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Dear Readers and Friends,

E
ver since Stanford's serial 
reading series began in 
2002, it has been fired by 
the generosity, talent, and 

energy of a remarkable group of peo-
ple at Stanford. Stanford Continuing 
Studies, with the enthusiastic sup-
port of Charles Junkerman, Dean 
and Associate Provost of Continuing 
Studies, has assumed the bulk of the 
considerable financial responsibility 
of this project. With the support of 
the Stanford Alumni Association 
and Stanford University Libraries, 
we anticipate being a part of your 
reading lives for years to come.

Many at Stanford have given 
cheerfully of their intelligence, their 
creativity, and their time to bring 
this series to your home. Linda 
Paulson dreamed up and has di-
rected the project from its beginning. 
Mary Eichbauer, Ph.D., created the 
notes, searched out graphics, and wrote the number 
summaries. John Mustain, Rare Books Librarian in 
Stanford's Special Collections, has been our

resident Conan Doyle collector, as well as our expert 
librarian. Larissa Brookes, Tom Farrell, Janet Sakai, 

Larry Scott, Lauren Scott, Christy Smith, 
Stu Snydman, and Peter Whidden made 
sure that every text and image was ten-
derly treated and clearly scanned. Anna 
Cobb took 100-year-old text and graphics 
and brought them together into compel-
ling harmony on paper and on the website. 
Aerin Wilson took text, graphics, and 
design and created the website. Christine 
Soldahl and Diana Nemerovski coordi-
nated all electronic aspects of the project. 
Ben Knelman, a Stanford senior, has 
answered every single email and voicemail 
message from friends and readers.

The enthusiasm that has already 
greeted this project can only be a tribute to 
Arthur Conan Doyle and to the remark-
able vitality of his fictional detective, Sher-
lock Holmes.

Linda Paulson, Associate Dean and Director, 
Master of Liberal Arts Program
Director, Stanford’s Discovering Dickens Project

       If your copy has not arrived by the end of the following week,

please contact us at sherlockholmes@stanford.edu or at 650-724-9588, 

and we will mail you another copy immediately.

PREVIOUSLY IN 
THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES

CHAPTER 9
Watson and Sir Henry disagree about Sir Henry’s 

intention to go out on the moor alone to meet Miss 
Stapleton.  Rather than break his promise to Hol-
mes never to let Sir Henry go out unaccompanied, 
Watson follows Sir Henry at a distance, intending 
to admit later that he has invaded Sir Henry’s pri-
vacy.  Watching from a vantage point out of earshot, 
Watson sees Miss Stapleton rejecting Sir Henry’s 
advances.  Miss Stapleton’s brother runs towards the 
couple in a temper, and heated words are exchanged.  
Later, Stapleton visits Sir Henry and apologizes, say-
ing that the thought of losing his only companion on 
the lonely moor had upset him.

Watson and Sir Henry lie in wait for Barrymore, 
hoping to discover what he is up to.  They catch him 
shining a light at the same window as before, but he 
refuses to tell why.  Watson observes an answering 
signal light out on the moor.  Distraught, Barrymore 
still refuses to explain, saying it is not his secret to 
tell.  His wife enters and clears up the mystery.  The 
escaped convict, Selden, is her younger brother.  Feel-

For more notes, illustrations, 

and background information, 
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http://sherlockholmes.stanford.edu

ing that she cannot in good conscience abandon him 
to die, she and her husband have been feeding him 
and providing him with clothing.

Watson and Sir Henry decide to try to apprehend 
Selden, so they arm themselves and go out on the 
moor, following the signal light.  On the way, they 
hear the sound that Stapleton told Watson was the 
call of the bittern, but to Sir Henry it sounds like the 
baying of a hound.  On the lonely moor in the dark-
ness, the sound strikes fear into his heart.

As Watson and Sir Henry reach the signal light, 
Selden appears for a moment, but manages to outrun 
them.  As they turn back towards the hall, Watson 
sees a tall, thin man standing on Black Tor, silhou-
etted against the moon.  Apparently, there is another 
unknown person hiding on the moor.

Arthur Conan Doyle
at 22, upon his graduation 

from medical school.
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I shrugged my shoulders.  “If he were safely out of the 
country it would relieve the taxpayer of a burden.” (4)

In Chapter VI of Hound, Selden is described as 
“the Notting Hill murderer.” Watson adds: 

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.

It seems strange that Dr. Watson and Sir Henry 
would be so unconcerned about letting loose a vicious 
murderer on the unsuspecting population of South 
America, simply because his absence from Dartmoor 
Prison would relieve the English taxpayer from the 
burden of supporting him.

Conditions at Dartmoor had improved slightly 
since the previous century, but taxpayers’ money was 
certainly not being wasted on frills. In Five Years’ 
Penal Servitude By One Who Has En-
dured It (1877), 
the anonymous 
author describes 
life in Dartmoor 
prison at around 
the time Selden 
would have been 
there. Sadly, he 
describes a merely 
comfortable ham-
mock as a “luxury.”

[My cell] 
was about as 
large as a sec-
ond-class state 
room on board 
an emigrant ship.  
The cell was 7 feet long by 4 feet broad, and 8 feet 
high; by the side of the door was a narrow window 
of rough plate glass, beneath which was a small 
f lap-table, and that had to be let down when the 
hammock was slung.  ...  My attention was drawn 
next to the ventilation of my new abode.  This 
was on a very primitive principle.  There was a 
gap about 5 inches deep at the bottom of the door 
to let the air in....  There is one luxury a convict 
certainly has, and that is a good warm bed, and 
after a day on the bogs of Dartmoor he needs it.  
There is no bed in a hammock, but a man has two 
good blankets (three in winter), a capital rug, and 
two stout coarse linen sheets, with a wool or hair 
pillow.  A great many of the prisoners never slept 
in such good beds when free men.

He also describes some of the men he was incarcer-

ated with:

It has been my sad experience to have met at 
Dartmoor with creatures in human form who 
seem to be of a different species to ordinary men.  
They are mere brutes in mind and demons in 
heart. ... The very worst of the characters I have 
been brought into contact with have generally be-
longed to a class known as roughs, and the worst of 
all are London roughs.  This class appear to me to 
be almost irreclaimable, and not at all amenable to 
any ordinary moral influence.  As a rule, they are 
as cowardly as they are brutal—their  animal in-
stincts and propensities predominate to the almost 
total exclusion of any intellectual or human feeling, 
and with them, I fear, there is but one mode of ef-
fectually dealing.  Brutes they are, and as brutes 
only can they be punished and coerced, and that is 
by the Lash. 

Like Watson—and many Victorians—this anony-
mous prisoner sees those who have committed hei-
nous crimes as mere animals who are not entitled to 

human consideration. 

I am certainly developing 
the wisdom of the serpent.... 
(6)
Watson feels that he is 
developing wisdom mixed 
with guile, characteristic of 
the serpent in folklore.

...and he and the baronet 
played écarté afterwards.   
(6)
Écarté is a two-person 
card game that resembles 
euchre.  It was much in 
vogue in England and 

France during the early 19th 
century.  Perhaps they are a bit behind the times in 
Dartmoor.

...a lady, who was sitting before a Remington type-
writer.... (8)
E. Remington & Sons, a firearms company, took up 
the manufacture of typewriters in 1816.  In 1886, 
the typewriter component of the company was sold, 
becoming the Remington Typewriter Company.  The 
original manufacturer continues to make firearms to 
this day.

...the dainty pink which lurks at the heart of the sul-
phur rose.  (8)
Native to South America, the “sulphur rose” is the 
ancestor of modern yellow roses.

There was something subtly wrong with the face, some 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS

coarseness of expression, some hardness, perhaps, of 
eye, some looseness of lip which marred its perfect 
beauty. (8)
Conan Doyle skillfully chooses adjectives to describe 
the lady’s face—“coarseness,” “hardness,” “loose-
ness”—that contain a subtly negative judgment of her 
moral character.

I knew already that Sir Charles Baskerville had 
made Stapleton his almoner upon several occa-
sions.... (9)
Sir Charles had asked Stapleton to distribute alms, 
or charity, to local people as his agent.

“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.”  (10)
Divorce laws in England specified the few condi-

tions under which a woman could obtain a divorce.  
Without proof of extreme cruelty, a woman had little 
chance of being allowed to separate from her hus-
band.  Conan Doyle was a strong advocate for liberal-
ization of these laws.

...and many hundreds of them are scattered through-
out the length and breadth of the moor. (11)
In fact, relatively few of the remaining moor huts 
are complete enough to serve as habitation or hiding 
place.  Most are either ruined or reduced to mere 
circles, since the thatch and wood that made up their 
roofs, and all or part of their walls, disintegrated mil-
lennia ago.

"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 rough-shod over the rights of the  

Above and right, a pair of rocky, deserted moor scenes like the one Watson might have crossed in search of the 
mysterious stranger.  From Samuel Rowe’s A Perambulation of the Ancient and Royal Forest of Dartmoor (1848).
Here, a cairn, with a tor in the background.



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS

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." (11)

On the same day, Frankland succeeded in hav-
ing two contradictory judgments passed: one that 
exalted the rights of the commoner over the larger 
landholder, and another that reaffirmed the right 
of private property.  No wonder that he is often 
burned in effigy by disgruntled townsfolk.

...stood upon the f lat leads of the house.  (12)
The telescope sits on the strips of lead used for roof-
ing the house.

The barren scene, the sense of loneliness, and the mys-
tery and urgency of my task all struck a chill into my 
heart. The boy was nowhere to be seen. But down be-
neath 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. (13)
Conan Doyle builds the reader’s expectations by 
setting a lonely, chilling scene for Watson’s encoun-
ter with the stranger.  In many Holmes stories, 
Watson’s courage is put to the test, and he never 

once fails.  His deductive abilities, however, are less 
successful.  Now, as Watson walks down into a hol-
low, not knowing what he might find, the reader is 
one step ahead of him. 

...a pannikin....”  (14)
A small pan.

“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.” (14)

Conan Doyle—through Watson himself—has 
given us all the clues we need to figure out the iden-
tity of this mysterious “stranger.”  We have been told 
that he is a gentleman, that he is tall and slender, has 
Spartan habits, and is able to withstand difficult and 
trying conditions.  Cleverly, Conan Doyle mixes clear 
hints about who he must be with mysterious innuen-
dos.  An example from Chapter 9, when Watson sees 
the stranger standing on a tor in the moonlight:

He stood with his legs a little separated, his 
arms folded, his head bowed, as if he were brood-
ing over that enormous wilderness of peat and 
granite which lay before him. He might have been 
the very spirit of that terrible place.

Now, as the stranger speaks for the first time, we 
have our final clue—and yet Conan Doyle waits until 
the next issue to confirm the plot twist that he has 
just unveiled.
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