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English

THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES %g%

- I
By A. Conan Doyle t“

Chapter 14.The Hound of the Baskervilles

One of Sherlock Holmes's defects—if, indeed, one
may call it a defect—was that he was exceedingly
loath to communicate his full plans to any other
person until the instant of their fulfilment. Partly it
came no doubt from his own masterful nature,
which loved to dominate and surprise those who
were around him. Partly also from his professional
caution, which urged him never to take any
chances. The result, however, was very trying for
those who were acting as his agents and assistants.
I had often suffered under it, but never more so
than during that long drive in the darkness. The
great ordeal was in front of us; at last we were
about to make our final effort, and yet Holmes had
said nothing, and | could only surmise what his
course of action would be. My nerves thrilled with
anticipation when at last the cold wind upon our
faces and the dark, void spaces on either side of the
narrow road told me that we were back upon the
moor once again. Every stride of the horses and
every turn of the wheels was taking us nearer to
our supreme adventure.

Our conversation was hampered by the presence of
the driver of the hired wagonette, so that we were
forced to talk of trivial matters when our nerves
were tense with emotion and anticipation. It was a
relief to me, after that unnatural restraint, when we
at last passed Frankland's house and knew that we
were drawing near to the Hall and to the scene of
action. We did not drive up to the door but got
down near the gate of the avenue. The wagonette
was paid off and ordered to return to Coombe
Tracey forthwith, while we started to walk to
Merripit House.

"Are you armed, Lestrade?"

The little detective smiled. "As long as | have my
trousers | have a hip-pocket, and as long as | have
my hip-pocket | have something in it."

"Good! My friend and | are also ready for
emergencies."

"You're mighty close about this affair, Mr. Holmes.
What's the game now?"

Spanish

EL SABUESO DE LOS BASKERVILLES %

- I
A. Conan Doyle %

Capitulo 14. El sabueso de los Baskervilles

Uno de los defectos de Sherlock Holmes -si es que en
realidad se le puede llamar defecto- era lo mucho que
se resistia a comunicar sus planes antes del momento
mismo de ponerlos por obra. Ello obedecia en parte, sin
duda, a su caracter autoritario, que le empujaba a
dominar y a sorprender a quienes se hallaban a su
alrededor. Y también en parte a su cautela profesional,
que le llevaba siempre a reducir los riesgos al minimo.
Esta costumbre, sin embargo, resultaba muy molesta
para quienes actuaban como agentes y colaboradores
suyos. Yo habia sufrido ya por ese motivo con
frecuencia, pero nunca tanto como durante aquel largo
trayecto en la oscuridad. Teniamos delante la gran
prueba; pero, aunque nos disponiamos a librar la
batalla final Holmes no habia dicho nada: s6lo me cabia
conjeturar cual iba a ser su linea de accién. Apenas
pude contener mi nerviosismo cuando, por fin, el frio
viento que nos cortaba la cara y los oscuros espacios
vacios a ambos lados del estrecho camino me
anunciaron que estabamos una vez mas en el paramo.
Cada paso de los caballos y cada vuelta de las ruedas
nos acercaban a la aventura suprema.

Debido a la presencia del cochero no habldbamos con
libertad y nos veiamos forzados a conversar sobre
temas triviales mientras la emocion y la esperanza
tensaban nuestros nervios. Después de aquella forzada
reserva me supuso un gran alivio dejar atras la casa de
Frankland y saber que nos acercabamos a la mansion
de los Baskerville y al escenario de la accion. En lugar
de llegar en coche hasta la casa nos apeamos junto al
portén al comienzo de la avenida. Despedimos a

la tartana y ordenamos al cochero que regresara a
Coombe Tracey de inmediato, al mismo tiempo que nos
poniamos en camino hacia la casa Merripit.

-¢Va usted armado, Lestrade?

-Siempre que me pongo los pantalones dispongo de un
bolsillo trasero -respondié con una sonrisa el detective
de corta estatura- y siempre que dispongo de un
bolsillo trasero llevo algo dentro.

-iBien! También mi amigo y yo estamos preparados
para cualquier emergencia.

-Se muestra usted muy reservado acerca de este
asunto, sefor Holmes. (A qué vamos a jugar ahora?
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"A waiting game."

"My word, it does not seem a very cheerful place,"
said the detective with a shiver, glancing round him
at the gloomy slopes of the hill and at the huge lake
of fog which lay over the Grimpen Mire. "l see the
lights of a house ahead of us."

"That is Merripit House and the end of our journey.
I must request you to walk on tiptoe and not to talk
above a whisper."

We moved cautiously along the track as if we were
bound for the house, but Holmes halted us when we
were about two hundred yards from it.

"This will do," said he. "These rocks upon the right
make an admirable screen.”

"We are to wait here?"

"Yes, we shall make our little ambush here. Get into
this hollow, Lestrade. You have been inside the
house, have you not, Watson? Can you tell the
position of the rooms? What are those latticed
windows at this end?"

"l 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!"

| tiptoed down the path and stooped behind the low
wall which surrounded the stunted orchard.
Creeping in its shadow | reached a point whence |
could look straight through the uncurtained window.

There were only two men in the room, Sir Henry
and Stapleton. They sat with their profiles towards
me on either side of the round table. Both of them
were smoking cigars, and coffee and wine were in
front of them. Stapleton was talking with animation,
but the baronet looked pale and distrait. Perhaps
the thought of that lonely walk across the ill-
omened moor was weighing heavily upon his mind.

As | watched them Stapleton rose and left the
room, while Sir Henry filled his glass again and
leaned back in his chair, puffing at his cigar. | heard
the creak of a door and the crisp sound of boots
upon gravel. The steps passed along the path on

-Jugaremos a esperar.

-iValgame Dios, este sitio no tiene nada de alegre! -dijo
el detective con un estremecimiento, contemplando a
su alrededor las melancoélicas laderas de las colinas y el
enorme lago de niebla que descansaba sobre la gran
ciénaga de Grimpen-. Veo unas luces delante de
nosotros.

-Eso es la casa Merripit y el final de nuestro trayecto.
He de rogarles que caminen de puntillas y hablen en
vOz muy baja.

Avanzamos con grandes precauciones por el sendero
como si nos dirigiéramos hacia la casa, pero Holmes
hizo que nos detuviéramos cuando nos encontrabamos
a unos doscientos metros.

-Ya es suficiente -dijo-. Esas rocas de la derecha van a
proporcionarnos una admirable proteccion.

-;,Hemos de esperar ahi?

-Asi es; vamos a preparar nuestra pequefia emboscada.
Lestrade, métase en ese hoyo. Usted ha estado dentro
de la casa, ¢no es cierto, Watson? ¢Puede describirme
la situacion de las habitaciones? ;A donde corresponden
esas ventanas enrejadas?

-Creo que son las de la cocina.
-¢Y la que queda un poco mas alla, tan bien iluminada?
-Se trata sin duda del comedor.

-Las persianas estan levantadas. Usted es quien mejor
conoce el terreno. Deslicese con el mayor sigilo y vea lo
que hacen, pero, por el amor del cielo, jque no
descubran que los estamos vigilando!

Avancé de puntillas por el sendero y me agaché detras
del muro de poca altura que rodeaba el huerto de
arboles achaparrados. Aprovechando su sombra me
deslicé hasta alcanzar un punto que me permitia mirar
directamente por la ventana desprovista de visillos.

Sélo habia dos personas en la habitacion: Sir Henry y
Stapleton, sentados a ambos lados de la mesa redonda.
Yo los veia de perfil desde mi punto de observacion.
Ambos fumaban cigarros y tenian delante café y vino de
Oporto. Stapleton hablaba animadamente, pero el
baronet parecia palido y ausente. Quiza la idea del
paseo solitario a través del paramo pesaba en su
animo.

Mientras los contemplaba, Stapleton se puso en pie y
salio de la habitacion; Sir Henry volvio a llenarse la
copa y se recosto en la silla, aspirando el humo del
cigarro. Luego oi el chirrido de una puerta y el ruido
muy nitido de unas botas sobre la grava. Los pasos
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the other side of the wall under which | crouched.
Looking over, | 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 | heard the key turn
once more and he passed me and reentered the
house. | saw him rejoin his guest, and | crept
quietly back to where my companions were waiting
to tell them what | had seen.

"You say, Watson, that the lady is not there?"
Holmes asked when | had finished my report.

IINO-II

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

"l cannot think where she is."

I have said that over the great Grimpen Mire there
hung a dense, white fog. It was drifting slowly in
our direction and banked itself up like a wall on that
side of us, low but thick and well defined. The moon
shone on it, and it looked like a great shimmering
ice-field, with the heads of the distant tors as rocks
borne upon its surface. Holmes's face was turned
towards it, and he muttered impatiently as he
watched its sluggish drift.

"It's moving towards us, Watson."
"Is that serious?"

"Very serious, indeed—the one thing upon earth
which could have disarranged my plans. He can't be
very long, now. It is already ten o'clock. Our
success and even his life may depend upon his
coming out before the fog is over the path."

The night was clear and fine above us. The stars
shone cold and bright, while a half-moon bathed the
whole scene in a soft, uncertain light. Before us lay
the dark bulk of the house, its serrated roof and
bristling chimneys hard outlined against the silver-
spangled sky. Broad bars of golden light from the
lower windows stretched across the orchard and the
moor. One of them was suddenly shut off. The
servants had left the kitchen. There only remained
the lamp in the dining-room where the two men,
the murderous host and the unconscious guest, still
chatted over their cigars.

Every minute that white woolly plain which covered
one-half of the moor was drifting closer and closer

to the house. Already the first thin wisps of it were
curling across the golden square of the lighted

recorrieron el sendero por el otro lado del muro que me
cobijaba. Alzando un poco la cabeza vi que el
naturalista se detenia ante la puerta de una de las
dependencias de la casa, situada en la esquina del
huerto. Oi girar una llave y al entrar Stapleton se oy6
un ruido extrafio en el interior. El duefio de la casa no
permanecié mas de un minuto alli dentro; después oi
de nuevo girar la llave en la cerradura, el naturalista
paso6 cerca de mi y regreso a la casa. Cuando comprobé
que se reunia con su invitado me deslicé en silencio
hasta donde me esperaban mis compafieros y les conté
lo que habia visto.

-¢Dice usted, Watson, que la sefiora no esta en el
comedor? -pregunté Holmes cuando terminé mi relato.
-No.

-;Doénde puede estar, en ese caso, dado que no hay luz
en ninguna otra habitacién si se exceptua la cocina?

-No sabria decirle.

Ya he mencionado que sobre la gran ciénaga de
Grimpen flotaba una espesa niebla blanca que avanzaba
lentamente en nuestra direccion y que se presentaba
frente a nosotros como un muro de poca altura, muy
denso y con limites muy precisos. La luna la iluminaba
desde lo alto, convirtiéndola en algo parecido a una
resplandeciente lamina de hielo de grandes
dimensiones, con las crestas de los riscos a manera de
rocas que descansaran sobre su superficie. Holmes se
habia vuelto a mirar la niebla y empez6 a murmurar,
impaciente, mientras seguia con los ojos su lento
derivar.

-Viene hacia nosotros, Watson.

-¢Es eso grave?

-Ya lo creo: la Unica cosa capaz de desbaratar mis
planes. El baronet no puede ya retrasarse mucho. Son
las diez. Nuestro éxito e incluso la vida de Sir Henry
pueden depender de que salga antes de que la niebla
cubra la senda.

Por encima de nosotros el cielo estaba claro y sereno.
Las estrellas brillaban friamente y la media luna bafiaba
toda la escena con una luz suave, que apenas marcaba
los contornos. Ante nosotros yacia la masa oscura de la
casa, con el tejado dentado y las enhiestas chimeneas
violentamente recortadas contra el cielo plateado.
Anchas barras de luz dorada procedentes de las
habitaciones iluminadas del piso bajo se alargaban por
el huerto y el paramo. Una de las ventanas se cerr6 de
repente. Los criados habian abandonado la cocina. Sélo
quedaba la lampara del comedor donde los dos
hombres, el anfitrion criminal y el invitado
desprevenido, todavia conversaban saboreando sus
cigarros puros.

Cada minuto que pasaba la algodonosa llanura blanca
que cubria la mitad del paramo se acercaba mas a la
casa. Los primeros filamentos cruzaron por delante del
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window. The farther wall of the orchard was already
invisible, and the trees were standing out of a swirl
of white vapour. As we watched it the fog-wreaths
came crawling round both corners of the house and
rolled slowly into one dense bank on which the
upper floor and the roof floated like a strange ship
upon a shadowy sea. Holmes struck his hand
passionately upon the rock in front of us and
stamped his feet in his impatience.

"If he isn't out in a quarter of an hour the path will
be covered. In half an hour we won't be able to see
our hands in front of us."

"Shall we move farther back upon higher ground?"
"Yes, | think it would be as well."

So as the fog-bank flowed onward we fell back
before it until we were half a mile from the house,
and still that dense white sea, with the moon
silvering its upper edge, swept slowly and
inexorably on.

"We are going too far," said Holmes. "We dare not
take the chance of his being overtaken before he
can reach us. At all costs we must hold our ground
where we are." He dropped on his knees and
clapped his ear to the ground. "Thank God, | think
that I hear him coming."

A sound of quick steps broke the silence of the
moor. Crouching among the stones we stared
intently at the silver-tipped bank in front of us. The
steps grew louder, and through the fog, as through
a curtain, there stepped the man whom we were
awaiting. He looked round him in surprise as he
emerged into the clear, starlit night. Then he came
swiftly along the path, passed close to where we
lay, and went on up the long slope behind us. As he
walked he glanced continually over either shoulder,
like a man who is ill at ease.

"Hist!" cried Holmes, and | 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. | was at
Holmes's elbow, and I glanced for an instant at his
face. It was pale and exultant, his eyes shining
brightly in the moonlight. But suddenly they started
forward in a rigid, fixed stare, and his lips parted in
amazement. At the same instant Lestrade gave a
yell of terror and threw himself face downward upon
the ground. | sprang to my feet, my inert hand

rectangulo dorado de la ventana iluminada. La valla
mas distante del huerto se hizo invisible y los arboles se
hundieron a medias en un remolino de vapor blanco.
Ante nuestros ojos los primeros tentaculos de niebla
dieron la vuelta por las dos esquinas de la casa y
avanzaron lentamente, espesandose, hasta que el piso
alto y el techo quedaron flotando como una extrafa
embarcacion sobre un mar de sombras. Holmes golped
apasionadamente con la mano la roca que nos ocultaba
e incluso pateo el suelo llevado de la impaciencia.

-Si nuestro amigo tarda mas de un cuarto de hora en
salir la niebla cubrira el sendero. Y dentro de media
hora no nos veremos ni las manos.

-¢Y si nos situaramos a mas altura?
-Si; creo que no estaria de mas.

De manera que nos alejamos hasta unos ochocientos
metros de la casa, si bien el espeso mar blanco, su
superficie plateada por la luna, seguia avanzando lenta
pero inexorablemente:

-Hemos de quedarnos aqui -dijo Holmes-. No podemos
correr el riesgo de que Sir Henry sea alcanzado antes
de llegar a nuestra altura.

Hay que mantener esta posicion a toda costa -se dejo
caer de rodillas y pego el oido al suelo-. Me parece que
le oigo venir, gracias a Dios.

El ruido de unos pasos rapidos rompio el silencio del
paramo. Agazapados entre las piedras, contemplamos
atentamente el borde plateado del mar de niebla que
teniamos delante. El ruido de las pisadas se intensifico
y, a través de la niebla, como si se tratara de una
cortina, surgio el hombre al que esperabamos. Sir
Henry mird a su alrededor sorprendido al encontrarse
de repente con una noche clara, iluminada por las
estrellas. Luego avanzo6 a toda prisa sendero adelante,
pas6é muy cerca de donde estabamos escondidos y
empezo a subir por la larga pendiente que quedaba a
nuestras espaldas. Al caminar miraba continuamente
hacia atras, como un hombre desasosegado.
-jAtentos! -exclamo6 Holmes, al tiempo que se oia el
nitido chasquido de un revoélver al ser amartillado-.
iCuidado! jYa viene!

De algun sitio en el corazéon de aquella masa blanca que
seguia deslizandose lleg6é hasta nosotros un tamborileo
ligero y continuo. La niebla se hallaba a cincuenta
metros de nuestro escondite y los tres la
contemplabamos sin saber qué horror estaba a punto
de brotar de sus entrafias. Yo me encontraba junto a
Holmes y me volvi un instante hacia él. Lo vi palido y
exultante, brillandole los ojos a la luz de la luna. De
repente, sin embargo, su mirada adquirié una extrafa
fijeza y el asombro le hizo abrir la boca. Lestrade
también dej6 escapar un grito de terror y se arrojo al
suelo de bruces. Yo me puse en pie de un salto, inerte
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grasping my pistol, my mind paralyzed by the
dreadful shape which had sprung out upon us from
the shadows of the fog. A hound it was, an
enormous coal-black hound, but not such a hound
as mortal eyes have ever seen. Fire burst from its
open mouth, its eyes glowed with a smouldering
glare, its muzzle and hackles and dewlap were
outlined in flickering flame. Never in the delirious
dream of a disordered brain could anything more
savage, more appalling, more hellish be conceived
than that dark form and savage face which broke
upon us out of the wall of fog.

With long bounds the huge black creature was
leaping down the track, following hard upon the
footsteps of our friend. So paralyzed were we by
the apparition that we allowed him to pass before
we had recovered our nerve. Then Holmes and |
both fired together, and the creature gave a
hideous howl, which showed that one at least had
hit him. He did not pause, however, but bounded
onward. Far away on the path we saw Sir Henry
looking back, his face white in the moonlight, his
hands raised in horror, glaring helplessly at the
frightful thing which was hunting him down. But
that cry of pain from the hound had blown all our
fears to the winds. If he was vulnerable he was
mortal, and if we could wound him we could Kkill
him. Never have | seen a man run as Holmes ran
that night. I am reckoned fleet of foot, but he
outpaced me as much as | outpaced the little
professional. In front of us as we flew up the track
we heard scream after scream from Sir Henry and
the deep roar of the hound. | was in time to see the
beast spring upon its victim, hurl him to the ground,
and worry at his throat. But the next instant Holmes
had emptied five barrels of his revolver into the
creature's flank. With a last howl of agony and a
vicious snap in the air, it rolled upon its back, four
feet pawing furiously, and then fell limp upon its
side. | stooped, panting, and pressed my pistol to
the dreadful, shimmering head, but it was useless
to press the trigger. The giant hound was dead.

Sir Henry lay insensible where he had fallen. We
tore away his collar, and Holmes breathed a prayer
of gratitude when we saw that there was no sign of
a wound and that the rescue had been in time.
Already our friend's eyelids shivered and he made a
feeble effort to move. Lestrade thrust his brandy-
flask between the baronet's teeth, and two
frightened eyes were looking up at us.

"My God!" he whispered. "What was it? What, in
heaven's name, was it?"

"It's dead, whatever it is," said Holmes. "We've laid
the family ghost once and forever."

la mano que sujetaba la pistola, paralizada la mente por
la espantosa forma que saltaba hacia nosotros de entre
las sombras de la niebla. Era un sabueso, un enorme
sabueso, negro como un tizén, pero distinto a
cualquiera que hayan visto nunca ojos humanos. De la
boca abierta le brotaban llamas, los ojos parecian
carbones encendidos y un resplandor intermitente le
iluminaba el hocico, el pelaje del lomo y el cuello. Ni en
la pesadilla mas delirante de un cerebro enloquecido
podria haber tomado forma algo mas feroz, mas
orroroso, mas infernal que la oscura forma y la cara
cruel que se precipitd sobre nosotros desde el muro de
niebla.

La enorme criatura negra avanzo6 a grandes saltos por
el sendero, siguiendo los pasos de nuestro amigo.
Hasta tal punto nos paralizé su aparicion que ya habia
pasado cuando recuperamos la sangre fria. Entonces
Holmes y yo disparamos al unisono y la criatura lanzé
un espantoso aullido, lo que queria decir que al menos
uno de los proyectiles le habia acertado. Siguio, sin
embargo, avanzando a grandes saltos sin detenerse. A
lo lejos, en el camino, vimos como Sir Henry se volvia,
el rostro blanco a la luz de la luna, las manos alzadas
en un gesto de horror, contemplando impotente el ser
horrendo que le daba caza. Pero el aullido de dolor del
sabueso habia disipado todos nuestros temores. Si
aquel ser era vulnerable, también era mortal, y si
habiamos sido capaces de herirlo también podiamos
matarlo. Nunca he visto correr a un hombre como
corrié Holmes aquella noche. Se me considera veloz,
pero mi amigo me sac6 tanta ventaja como yo al
detective de corta estatura. Mientras volabamos por el
sendero oiamos delante los sucesivos alaridos de Sir
Henry y el sordo rugido del sabueso. Pude ver como la
bestia saltaba sobre su victima, la arrojaba al suelo y le
buscaba la garganta. Pero un instante después, Holmes
habia disparado cinco veces su revolver contra el
costado del animal. Con un dltimo aullido de dolor y
una violenta dentellada al aire, el sabueso cayo6 de
espaldas, agitando furiosamente las cuatro patas, hasta
inmovilizarse por fin sobre un costado. Yo me detuve,
jadeante, y acerqué mi pistola a la horrible cabeza
luminosa, pero ya no servia de nada apretar el gatillo.
El gigantesco perro habia muerto.

Sir Henry seguia inconsciente en el lugar donde habia
caido. Le arrancamos el cuello de la camisa y Holmes
musité una acciéon de gracias al ver que no estaba
herido: habiamos llegado a tiempo. El baronet parpadeo
a los pocos instantes e hizo un débil intento de
moverse. Lestrade le acerco a la boca el frasco de
brandy y muy pronto dos ojos llenos de espanto nos
miraron fijamente.

-iDios mio! -susurré nuestro amigo-. ;/Qué era eso? En
nombre del cielo, ¢qué era eso?

-Fuera lo que fuese, ya esta muerto -dijo Holmes-. De
una vez por todas hemos acabado con el fantasma de la
familia Baskerville.
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In mere size and strength it was a terrible creature
which was lying stretched before us. It was not a
pure bloodhound and it was not a pure mastiff; but
it appeared to be a combination of the two—gaunt,
savage, and as large as a small lioness. Even now
in the stillness of death, the huge jaws seemed to
be dripping with a bluish flame and the small, deep-
set, cruel eyes were ringed with fire. | placed my
hand upon the glowing muzzle, and as | held them
up my own fingers smouldered and gleamed in the
darkness.

"Phosphorus," | said.

"A cunning preparation of it," said Holmes, sniffing
at the dead animal. "There is no smell which might
have interfered with his power of scent. We owe
you a deep apology, Sir Henry, for having exposed
you to this fright. | was prepared for a hound, but
not for such a creature as this. And the fog gave us
little time to receive him."

"You have saved my life."

"Having first endangered it. Are you strong enough
to stand?"

"Give me another mouthful of that brandy and |
shall be ready for anything. So! Now, if you will help
me up. What do you propose to do?"

"To leave you here. You are not fit for further
adventures tonight. If you will wait, one or other of
us will go back with you to the Hall."

He tried to stagger to his feet; but he was still
ghastly pale and trembling in every limb. We helped
him to a rock, where he sat shivering with his face
buried in his hands.

"We must leave you now," said Holmes. "The rest of
our work must be done, and every moment is of
importance. We have our case, and now we only
want our man.

"It's a thousand to one against our finding him at
the house," he continued as we retraced our steps
swiftly down the path. "Those shots must have told
him that the game was up."

"We were some distance off, and this fog may have
deadened them."

"He followed the hound to call him off—of that you
may be certain. No, no, he's gone by this time! But
we'll search the house and make sure."

The front door was open, so we rushed in and

El tamafo y la fuerza bastaban para convertir en un
animal terrible a la criatura que yacia tendida ante
nosotros. No era ni sabueso ni mastin de pura raza,
sino que parecia mas bien una mezcla de los dos:
demacrado, feroz y del tamafio de una pequefa leona.
Incluso ahora, en la inmovilidad de la muerte, de sus
enormes mandibulas parecia seguir brotando una llama
azulada, y los ojillos crueles, muy hundidos en las
orbitas, aun daban la impresion de estar rodeados de
fuego. Toqué con la mano el hocico luminoso y al
apartar los dedos vi que brillaban en la oscuridad, como
si ardieran a fuego lento.

-Fosforo -dije.

-Un ingenioso preparado hecho con fosforo -dijo
Holmes, acercandose al sabueso para olerlo-.
Totalmente inodoro para no dificultar la capacidad
olfatoria del animal. Es mucho lo que tiene usted que
perdonarnos, Sir Henry, por haberlo expuesto a este
susto tan espantoso. Yo me esperaba un sabueso, pero
Nno una criatura como ésta. Y la niebla apenas nos ha
dado tiempo para recibirlo como se merecia.

-Me han salvado la vida.

-Después de ponerla en peligro. ¢Tiene usted fuerzas
para levantarse?

-Denme otro sorbo de ese brandy y estaré listo para
cualquier cosa. jBien! Ayiddenme a levantarme. ;Qué se
propone hacer ahora, sefior Holmes?

-A usted vamos a dejarlo aqui. No esta en condiciones
de correr mas aventuras esta noche. Si hace el favor de
esperar, uno de nosotros volvera con usted a la
mansion.

El baronet logré ponerse en pie con dificultad, pero ain
seguia horrorosamente palido y temblaba de pies a
cabeza. Lo llevamos hasta una roca, donde se sentd
con el rostro entre las manos y el cuerpo estremecido.

-Ahora tenemos que dejarlo -dijo Holmes-. Hemos de
acabar el trabajo y no hay un momento que perder. Ya
tenemos las pruebas; soélo nos falta nuestro hombre.

Hay una probabilidad entre mil de que lo hallemos en la
casa -siguié mi amigo, mientras regresabamos a toda
velocidad por el camino-. Sin duda los disparos le han
hecho saber que ha perdido la partida.

-Estdbamos algo lejos y la niebla ha podido amortiguar
el ruido.

-Tenga usted la seguridad de que seguia al sabueso
para llamarlo cuando terminara su tarea. No, no; se
habra marchado ya, pero lo registraremos todo y nos
aseguraremos.

La puerta principal estaba abierta, de manera que
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hurried from room to room to the amazement of a
doddering old manservant, who met us in the
passage. There was no light save in the dining-
room, but Holmes caught up the lamp and left no
corner of the house unexplored. No sign could we
see of the man whom we were chasing. On the
upper floor, however, one of the bedroom doors
was locked.

"There's someone in here," cried Lestrade. "l can
hear a movement. Open this door!"

A faint moaning and rustling came from within.
Holmes struck the door just over the lock with the
flat of his foot and it flew open. Pistol in hand, we
all three rushed into the room.

But there was no sign within it of that desperate
and defiant villain whom we expected to see.
Instead we were faced by an object so strange and
so unexpected that we stood for a moment staring
at it in amazement.

The room had been fashioned into a small museum,
and the walls were lined by a number of glass-
topped cases full of that collection of butterflies and
moths the formation of which had been the
relaxation of this complex and dangerous man. In
the centre of this room there was an upright beam,
which had been placed at some period as a support
for the old worm-eaten baulk of timber which
spanned the roof. To this post a figure was tied, so
swathed and muffled in the sheets which had been
used to secure it that one could not for the moment
tell whether it was that of a man or a woman. One
towel passed round the throat and was secured at
the back of the pillar. Another covered the lower
part of the face, and over it two dark eyes—eyes
full of grief and shame and a dreadful questioning—
stared back at us. In a minute we had torn off the
gag, unswathed the bonds, and Mrs. Stapleton sank
upon the floor in front of us. As her beautiful head
fell upon her chest | saw the clear red weal of a
whiplash across her neck.

"The brute!" cried Holmes. "Here, Lestrade, your
brandy-bottle! Put her in the chair! She has fainted
from ill-usage and exhaustion."

She opened her eyes again.
"Is he safe?" she asked. "Has he escaped?"
"He cannot escape us, madam."

"No, no, | did not mean my husband. Sir Henry? Is
he safe?"

irrumpimos en la casa y recorrimos velozmente todas
las habitaciones, con gran asombro del anciano y
tembloroso sirviente que se tropezé con nosotros en el
pasillo. No habia otra luz que la del comedor, pero
Holmes se apoderd de la lampara y no dejo rincén de la
casa sin explorar. Aunque no aparecia por ninguna
parte el hombre al que perseguiamos, descubrimos que
en el piso alto uno de los dormitorios estaba cerrado
con llave.

-jAqui dentro hay alguien! -exclamo Lestrade-. Oigo
ruidos. jAbra la puerta!

Del interior brotaban débiles gemidos y crujidos.
Holmes golpeod con el talon exactamente encima de la
cerradura y la puerta se abri6 inmediatamente. Pistola
en mano, los tres irrumpimos en la habitacion.

Pero en su interior tampoco se hallaba el criminal
desafiante que esperabamos ver y si, en cambio, un
objeto tan extrafio y tan inesperado que por unos
instantes no supimos qué hacer, mirandolo
asombrados.

El cuarto estaba arreglado como un pequefio museo y
en las paredes se alineaban las vitrinas que albergaban
la coleccion de mariposas diurnas y nocturnas cuya
captura servia de distraccion a aquel hombre tan
complicado y tan peligroso. En el centro de la
habitacion habia un pilar, colocado alli en algin
momento para servir de apoyo a la gran viga, vieja y
carcomida, que sustentaba el techo. A aquel pilar
estaba atada una figura tan envuelta y tan tapada con
las sabanas utilizadas para sujetarla que de momento
no se podia decir si era hombre o mujer. Una toalla,
anudada por detras al pilar, le rodeaba la garganta.
Otra le cubria la parte inferior del rostro y, por encima
de ella, dos ojos oscuros -llenos de dolor y de
verglienza y de horribles preguntas- nos contemplaban.
En un minuto habiamos arrancado la mordaza y
desatado los nudos y la sefiora Stapleton se derrumbod
delante de nosotros. Mientras la hermosa cabeza se le
doblaba sobre el pecho vi, cruzandole el cuello, el nitido
verdugoén de un latigazo.

-iQué canalla! -exclam6 Holmes-. jLestrade, por favor,
su frasco de brandy! jLIévenla a esa silla! Los malos
tratos y la fatiga han hecho que pierda el conocimiento.
La sefiora Stapleton abrié de nuevo los ojos.

-¢Esta a salvo? -pregunto6-. {Ha escapado?

-No se nos escapard, sefiora.

-No, no; no me refiero a mi marido. ¢{Esta Sir Henry a
salvo?
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"Yes."

"And the hound?"

"It is dead."

She gave a long sigh of satisfaction.

"Thank God! Thank God! Oh, this villain! See how
he has treated me!" She shot her arms out from her
sleeves, and we saw with horror that they were all
mottled with bruises. "But this is nhothing—nothing!
It is my mind and soul that he has tortured and
defiled. | could endure it all, ill-usage, solitude, a
life of deception, everything, as long as | could still
cling to the hope that | had his love, but now I
know that in this also | have been his dupe and his
tool." She broke into passionate sobbing as she
spoke.

"You bear him no good will, madam," said Holmes.
"Tell us then where we shall find him. If you have
ever aided him in evil, help us now and so atone."

"There is but one place where he can have fled,"
she answered. "There is an old tin mine on an
island in the heart of the mire. It was there that he
kept his hound and there also he had made
preparations so that he might have a refuge. That is
where he would fly."

The fog-bank lay like white wool against the
window. Holmes held the lamp towards it.

"See," said he. "No one could find his way into the
Grimpen Mire tonight."

She laughed and clapped her hands. Her eyes and
teeth gleamed with fierce merriment.

"He may find his way in, but never out," she cried.
"How can he see the guiding wands tonight? We
planted them together, he and I, to mark the
pathway through the mire. Oh, if | could only have
plucked them out today. Then indeed you would
have had him at your mercy!"

It was evident to us that all pursuit was in vain until
the fog had lifted. Meanwhile we left Lestrade in
possession of the house while Holmes and | went
back with the baronet to Baskerville Hall. The story
of the Stapletons could no longer be withheld from
him, but he took the blow bravely when he learned
the truth about the woman whom he had loved. But
the shock of the night's adventures had shattered
his nerves, and before morning he lay delirious in a
high fever under the care of Dr. Mortimer. The two
of them were destined to travel together round the

-Si.
-¢Y el sabueso?
-Muerto.

La sefora Stapleton dejo escapar un largo suspiro de
satisfaccion.

-iGracias a Dios! jGracias a Dios! jEl muy canalla!
iVean como me ha tratado! -retiré las mangas del
vestido para mostrarnos los brazos y vimos con horror
que estaban llenos de cardenales-. Pero esto no es
nada, jnada! Lo que ha torturado y profanado han sido
mi mente y mi alma. Lo he soportado todo, malos
tratos, soledad, una vida de engafo, todo, mientras
aun podia agarrarme a la esperanza de que seguia
queriéndome, pero ahora sé que también en eso he
sido su victima y su instrumento -unos sollozos
apasionados interrumpieron sus palabras.

-Puesto que no tiene usted motivo alguno para estarle
agradecida -le dijo Holmes-, informenos de dénde
podemos encontrarlo. Si alguna vez le ha ayudado en el
mal, colabore ahora con nosotros y expie el pasado de
ese modo.

-Sdlo hay un sitio a donde puede haber escapado -
respondio ella-. Existe una vieja mina de estafio en la
isla que ocupa el corazon de la ciénaga. Alli encerraba a
su sabueso y también alli hizo preparativos por si
alguna vez necesitaba un refugio. Habra ido en esa
direccion.

La niebla descansaba sobre la ventana como una capa
de lana blanca. Holmes acerco la lampara a los
cristales.

-Vea -dijo-. Esta noche nadie es capaz de adentrarse en
la gran ciénaga de Grimpen.

La sefiora Stapleton se echd a reir y empezo a dar
palmadas. Sus ojos y sus dientes brillaron con una
alegria feroz.

-Tal vez haya conseguido entrar, pero no saldra -
exclamo6-. No podra ver las varitas que sirven de guia.
Las colocamos juntos para sefalar la senda a través de
la ciénaga. jAh, si hubiera podido arrancarlas hoy!
Entonces seguro que lo tendrian ustedes a su merced.

Era evidente la inutilidad del proseguir la busqueda
antes de que levantara la niebla. Dejamos a Lestrade
para que custodiara la casa y Holmes y yo regresamos
a la mansioén con el baronet. Ya no podiamos ocultarle
por mas tiempo la historia de los Stapleton, pero encajo
con mucho valor las revelaciones sobre la mujer de la
que se habia enamorado. De todos modos, la impresién
producida por las aventuras nocturnas le habia
destrozado los nervios y poco después deliraba ya con
una fiebre muy alta, atendido por el doctor Mortimer.
Los dos estaban destinados a dar la vuelta al mundo
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world before Sir Henry had become once more the
hale, hearty man that he had been before he
became master of that ill-omened estate.

And now | come rapidly to the conclusion of this
singular narrative, in which | have tried to make the
reader share those dark fears and vague surmises
which clouded our lives so long and ended in so
tragic a manner. On the morning after the death of
the hound the fog had lifted and we were guided by
Mrs. Stapleton to the point where they had found a
pathway through the bog. It helped us to realize the
horror of this woman's life when we saw the
eagerness and joy with which she laid us on her
husband's track. We left her standing upon the thin
peninsula of firm, peaty soil which tapered out into
the widespread bog. From the end of it a small
wand planted here and there showed where the
path zigzagged from tuft to tuft of rushes among
those green-scummed pits and foul quagmires
which barred the way to the stranger. Rank reeds
and lush, slimy water-plants sent an odour of decay
and a heavy miasmatic vapour onto our faces, while
a false step plunged us more than once thigh-deep
into the dark, quivering mire, which shook for yards
in soft undulations around our feet. Its tenacious
grip plucked at our heels as we walked, and when
we sank into it it was as if some malignant hand
was tugging us down into those obscene depths, so
grim and purposeful was the clutch in which it held
us. Once only we saw a trace that someone had
passed that perilous way before us. From amid a
tuft of cotton grass which bore it up out of the slime
some dark thing was projecting. Holmes sank to his
waist as he stepped from the path to seize it, and
had we not been there to drag him out he could
never have set his foot upon firm land again. He
held an old black boot in the air. "Meyers, Toronto,"
was printed on the leather inside.

"It is worth a mud bath," said he. "It is our friend
Sir Henry's missing boot."

"Thrown there by Stapleton in his flight."

"Exactly. He retained it in his hand after using it to
set the hound upon the track. He fled when he
knew the game was up, still clutching it. And he
hurled it away at this point of his flight. We know at
least that he came so far in safety."

But more than that we were never destined to
know, though there was much which we might
surmise. There was no chance of finding footsteps
in the mire, for the rising mud oozed swiftly in upon
them, but as we at last reached firmer ground

antes de que Sir Henry volviese a ser el hombre
robusto y cordial que fuera antes de convertirse en el
duefio de aquella mansién cargada con el peso de la
leyenda.

Y ya s6lo me queda llegar rapidamente al desenlace de
esta narracion singular con la que he tratado de
conseguir que el lector compartiera los miedos oscuros
y las vagas c onjeturas que ensombrecieron durante
tantas semanas nuestras vidas y que concluyeron de
manera tan tragica. A la mafana siguiente se levant6 la
niebla y la sefiora Stapleton nos llevo hasta el sitio
donde ella y su esposo habian encontrado un camino
practicable para penetrar en el pantano. El interés y la
alegria con que aquella mujer nos puso sobre la pista
de su marido nos ayudaron a comprender mejor los
horrores de su vida con Stapleton. La dejamos en la
estrecha peninsula de suelo firme de turba que acababa
desapareciendo en la ciénaga. A partir de alli unas
varitas clavadas en la tierra iban mostrando el sendero,
que zigzagueaba de juncar enjuncar entre las pozas
llenas de verdin y los fétidos cenagales que cerraban el
paso a cualquier intruso. Los abundantes juncos y las
exuberantes y viscosas plantas acuaticas despedian olor
a putrefaccion y nos lanzaban a la cara densos vapores
miasmaticos, mientras que al menor paso en falso nos
hundiamos hasta el muslo en el oscuro fango
tembloroso que, a varios metros a la redonda, se
estremecia en suaves ondulaciones bajo nuestros pies,
tiraba con tenacidad de nuestros talones mientras
avanzabamos y, cada vez que nos hundiamos en él, se
transformaba en una mano malévola que queria
llevarnos hacia aquellas horribles profundidades: tal era
la intensidad y la decision del abrazo con que nos
sujetaba. Solo una vez comprobamos que alguien habia
seguido senda tan peligrosa antes de nosotros. Del
centro del matorral de juncias que lo mantenia fuera del
fango sobresalia un objeto oscuro. Holmes se hundi6
hasta la cintura al salirse del sendero para recogerlo, y
si no hubiéramos estado alli para ayudarlo nunca
hubiera vuelto a poner el pie en tierra firme. Lo que
alzo en el aire fue una bota vieja de color negro.
«Meyers, Toronto» estaba impreso en el interior del
cuero.

-El bafio de barro estaba justificado -dijo Holmes-. Es la
bota perdida de nuestro amigo Sir Henry.

-Arrojada aqui por Stapleton en su huida.

-En efecto. Siguid con ella en la mano después de
utilizarla para poner al sabueso en la pista del baronet.
Luego, todavia empufando la bota, escap6 al darse
cuenta de que habia perdido la partida. Y la arrojo lejos
de si en este sitio durante su huida. Ya sabemos al
menos que logro llegar hasta aqui.

Pero no estdbamos destinados a saber nada mas,
aunque pudimos deducir muchas otras cosas. No existia
la menor posibilidad de encontrar huellas en el pantano,
porque el barro que se alzaba con cada pisada las
cubria rapidamente y, aunque las buscamos




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

beyond the morass we all looked eagerly for them.
But no slightest sign of them ever met our eyes. If
the earth told a true story, then Stapleton never
reached that island of refuge towards which he
struggled through the fog upon that last night.
Somewhere in the heart of the great Grimpen Mire,
down in the foul slime of the huge morass which
had sucked him in, this cold and cruel-hearted man
is forever buried.

Many traces we found of him in the bog-girt island
where he had hid his savage ally. A huge driving-
wheel and a shaft half-filled with rubbish showed
the position of an abandoned mine. Beside it were
the crumbling remains of the cottages of the
miners, driven away no doubt by the foul reek of
the surrounding swamp. In one of these a staple
and chain with a quantity of gnawed bones showed
where the animal had been confined. A skeleton
with a tangle of brown hair adhering to it lay among
the debris.

"A dog!" said Holmes. "By Jove, a curly-haired
spaniel. Poor Mortimer will never see his pet again.
Well, I do not know that this place contains any
secret which we have not already fathomed. He
could hide his hound, but he could not hush its
voice, and hence came those cries which even in
daylight were not pleasant to hear. On an
emergency he could keep the hound in the out-
house at Merripit, but it was always a risk, and it
was only on the supreme day, which he regarded as
the end of all his efforts, that he dared do it. This
paste in the tin is no doubt the luminous mixture
with which the creature was daubed. It was
suggested, of course, by the story of the family
hell-hound, and by the desire to frighten old Sir
Charles to death. No wonder the poor devil of a
convict ran and screamed, even as our friend did,
and as we ourselves might have done, when he saw
such a creature bounding through the darkness of
the moor upon his track. It was a cunning device,
for, apart from the chance of driving your victim to
his death, what peasant would venture to inquire
too closely into such a creature should he get sight
of it, as many have done, upon the moor? | said it
in London, Watson, and | say it again now, that
never yet have we helped to hunt down a more
dangerous man than he who is lying yonder"—he
swept his long arm towards the huge mottled
expanse of green-splotched bog which stretched
away until it merged into the russet slopes of the
moor.

avidamente cuando por fin llegamos a tierra firme,
nunca encontramos ni el menor rastro. Si la tierra nos
contd una historia verdadera, hay que creer que
Stapleton nunca lleg6 a la isla que aquella ultima noche
trat6 de alcanzar entre la niebla y en la que esperaba
refugiarse. Hundido en algun lugar del corazén de la
gran ciénaga, en el fétido limo del enorme pantano que
se lo habia tragado, queddé enterrado para siempre
aquel hombre frio de corazon despiadado.

En la isla del centro del pantano donde escondia a su
cruel aliado hallamos muchos rastros de su presencia.
Una enorme rueda motriz y un pozo lleno a medias de
escombros sefialaban la posiciéon de una mina
abandonada. Junto a ella se encontraban los derruidos
restos de unas chozas; los mineros, sin duda, habian
terminado por marcharse, incapaces de resistir el hedor
apestoso que los rodeaba. En una de ellas una armella
y una cadena, junto a unos huesos roidos, mostraban el
sitio donde el sabueso permanecia confinado. Entre los
demas restos encontramos un esqueleto que tenia
pegados unos mechones castafos.

-iUn perro! -dijo Holmes-. Sin duda un spaniel de pelo
rizado. El pobre Mortimer nunca volvera a ver a su
preferido. Bien; no creo que este lugar contenga ningdn
secreto que no hayamos descubierto ya. Stapleton
escondia al sabueso, pero no podia impedir que se le
oyera, y de ahi los aullidos que ni siquiera durante el
dia resultaban agradables. En los momentos criticos
podia encerrarlo en una de las dependencias de
Merripit, pero eso significaba correr un riesgo, y solo el
gran dia, la jornada en que Stapleton iba a culminar
todos sus esfuerzos, se atrevié a hacerlo. La pasta que
hay en esa lata es sin duda la mezcla luminosa con que
embadurnaba al animal. La idea se la sugirio, por
supuesto, la leyenda del sabueso infernal y el deseo de
dar un susto de muerte al anciano Sir Charles. No tiene
nada de extrafio que Selden, aquel pobre diablo,
corriera y gritara, como lo ha hecho nuestro amigo, y
como podiamos haberlo hecho nosotros, cuando vio a
semejante criatura siguiendo su rastro a grandes saltos
por el paramo a oscuras. Era una estratagema muy
astuta, porque, ademas de la posibilidad de provocar la
muerte de la victima elegida, ;/qué campesino se
atreveria a interesarse de cerca por semejante criatura
en el caso de que, como les ha sucedido a muchos, la
viera por el paramo? Lo dije en Londres, Watson, y lo
repito ahora: nunca hemos contribuido a acabar con un
hombre tan peligroso como el que ahi yace -y extendi6
su largo brazo hacia la enorme extension de la ciénaga,
cubierta de manchas verdes, que se prolongaba hasta
confundirse con el color rojizo del paramo.




