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PREVIOUSLY IN
THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES

CHAPTER 12

The stranger living in the stone hut on the moor
is none other than Sherlock Holmes. Holmes has
brought Cartwright, the boy from the messenger
service in London, to bring him food and help him
make inquiries. Watson is upset when he realizes
that Holmes has kept him in the dark, but he warms
to Holmes's praise of his investigative work so far in
the case.

Holmes reveals two crucial facts: Laura Lyons
is Stapleton’s mistress, and the woman posing as
Stapleton’s sister is really his wife. The man dog-
ging Sir Henry in London must have been Stapleton,
while Mrs. Stapleton must have sent the anonymous
warning, Holmes discovered Stapleton’s deception
by tracing his background as a schoolmaster. Ap-
parently, his school had failed under terrible circum-
stances, and he and his wife had fled, changing their
names.

Holmes tells Watson that Stapleton intends to
murder Sir Henry, and that Watson must never let
the latter out of his sight, when the two are intet-
rupted by a series of horrible cries by a terrified man
and the sound of a growling animal. Both men are
deeply shaken as they try desperately to find the
source of the cries on the darkening moor. They hear
alast scream and the thud of a body falling nearby,
and rush towards the sound.

By the light of a match, they see a man lying dead
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upon the moor, his skull crushed from his fall upon
the jagged rocks. He is wearing the distinctive tweed
suit that Sir Henry wore the first time they met him
in London. Horrified, the companions reproach
themselves for underestimating their opponent and
leaving Sir Henry unguarded. As they approach the
body to carry it away, Holmes shouts with relief. The
dead man has a beard. Itis not Sir Henry Baskerville,
but Selden the convict, who lies dead upon the moor.
Sir Henry’s castoff clothes, which Selden is wearing,
drew the hound to him. Holmes deduces that the
hound is loose because Stapleton expected Sir Henry
to visit him and then loosed the animal, hoping it
would find Sir Henry on the moor.

Stapleton comes by, as if by chance, and appears
shocked to see that the dead man is not Sir Henry.
Holmes and Watson reveal nothing of their suspi-
cions, but resolve to protect Sir Henry while discover-
ing enough evidence to connect Stapleton with the

hound. 13
-
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CHAPTER XIII.

FIXING THE NETS.

IR 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 of Selden’s death to Barrymore and his
wife. To him it may have been an un-
mitigated 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. “1 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 bave 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 yqur neck ?”

Sir Henry opened his eyes. “How was
that ? ”

“This poor wretch was dressed in your
clothes. 1 fear your servant who gave them
to him may get into trouble with the police.”
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“That is unlikely. There was no mark
on any of them, so 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 house-
hold. Watson’s reports are most incriminat-
ing 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.”

“T 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 bad something to do
with dogs when T was out West, and T 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.”

“T 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.

Copyright, 1902, by George Newnes, Limited,
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“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, be-
cause our views
upon the sub-
ject 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 sur-
prise at my
friend. “Idon’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.”

“T1 know what is good when
I see it, and 1 see it now.
That’s a Kneller, T’ll swear,
that lady in the blue silk over
yonder, and the stout gentle-
man 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 tele-
scope?”

“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,

“HE STOPPED SUDDENLY AND STARED FIXEDLY
UP OVER MY HEAD INTO THE AIR.”

That is the cause of all the mischief, the
wicked Hugo, who started the Hound of the
Baskervilles. Were 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
daresay 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 con-
tinually fixed
upon it during
supper. It was
not until later,
when Sir Henry
had gone to his
room, that I
was able to
“foliow the trend
of his thoughts.
He led me back
into the ban-
queting-hall, his
bedroom candle
in his band, 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 counten-
ance, 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 1”  He stood upon a chair, and hold-
ing up the light in his left hand he curved

3
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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 beerr
trained to examine faces and not their trim-

“ 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 to-
morrow night he will be fluttering in our net
as helpless as one of his own butterflies. A

“fGooD HEAVENS!' 1 CRIED, 1N AMAZEMENT.”

mings, 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
throw - back, 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,”

4

pin, a cork, and a card, and we add him
to the Baker Street collection!” He burst
into one of bis 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 to-day,”
he remarked, and he rubbed his hands with
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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
bave caught our big, lean-jawed pike, or
whether he has got through the meshes.”

* Have you been on the moor already ? »

“1 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. Ab, here he is1”

“ Good morning, Holmes,” said the
Baronet. ‘‘You look like a general who is
plafning a battle with his chief of the
staff.”

“That is the exact situation.
asking for orders.”

“ And so do L.”

“Very good- You are engaged, as I
understand, to dine with our friends the
Stapletons to-night.”

“ 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 use-
ful there at the present juncture.”

The Baronet’s face perceptibly lengthened.

T 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 impli-
citly 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.”

1 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

Watson was

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. Be-
cause you gave me your word that you
would do as you were told, and I tell you
to stay.”

« All right, then, T’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 1t.”

“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 bad not
crossed my mind, however, that he would
wish me to go with him, nor could I under-
stand 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 good-bye
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, Cart-
wright. The moment you arrive. you will
send a wire to Sir Henry Baskerville, in my
name, to say that if he finds the pocket-book
which I bave 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: “\Vire
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received. Coming down with unsigned
warrant.  Arrive five-forty. —LESTRADE.”

*That is in answer to mine of this morn-
ing. Heis 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 round that lean-jawed pike.

Mrs. Laura Lyons was in her office, and
Sherlock Holmes opened his interview with

you have communicated, and also of what
you have withheld i1n 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 connec-
tion 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. T 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.

f THE LADY SPRANG FROM HER CHAIR.”

a frankness and directness which consider-
ably 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

“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,
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and I saw that the pink nails had turned
white with the pressure of her grip.

“ His wife !” she said, again. “His wife !
He was 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.

“] bave 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. Itis
indorsed ‘ Mr. and Mrs. Vandeleur,” but you
will have no difficulty in recognising him,
and her also, if you know her by sight
Here are three written descriptions by trust-
worthy 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 con-
ceivable 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 T 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
perbaps it will make it easier if T 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.”
“1 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 appoint-
ment ? ”

“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

about your appointment with Sir Charles ?”

“He did. He said that the death was a
very mysterious one, and that I should cer-
tainly be suspected if the facts came out,
He frightened me into remaining silent.”

“ Quite so. Butyouhad your suspicions?”

She hesitated and looked down.

“J knew him,” she said. * But if he had
kept faith with me I should always have done
so with him,” -

“] 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 wmorning now, Mrs. Lyons, and it is
probable that you will very shortly hear from
us again.”

“Qur 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
thé most singular and sensational crimes of
modern times. Students of criminology will
remember the analogous incidents in Grodno,
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 re
member the scorn which the theories of the
reasoner used then to excite in the practical
man.

“ Anything good ?” he asked.
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“The biggest thing for years,” said
Holmes. “\Ve have two hours before we
need think of starting. I think we might

professional caution, which urged him never
to take any chances. The result, however,
was very trying for those who were acting as

““ WE ALL THREE SHOOK HANDS.”

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.”

CHAPTER XIV.
THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES.

ONE of Sherlock Holmes’s defects—if, in-
deed, one may call it a defect— was that
he was exceedingly loth 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
Vol. xxiii.~32. :

8

his agents and assistants. 1 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. Lvery 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
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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 Temple Coombe
forthwith, while we started to walk to
Merripit House.

“Are you armcd, Lestrade?”

The little detective smiled.

“As long as 1 have my trousers I have a

hip-pocket, and as long as I
have my hip-pocket I have some-
thing in it.”

“Good! My friend and T 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 Grim-
pen 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.

“I COULD LOOK STRAIGHT THROUGH THE
UNCURTAINED WINDOW.”

“This will do,” said he. “These rocks
upen 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
Yooms ? What are those latticed windows at
this end ?”

T 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 1”

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 uncur-
tained 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 T watched them Stapleton rose and left
the room, while Sir Henry filled his glass

9
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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 out-house 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 re-entered
the house. I saw him rejoin his guest, and
I crept quietly back to where my com-
panions were waiting to tell them what 1
had seen.

“You say, Watson, that the lady is not
there? ” Holmes asked, when I had finished
my report.

143 NO-”

“ Where can she be, then, since there
is no light in any other room except the
kitchen? ”

#T 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 shim-
mering icefield, 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.

“1t’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. OQur 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
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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 cornets 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 onwards 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 Heaven, 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, star-lit 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 con-
tinually 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. T 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
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stare, and his lips parted in amazement. At
the same instant Lestrade gave a yell of
terror and threw himself face downwards
upon the ground. I sprang to my feet, my

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

“ HE LOOKED ROUND HIM IN SURPRISE."

inert hand grasping wy 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

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.

(72 be concluded.)
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Sir Joshua Reynolds’s portrait
of George Colman, whose son
of the same name became a
greater playwright than his fa-
ther. Engraving by E. Scrivener.

“Mrs. Siddons as the Tragic
Muse,” also by Reynolds. En-
graving by H. Dawe.

“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
housebold. Watson’s reports are most incriminating
documents.” (1)

This is a typical example of Holmes’s dry humor. It
is also clear that he, at least, sees that the plan to send
Selden to South America was not the most brilliant
idea.

“Watson won’t allow that I know anything of art,
but that is mere jealousy, because our views upon the

subject differ.” (3)

Despite Watson’s earlier protestations in chapter V
that Holmes possessed “the crudest ideas” of art, Hol-
mes does seem able to identify works by major paint-
ers of the previous century.

“That’s a Kneller, I'll swear, that lady in the blue silk
over yonder...” (3)

Sir Godfrey Kneller (16492-1723) was a German-
born painter who became one of the leading portrait-
ists of England. His style influenced English portrai-

ture for at least a generation.

“...and the stout gentleman with the wig ought to be
a Reynolds.” (3)

Born in Devon, Sir Joshua Reynolds (1723-1792)
was probably the most important of 18th-century
British painters. His portrait list reads like a Who's
Who of late 18th-century society. He was the
first president of the British Royal Academy, and,
through his writings on artistic style and technique,
he influenced the course of aesthetics and art his-
tory far beyond the impact of his paintings alone.
Above, two engravings after paintings by Reyn-
olds: the first, an allegorical portrait of Mrs. Sarah
Siddons (1755-1831), England’s leading actress
during her lifetime; the second, a portrait of George
Colman the elder (1732-1794), dramatist, writer,
and sometime manager of Covent Garden Theatre
and Drury Lane Theatre. Both engravings are from
H. Saxe Wyndham, Annals of Covent Garden The-
atre, vol. I, 1906.

“That is Rear-Admiral Baskerville, who served un-
der Rodney in the West Indies.” (3)

George Brydges Rodney (17192-1792) was a suc-
cessful British naval strategist during the American
Revolutionary War who conquered the island of
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Martinique, in the West Indies.

“The man with the blue coat and the roll of paper is
Sir William Baskerville, who was Chairman of Com-
mittees of the House of Commons under Pitt.” (3)

Chairman of Committees is the presiding member of
the House of Commons. William Pitt (1759-1806)
was Prime Minister of England from 1783 to his
death in 1806. He presided over the British govern-
ment during one of its most tumultuous periods,
including the aftermath of the American Revolution
and the rise of Napoleon. Conan Doyle places Sir
William Baskerville, an entirely fictional character, at
a crucial moment in British history.

“And this Cavalier opposite to me—the one with the
black velvet and the lace?” (3)

During the English Civil War (1642-1651), the
royalists called themselves “Cavaliers.”
The Cavaliers tended to dress more
flamboyantly and wear their hair
longer than their Puritan oppo-
nents, contemptuously known
as “Roundheads” for their
close-cropped hair.

He burst into one of his
rare fits of laughter as
be turned away from the
picture. I have not heard
bim laugh often, and it
bas always boded ill to
somebody. (4)

Sherlockian Christopher
Motley (1890-1957) says
this of The Hound of the
Baskervilles:

Probably the master-
piece. There are mo-
ments of anxiety and shock
which no story in this vein
has improved. From the mo-
ment when Holmes, looking at
Mrs. Hudson's well-polished silver
coffeepot, sees the image of Watson
studying the “Penang lawyer” (a

spoil by giving any hints. Holmes
rarely laughed, and when he did so
it boded ill for evildoers. Toward

the end of this suberb tale we hear his strident and
dangerous mirth.

From Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson: A Textbook of
Friendship (1944).

“Yes, it is an interesting instance of a throwback,

A portrait of William Pitt.

E ing by Willi
walking stick) the reader is cat- Hol?ii‘j::v%inyg b lclzglle Watson stories. There, he is forever
ried in an absorption we would not From Earl S tazhope v doubting, and yet quite willing to take

Life of the Right Honorable
William Pitt, vol. I, 1861.

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 Basker-
ville—that is evident.” (4)

Although we were eatlier led to suspect that the
hound itself might be a throwback, now it becomes
clear that Stapleton is the throwback, reproducing the
ruthless and cruel personality of Hugo Baskerville, as
well as his physical appearance. Why Dr. Mortimer,
an expert on atavism and a frequent visitor to Basker-
ville Hall, did not notice the resemblance is difficult
to say.

I was up betimes in the morning... (4)

Watson rose early.

“Students of criminology will remember the analogous

incidents in Grodno, 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....” (7)

Holmes is mistaken—Grodno
is in Lithuania, not in Little
Russia (the Ukraine). Nei-
ther of these cases is real. . ’i
Again, Conan Doyle creates
the feeling of verisimili-
tude by studding his nar-
rative thickly with names
and dates.

w.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 bad first
worked together. I could well
remember the scorn which the
theories of the reasoner used
then to excite in the practical
man. (7)

Lestrade’s change of attitude towards
Holmes’s method is usually ignored in
movies and pastiches of Holmes and

credit when the mystery is solved.

Fire burst from its open mouth, its eyes
glowed with a smouldering glare, its muzzle and hack-
les and dewlap were outlined in flickering flame. (11)
Now Holmes has an answer to his question from
chapter VII: how did Selden know, despite the dark-
ness, that the hound was on his trail? Answer: he saw

the phosphorescence. .
‘—z—.——-lf









