whence I could look straight through the un­cur­tained win­dow.

			There were only two men in the room, Sir Henry and Stapleton. They sat with their pro­files to­wards me on either side of the round table. Both of them were smoking ci­gars, and cof­fee and wine were in front of them. Stapleton was talk­ing with an­im­a­tion, but the bar­on­et looked pale and dis­trait. Per­haps the thought of that lonely walk across the ill-omened moor was weigh­ing heav­ily upon his mind.

			As I watched them Stapleton rose and left the room, while Sir Henry filled his glass again and leaned back in his chair, puff­ing at his ci­gar. I heard the creak of a door and the crisp sound of boots upon gravel. The steps passed along the path on the oth­er side of the wall un­der which I crouched. Look­ing over, I saw the nat­ur­al­ist pause at the door of an out­house in the corner of the orch­ard. A key turned in a lock, and as he passed in there was a curi­ous scuff­ling noise from with­in. He was only a minute or so in­side, and then I heard the key turn once more and he passed me and reentered the house. I saw him re­join his guest, and I crept quietly back to where my com­pan­ions were wait­ing to tell them what I had seen.

			“You say, Wat­son, that the lady is not there?” Holmes asked when I had fin­ished my re­port.

			“No.”

			“Where can she be, then, since there is no light in any oth­er room ex­cept the kit­chen?”

			“I can­not think where she is.”

			I have said that over the great Grim­pen Mire there hung a dense, white fog. It was drift­ing slowly in our dir­ec­tion and banked it­self up like a wall on that side of us, low but thick and well defined. The moon shone on it, and it looked like a great shim­mer­ing ice-field, with the heads of the dis­tant tors as rocks borne upon its sur­face. Holmes’s face was turned to­wards it, and he muttered im­pa­tiently as he watched its slug­gish drift.

			“It’s mov­ing to­wards us, Wat­son.”

			“Is that ser­i­ous?”

			“Very ser­i­ous, in­deed—the one thing upon earth which could have dis­ar­ranged my plans. He can’t be very long, now. It is already ten o’clock. Our suc­cess and even his life may de­pend upon his com­ing out be­fore the fog is over the path.”

			The night was clear and fine above us. The stars shone cold and bright, while a half-moon bathed the whole scene in a soft, un­cer­tain light. Be­fore us lay the dark bulk of the house, its ser­rated roof and brist­ling chim­neys hard out­lined against the sil­ver-spangled sky. Broad bars of golden light from the lower win­dows stretched across the orch­ard and the moor. One of them was sud­denly shut off. The ser­vants had left the kit­chen. There only re­mained the lamp in the din­ing-room where the two men, the mur­der­ous host and the un­con­scious guest, still chat­ted over their ci­gars.

			Every minute that white woolly plain which covered one-half of the moor was drift­ing closer and closer to the house. Already the first thin wisps of it were curl­ing across the golden square of the lighted win­dow. The farther wall of the orch­ard was already in­vis­ible, and the trees were stand­ing out of a swirl of white va­pour. As we watched it the fog-wreaths came crawl­ing round both corners of the house and rolled slowly in­to one dense bank on which the up­per floor and the roof floated like a strange ship upon a shad­owy sea. Holmes struck his hand pas­sion­ately upon the rock in front of us and stamped his feet in his im­pa­tience.

			“If he isn’t out in a quarter of an hour the path will be covered. In half an hour we won’t be able to see our hands in front of us.”

			“Shall we move farther back upon high­er ground?”

			“Yes, I think it would be as well.”

			So as the fog-bank flowed on­ward we fell back be­fore it un­til we were half a mile from the house, and still that dense white sea, with the moon sil­ver­ing its up­per edge, swept slowly and in­ex­or­ably on.

			“We are go­ing too far,” said Holmes. “We dare not take the chance of his be­ing over­taken be­fore he can reach us. At all costs we must hold our ground where we are.” He dropped on his knees and clapped his ear to the ground. “Thank God, I think that I hear him com­ing.”

			A sound of quick steps broke the si­lence of the moor. Crouch­ing among the stones we stared in­tently at the sil­ver-tipped bank in front of us. The steps grew louder, and through the fog, as through a cur­tain, there stepped the man whom we were await­ing. He looked round him in sur­prise as he emerged in­to the clear, starlit night. Then he came swiftly along the path, passed close to where we lay, and went on up the long slope be­hind us. As he walked he glanced con­tinu­ally over either shoulder, like a man who is ill at ease.

			“Hist!” cried Holmes, and I heard the sharp click of a cock­ing pis­tol. “Look out! It’s com­ing!”

			There was a thin, crisp, con­tinu­ous pat­ter from some­where in the heart of that crawl­ing bank. The cloud was with­in fifty yards of where we lay, and we glared at it, all three, un­cer­tain what hor­ror was about to break from the heart of it. I was at Holmes’s el­bow, and I glanced for an in­stant at his face. It was pale and ex­ult­ant, his eyes shin­ing brightly in the moon­light. But sud­denly they star­ted for­ward in a ri­gid, fixed stare, and his lips par­ted in amazement. At the same in­stant Lestrade gave a yell of ter­ror and threw him­self face down­ward upon the ground. I sprang to my feet, my in­ert hand grasp­ing my pis­tol, my mind para­lyzed by the dread­ful shape which had sprung out upon us from the shad­ows of the fog. A hound it was, an enorm­ous coal-black hound, but not such a hound as mor­tal eyes have ever seen. Fire burst from its open mouth, its eyes glowed with a smoul­der­ing glare, its muzzle and hackles and dew­lap were out­lined in flick­er­ing flame. Nev­er in the de­li­ri­ous dream of a dis­ordered brain could any­thing more sav­age, more ap­palling, more hellish be con­ceived than that dark form and sav­age face which broke upon us out of the wall of fog.

			With long bounds the huge black creature was leap­ing down the track, fol­low­ing hard upon the foot­steps of our friend. So para­lyzed were we by the ap­par­i­tion that we al­lowed him to pass be­fore we had re­covered our nerve. Then Holmes and I both fired to­geth­er, and the creature gave a hideous howl, which showed that one at least had hit him. He did not pause, how­ever, but bounded on­ward. Far away on the path we saw Sir Henry look­ing back, his face white in the moon­light, his hands raised in hor­ror, glar­ing help­lessly at the fright­ful thing which was hunt­ing him down. But that cry of pain from the hound had blown all our fears to the winds. If he was vul­ner­able he was mor­tal, and if we could wound him we could kill him. Nev­er have I seen a man run as Holmes ran that night. I am reckoned fleet of foot, but he out­paced me as much as I out­paced the little pro­fes­sion­al. In front of us as we flew up the track we heard scream after scream from Sir Henry and the deep roar of the hound. I was in time to see the beast spring upon its vic­tim, hurl him to the ground, and worry at his throat. But the next in­stant Holmes had emp­tied five bar­rels of his re­volver in­to the creature’s flank. With a last howl of agony and a vi­cious snap in the air, it rolled upon its back, four feet paw­ing furi­ously, and then fell limp upon its side. I stooped, pant­ing, and pressed my pis­tol to the dread­ful, shim­mer­ing head, but it was use­less to press the trig­ger. The gi­ant hound was dead.

			Sir Henry lay in­sens­ible where he had fallen. We tore away his col­lar, and Holmes breathed a pray­er of grat­it­ude when we saw that there was no sign of a wound and that the res­cue had been in time. Already our friend’s eye­lids shivered and he made a feeble ef­fort to move. Lestrade thrust his brandy-flask between the bar­on­et’s teeth, and two frightened eyes were look­ing up at us.

			“My God!” he whispered. “What was it? What, in heav­en’s name, was it?”

			“It’s dead, whatever it is,” said Holmes. “We’ve laid the fam­ily ghost once and forever.”

			In mere size and strength it was a ter­rible creature which was ly­ing stretched be­fore us. It was not a pure blood­hound and it was not a pure mastiff; but it ap­peared to be a com­bin­a­tion of the two—gaunt, sav­age, and as large as a small li­on­ess. Even now in the still­ness of death, the huge jaws seemed to be drip­ping with a blu­ish flame and the small, deep-set, cruel eyes were ringed with fire. I placed my hand upon the glow­ing muzzle, and as I held them up my own fin­gers smouldered and gleamed in the dark­ness.

			“Phos­phor­us,” I said.

			“A cun­ning pre­par­a­tion of it,” said Holmes, sniff­ing at the dead an­im­al. “There is no smell which might have in­terfered with his power of scent. We owe you a deep apo­logy, Sir Henry, for hav­ing ex­posed you to this fright. I was pre­pared for a hound, but not for such a creature as this. And the fog gave us little time to re­ceive him.”

			“You have saved my life.”

			“Hav­ing first en­dangered it. Are you strong enough to stand?”

			“Give me an­oth­er mouth­ful of that brandy and I shall be ready for any­thing. So! Now, if you will help me up. What do you pro­pose to do?”

			“To leave you here. You are not fit for fur­ther ad­ven­tures to­night. If you will wait, one or oth­er of us will go back with you to the Hall.”

			He tried to stag­ger to his feet; but he was still ghastly pale and trem­bling in every limb. We helped him to a rock, where he sat shiv­er­ing with his face bur­ied in his hands.

			“We must leave you now,” said Holmes. “The rest of our work must be done, and every mo­ment is of im­port­ance. We have our case, and now we only want our man.

			“It’s a thou­sand to one against our find­ing him at the house,” he con­tin­ued as we re­traced our steps swiftly down the path. “Those shots must have told him that the game was up.”

			“We were some dis­tance off, and this fog may have deadened them.”

			“He fol­lowed the hound to call him off—of that you may be cer­tain. No, no, he’s gone by this time! But we’ll search the house and make sure.”

			The front door was open, so we rushed in and hur­ried from room to room to the amazement of a dod­der­ing old manser­vant, who met us in the pas­sage. There was no light save in the din­ing-room, but Holmes caught up the lamp and left no corner of the house un­ex­plored. No sign could we see of the man whom we were chas­ing. On the up­per floor, how­ever, one of the bed­room doors was locked.

			“There’s someone in here,” cried Lestrade. “I can hear a move­ment. Open this door!”

			A faint moan­ing and rust­ling came from with­in. Holmes struck the door just over the lock with the flat of his foot and it flew open. Pis­tol in hand, we all three rushed in­to the room.

			But there was no sign with­in it of that des­per­ate and de­fi­ant vil­lain whom we ex­pec­ted to see. In­stead we were faced by an ob­ject so strange and so un­ex­pec­ted that we stood for a mo­ment star­ing at it in amazement.

			The room had been fash­ioned in­to a small mu­seum, and the walls were lined by a num­ber of glass-topped cases full of that col­lec­tion of but­ter­flies and moths the form­a­tion of which had been the re­lax­a­tion of this com­plex and dan­ger­ous man. In the centre of this room there was an up­right beam, which had been placed at some peri­od as a sup­port for the old worm-eaten baulk of tim­ber which spanned the roof. To this post a fig­ure was tied, so swathed and muffled in the sheets which had been used to se­cure it that one could not for the mo­ment tell wheth­er it was that of a man or a wo­man. One tow­el passed round the throat and was se­cured at the back of the pil­lar. An­oth­er covered the lower part of the face, and over it two dark eyes—eyes full of grief and shame and a dread­ful ques­tion­ing—stared back at us. In a minute we had torn off the gag, un­swathed the bonds, and Mrs. Stapleton sank upon the floor in front of us. As her beau­ti­ful head fell upon her chest I saw the clear red weal of a whip­lash across her neck.

			“The brute!” cried Holmes. “Here, Lestrade, your brandy-bottle! Put her in the chair! She has fain­ted from ill-us­age and ex­haus­tion.”

			She opened her eyes again.

			“Is he safe?” she asked. “Has he es­caped?”

			“He can­not es­cape us, madam.”

			“No, no, I did not mean my hus­band. Sir Henry? Is he safe?”

			“Yes.”

			“And the hound?”

			“It is dead.”

			She gave a long sigh of sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Thank God! Thank God! Oh, this vil­lain! See how he has treated me!” She shot her arms out from her sleeves, and we saw with hor­ror that they were all mottled with bruises. “But this is noth­ing—noth­ing! It is my mind and soul that he has tor­tured and de­filed. I could en­dure it all, ill-us­age, solitude, a life of de­cep­tion, everything, as long as I could still cling to the hope that I had his love, but now I know that in this also I have been his dupe and his tool.” She broke in­to pas­sion­ate sob­bing as she spoke.

			“You bear him no good will, madam,” said Holmes. “Tell us then where we shall find him. If you have ever aided him in evil, help us now and so atone.”

			“There is but one place where he can have fled,” she answered. “There is an old tin mine on an is­land in the heart of the mire. It was there that he kept his hound and there also he had made pre­par­a­tions so that he might have a refuge. That is where he would fly.”

			The fog-bank lay like white wool against the win­dow. Holmes held the lamp to­wards it.

			“See,” said he. “No one could find his way in­to the Grim­pen Mire to­night.”

			She laughed and clapped her hands. Her eyes and teeth gleamed with fierce mer­ri­ment.

			“He may find his way in, but nev­er out,” she cried. “How can he see the guid­ing wands to­night? We planted them to­geth­er, he and I, to mark the path­way through the mire. Oh, if I could only have plucked them out today. Then in­deed you would have had him at your mercy!”

			It was evid­ent to us that all pur­suit was in vain un­til the fog had lif­ted. Mean­while we left Lestrade in pos­ses­sion of the house while Holmes and I went back with the bar­on­et to Bask­erville Hall. The story of the Stapletons could no longer be with­held from him, but he took the blow bravely when he learned the truth about the wo­man whom he had loved. But the shock of the night’s ad­ven­tures had shattered his nerves, and be­fore morn­ing he lay de­li­ri­ous in a high fever un­der the care of Dr. Mor­timer. The two of them were destined to travel to­geth­er round the world be­fore Sir Henry had be­come once more the hale, hearty man that he had been be­fore he be­came mas­ter of that ill-omened es­tate.

			

			And now I come rap­idly to the con­clu­sion of this sin­gu­lar nar­rat­ive, in which I have tried to make the read­er share those dark fears and vague sur­mises which clouded our lives so long and ended in so tra­gic a man­ner. On the morn­ing after the death of the hound the fog had lif­ted and we were guided by Mrs. Stapleton to the point where they had found a path­way through the bog. It helped us to real­ize the hor­ror of this wo­man’s life when we saw the eager­ness and joy with which she laid us on her hus­band’s track. We left her stand­ing upon the thin pen­in­sula of firm, peaty soil which tapered out in­to the wide­spread bog. From the end of it a small wand planted here and there showed where the path zig­zagged from tuft to tuft of rushes among those green-scummed pits and foul quag­mires which barred the way to the stranger. Rank reeds and lush, slimy wa­ter-plants sent an odour of de­cay and a heavy mi­as­mat­ic va­pour onto our faces, while a false step plunged us more than once thigh-deep in­to the dark, quiv­er­ing mire, which shook for yards in soft un­du­la­tions around our feet. Its ten­a­cious grip plucked at our heels as we walked, and when we sank in­to it it was as if some ma­lig­nant hand was tug­ging us down in­to those ob­scene depths, so grim and pur­pose­ful was the clutch in which it held us. Once only we saw a trace that someone had passed that per­il­ous way be­fore us. From amid a tuft of cot­ton grass which bore it up out of the slime some dark thing was pro­ject­ing. Holmes sank to his waist as he stepped from the path to seize it, and had we not been there to drag him out he could nev­er have set his foot upon firm land again. He held an old black boot in the air. “Mey­ers, Toronto,” was prin­ted on the leath­er in­side.

			“It is worth a mud bath,” said he. “It is our friend Sir Henry’s miss­ing boot.”

			“Thrown there by Stapleton in his flight.”

			“Ex­actly. He re­tained it in his hand after us­ing it to set the hound upon the track. He fled when he knew the game was up, still clutch­ing it. And he hurled it away at this point of his flight. We know at least that he came so far in safety.”

			But more than that we were nev­er destined to know, though there was much which we might sur­mise. There was no chance of find­ing foot­steps in the mire, for the rising mud oozed swiftly in upon them, but as we at last reached firmer ground bey­ond the mor­ass we all looked eagerly for them. But no slight­est sign of them ever met our eyes. If the earth told a true story, then Stapleton nev­er reached that is­land of refuge to­wards which he struggled through the fog upon that last night. Some­where in the heart of the great Grim­pen Mire, down in the foul slime of the huge mor­ass which had sucked him in, this cold and cruel-hearted man is forever bur­ied.

			Many traces we found of him in the bog-girt is­land where he had hid his sav­age ally. A huge driv­ing-wheel and a shaft half-filled with rub­bish showed the po­s­i­tion of an aban­doned mine. Be­side it were the crum­bling re­mains of the cot­tages of the miners, driv­en away no doubt by the foul reek of the sur­round­ing swamp. In one of these a staple and chain with a quant­ity of gnawed bones showed where the an­im­al had been con­fined. A skel­et­on with a tangle of brown hair ad­her­ing to it lay among the debris.

			“A dog!” said Holmes. “By Jove, a curly-haired span­iel. Poor Mor­timer will nev­er see his pet again. Well, I do not know that this place con­tains any secret which we have not already fathomed. He could hide his hound, but he could not hush its voice, and hence came those cries which even in day­light were not pleas­ant to hear. On an emer­gency he could keep the hound in the out­house at Mer­rip­it, but it was al­ways a risk, and it was only on the su­preme day, which he re­garded as the end of all his ef­forts, that he dared do it. This paste in the tin is no doubt the lu­min­ous mix­ture with which the creature was daubed. It was sug­ges­ted, of course, by the story of the fam­ily hell­hound, and by the de­sire to fright­en old Sir Charles to death. No won­der the poor dev­il of a con­vict ran and screamed, even as our friend did, and as we ourselves might have done, when he saw such a creature bound­ing through the dark­ness of the moor upon his track. It was a cun­ning device, for, apart from the chance of driv­ing your vic­tim to his death, what peas­ant would ven­ture to in­quire too closely in­to such a creature should he get sight of it, as many have done, upon the moor? I said it in Lon­don, Wat­son, and I say it again now, that nev­er yet have we helped to hunt down a more dan­ger­ous man than he who is ly­ing yon­der”—he swept his long arm to­wards the huge mottled ex­panse of green-splotched bog which stretched away un­til it merged in­to the rus­set slopes of the moor.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				A Ret­ro­spec­tion

			
			It was the end of Novem­ber, and Holmes and I sat, upon a raw and foggy night, on either side of a blaz­ing fire in our sit­ting-room in Baker Street. Since the tra­gic up­shot of our vis­it to Devon­shire he had been en­gaged in two af­fairs of the ut­most im­port­ance, in the first of which he had ex­posed the at­ro­cious con­duct of Col­on­el Up­wood in con­nec­tion with the fam­ous card scan­dal of the Non­pareil Club, while in the second he had de­fen­ded the un­for­tu­nate Mme. Mont­pen­si­er from the charge of murder which hung over her in con­nec­tion with the death of her step­daugh­ter, Mlle. Carere, the young lady who, as it will be re­membered, was found six months later alive and mar­ried in New York. My friend was in ex­cel­lent spir­its over the suc­cess which had at­ten­ded a suc­ces­sion of dif­fi­cult and im­port­ant cases, so that I was able to in­duce him to dis­cuss the de­tails of the Bask­erville mys­tery. I had waited pa­tiently for the op­por­tun­ity for I was aware that he would nev­er per­mit cases to over­lap, and that his clear and lo­gic­al mind would not be drawn from its present work to dwell upon memor­ies of the past. Sir Henry and Dr. Mor­timer were, how­ever, in Lon­don, on their way to that long voy­age which had been re­com­men­ded for the res­tor­a­tion of his shattered nerves. They had called upon us that very af­ter­noon, so that it was nat­ur­al that the sub­ject should come up for dis­cus­sion.

			“The whole course of events,” said Holmes, “from the point of view of the man who called him­self Stapleton was simple and dir­ect, al­though to us, who had no means in the be­gin­ning of know­ing the motives of his ac­tions and could only learn part of the facts, it all ap­peared ex­ceed­ingly com­plex. I have had the ad­vant­age of two con­ver­sa­tions with Mrs. Stapleton, and the case has now been so en­tirely cleared up that I am not aware that there is any­thing which has re­mained a secret to us. You will find a few notes upon the mat­ter un­der the head­ing B in my in­dexed list of cases.”

			“Per­haps you would kindly give me a sketch of the course of events from memory.”

			“Cer­tainly, though I can­not guar­an­tee that I carry all the facts in my mind. In­tense men­tal con­cen­tra­tion has a curi­ous way of blot­ting out what has passed. The bar­ris­ter who has his case at his fin­gers’ ends and is able to ar­gue with an ex­pert upon his own sub­ject finds that a week or two of the courts will drive it all out of his head once more. So each of my cases dis­places the last, and Mlle. Carere has blurred my re­col­lec­tion of Bask­erville Hall. To­mor­row some oth­er little prob­lem may be sub­mit­ted to my no­tice which will in turn dis­pos­sess the fair French lady and the in­fam­ous Up­wood. So far as the case of the hound goes, how­ever, I will give you the course of events as nearly as I can, and you will sug­gest any­thing which I may have for­got­ten.

			“My in­quir­ies show bey­ond all ques­tion that the fam­ily por­trait did not lie, and that this fel­low was in­deed a Bask­erville. He was a son of that Rodger Bask­erville, the young­er broth­er of Sir Charles, who fled with a sin­is­ter repu­ta­tion to South Amer­ica, where he was said to have died un­mar­ried. He did, as a mat­ter of fact, marry, and had one child, this fel­low, whose real name is the same as his fath­er’s. He mar­ried Beryl Gar­cia, one of the beau­ties of Costa Rica, and, hav­ing pur­loined a con­sid­er­able sum of pub­lic money, he changed his name to Van­deleur and fled to Eng­land, where he es­tab­lished a school in the east of York­shire. His reas­on for at­tempt­ing this spe­cial line of busi­ness was that he had struck up an ac­quaint­ance with a con­sumptive tu­tor upon the voy­age home, and that he had used this man’s abil­ity to make the un­der­tak­ing a suc­cess. Fraser, the tu­tor, died how­ever, and the school which had be­gun well sank from dis­rep­ute in­to in­famy. The Van­deleurs found it con­veni­ent to change their name to Stapleton, and he brought the re­mains of his for­tune, his schemes for the fu­ture, and his taste for en­to­mo­logy to the south of Eng­land. I learned at the Brit­ish Mu­seum that he was a re­cog­nized au­thor­ity upon the sub­ject, and that the name of Van­deleur has been per­man­ently at­tached to a cer­tain moth which he had, in his York­shire days, been the first to de­scribe.

			“We now come to that por­tion of his life which has proved to be of such in­tense in­terest to us. The fel­low had evid­ently made in­quiry and found that only two lives in­ter­vened between him and a valu­able es­tate. When he went to Devon­shire his plans were, I be­lieve, ex­ceed­ingly hazy, but that he meant mis­chief from the first is evid­ent from the way in which he took his wife with him in the char­ac­ter of his sis­ter. The idea of us­ing her as a de­coy was clearly already in his mind, though he may not have been cer­tain how the de­tails of his plot were to be ar­ranged. He meant in the end to have the es­tate, and he was ready to use any tool or run any risk for that end. His first act was to es­tab­lish him­self as near to his an­ces­tral home as he could, and his second was to cul­tiv­ate a friend­ship with Sir Charles Bask­erville and with the neigh­bours.

			“The bar­on­et him­self told him about the fam­ily hound, and so pre­pared the way for his own death. Stapleton, as I will con­tin­ue to call him, knew that the old man’s heart was weak and that a shock would kill him. So much he had learned from Dr. Mor­timer. He had heard also that Sir Charles was su­per­sti­tious and had taken this grim le­gend very ser­i­ously. His in­geni­ous mind in­stantly sug­ges­ted a way by which the bar­on­et could be done to death, and yet it would be hardly pos­sible to bring home the guilt to the real mur­der­er.

			“Hav­ing con­ceived the idea he pro­ceeded to carry it out with con­sid­er­able fin­esse. An or­din­ary schemer would have been con­tent to work with a sav­age hound. The use of ar­ti­fi­cial means to make the creature diabol­ic­al was a flash of geni­us upon his part. The dog he bought in Lon­don from Ross and Mangles, the deal­ers in Ful­ham Road. It was the strongest and most sav­age in their pos­ses­sion. He brought it down by the North Devon line and walked a great dis­tance over the moor so as to get it home without ex­cit­ing any re­marks. He had already on his in­sect hunts learned to pen­et­rate the Grim­pen Mire, and so had found a safe hid­ing-place for the creature. Here he ken­nelled it and waited his chance.

			“But it was some time com­ing. The old gen­tle­man could not be de­coyed out­side of his grounds at night. Sev­er­al times Stapleton lurked about with his hound, but without avail. It was dur­ing these fruit­less quests that he, or rather his ally, was seen by peas­ants, and that the le­gend of the de­mon dog re­ceived a new con­firm­a­tion. He had hoped that his wife might lure Sir Charles to his ru­in, but here she proved un­ex­pec­tedly in­de­pend­ent. She would not en­deav­our to en­tangle the old gen­tle­man in a sen­ti­ment­al at­tach­ment which might de­liv­er him over to his en­emy. Threats and even, I am sorry to say, blows re­fused to move her. She would have noth­ing to do with it, and for a time Stapleton was at a dead­lock.

			“He found a way out of his dif­fi­culties through the chance that Sir Charles, who had con­ceived a friend­ship for him, made him the min­is­ter of his char­ity in the case of this un­for­tu­nate wo­man, Mrs. Laura Ly­ons. By rep­res­ent­ing him­self as a single man he ac­quired com­plete in­flu­ence over her, and he gave her to un­der­stand that in the event of her ob­tain­ing a di­vorce from her hus­band he would marry her. His plans were sud­denly brought to a head by his know­ledge that Sir Charles was about to leave the Hall on the ad­vice of Dr. Mor­timer, with whose opin­ion he him­self pre­ten­ded to co­in­cide. He must act at once, or his vic­tim might get bey­ond his power. He there­fore put pres­sure upon Mrs. Ly­ons to write this let­ter, im­plor­ing the old man to give her an in­ter­view on the even­ing be­fore his de­par­ture for Lon­don. He then, by a spe­cious ar­gu­ment, pre­ven­ted her from go­ing, and so had the chance for which he had waited.

			“Driv­ing back in the even­ing from Coombe Tracey he was in time to get his hound, to treat it with his in­fernal paint, and to bring the beast round to the gate at which he had reas­on to ex­pect that he would find the old gen­tle­man wait­ing. The dog, in­cited by its mas­ter, sprang over the wick­et-gate and pur­sued the un­for­tu­nate bar­on­et, who fled scream­ing down the yew al­ley. In that gloomy tun­nel it must in­deed have been a dread­ful sight to see that huge black creature, with its flam­ing jaws and blaz­ing eyes, bound­ing after its vic­tim. He fell dead at the end of the al­ley from heart dis­ease and ter­ror. The hound had kept upon the grassy bor­der while the bar­on­et had run down the path, so that no track but the man’s was vis­ible. On see­ing him ly­ing still the creature had prob­ably ap­proached to sniff at him, but find­ing him dead had turned away again. It was then that it left the print which was ac­tu­ally ob­served by Dr. Mor­timer. The hound was called off and hur­ried away to its lair in the Grim­pen Mire, and a mys­tery was left which puzzled the au­thor­it­ies, alarmed the coun­tryside, and fi­nally brought the case with­in the scope of our ob­ser­va­tion.

			“So much for the death of Sir Charles Bask­erville. You per­ceive the dev­il­ish cun­ning of it, for really it would be al­most im­possible to make a case against the real mur­der­er. His only ac­com­plice was one who could nev­er give him away, and the grot­esque, in­con­ceiv­able nature of the device only served to make it more ef­fect­ive. Both of the wo­men con­cerned in the case, Mrs. Stapleton and Mrs. Laura Ly­ons, were left with a strong sus­pi­cion against Stapleton. Mrs. Stapleton knew that he had designs upon the old man, and also of the ex­ist­ence of the hound. Mrs. Ly­ons knew neither of these things, but had been im­pressed by the death oc­cur­ring at the time of an un­can­celled ap­point­ment which was only known to him. How­ever, both of them were un­der his in­flu­ence, and he had noth­ing to fear from them. The first half of his task was suc­cess­fully ac­com­plished but the more dif­fi­cult still re­mained.

			“It is pos­sible that Stapleton did not know of the ex­ist­ence of an heir in Canada. In any case he would very soon learn it from his friend Dr. Mor­timer, and he was told by the lat­ter all de­tails about the ar­rival of Henry Bask­erville. Stapleton’s first idea was that this young stranger from Canada might pos­sibly be done to death in Lon­don without com­ing down to Devon­shire at all. He dis­trus­ted his wife ever since she had re­fused to help him in lay­ing a trap for the old man, and he dared not leave her long out of his sight for fear he should lose his in­flu­ence over her. It was for this reas­on that he took her to Lon­don with him. They lodged, I find, at the Mexbor­ough Private Hotel, in Craven Street, which was ac­tu­ally one of those called upon by my agent in search of evid­ence. Here he kept his wife im­prisoned in her room while he, dis­guised in a beard, fol­lowed Dr. Mor­timer to Baker Street and af­ter­wards to the sta­tion and to the Northum­ber­land Hotel. His wife had some ink­ling of his plans; but she had such a fear of her hus­band—a fear foun­ded upon bru­tal ill-treat­ment—that she dare not write to warn the man whom she knew to be in danger. If the let­ter should fall in­to Stapleton’s hands her own life would not be safe. Even­tu­ally, as we know, she ad­op­ted the ex­pedi­ent of cut­ting out the words which would form the mes­sage, and ad­dress­ing the let­ter in a dis­guised hand. It reached the bar­on­et, and gave him the first warn­ing of his danger.

			“It was very es­sen­tial for Stapleton to get some art­icle of Sir Henry’s at­tire so that, in case he was driv­en to use the dog, he might al­ways have the means of set­ting him upon his track. With char­ac­ter­ist­ic prompt­ness and au­da­city he set about this at once, and we can­not doubt that the boots or cham­ber­maid of the hotel was well bribed to help him in his design. By chance, how­ever, the first boot which was pro­cured for him was a new one and, there­fore, use­less for his pur­pose. He then had it re­turned and ob­tained an­oth­er—a most in­struct­ive in­cid­ent, since it proved con­clus­ively to my mind that we were deal­ing with a real hound, as no oth­er sup­pos­i­tion could ex­plain this anxi­ety to ob­tain an old boot and this in­dif­fer­ence to a new one. The more out­ré and grot­esque an in­cid­ent is the more care­fully it de­serves to be ex­amined, and the very point which ap­pears to com­plic­ate a case is, when duly con­sidered and sci­en­tific­ally handled, the one which is most likely to elu­cid­ate it.

			“Then we had the vis­it from our friends next morn­ing, shad­owed al­ways by Stapleton in the cab. From his know­ledge of our rooms and of my ap­pear­ance, as well as from his gen­er­al con­duct, I am in­clined to think that Stapleton’s ca­reer of crime has been by no means lim­ited to this single Bask­erville af­fair. It is sug­gest­ive that dur­ing the last three years there have been four con­sid­er­able burg­lar­ies in the west coun­try, for none of which was any crim­in­al ever ar­res­ted. The last of these, at Folke­stone Court, in May, was re­mark­able for the cold-blooded pis­tolling of the page, who sur­prised the masked and sol­it­ary burg­lar. I can­not doubt that Stapleton re­cruited his wan­ing re­sources in this fash­ion, and that for years he has been a des­per­ate and dan­ger­ous man.

			“We had an ex­ample of his read­i­ness of re­source that morn­ing when he got away from us so suc­cess­fully, and also of his au­da­city in send­ing back my own name to me through the cab­man. From that mo­ment he un­der­stood that I had taken over the case in Lon­don, and that there­fore there was no chance for him there. He re­turned to Dart­moor and awaited the ar­rival of the bar­on­et.”

			“One mo­ment!” said I. “You have, no doubt, de­scribed the se­quence of events cor­rectly, but there is one point which you have left un­ex­plained. What be­came of the hound when its mas­ter was in Lon­don?”

			“I have giv­en some at­ten­tion to this mat­ter and it is un­doubtedly of im­port­ance. There can be no ques­tion that Stapleton had a con­fid­ant, though it is un­likely that he ever placed him­self in his power by shar­ing all his plans with him. There was an old manser­vant at Mer­rip­it House, whose name was An­thony. His con­nec­tion with the Stapletons can be traced for sev­er­al years, as far back as the school-mas­ter­ing days, so that he must have been aware that his mas­ter and mis­tress were really hus­band and wife. This man has dis­ap­peared and has es­caped from the coun­try. It is sug­gest­ive that An­thony is not a com­mon name in Eng­land, while Ant­o­nio is so in all Span­ish or Span­ish-Amer­ic­an coun­tries. The man, like Mrs. Stapleton her­self, spoke good Eng­lish, but with a curi­ous lisp­ing ac­cent. I have my­self seen this old man cross the Grim­pen Mire by the path which Stapleton had marked out. It is very prob­able, there­fore, that in the ab­sence of his mas­ter it was he who cared for the hound, though he may nev­er have known the pur­pose for which the beast was used.

			“The Stapletons then went down to Devon­shire, whith­er they were soon fol­lowed by Sir Henry and you. One word now as to how I stood my­self at that time. It may pos­sibly re­cur to your memory that when I ex­amined the pa­per upon which the prin­ted words were fastened I made a close in­spec­tion for the wa­ter­mark. In do­ing so I held it with­in a few inches of my eyes, and was con­scious of a faint smell of the scent known as white jes­sa­mine. There are sev­enty-five per­fumes, which it is very ne­ces­sary that a crim­in­al ex­pert should be able to dis­tin­guish from each oth­er, and cases have more than once with­in my own ex­per­i­ence de­pended upon their prompt re­cog­ni­tion. The scent sug­ges­ted the pres­ence of a lady, and already my thoughts began to turn to­wards the Stapletons. Thus I had made cer­tain of the hound, and had guessed at the crim­in­al be­fore ever we went to the west coun­try.

			“It was my game to watch Stapleton. It was evid­ent, how­ever, that I could not do this if I were with you, since he would be keenly on his guard. I de­ceived every­body, there­fore, your­self in­cluded, and I came down secretly when I was sup­posed to be in Lon­don. My hard­ships were not so great as you ima­gined, though such tri­fling de­tails must nev­er in­ter­fere with the in­vest­ig­a­tion of a case. I stayed for the most part at Coombe Tracey, and only used the hut upon the moor when it was ne­ces­sary to be near the scene of ac­tion. Cartwright had come down with me, and in his dis­guise as a coun­try boy he was of great as­sist­ance to me. I was de­pend­ent upon him for food and clean lin­en. When I was watch­ing Stapleton, Cartwright was fre­quently watch­ing you, so that I was able to keep my hand upon all the strings.

			“I have already told you that your re­ports reached me rap­idly, be­ing for­war­ded in­stantly from Baker Street to Coombe Tracey. They were of great ser­vice to me, and es­pe­cially that one in­cid­ent­ally truth­ful piece of bio­graphy of Stapleton’s. I was able to es­tab­lish the iden­tity of the man and the wo­man and knew at last ex­actly how I stood. The case had been con­sid­er­ably com­plic­ated through the in­cid­ent of the es­caped con­vict and the re­la­tions between him and the Bar­ry­mores. This also you cleared up in a very ef­fect­ive way, though I had already come to the same con­clu­sions from my own ob­ser­va­tions.

			“By the time that you dis­covered me upon the moor I had a com­plete know­ledge of the whole busi­ness, but I had not a case which could go to a jury. Even Stapleton’s at­tempt upon Sir Henry that night which ended in the death of the un­for­tu­nate con­vict did not help us much in prov­ing murder against our man. There seemed to be no al­tern­at­ive but to catch him red-handed, and to do so we had to use Sir Henry, alone and ap­par­ently un­pro­tec­ted, as a bait. We did so, and at the cost of a severe shock to our cli­ent we suc­ceeded in com­plet­ing our case and driv­ing Stapleton to his de­struc­tion. That Sir Henry should have been ex­posed to this is, I must con­fess, a re­proach to my man­age­ment of the case, but we had no means of fore­see­ing the ter­rible and para­lyz­ing spec­tacle which the beast presen­ted, nor could we pre­dict the fog which en­abled him to burst upon us at such short no­tice. We suc­ceeded in our ob­ject at a cost which both the spe­cial­ist and Dr. Mor­timer as­sure me will be a tem­por­ary one. A long jour­ney may en­able our friend to re­cov­er not only from his shattered nerves but also from his wounded feel­ings. His love for the lady was deep and sin­cere, and to him the sad­dest part of all this black busi­ness was that he should have been de­ceived by her.

			“It only re­mains to in­dic­ate the part which she had played through­out. There can be no doubt that Stapleton ex­er­cised an in­flu­ence over her which may have been love or may have been fear, or very pos­sibly both, since they are by no means in­com­pat­ible emo­tions. It was, at least, ab­so­lutely ef­fect­ive. At his com­mand she con­sen­ted to pass as his sis­ter, though he found the lim­its of his power over her when he en­deav­oured to make her the dir­ect ac­cess­ory to murder. She was ready to warn Sir Henry so far as she could without im­plic­at­ing her hus­band, and again and again she tried to do so. Stapleton him­self seems to have been cap­able of jeal­ousy, and when he saw the bar­on­et pay­ing court to the lady, even though it was part of his own plan, still he could not help in­ter­rupt­ing with a pas­sion­ate out­burst which re­vealed the fiery soul which his self-con­tained man­ner so clev­erly con­cealed. By en­cour­aging the in­tim­acy he made it cer­tain that Sir Henry would fre­quently come to Mer­rip­it House and that he would soon­er or later get the op­por­tun­ity which he de­sired. On the day of the crisis, how­ever, his wife turned sud­denly against him. She had learned some­thing of the death of the con­vict, and she knew that the hound was be­ing kept in the out­house on the even­ing that Sir Henry was com­ing to din­ner. She taxed her hus­band with his in­ten­ded crime, and a furi­ous scene fol­lowed in which he showed her for the first time that she had a rival in his love. Her fi­del­ity turned in an in­stant to bit­ter hatred, and he saw that she would be­tray him. He tied her up, there­fore, that she might have no chance of warn­ing Sir Henry, and he hoped, no doubt, that when the whole coun­tryside put down the bar­on­et’s death to the curse of his fam­ily, as they cer­tainly would do, he could win his wife back to ac­cept an ac­com­plished fact and to keep si­lent upon what she knew. In this I fancy that in any case he made a mis­cal­cu­la­tion, and that, if we had not been there, his doom would none the less have been sealed. A wo­man of Span­ish blood does not con­done such an in­jury so lightly. And now, my dear Wat­son, without re­fer­ring to my notes, I can­not give you a more de­tailed ac­count of this curi­ous case. I do not know that any­thing es­sen­tial has been left un­ex­plained.”

			“He could not hope to fright­en Sir Henry to death as he had done the old uncle with his bo­gie hound.”

			“The beast was sav­age and half-starved. If its ap­pear­ance did not fright­en its vic­tim to death, at least it would para­lyze the res­ist­ance which might be offered.”

			“No doubt. There only re­mains one dif­fi­culty. If Stapleton came in­to the suc­ces­sion, how could he ex­plain the fact that he, the heir, had been liv­ing un­an­nounced un­der an­oth­er name so close to the prop­erty? How could he claim it without caus­ing sus­pi­cion and in­quiry?”

			“It is a for­mid­able dif­fi­culty, and I fear that you ask too much when you ex­pect me to solve it. The past and the present are with­in the field of my in­quiry, but what a man may do in the fu­ture is a hard ques­tion to an­swer. Mrs. Stapleton has heard her hus­band dis­cuss the prob­lem on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions. There were three pos­sible courses. He might claim the prop­erty from South Amer­ica, es­tab­lish his iden­tity be­fore the Brit­ish au­thor­it­ies there and so ob­tain the for­tune without ever com­ing to Eng­land at all, or he might ad­opt an elab­or­ate dis­guise dur­ing the short time that he need be in Lon­don; or, again, he might fur­nish an ac­com­plice with the proofs and pa­pers, put­ting him in as heir, and re­tain­ing a claim upon some pro­por­tion of his in­come. We can­not doubt from what we know of him that he would have found some way out of the dif­fi­culty. And now, my dear Wat­son, we have had some weeks of severe work, and for one even­ing, I think, we may turn our thoughts in­to more pleas­ant chan­nels. I have a box for Les Huguenots. Have you heard the De Reszkes? Might I trouble you then to be ready in half an hour, and we can stop at Mar­cinis for a little din­ner on the way?”
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