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English

THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES %g%

- I
By A. Conan Doyle t“

Chapter 7. 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 | 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.

"l 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," | answered. "Did you, for example,
happen to hear someone, a woman | think, sobbing
in the night?"

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

"I heard it distinctly, and | 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 | 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 | met Mrs. Barrymore in the long
corridor with the sun full upon her face. She was a
large, impassive, heavy-featured woman with a
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Capitulo 7. Los Stapleton de la casa Merripit

Al dia siguiente la belleza de la mafiana contribuyo a
borrar de nuestras mentes la impresion lagubre y gris
que a ambos nos habia dejado el primer contacto con la
mansion de los Baskerville. Mientras Sir Henry y yo
desayunabamos, la luz del sol entraba a raudales por
las altas ventanas con parteluces, proyectando palidas
manchas de color procedentes de los escudos de armas
que decoraban los cristales. El revestimiento de madera
brillaba como bronce bajo los rayos dorados y costaba
trabajo convencerse de que estdbamos en la misma
camara que la noche anterior habia llenado nuestras
almas de melancolia.

-iSospecho que los culpables somos nosotros y no la
casa! -exclamo el baronet-. Llevabamos encima el
cansancio del viaje y el frio del paramo, de manera que
miramos este sitio con malos ojos. Ahora que hemos
descansado y nos encontramos bien, nos parece alegre
una vez mas.

-Pero no fue todo un problema de imaginacién -
respondi yo-. {Acaso no oyo usted durante la noche a
alguien, una mujer en mi opinién, que sollozaba?

-Es curioso, porque, cuando estaba medio dormido, me
pareci6 oir algo asi. Esperé un buen rato, pero el ruido
no se repitié, de manera que llegué a la conclusion de
que lo habia sofiado.

-Yo lo oi con toda claridad y estoy seguro de que se
trataba de los sollozos de una mujer.

-Debemos informarnos inmediatamente. Sir Henry tocé
la campanilla y pregunté a Barrymore si podia
explicarnos lo sucedido. Me parecié que aumentaba un
punto la palidez del mayordomo mientras escuchaba la
pregunta de su sefior.

-No hay mas que dos mujeres en la casa, Sir Henry -
respondi6-. Una es la fregona, que duerme en la otra
ala. La segunda es mi mujer, y puedo asegurarle
personalmente que ese sonido no procedia de ella.

Y sin embargo mentia, porque después del desayuno
me crucé por casualidad con la sefiora Barrymore,
cuando el sol le iluminaba de lleno el rostro, en el largo
corredor al que daban los dormitorios. La esposa del
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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 | 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, |1 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, | delivered it."
"Into his own hands?" | asked.

"Well, he was up in the loft at the time, so that |
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; | tell you he was in the loft."

mayordomo era una mujer grande, de aspecto
impasible, facciones muy marcadas y un gesto de boca
severo y decidido. Pero sus ojos enrojecidos, que me
miraron desde detras de unos parpados hinchados, la
denunciaban. Era ella, sin duda, quien lloraba por la
noche y, aunque su marido tenia que saberlo, habia
optado por correr el riesgo de verse descubierto al
afirmar que no era asi. ¢Por qué lo habia hecho? Y ¢por
qué lloraba su mujer tan amargamente? En torno a
aquel hombre de tez palida, bien parecido y de barba
negra, se estaba creando ya una atmoésfera de misterio
y melancolia. Barrymore habia encontrado el cuerpo sin
vida de Sir Charles y Unicamente contadbamos con su
palabra para todo lo referente a las circunstancias
relacionadas con la muerte del anciano. ¢Existia la
posibilidad de que, después de todo, fuera Barrymore a
quien habiamos visto en el cabriolé de Regent Street?
Podia muy bien tratarse de la misma barba. El cochero
habia descrito a un hombre algo mas bajo, pero no era
impensable que se hubiera equivocado. ;Cémo podia yo
aclarar aquel extremo de una vez por todas? Mi primera
gestion consistiria en visitar al administrador de correos
de Grimpen y averiguar si a Barrymore se le habia
entregado el telegrama de prueba en propia mano.
Fuera cual fuese la respuesta, al menos tendria ya algo
de que informar a Sherlock Holmes.

Sir Henry necesitaba examinar un gran nimero de
documentos después del desayuno, de manera que era
aquél el momento propicio para mi excursion, que
resulté ser un agradable paseo de seis kildmetros
siguiendo el borde del paramo y que me llevo
finalmente a una aldehuela gris en la que dos edificios
de mayor tamafo, que resultaron ser la posada y la
casa del doctor Mortimer, destacaban
considerablemente sobre el resto. El administrador de
correos, que era también el tendero del pueblo, se
acordaba perfectamente del telegrama.

-Asi es, caballero -dijo-; hice que se entregara al sefior
Barrymore, tal como se indicaba.

-¢Quién lo entrego?

-Mi hijo, aqui presente. James, entregaste el telegrama
al sefior Barrymore en la mansion la semana pasada,
¢No es cierto?

-Si, padre; lo entregué yo.

-¢En propia mano?

-Bueno, el sefior Barrymore se hallaba en el desvan en
aquel momento, asi que no pudo ser en propia mano,
pero se lo di a su esposa, que prometié entregarlo
inmediatamente.

-¢Viste al sefior Barrymore?

-No, sefior; ya le he dicho que estaba en el desvan.
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"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? | 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. | prayed, as | 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. | 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 leanjawed, 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 |
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 |, "for | knew that Mr. Stapleton was a

-Si no lo viste, ¢cOmo sabes que estaba en el desvan?

-Sin duda su mujer sabia dénde estaba -dijo, de malos

modos, el administrador de correos-. ¢(Es que no recibio
el telegrama? Si ha habido algun error, que presente la
queja el sefior Barrymore en persona.

Parecia inatil proseguir la investigacion, pero estaba
claro que, pese a la estratagema de Holmes, seguiamos
sin dilucidar si Barrymore se habia trasladado a
Londres. Suponiendo que fuera asi, suponiendo que la
misma persona que habia visto a Sir Charles con vida
por ultima vez hubiese sido el primero en sequir al
nuevo heredero a su regreso a Inglaterra, ¢qué
consecuencias podian sacarse? ;Era agente de terceros
0 actuaba por cuenta propia con algun propdsito
siniestro? ¢Qué interés podia tener en perseguir a la
familia Baskerville? Recordé la extrafia advertencia
extraida del editorial del Times. ¢{Era obra suya o mas
bien de alguien que se proponia desbaratar sus planes?
El unico motivo plausible era el sugerido por Sir Henry:
si se conseguia asustar a la familia de manera que no
volviera a la mansion, los Barrymore dispondrian de
manera permanente de un hogar muy coémodo. Pero sin
duda un motivo asi resultaba insuficiente para explicar
unos planes tan sutiles como complejos que parecian
estar tejiendo una red invisible en torno al joven
baronet. Holmes en persona habia dicho que de todas
sus sensacionales investigaciones aquélla era la mas
compleja. Mientras regresaba por el camino gris y
solitario recé para que mi amigo pudiera librarse pronto
de sus ocupaciones y estuviera en condiciones de venir
a Devonshire y de retirar de mis hombros la pesada
carga de responsabilidad que habia echado sobre ellos.

De repente mis pensamientos se vieron interrumpidos
por el ruido de unos pasos veloces y de una voz que
repetia mi nombre. Me volvi esperando ver al doctor
Mortimer, pero, para mi sorpresa, descubri que me
perseguia un desconocido. Se trataba de un hombre
pequeio, delgado, completamente afeitado, de aspecto
remilgado, cabello rubio y mandibula estrecha, entre los
treinta y los cuarenta afios de edad, que vestia un traje
gris y llevaba sombrero de paja. Del hombro le colgaba
una caja de hojalata para especimenes botanicos y en
la mano llevaba un cazamariposas verde.

-Estoy seguro de que sabra excusar mi atrevimiento,
doctor Watson -me dijo al llegar jadeando a donde me
encontraba-. Aqui en el paramo somos gentes llanas y
no esperamos a las presentaciones oficiales. Quiza haya
usted oido pronunciar mi apellido a nuestro comun
amigo, el doctor Mortimer. Soy Stapleton y vivo en la
casa Merripit.

-El cazamariposas y la caja me hubieran bastado -dije-,
porque sabia que el sefor Stapleton era naturalista.
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naturalist. But how did you know me?"

"l 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 | thought
that I would overtake you and introduce myself. |
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, | suppose, no
superstitious fears in the matter?"

"l do not think that it is likely."

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

"l 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 | 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 | 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. | fancy that he really did see
something of the kind upon that last night in the
yew alley. | feared that some disaster might occur,
for 1 was very fond of the old man, and | 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?"

"l have not come to any conclusion."

Pero, ¢como sabe usted quién soy yo?

-He ido a hacer una visita a Mortimer y, al pasar usted
por la calle, lo hemos visto desde la ventana de su
consultorio. Dado que llevamos el mismo camino, se
me ha ocurrido alcanzarlo y presentarme. Confio en que
Sir Henry no esté demasiado fatigado por el viaje.

-Se encuentra perfectamente, muchas gracias.

-Todos nos temiamos que después de la triste
desaparicion de Sir Charles el nuevo baronet no
quisiera vivir aqui. Es mucho pedir que un hombre
acaudalado venga a enterrarse en un sitio como éste,
pero no hace falta que le diga cuanto significa para toda
la zona. ¢Hago bien en suponer que Sir Henry no
alberga miedos supersticiosos en esta materia?

-No creo que sea probable.

-Por supuesto usted conoce la leyenda del perro
diabdlico que persigue a la familia.

-La he oido.

-iEs notable lo crédulos que son los campesinos por
estos alrededores! Muchos de ellos estan dispuestos a
jurar que han visto en el paramo a un animal de esas
caracteristicas -hablaba con una sonrisa, pero me
parecio leer en sus ojos que se tomaba aquel asunto
con mas seriedad-. Esa historia llegé a apoderarse de la
imaginacion de Sir Charles y estoy convencido de que
provoco su tragico fin.

-Pero, ¢cé6mo?

-Tenia los nervios tan desquiciados que la aparicion de
cualquier perro podria haber tenido un efecto fatal
sobre su corazén enfermo. Imagino que vio en realidad
algo asi aquella ultima noche en el paseo de los Tejos.
Yo temia que pudiera suceder un desastre, sentia por él
un gran afecto y no ignoraba la debilidad de su corazon.
-¢,Como lo sabia?

-Me lo habia dicho mi amigo Mortimer.

-¢Piensa usted, entonces, que un perro persiguié a Sir
Charles y que, en consecuencia, el anciano baronet
murié de miedo?

-¢ Tiene usted alguna explicacion mejor?

-No he llegado a ninguna conclusion.
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"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 | am naturally curious to know what
view he may take."

"I am afraid that | cannot answer that question."

"May | 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 |
can be of service to you | 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, | might perhaps even now give
you some aid or advice."

"l assure you that 1 am simply here upon a visit to
my friend, Sir Henry, and that | need no help of any
kind."

"Excellent!" said Stapleton. "You are perfectly right
to be wary and discreet. | am justly reproved for
what | feel was an unjustifiable intrusion, and |
promise you that | 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 1 may have the pleasure of introducing
you to my sister."

My first thought was that |1 should be by Sir Henry's

-¢Tampoco su amigo, el sefior Sherlock Holmes?

Aquellas palabras me dejaron sin respiracion

por un momento, pero la placidez del rostro de mi
interlocutor y su mirada impertérrita me hicieron
comprender que no se proponia sorprenderme.

-Es indtil tratar de fingir que no le conocemos, doctor
Watson -dijo-. Nos han llegado sus relatos de las
aventuras del famoso detective y no podria usted
celebrar sus éxitos sin darse también a conocer.
Cuando Mortimer me dijo su apellido, no pudo negar su
identidad. Si esta usted aqui, se sigue que el sefior
Sherlock Holmes se interesa también por este asunto vy,
como es loégico, siento curiosidad por saber su opinién
sobre el caso.

-Me temo que no estoy en condiciones de responder a
esa pregunta.

-¢Puede usted decirme si nos honrara visitandonos en
persona?

-En el momento presente sus ocupaciones no le
permiten abandonar Londres. Tiene otros casos que
requieren su atencion.

-jQué lastima! Podria arrojar alguna luz sobre algo que
estd muy oscuro para nosotros. Pero por lo que se
refiere a sus propias investigaciones, doctor Watson, si
puedo serle atil de alguna manera, confio en que no
vacile en servirse de mi. Y si contara ya con alguna
indicacion sobre la naturaleza de sus sospechas o sobre
como se propone usted investigar el caso, quiza
pudiera, incluso ahora mismo, serle de ayuda o darle
algun consejo.

-Siento desilusionarle, pero estoy aqui Unicamente para
visitar a mi amigo Sir Henry y no necesito ayuda de
ninguna clase.

-iExcelente! -dijo Stapleton-. Tiene usted toda la razén
para mostrarse cauteloso y reservado. Me considero
justamente reprendido por lo que ha sido sin duda una
intromision injustificada y le prometo que no volveré a
mencionar este asunto.

Habiamos llegado a un punto donde un estrecho
sendero cubierto de hierba se separaba de la carretera
para internarse en el paramo. A la derecha quedaba
una empinada colina salpicada de rocas que en tiempos
remotos se habia utilizado como cantera de granito. La
cara que estaba vuelta hacia nosotros formaba una
sombria escarpadura, en cuyos nichos crecian helechos
y zarzas. Por encima de una distante elevacion se
alzaba un penacho gris de humo.

-Un paseo no demasiado largo por esta senda del
paramo nos llevara hasta la casa Merripit —dijo mi
acompafante-. Si dispone usted de una hora, tendré el
placer de presentarle a mi hermana.

Lo primero que pensé fue que mi deber era estar al
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side. But then | remembered the pile of papers and
bills with which his study table was littered. It was
certain that | could not help with those. And Holmes
had expressly said that | should study the
neighbours upon the moor. | 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?"

"l 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 | should think
that there are few men who know it better than |
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 | saw one of the
moor ponies wander into it. He never came out. |
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 |
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.

lado de Sir Henry, pero a continuacion recordé los
muchos documentos y facturas que abarrotaban la
mesa de su estudio. Era indudable que yo no podia
ayudarlo en aquella tarea. Y Holmes me habia pedido
expresamente que estudiara a los vecinos del baronet.
Acepté la invitacion de Stapleton y torcimos juntos por
el sendero.

-El paramo es un lugar maravilloso -dijo mi interlocutor,
recorriendo con la vista las ondulantes lomas,
semejantes a grandes olas verdes, con crestas de
granito dentado que formaban con su espuma figuras
fantasticas-. Nunca cansa. No es posible imaginar los
increibles secretos que contiene. jEs tan vasto, tan
estéril, tan misterioso!

-Lo conoce usted bien, ¢no es cierto?

-Sdlo llevo aqui dos afos. Los naturales de la zona me
llamarian recién llegado. Vinimos poco después de que
Sir Charles se instalara en la mansion. Pero mis
aficiones me han llevado a explorar todos los
alrededores y estoy convencido de que pocos conocen
el paramo mejor que yo.

-¢Es dificil conocerlo?

-Muy dificil. Fijese, por ejemplo, en esa gran llanura
que se extiende hacia el norte, con las extrafias colinas
que brotan de ella. (Observa usted algo notable en su
superficie?

-Debe de ser un sitio excepcional para galopar.

-Eso es lo que pensaria cualquiera, pero ya le ha
costado la vida a mas de una persona. ¢Advierte usted
las manchas de color verde brillante que abundan por
toda su superficie?

-Si, parecen mas fértiles que el resto. Stapleton se echo
a reir.

-Es la gran ciénaga de Grimpen -dijo-, donde un paso
en falso significa la muerte, tanto para un hombre como
para cualquier animal. Ayer mismo vi a uno de los
ponies del paramo meterse en ella. No volvié a salir.
Durante mucho tiempo aun sobresalia la cabeza, pero
el fango termind por tragarselo. Incluso en las
estaciones secas es peligroso cruzarla, pero aun resulta
peor después de las lluvias del otofio. Y sin embargo yo
soy capaz de llegar hasta el centro de la ciénaga y
regresar vivo. jVaya por Dios, alli veo a otro de esos
desgraciados ponies!

Algo marrén se agitaba entre las juncias verdes.
Después, un largo cuello atormentado se dispard hacia
lo alto y un terrible relincho resoné por todo el paramo.
El horror me hel6 la sangre en las venas, pero los
nervios de mi acomparante parecian ser mas
resistentes que los mios.
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"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. | 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. | assure you
that there would not be the least chance of your
coming back alive. It is only by remembering
certain complex landmarks that | am able to do it."

"Halloa!" | 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?"

-iDesaparecido! -dijo-. La ciénaga se lo ha tragado. Dos
en cuarenta y ocho horas y quiza muchos mas, porque
se acostumbran a ir alli cuando el tiempo es seco y no
advierten la diferencia hasta quedar atrapados. La gran
ciénaga de Grimpen es un sitio muy peligroso.

-¢Y usted dice que penetra en su interior?

-Si, hay uno o dos senderos que un hombre muy agil
puede utilizar y yo los he descubierto.

-Pero, ¢(qué interés encuentra en un sitio tan
espantoso?

-¢ Ve usted aquellas colinas a lo lejos? Son en realidad
islas separadas del resto por la ciénaga infranqueable,
que ha ido rodeandolas con el paso de los afos. Alli es
donde se encuentran las plantas raras y las mariposas,
si es usted lo bastante habil para llegar.

-Algun dia probaré suerte. Stapleton me mird
sorprendido.

-iPor el amor de Dios, ni se le ocurra pensarlo! -dijo-.
Su sangre caeria sobre mi cabeza. Le aseguro que no
existe la menor posibilidad de que regrese con vida. Yo
lo consigo Unicamente gracias a recordar ciertas
sefiales de gran complejidad.

-jCarambal! -exclamé-. ;Qué es eso?

Un largo gemido muy profundo, indescriptiblemente
triste, se extendi6 por el paramo. Aunque llenaba el
aire, resultaba imposible decir de dénde procedia. De
un murmullo apagado pasé a convertirse en un
hondisimo rugido, para volver de nuevo al murmullo
melancolico. Stapleton me miré con una expresion
peculiar.

-iExtrano lugar el paramo! -dijo.
-Pero, ¢qué era eso?

-Los campesinos dicen que es reclamando su presa. Lo
habia oido antes una o dos veces, pero nunca con tanta
claridad.

Con el frio del miedo en el corazén contemplé la
enorme llanura salpicada por las manchas verdes de los
juncos. Nada se movia en aquella gran extension si se
exceptla una pareja de cuervos, que graznaron con
fuerza desde un risco a nuestras espaldas.

-Usted es un hombre educado: no me diga que da
crédito a tonterias como ésa -respondi-. ¢Cual cree
usted que es la causa de un sonido tan extrafio?

-Las ciénagas hacen a veces ruidos extrafios. El barro al
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"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, | 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 | 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. | was standing

moverse, o el agua al subir de nivel, o algo parecido.

-No, no; era la voz de un ser vivo.

-Si, quizé lo fuera. ¢{Ha oido alguna vez mugir a un
avetoro?

-No, nunca.

-Es un pajaro poco comun; casi extinguido en
Inglaterra actualmente, pero todo es posible en el
paramo. Si; no me sorprenderia que acabaramos de oir
el grito del ultimo de los avetoros.

-Es la cosa mas misteriosa y extrafia que he oido en
toda mi vida.

-Si, estamos en un lugar mas bien extrafio. Mire la
falda de esa colina. (Qué supone usted que son esas
formaciones?

Toda la empinada pendiente estaba cubierta de grises
anillos de piedra, una veintena al menos.
-;,Qué son? ¢Apriscos para las ovejas?

-No; son los hogares de nuestros dignos antepasados.
Al hombre prehistérico le gustaba vivir en el paramo, y
como nadie lo ha vuelto a hacer desde entonces,
encontramos sus pequefias construcciones exactamente
como él las dejo. Es el equivalente de las tiendas indias
si se les quita el techo. Podra usted ver incluso el sitio
donde hacian fuego asi como el lugar donde dormian, si
la curiosidad le empuja a entrar en uno de ellos.

-Se trata, entonces, de toda una ciudad. ;Cuando
estuvo habitada?

-Se remonta al periodo neolitico, pero se desconocen
las fechas.
-¢A qué se dedicaban sus pobladores?

-El ganado pastaba por esas laderas y ellos aprendian a
cavar en busca de estafio cuando la espada de bronce
empezaba a desplazar al hacha de piedra. Fijese en la
gran zanja de la colina de enfrente. Esa es su marca.
Si; encontrara usted cosas muy peculiares en el
paramo, doctor Watson. Ah, perdéneme un instante. Es
sin duda un ejemplar de Cyclopides.

Una mosca o mariposilla se habia cruzado en nuestro
camino y Stapleton se lanzo al instante tras ella con
gran energia y rapidez. Para consternacion mia el
insecto vol6 directamente hacia la gran ciénaga, pero
mi acompafiante no se detuvo ni un instante,
persiguiéndola a saltos de mata en mata, con el
cazamariposas en ristre. Su ropa gris y la manera
irregular de avanzar, a saltos y en zigzag, no le
diferenciaban mucho de un gran insecto alado.
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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 |
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 | had been told, since ladies of any sort must
be few upon the moor, and | remembered that |
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 | 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 | turned, and then she quickened her
pace towards me. | 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?" | asked.

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

"But | 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 |
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.

Contemplaba su carrera con una mezcla de

admiracion por su extraordinario despliegue de
facultades y de miedo a que perdiera pie en la ciénaga
traicionera, cuando oi ruido de pasos y, al volverme, vi
a una mujer que se acercaba hacia mi por el sendero.
Procedia de la direccion en la que, gracias al penacho
de humo, sabia ya que estaba localizada la casa
Merripit, pero la inclinacién del paramo me la habia
ocultado hasta que estuvo muy cerca.

No tuve ninguna duda de que se trataba de la sefiorita
Stapleton, puesto que en el paramo no abundan las
damas, y recordaba que alguien la habia descrito como
muy bella. La mujer que avanzaba en mi direccion lo
era, desde luego, y de una hermosura muy poco
corriente. No podia darse mayor contraste entre
hermanos, porque en el caso del naturalista la tonalidad
era neutra, con cabello claro y ojos grises, mientras que
la seforita Stapleton era mas oscura que ninguna de las
morenas que he visto en Inglaterra y ademas esbelta,
elegante y alta. Su rostro, altivo y de facciones
delicadas, era tan regular que hubiera podido parecer
frio de no ser por la boca y los hermosos 0jos, oscuros
y vehementes. Dada la perfeccion y elegancia de su
vestido, resultaba, desde luego, una extrafia aparicion
en la solitaria senda del paramo. Seguia con los ojos las
evoluciones de su hermano cuando me di la vuelta,
pero inmediatamente apresur6 el paso hacia mi. Yo me
habia descubierto y me disponia a explicarle mi
presencia con unas frases, cuando sus palabras hicieron
que mis pensamientos cambiaran por completo de
direccion.

-iVayase! -dijo-. Vuelva a Londres inmediatamente.

No pude hacer otra cosa que contemplarla, estupefacto.
Sus ojos echaban fuego al mismo tiempo que su pie
golpeaba el suelo con impaciencia.

-¢Por qué tendria que marcharme?

-No se lo puedo explicar -hablaba en voz baja y
apremiante y con un curioso ceceo en la pronunciacion-
. Pero, por el amor de Dios, haga lo que le pido. Vayase
y no vuelva nunca a pisar el paramo.

-Pero si acabo de llegar.

-Por favor -exclamo-. ¢(No es capaz de reconocer una
advertencia que se le hace por su propio bien?
iVuélvase a Londres! jPéngase esta misma noche en
camino! jAléjese de este lugar a toda costa! jSilencio,
vuelve mi hermano! Ni una palabra de lo que le he
dicho. ¢(Le importaria cortarme la orquidea que esta ahi,
entre las colas de caballo? Las orquideas abundan en el
paramo, aunque, por supuesto, llega usted en una mala
estacion para disfrutar con la belleza de la zona.

Stapleton habia abandonado la caza y se acercaba a
nosotros jadeante y con el rostro encendido por el
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"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, | was chasing a Cyclopides. He is very rare
and seldom found in the late autumn. What a pity
that | should have missed him!" He spoke
unconcernedly, but his small light eyes glanced
incessantly from the girl to me.

"You have introduced yourselves, | can see."

"Yes. | 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?"
"l 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.

"l 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 | seemed to
recognize the taste of the lady. As | looked from
their windows at the interminable granite-flecked
moor rolling unbroken to the farthest horizon |
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?"

esfuerzo. -jHola, Beryl! -dijo; y tuve la impresion de
que el tono de su saludo no era excesivamente cordial.

-Estas muy sofocado, Jack.

-Si. Perseguia a una Cyclopides. Es una mariposa muy
poco corriente y raras veces se la encuentra a finales
del otofio. jEs una pena que no haya conseguido
capturarla! Hablaba despreocupadamente, pero sus
ojos claros nos vigilaban a ambos sin descanso.

-Se han presentado ya, por lo que observo.

-Si. Estaba explicando a Sir Henry que el otofio no es
una buena época para la verdadera belleza del paramo.

-;,Como? ¢Con quién crees que estas hablando?

-Supongo que se trata de Sir Henry Baskerville.

-No, no -dije yo-. Sélo soy un humilde plebeyo, aunque
Baskerville me honre con su amistad. Me llamo Watson,
doctor Watson.

El disgusto ensombrecié por un momento el expresivo
rostro de la joven.

-Hemos sido victimas de un malentendido en nuestra
conversacion -dijo la sefiorita Stapleton. -En realidad no
habéis tenido mucho tiempo -comenté su hermano,
siempre con los mismos ojos interrogadores.

-He hablado como si el doctor Watson fuera residente
en lugar de simple visitante -dijo la seforita Stapleton-.
No puede importarle mucho si es pronto o tarde para
las orquideas. Pero, una vez que ha llegado hasta aqui,
espero que nos acomparfie para ver la casa Merripit.
Tras un breve paseo llegamos a una triste casa del
paramo, granja de algun ganadero en los antiguos dias
de prosperidad, arreglada después para convertirla en
vivienda moderna. La rodeaba un huerto, pero los
arboles, como suele suceder en el paramo, eran mas
pequeiios de lo normal y estaban quemados por las
heladas; el lugar en conjunto daba impresion de
pobreza y melancolia. Nos abrié la puerta un viejo
criado, una criatura extrafa, arrugada y de aspecto
mohoso, muy en consonancia con la casa. Dentro, sin
embargo, habia habitaciones amplias, amuebladas con
una elegancia en la que me pareci6 reconocer el gusto
de la seforita Stapleton. Al contemplar desde sus
ventanas el interminable paramo salpicado de granito
que se extendia sin solucién de continuidad hasta el
horizonte mas remoto, no pude por menos de
preguntarme qué podia haber traido a un lugar asi a
aquel hombre tan instruido y a aquella mujer tan
hermosa.

-Extrafa eleccion para vivir, ¢no es eso? -dijo
Stapleton, como si hubiera adivinado mis
pensamientos-. Y sin embargo conseguimos ser




La Mansion del Inglés - http://www.mansioningles.com

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

"l 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, | could rejoice
over my own misfortune, for, with my strong tastes
for botany and zoology, | 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, | 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 | can tell. Do you think
that | should intrude if 1 were to call this afternoon
and make the acquaintance of Sir Henry?"

"l am sure that he would be delighted."

"Then perhaps you would mention that | 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? | think it is the most complete one in
the south-west of England. By the time that you
have looked through them lunch will be almost
ready."

But | 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 | could not doubt that
some grave and deep reason lay behind it. |

aceptablemente felic es, ¢no es asi, Beryl?

-Muy felices -dijo ella, aunque faltaba el acento de la
convicciéon en sus palabras.

-Yo llevaba un colegio privado en el norte -dijo
Stapleton-. Para un hombre de mi temperamento

el trabajo resultaba mondétono y poco interesante, pero
el privilegio de vivir con jovenes, de ayudar a moldear
sus mentes y de sembrar en ellos el propio caracter y
los propios ideales, era algo muy importante para mi.
Pero el destino se puso en contra nuestra. Se declar6
una grave epidemia en el colegio y tres de los
muchachos murieron. La institucién nunca se recupero
de aquel golpe y gran parte de mi capital se perdi6 sin
remedio. De todos modos, si no fuera por la pérdida de
la encantadora compafia de los muchachos, podria
alegrarme de mi desgracia, porque, dada mi intensa
aficion a la botanica y a la zoologia, tengo aqui un
campo ilimitado de trabajo, y mi hermana esta tan
dedicada como yo a la naturaleza. Le explico todo esto,
doctor Watson, porque he visto su expresion mientras
contemplaba el paramo desde nuestra ventana.

-Es cierto que se me ha pasado por la cabeza la idea de
que todo esto pueda ser, quiza, un poco menos
aburrido para usted que para su hermana.

-No, no -replic6 ella inmediatamente-; no me aburro
nunca.

-Disponemos de muchos libros y de nuestros estudios,
y también contamos con vecinos muy interesantes. El
doctor Mortimer es un erudito en su campo. También el
pobre Sir Charles era un compafiero admirable. Lo
conociamos bien y carezco de palabras para explicar
hasta qué punto lo echamos de menos. ¢Cree usted que
seria una impertinencia por mi parte hacer esta tarde
una visita a Sir Henry para conocerlo?

-Estoy seguro de que le encantara recibirlo.

-En ese caso quiza quiera usted tener la amabilidad de
mencionarle que me propongo hacerlo. Dentro de
nuestra modestia tal vez podamos facilitarle un poco las
cosas hasta que se acostumbre a su nuevo hogar.
¢Quiere subir conmigo, doctor Watson, y ver mi
coleccion de Lepidopteros? Creo que es la mas
completa del suroeste de Inglaterra. Para cuando haya
terminado de examinarlas el almuerzo estara casi listo.

Pero yo estaba deseoso de volver junto a la persona
cuya seguridad se me habia confiado. Todo -la
melancolia del paramo, la muerte del desgraciado jaco,
el extrafio sonido asociado con la sombria leyenda de
los Baskerville- contribuia a tefiir de tristeza mis
pensamientos. Y por si todas aquellas impresiones mas
0 menos vagas no me bastaran, habia que afadirles la
advertencia clara y precisa de la sefiorita Stapleton,
hecha con tanta vehemencia que estaba convencido de
que la apoyaban razones serias y profundas. Rechacé
los repetidos ruegos de los hermanos para que me
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resisted all pressure to stay for lunch, and | 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 short cut for those who knew it, for before |
had reached the road | 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. "l had not even time to put on
my hat. | must not stop, or my brother may miss
me. | 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 | said, which
have no application whatever to you."

"But | 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 | cannot always give
reasons for what | say or do."

"No, no. | remember the thrill in your voice. |
remember the look in your eyes. Please, please, be
frank with me, Miss Stapleton, for ever since | have
been here | 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 | 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 | naturally felt that there must be some
grounds for the fears which he had expressed. |
was distressed therefore when another member of
the family came down to live here, and | felt that he
should be warned of the danger which he will run.
That was all which | intended to convey.

"But what is the danger?"

quedase a almorzar y emprendi de inmediato el camino
de regreso, utilizando el mismo sendero crecido de
hierba por el que habiamos venido.

Existe sin embargo, al parecer, algun atajo que utilizan
quienes conocen mejor la zona, porque antes de
alcanzar la carretera me quedé pasmado al ver a la
seforita Stapleton sentada en una roca al borde del
camino. El rubor del esfuerzo embellecia alin mas su
rostro mientras se apretaba el costado con la mano.

-He corrido todo el camino para alcanzarlo, doctor
Watson -me dijo- y me ha faltado hasta tiempo para
ponerme el sombrero. No puedo detenerme porque de
lo contrario mi hermano repararia en mi ausencia.
Queria decirle lo mucho que siento la estupida
equivocacion que he cometido al confundirle con Sir
Henry. Haga el favor de olvidar mis palabras, que no
tienen ninguna aplicaciéon en su caso.

-Pero no puedo olvidarlas, sefiorita Stapleton -respondi-
. Soy amigo de Sir Henry y su bienestar es de gran
importancia para mi. Digame por qué estaba usted tan
deseosa de que Sir Henry regresara a Londres.

-Un simple capricho de mujer, doctor Watson. Cuando
me conozca mejor comprendera que no siempre puedo
dar razén de lo que digo o hago.

-No, no. Recuerdo el temblor de su voz. Recuerdo la
expresion de sus ojos. Por favor, sea sincera conmigo,
sefiorita Stapleton, porque desde que estoy aqui tengo
la sensacion de vivir rodeado de sombras. Mi existencia
se ha convertido en algo parecido a la gran ciénaga de
Grimpen: abundan por todas partes las manchas verdes
que ceden bajo los pies y carezco de guia que me
sefiale el camino. Digame, por favor, a qué se referia
usted, y le prometo transmitir la advertencia a Sir
Henry.

Por un instante apareci6é en su rostro una expresion de
duda, pero cuando me respondié su mirada habia
vuelto a endurecerse.

-Se preocupa usted demasiado, doctor Watson -fueron
sus palabras-. A mi hermano y a mi nos impresiono
mucho la muerte de Sir Charles. Lo conociamos muy
bien, porque su paseo favorito era atravesar el paramo
hasta nuestra casa. A Sir Charles le afectaba
profundamente la maldiciéon que pesaba sobre su
familia y al producirse la tragedia pensé, como es
l6gico, que debia de existir algun fundamento para los
temores que €l expresaba. Me preocupa, por lo tanto,
que otro miembro de la familia venga a vivir aqui, y
creo gue se le debe avisar del peligro que corre. Eso es
todo lo que me proponia transmitir con mis palabras.

-Pero, ¢cual es el peligro?
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"You know the story of the hound?"
"l do not believe in such nonsense."

"But | 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. | fear that unless you can give me
some more definite information than this it would
be impossible to get him to move."

"l cannot say anything definite, for I do not know
anything definite."

"l 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 | have said anything which might induce
Sir Henry to go away. But | have done my duty now
and I will say no more. | must go back, or he will
miss me and suspect that | have seen you. Good-
bye!" 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.

-¢Conoce usted la historia del sabueso?
-No creo en semejante tonteria.

-Pues yo si. Si tiene usted alguna influencia sobre Sir
Henry, aléjelo de un lugar que siempre ha sido funesto
para su familia. El mundo es muy grande. ¢Por qué
tendria que vivir en un lugar donde corre tanto peligro?

-Precisamente por eso. Esa es la manera de ser de Sir
Henry. Mucho me temo que si no me da usted una
informacion mas precisa, no lograra que se marche.

-No puedo decir nada mas preciso porque no lo sé.

-Permitame que le haga una pregunta mas, sefiorita
Stapleton. Si Gnicamente era eso lo que queria usted
decir cuando hablé conmigo por vez primera, ¢por qué
tenia tanto interés en que su hermano no oyera lo

que me decia? No hay en sus palabras nada a lo que ni
él, ni nadie, puedan poner objeciones.

-Mi hermano esta deseosisimo de que la mansiéon de los
Baskerville siga ocupada, porque cree que eso beneficia
a los pobres que viven en el paramo. Se enojaria si
supiera que he dicho algo que pueda impulsar a Sir
Henry a marcharse. Pero ya he cumplido con mi deber y
no voy a decir nada mas. Tengo que volver a casa o de
lo contrario Jack me echara de menos y sospechara que
he estado con usted. jHasta la vista! Se dio la vuelta y
en muy pocos minutos habia desaparecido entre los
pefiascos desperdigados por el paramo, mientras yo,
con el alma llena de vagos temores, proseguia mi
camino hacia la mansion de los Baskerville.




