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English

THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES %g%

- I
By A. Conan Doyle t“

Chapter 3. 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 | 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. | don't suppose |
should have done so had | not known this legend.”

"There are many sheep-dogs on the moor?"
"No doubt, but this was no sheep-dog."

"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."

"l 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 summer-house 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
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Capitulo 3. El Problema

Confieso que senti un escalofrio al oir aquellas palabras.
El estremecimiento en la voz del doctor mostraba que
también a él le afectaba profundamente lo que acababa
de contarnos. La emocién hizo que Holmes se inclinara
hacia adelante y que apareciera en sus ojos el brillo
duro e impasible que los iluminaba cuando algo le
interesaba vivamente.

-¢Las vio usted?

-Tan claramente como estoy viéndolo a usted. -¢Y no
dijo nada?

-¢Para qué?

-¢,Como es que nadie mas las vio?

-Las huellas estaban a unos veinte metros del cadaver
y nadie se ocupod de ellas. Supongo que yo habria hecho
lo mismo si no hubiera conocido la leyenda.

-¢,Hay muchos perros pastores en el paramo?

-Sin duda, pero en este caso no se trataba de un perro
pastor.

-¢Dice usted que era grande?

-Enorme.

-Pero, ¢no se habia acercado al cadaver?

-No.

-¢Qué tiempo hacia aquella noche?

-Hdmedo y frio.

-¢Pero no llovia?

-No.

-;,Como es el paseo?

-Hay dos hileras de tejos muy antiguos que forman un
seto impenetrable de cuatro metros de altura. El paseo
propiamente tal tiene unos tres metros de ancho.
-¢,Hay algo entre los setos y el paseo?

-Si, una franja de césped de dos metros de ancho a
cada lado.

-¢Es exacto decir que el seto que forman los tejos
queda cortado por un portillo?

-Si; el portillo que da al paramo.

-¢Existe alguna otra comunicacion?

-Ninguna.

-¢De manera que para llegar al paseo de los Tejos hay
que venir de la casa o bien entrar por el portillo del
paramo?

-Hay otra salida a través del pabellon de verano en el
extremo que queda mas lejos de la casa.

-¢Habia llegado hasta alli Sir Charles?

-No; se encontraba a unos cincuenta metros.

-Digame ahora, doctor Mortimer, y esto es importante,
las huellas que usted vio ¢estaban en el camino y no en
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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, | 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. | could discern no others."

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

"If 1 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."

"l could not call you in, Mr. Holmes, without
disclosing these facts to the world, and | 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?"

"l 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. | have

el césped?

-En el césped no se marcan las huellas.

-¢Estaban en el lado del paseo donde se encuentra el
portillo?

-Si; al borde del camino y en el mismo lado.

-Me interesa extraordinariamente lo que cuenta. Otro
punto mas: ¢estaba cerrado el portillo?

-Cerrado y con el candado puesto.

-¢Qué altura tiene?

-Algo mas de un metro.

-En ese caso, cualquiera podria haber pasado por
encima.

-Efectivamente.

-Y, ¢qué sefales vio usted junto al portillo?

-Ninguna especial.

-iDios del cielo! ¢{Nadie lo examind?

-Lo hice yo mismo.

-¢Y no encontré nada?

-Resultaba todo muy confuso. Sir Charles, no hay duda,
permanecio alli por espacio de cinco o

diez minutos.

-¢Coémo lo sabe?

-Porque se le cayo dos veces la ceniza del cigarro.
-iExcelente! He aqui, Watson, un colega de acuerdo con
nuestros gustos. Pero, ¢y las huellas?

-Sir Charles habia dejado las suyas repetidamente en
una pequefia porcion del camino y no pude

descubrir ninguna otra.

Sherlock Holmes se golpeé la rodilla con la mano en un
gesto de impaciencia.

-iAh, si yo hubiera estado alli! -exclamé-. Se trata de
un caso de extraordinario interés, que

ofrece grandes oportunidades al experto cientifico. Ese
paseo, en el que tanto se podria haber leido,

hace ya tiempo que ha sido emborronado por la lluvia y
desfigurado por los zuecos de campesinos

curiosos. ¢Por qué no me llamoé usted, doctor Mortimer?
Ha cometido un pecado de omision.

-No me era posible llamarlo, sefior Holmes, sin revelar
al mundo los hechos que acabo de

contarle, y ya he dado mis razones para desear no
hacerlo. Ademas...

-¢Por qué vacila usted?

-Existe una esfera que escapa hasta al mas agudo y
experimentado de los detectives.

-¢Quiere usted decir que se trata de algo sobrenatural?
-No lo he afirmado.

-No, pero es evidente que lo piensa.

-Desde que sucedio la tragedia, sefior Holmes, han
llegado a conocimiento mio varios incidentes

dificiles de reconciliar con el orden natural.

-¢Por ejemplo?

-He descubierto que antes del terrible suceso varias
personas vieron en el paramo a una criatura que
coincide con el demonio de Baskerville, y no es posible
que se trate de ningun animal conocido por la ciencia.
Todos describen a una enorme criatura, luminosa,
horrible y espectral. He interrogado a esas personas, un
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cross-examined these men, one of them a hard-
headed countryman, one a farrier, and one a
moorland farmer, who all tell the same story of this
dreadful apparition, exactly corresponding to the
hell-hound of the legend. | 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?"

"l do not know what to believe."

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. "l have hitherto
confined my investigations to this world," said he.
"In a modest way | 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."

"l 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."

"l did not say that | desired you to do it."

"Then, how can | assist you?"

"By advising me as to what | 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. |
speak now not as a medical man but as a trustee
and executor of Sir Charles's will."

"There is no other claimant, | 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 | meet him at Waterloo
Station. | 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

campesino con gran sentido practico, un herrero y un
agricultor del paramo, y los tres cuentan la misma
historia de una espantosa aparicion, que se
corresponde exactamente con el sabueso infernal de la
leyenda. Le aseguro que se ha instaurado el reinado del
terror en el distrito y que apenas hay nadie que cruce el
paramo de noche.

-Y usted, un profesional de la ciencia, ¢/cree que se
trata de algo sobrenatural?

-Ya no sé qué creer.

Holmes se encogi6é de hombros.

-Hasta ahora he limitado mis investigaciones a este
mundo -dijo-. Combato el mal dentro de mis modestas
posibilidades, pero enfrentarse con el Padre del Mal en
persona quiza sea una tarea demasiado ambiciosa.
Usted admite, sin embargo, que las huellas son
corporeas.

-El primer sabueso era lo bastante corporeo para
desgarrar la garganta de un hombre sin dejar

por ello de ser diabdlico.

-Ya veo que se ha pasado usted con armas y bagajes al
sobrenaturalismo. Pero digame una

cosa, doctor Mortimer, si es ésa su opinidn, ¢por qué ha
venido a consultarme? Me dice usted que es

inutil investigar la muerte de Sir Charles y al mismo
tiempo quiere que lo haga.

-No he dicho que quiera que lo haga.

-En ese caso, ¢(como puedo ayudarle? -Aconsejandome
sobre lo que debo hacer con Sir Henry Baskerville, que
llega a la estacion de Waterloo -el doctor Mortimer
consulto su reloj- dentro de hora y cuarto exactamente.

-¢Es el heredero?

-Si. Al morir Sir Charles hicimos indagaciones acerca de
ese joven, y se descubrié que se habia consagrado a la
agricultura en Canada. De acuerdo con los informes que
hemos recibido se trata de un excelente sujeto desde
todos los puntos de vista. Ahora no hablo como médico
sino en calidad de fideicomisario y albacea de Sir
Charles. -¢No hay ningun otro demandante, supongo?
-Ninguno. El Gnico familiar que pudimos rastrear,
ademas de él, fue Rodger Baskerville, el menor de los
tres hermanos de los que Sir Charles era el de mas
edad. El segundo, que murié joven, era el padre de este
muchacho, Henry. El tercero, Rodger, fue la oveja
negra de la familia. Procedia de la vieja cepa autoritaria
de los Baskerville y, segin me han contado, era la viva
imagen del retrato familiar del viejo Hugo. Su situacion
se complic6 lo bastante como para tener que huir de
Inglaterra y dar con sus huesos en América Central,
donde murié de fiebre amarilla en 1876. Henry es el
ultimo de los Baskerville. Dentro de una hora y cinco
minutos me reuniré con él en la estacién de Waterloo.
He sabido por un telegrama que llegaba esta mafiana a
Southampton. Y ésa es mi pregunta, sefior Holmes,
¢qué me aconseja que haga con él?

-¢Por qué tendria que renunciar a volver al hogar de
SuUs mayores?

-Parece lo légico, ¢no es cierto? Y, sin embargo, si se
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an evil fate. | 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. | fear lest |
should be swayed too much by my own obvious
interest in the matter, and that is why | 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 | 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 |
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, |1 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, absent-minded 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?"

"l 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

considera que todos los Baskerville que van alli son
victimas de un destino cruel, estoy seguro de que si
hubiera podido hablar conmigo antes de morir, Sir
Charles me habria recomendado que no trajera a ese
lugar horrible al dltimo vastago de una antigua raza y
heredero de una gran fortuna. No se puede negar, sin
embargo, que la prosperidad de toda la zona, tan pobre
y desolada, depende de su presencia. Todo lo bueno
que ha hecho Sir Charles se vendra abajo con estrépito
si la mansion se queda vacia. Y ante el temor de
dejarme llevar por mi evidente interés en el asunto, he
decidido exponerle el caso y pedirle consejo.

Holmes reflexion6 unos instantes.

-Dicho en pocas palabras, la cuestion es la siguiente: en
opinion de usted existe un agente diabdlico que hace de
Dartmoor una residencia peligrosa para un Baskerville,
¢4No es eso?

-Al menos estoy dispuesto a afirmar que existen
algunas pruebas en ese sentido.

-Exacto. Pero, indudablemente, si su teoria
sobrenatural es correcta, el joven en cuestion esta

tan expuesto al imperio del mal en Londres como en
Devonshire. Un demonio con un poder tan localizado
como el de una junta parroquial seria demasiado
inconcebible.

-Plantea usted la cuestion, sefior Holmes, con una
ligereza a la que probablemente renunciaria si entrara
en contacto personal con estas cosas. Su punto de
vista, por lo que se me alcanza, es que el joven
Baskerville correra en Devonshire los mismos peligros
que en Londres. Llega dentro de cincuenta minutos.

¢ Qué recomendaria usted?

-Lo que yo le recomiendo, sefior mio, es que tome un
coche, llame a su spaniel, que esta arafiando la puerta
principal y siga su camino hasta Waterloo para reunirse
con Sir Henry Baskerville.

-¢Y después?

-Después no le dira nada hasta que yo tome una
decision sobre este asunto.

-¢Cuanto tiempo necesitara?

-Veinticuatro horas. Le agradeceré mucho, doctor
Mortimer, que mafana a las diez en punto de

la mafiana venga a visitarme; también sera muy util
para mis planes futuros que traiga consigo a Sir

Henry Baskerville.

-Asi lo haré, sefior Holmes.

Garrapateo los detalles de la cita en el pufio de la
camisa y, con su manera distraida y un tanto

peculiar de persona corta de vista, se apresuro a
abandonar la habitacion. Holmes, que recordé algo

de pronto, logré detenerlo en el descansillo.

-Una dltima pregunta, doctor Mortimer. ¢Ha dicho usted
que antes de la muerte de Sir Charles

varias personas vieron esa aparicion en el paramo?
-Tres exactamente.

-;Se sabe de alguien que la haya visto después? No ha
llegado a mis oidos.

-Muchas gracias. Buenos dias.

Holmes regreso a su asiento con un gesto sereno de
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congenial task before him.
"Going out, Watson?"

"Unless | can help you."

"No, my dear fellow, it is at the hour of action that |
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 | 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. | therefore spent the day at my
club and did not return to Baker Street until
evening. It was nearly nine o‘clock when | found
myself in the sitting-room once more.

My first impression as | 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 | 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 | 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."

"l 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 | 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 | 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

satisfaccion interior del que podia deducirse que tenia
delante una tarea que le agradaba. -¢Va usted a salir,
Watson?

-Unicamente si no puedo serle de ayuda.

-No, mi querido amigo, es en el momento de la accion
cuando me dirijo a usted en busca de ayuda. Pero esto
que acabamos de oir es espléndido, realmente Unico
desde varios puntos de vista.

Cuando pase por Bradley's, ¢sera tan amable de pedirle
que me envie una libra de la picadura mas fuerte que
tenga? Muchas gracias. También le agradeceria que
organizara sus ocupaciones para no regresar antes de
la noche. Para entonces me agradara mucho comparar
impresiones acerca del interesantisimo problema que se
ha presentado esta mafiana a nuestra consideracion.
Yo sabia que a Holmes le eran muy necesarios la
reclusion y el aislamiento durante las horas de

intensa concentracion mental en las que sopesaba
hasta los indicios mas insignificantes y elaboraba
diversas teorias que luego contrastaba para decidir qué
puntos eran esenciales y cuales carecian de
importancia. De manera que pasé el dia en mi club y no
regresé a Baker Street hasta la noche. Eran casi las
nueve cuando abri de nuevo la puerta de la sala de
estar.

Mi primera impresion fue que se habia declarado un
incendio, porque habia tanto humo en el cuarto que
apenas se distinguia la luz de la lampara situada sobre
la mesa. Nada mas entrar, sin embargo, se disiparon
mis temores, porque el picor que senti en la garganta y
que me obligd a toser procedia del humo acre de un
tabaco muy fuerte y aspero. A través de la neblina tuve
una vaga vision de Holmes en bata, hecho un ovillo en
un sillén y con la pipa de arcilla negra entre los labios.
A su alrededor habia varios rollos de papel.

-¢Se ha resfriado, Watson?

-No; es esta atmadsfera irrespirable.

-Supongo que esta un poco cargada, ahora que usted lo
menciona.

-iun poco cargada! Es intolerable.

-jAbra la ventana entonces! Se ha pasado usted todo el
dia en el club, por lo que veo.

-iMi querido Holmes! -¢;Estoy en lo cierto?

-Desde luego, pero ¢cémo...?

A Holmes le hizo reir mi expresion de desconcierto. -
Hay en usted cierta agradable inocencia, Watson, que
convierte en un placer el ejercicio, a costa suya, de mis
modestas facultades de deduccion. Un caballero sale de
casa un dia lluvioso en el que las calles se llenan de
barro y regresa por la noche inmaculado, con el brillo
del sombrero y de los zapatos todavia intactos. Eso
significa que no se ha movido en todo el tiempo. No es
un hombre que tenga amigos intimos. ¢(Doénde puede
haber estado, por lo tanto? ;(No es evidente?

-Si, bastante.

-El mundo esta lleno de cosas evidentes en las que
nadie se fija ni por casualidad. ;/Donde se
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I have been?"

"A fixture also."

"On the contrary, | have been to Devonshire."

"In spirit?"

"Exactly. My body has remained in this armchair
and has, | regret to observe, consumed in my
absence two large pots of coffee and an incredible
amount of tobacco. After you left | 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 | could find my way about."

"A large-scale map, | 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. | 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 | 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. | 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, | have thought a good deal of it in the course

imagina usted que he estado yo?

-Tampoco se ha movido.

-Muy al contrario, porque he estado en Devonshire.
-¢En espiritu?

-Exactamente. Mi cuerpo se ha quedado en este sillén
Y, en mi ausencia, siento comprobarlo, ha consumido el
contenido de dos cafeteras de buen tamafio y una
increible cantidad de tabaco. Después de que usted se
marchara pedi que me enviaran de Stanfords un mapa
oficial de esa parte del paramo y mi espiritu se ha
pasado todo el dia suspendido sobre él. Creo estar en
condiciones de recorrerlo sin perderme.

-Un mapa a gran escala, supongo.

-A grandisima escala -Holmes procedié a desenrollar
una seccion, sosteniéndola sobre la rodilla-.

Aqui tiene usted el distrito concreto que nos interesa.
Es decir, con la mansion de los Baskerville en el centro.
-¢Y un bosque alrededor?

-Exactamente. Me imagino que el paseo de los Tejos,
aungue no esta sefalado con ese nombre, debe de
extenderse a lo largo de esta linea, con el paramo,
como puede usted ver, a la derecha. Ese pufiado

de edificios es el caserio de Grimpen, donde tiene su
sede nuestro amigo el doctor Mortimer. Advierta que en
un radio de ocho kilbmetros tan sélo hay algunas casas
desperdigadas. Aqui esta la mansion Lafter,
mencionada en el relato que leyo el doctor Mortimer.
Esta indicacion de una casa quiza sefale la residencia
del naturalista..., si no recuerdo mal su apellido era
Stapleton. Aqui vemos dos granjas dentro del paramo,
High Tor y Foulmire. Luego, a mas de veinte kilbmetros,
la prision de Princetown. Entre esos puntos
desperdigados se extiende el paramo deshabitado y sin
vida. Tal es, por lo tanto, el escenario donde se ha
representado la tragedia y donde quiza contribuyamos
a que se represente de nuevo.

-Debe de ser un lugar extrafo.

-Si, el decorado merece la pena. Si el diablo de verdad
desea intervenir en los asuntos de los hombres...

-¢,Se inclina usted entonces hacia la explicacion
sobrenatural?

-Los agentes del demonio pueden ser de carne y hueso,
¢Nno es cierto? Hay dos cuestiones que aclarar antes de
nada. La primera es si se ha cometido algun delito; la
segunda, ¢qué delito y como?

Por supuesto, si la teoria del doctor Mortimer fuese
correcta y tuviéramos que vérnoslas con fuerzas

que desbordan las leyes ordinarias de la naturaleza,
nuestra investigacion moriria antes de empezar.

Pero estamos obligados a agotar todas las demas
hipétesis antes de recurrir a ésa. Creo que podemos
volver a cerrar esa ventana, si no tiene usted
inconveniente. Es muy curioso, pero descubro que una
atmadsfera cargada contribuye a mantener la
concentracion mental. No lo he llevado hasta el
extremo de meterme en una caja para pensar, pero ése
seria el resultado l6gico de mis convicciones.

¢ También usted le ha dado vueltas al caso?

-Si; he pensado mucho en ello durante todo el dia. -¢Ha
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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 |
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 | 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."

llegado a alguna conclusiéon?

-Es muy desconcertante.

-Sin duda tiene unas caracteristicas muy peculiares.
Hay puntos muy sobresalientes. El cambio en la forma
de las huellas, por ejemplo. (Qué opina usted de eso?
-Mortimer dijo que el difunto recorrié de puntillas
aquella parte del paseo.

-El doctor se limité a repetir lo que algin estlpido habia
dicho en la investigacion. ¢Por qué tendria nadie que
avanzar de puntillas paseo adelante?

-¢Qué sucedié entonces?

-Corria, Watson..., corria desesperadamente para
salvar la vida; corria hasta que le estall6 el corazén y
cay6 muerto de bruces.

-Corria..., ¢alejandose de qué?

-Eso es lo que tenemos que averiguar. Hay indicios de
que Sir Charles estaba ya obnubilado por el miedo
antes de empezar a correr.

-¢Cémo lo sabe usted?

-Imagino que la c ausa de sus temores vino hacia él
atravesando el paramo. Si es ése el caso, y

parece lo méas probable, s6lo un hombre que ha perdido
la razén corre alejandose de la casa en lugar

de regresar a ella. Si se puede dar crédito al testimonio
del gitano, corrié pidiendo auxilio en la

direccion de donde era menos probable que pudiera
recibir ayuda. Por otra parte, ¢a quién estaba
esperando aquella noche, y por qué esperaba en el
paseo de los Tejos y no en la casa?

-¢Cree usted que esperaba a alguien?

-Sir Charles era un hombre enfermo y de edad
avanzada. Es comprensible que diera un paseo a
ultima hora, pero, dada la humedad del suelo y la
inclemencia de la noche, ¢es l6gico pensar que se
quedara quieto cinco o diez minutos, como el doctor
Mortimer, con mas sentido practico del que yo le
hubiera atribuido, dedujo gracias a la ceniza del cigarro
puro?

-Pero salia todas las noches.

-Me parece improbable que se detuviera todas las
noches junto al portillo. Sabemos, por el contrario, que
tendia a evitar el paramo. Aquella noche espero6 alli. Al
dia siguiente se disponia a salir para Londres. El asunto
empieza a tomar forma, Watson. Se hace coherente. Si
no le importa, paseme el violin y no volveremos a
pensar en ello hasta que tengamos ocasion de
reunirnos con el doctor Mortimer y con Sir Henry
Baskerville mafiana por la mafana.




