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English

THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES %g%

- I
By A. Conan Doyle t“

Chapter 10. Extract from the Diary of Dr.
Watson

So far | have been able to quote from the reports
which | have forwarded during these early days to
Sherlock Holmes. Now, however, | have arrived at a
point in my narrative where | am compelled to
abandon this method and to trust once more to my
recollections, aided by the diary which | kept at the
time. A few extracts from the latter will carry me on
to those scenes which are indelibly fixed in every
detail upon my memory. | proceed, then, from the
morning which followed our abortive chase of the
convict and our other strange experiences upon the
moor.

October 16th. A dull and foggy day with a drizzle of
rain. The house is banked in with rolling clouds,
which rise now and then to show the dreary curves
of the moor, with thin, silver veins upon the sides of
the hills, and the distant boulders gleaming where
the light strikes upon their wet faces. It is
melancholy outside and in. The baronet is in a black
reaction after the excitements of the night. | am
conscious myself of a weight at my heart and a
feeling of impending danger—ever present danger,
which is the more terrible because | am unable to
define it.

And have | not cause for such a feeling? Consider
the long sequence of incidents which have all
pointed to some sinister influence which is at work
around us. There is the death of the last occupant
of the Hall, fulfilling so exactly the conditions of the
family legend, and there are the repeated reports
from peasants of the appearance of a strange
creature upon the moor. Twice | have with my own
ears heard the sound which resembled the distant
baying of a hound. It is incredible, impossible, that
it should really be outside the ordinary laws of
nature. A spectral hound which leaves material
footmarks and fills the air with its howling is surely
not to be thought of. Stapleton may fall in with such
a superstition, and Mortimer also, but if | have one
quality upon earth it is common sense, and nothing
will persuade me to believe in such a thing. To do
so would be to descend to the level of these poor
peasants, who are not content with a mere fiend
dog but must needs describe him with hell-fire
shooting from his mouth and eyes. Holmes would
not listen to such fancies, and | am his agent. But
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EL SABUESO DE LOS BASKERVILLES %

- I
A. Conan Doyle %

Capitulo 10. Fragmento del diario del Dr. Watson

Hasta este momento he podido utilizar los informes que
envié a Sherlock Holmes durante los primeros dias de
mi estancia en el paramo. Pero he llegado ya a un
punto en mi narracion en el que me veo obligado a
abandonar ese método y recurrir una vez mas a mis
recuerdos, con la ayuda del diario que llevaba por
entonces. Algunos fragmentos de este ultimo me
permitiran enlazar con las escenas que estan
indeleblemente grabadas en mi memoria. Contindo, por
lo tanto, en la mafana siguiente a nuestra infructuosa
persecucion de Selden y a nuestras extrafias
experiencias en el paramo.

16 de octubre.-Dia brumoso y gris con algo de llovizna.
La casa esta cubierta de nubes en movimiento que se
abren de vez en cuando para mostrar las mondétonas
curvas del paramo, con delgadas vetas plateadas en las
faldas de las colinas y rocas distantes que brillan
cuando sus hiumedas superficies reflejan la luz. Reina la
melancolia fuera y dentro. El baronet ha reaccionado
mal ante las emociones de la noche pasada. Yo mismo
me noto un peso en el corazén y el sentimiento de

la inminencia de un peligro siempre al acecho,
precisamente mas terrible porque no soy capaz de
definirlo.

Y, ¢acaso no esta justificado ese sentimiento? Piénsese
en la larga sucesion de incidentes que delatan las
fuerzas siniestras que actian a nuestro alrededor.
Primero, la muerte del anterior ocupante de la mansion,
en la que se cumplieron con toda exactitud las
condiciones de la leyenda familiar, y, en segundo lugar,
las repetidas afirmaciones por parte de los campesinos
de la zona de que ha aparecido en el paramo una
extrafa criatura. En dos ocasiones he escuchado ya un
sonido que recuerda el aullido distante de un sabueso.
No puede tratarse de algo ajeno a las leyes ordinarias
de la naturaleza. Un sabueso espectral que deje huellas
visibles y que llene el aire con sus aullidos es sin duda
impensable. Quiza Stapleton acepte esa supersticion y a
Mortimer tal vez le suceda lo mismo; pero si yo tengo
una cualidad es el sentido comun y nada lograra
convencerme de una cosa asi. Hacerlo seria rebajarse al
nivel de esos pobres campesinos que no se contentan
con un simple perro asilvestrado, sino que necesitan
describirlo arrojando fuego del infierno por ojos y boca.
Holmes nunca prestaria atencién a semejantes
fantasias y yo soy su representante. Pero los hechos
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facts are facts, and | have twice heard this crying
upon the moor. Suppose that there were really
some huge hound loose upon it; that would go far
to explain everything. But where could such a
hound lie concealed, where did it get its food, where
did it come from, how was it that no one saw it by
day? It must be confessed that the natural
explanation offers almost as many difficulties as the
other. And always, apart from the hound, there is
the fact of the human agency in London, the man in
the cab, and the letter which warned Sir Henry
against the moor. This at least was real, but it
might have been the work of a protecting friend as
easily as of an enemy. Where is that friend or
enemy now? Has he remained in London, or has he
followed us down here? Could he—could he be the
stranger whom | saw upon the tor?

It is true that | have had only the one glance at
him, and yet there are some things to which I am
ready to swear. He is no one whom | have seen
down here, and | have now met all the neighbours.
The figure was far taller than that of Stapleton, far
thinner than that of Frankland. Barrymore it might
possibly have been, but we had left him behind us,
and | am certain that he could not have followed us.
A stranger then is still dogging us, just as a
stranger dogged us in London. We have never
shaken him off. If | could lay my hands upon that
man, then at last we might find ourselves at the
end of all our difficulties. To this one purpose I must
now devote all my energies.

My first impulse was to tell Sir Henry all my plans.
My second and wisest one is to play my own game
and speak as little as possible to anyone. He is
silent and distrait. His nerves have been strangely
shaken by that sound upon the moor. | will say
nothing to add to his anxieties, but I will take my
own steps to attain my own end.

We had a small scene this morning after breakfast.
Barrymore asked leave to speak with Sir Henry, and
they were closeted in his study some little time.
Sitting in the billiard-room I more than once heard
the sound of voices raised, and | had a pretty good
idea what the point was which was under
discussion. After a time the baronet opened his
door and called for me. "Barrymore considers that
he has a grievance," he said. "He thinks that it was
unfair on our part to hunt his brother-in-law down
when he, of his own free will, had told us the
secret."

The butler was standing very pale but very collected
before us.

"l may have spoken too warmly, sir," said he, "and
if 1 have, | am sure that | beg your pardon. At the

son los hechos y ya he oido dos veces ese aullido en el
paramo. Supongamos que hubiera realmente un
enorme sabueso en libertad; eso contribuiria mucho a
explicarlo todo. Pero, ;donde se esconderia, donde
conseguiria la comida, de dénde procederia, cobmo seria
posible que nadie lo hubiera visto durante el dia?

Hay que confesar que la teoria del perro de carne y
hueso presenta casi tantas dificultades como la otra. Y
ademas, dejando de lado al sabueso, queda la
intervencion del individuo del cabriolé en Londres y la
carta en la que se advertia a Sir Henry del peligro que
corria. Eso por lo menos es real, pero tanto podria ser
obra de un amigo deseoso de protegerlo como de un
enemigo. ¢Ddénde esta ahora ese amigo o enemigo? ¢Se
ha quedado en Londres o nos ha seguido hasta el
paramo? ¢;Podria ser..., podria ser el desconocido que vi
sobre el risco?

Es verdad que sélo lo contemplé unos instantes, pero
hay algunas cosas de las que estoy completamente
seguro. Como conozco ya a todos nuestros vecinos
puedo afirmar que no es ninguno de ellos. El individuo
que estaba sobre el risco era mas alto que Stapleton y
mas delgado que Frankland. Cabria que se tratara de
Barrymore, pero lo dejamos en la mansion, y estoy
seguro de que no pudo seguirnos. Por lo tanto hay un
desconocido que nos sigue aqui de la misma manera
que un desconocido nos siguidé en Londres. No nos
hemos librado de él. Si pudiera ponerle las manos
encima, tal vez resolviéramos todas nuestras
dificultades. A esta Unica finalidad debo consagrar todas
mis energias a partir de ahora.

Mi primer impulso fue contar mis planes a Sir Henry. El
segundo y mas prudente ha sido hacer mi juego y
hablar lo menos posible. El baronet esta silencioso y
distraido. El aullido en el paramo lo ha conmocionado
extrafamente. No diré nada que contribuya a aumentar
su ansiedad, pero tomaré las medidas oportunas para
lograr lo que me propongo.

Esta mafana tuvimos una pequefia escena después del
desayuno. Barrymore pidié permiso para hablar con Sir
Henry y se encerraron en el estudio del baronet durante
unos minutos. Desde mi asiento en la sala de billar oi
mas de una vez cOmo ambos alzaban la voz y
reconozco que tenia una idea bastante exacta del
motivo de la discusion. Finalmente Sir Henry abrio la
puerta y me llamd.-Barrymore considera que tiene
motivos para quejarse -dijo-. Opina que no hemos sido
justos al dar caza a su cufiado cuando él, libremente,
nos habia revelado el secreto.

El mayordomo se hallaba delante de nosotros, muy
palido pero muy duefio de si mismo.

-Quiza haya hablado con demasiado calor -dijo- y, en
ese caso, le pido sinceramente que me perdone. Pero
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same time, | was very much surprised when | heard
you two gentlemen come back this morning and
learned that you had been chasing Selden. The poor
fellow has enough to fight against without my
putting more upon his track."

"If you had told us of your own free will it would
have been a different thing," said the baronet, "you
only told us, or rather your wife only told us, when
it was forced from you and you could not help
yourself."

"l didn't think you would have taken advantage of
it, Sir Henry—indeed | didn't."

"The man is a public danger. There are lonely
houses scattered over the moor, and he is a fellow
who would stick at nothing. You only want to get a
glimpse of his face to see that. Look at Mr.
Stapleton's house, for example, with no one but
himself to defend it. There's no safety for anyone
until he is under lock and key."

"He'll break into no house, sir. | give you my
solemn word upon that. But he will never trouble
anyone in this country again. | assure you, Sir
Henry, that in a very few days the necessary
arrangements will have been made and he will be
on his way to South America. For God's sake, sir, |
beg of you not to let the police know that he is still
on the moor. They have given up the chase there,
and he can lie quiet until the ship is ready for him.
You can't tell on him without getting my wife and
me into trouble. | beg you, sir, to say nothing to the
police."

"What do you say, Watson?"

I shrugged my shoulders. "If he were safely out of
the country it would relieve the tax-payer of a
burden.”

"But how about the chance of his holding someone
up before he goes?"

"He would not do anything so mad, sir. We have
provided him with all that he can want. To commit a
crime would be to show where he was hiding."

"That is true," said Sir Henry. "Well, Barrymore—"

"God bless you, sir, and thank you from my heart!
It would have killed my poor wife had he been
taken again."

"l guess we are aiding and abetting a felony,
Watson? But, after what we have heard | don't feel
as if | could give the man up, so there is an end of

me ha sorprendido mucho enterarme de que han
regresado ustedes de madrugada y de que han estado
persiguiendo a Selden. El pobrecillo ya tiene suficientes
enemigos sin necesidad de que yo contribuya a crearle
mas.

-Si nos lo hubiera usted revelado por decision propia,
habria sido distinto -dijo el baronet-. Pero nos lo contd
(o mas bien lo hizo su mujer) cuando le obligamos y no
tuvo otro remedio.

-Nunca pensé que se aprovechara de ello, Sir Henry;
nunca lo hubiera creido.

-Ese hombre es un peligro publico. Hay casas solitarias
repartidas por el paramo y Selden no se detendria ante
nada. Basta con ver su rostro un instante para darse
cuenta. Piense, por ejemplo, en la casa del sefior
Stapleton, sin nadie excepto él para defenderla. Todo el
mundo correra peligro hasta que se le vuelva a poner a
buen recaudo.

-Selden no entrara en ninguna casa, sefior. Le doy
solemnemente mi palabra. Ni volvera a molestar a
nadie en este pais. Le aseguro, Sir Henry, que dentro
de muy pocos dias se habran tomado las medidas
necesarias y estara camino de América del Sur. Por el
amor de Dios, sefior, le ruego que no informe a la
policia de que mi cufiado sigue aun en el paramo. Han
abandonado la persecucion y sera un buen refugio
hasta que el barco esté preparado. Y si lo denuncia nos
causara problemas a mi mujer y a mi. Se lo suplico,
sefior, no diga nada a la policia.

-;,Qué opina usted, Watson? »Me encogi de hombros.

-Si Selden saliera del pais sin causar problemas los
contribuyentes se verian libres de una carga.

-Pero, ¢qué me dice de la posibilidad de que asalte a
alguien antes de marcharse?

-No hara una locura semejante, sefior. Le hemos
proporcionado todo lo que necesita. Cometer un delito
seria lo mismo que proclamar déonde esta escondido.

-Eso es cierto -dijo Sir Henry-. Bien, Barrymore...

-iQue Dios le bendiga! jSe lo agradezco de todo
corazén! Mi pobre mujer se moriria de pena si lo
capturasen otra vez.

-Supongo que estamos haciéndonos cémplices de un
delito, ¢/no es eso, Watson? Pero después de lo que
acabamos de oir no me creo capaz de entregar a ese
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it. All right, Barrymore, you can go."

With a few broken words of gratitude the man
turned, but he hesitated and then came back.

"You've been so kind to us, sir, that | should like to
do the best | can for you in return. 1 know
something, Sir Henry, and perhaps | should have
said it before, but it was long after the inquest that
I found it out. I've never breathed a word about it
yet to mortal man. It's about poor Sir Charles's
death.”

The baronet and | were both upon our feet. "Do you
know how he died?"

"No, sir, | don't know that."
"What then?"

"l know why he was at the gate at that hour. It was
to meet a woman."

"To meet a woman! He?"
"Yes, sir."
"And the woman's name?"

"l can't give you the name, sir, but | can give you
the initials. Her initials were L. L."

"How do you know this, Barrymore?"

"Well, Sir Henry, your uncle had a letter that
morning. He had usually a great many letters, for
he was a public man and well known for his kind
heart, so that everyone who was in trouble was
glad to turn to him. But that morning, as it
chanced, there was only this one letter, so | took
the more notice of it. It was from Coombe Tracey,
and it was addressed in a woman's hand."

"Well?"

"Well, sir, | thought no more of the matter, and
never would have done had it not been for my wife.
Only a few weeks ago she was cleaning out Sir
Charles's study—it had never been touched since
his death—and she found the ashes of a burned
letter in the back of the grate. The greater part of it
was charred to pieces, but one little slip, the end of
a page, hung together, and the writing could still be
read, though it was gray on a black ground. It
seemed to us to be a postscript at the end of the
letter and it said: 'Please, please, as you are a
gentleman, burn this letter, and be at the gate by

hombre, de manera que punto final. De acuerdo,
Barrymore, puede usted marcharse.

Con unas inconexas palabras de gratitud el mayordomo
se dirigioé hacia la puerta, pero luego vacilé y volvié
sobre sus pasos.

-Se ha portado usted tan bien con nosotros, sefior, que,
a cambio, quisiera hacer por usted todo lo que esté en
mi mano. Sé algo, Sir Henry, que quiza debiera haber
dicho antes, pero sélo lo descubri mucho tiempo
después de terminada la investigacion. Nunca lo he
comentado con nadie. Y tiene que ver con la muerte del
pobre Sir Charles.

Tanto el baronet como yo nos pusimos en pie. -;Acaso
sabe usted como muri6?

-No, sefior, eso no lo sé.
-¢De qué se trata, entonces?

-Sé por qué estaba en el portillo a aquella hora. Se
habia citado con una mujer.

-¢Citado con una mujer? ¢Sir Charles? »-Si, sefior.
-¢Sabe usted quién era?

- Si, sefor

-No le puedo decir el nombre, sefior, pero si las
iniciales: L. L.

-¢,Como ha sabido usted todo eso, Barrymore?

-Vera, Sir Henry, su tio recibié una carta aquella
mafana. De ordinario recibia muchas a diario porque
era un hombre conocido y todo el mundo se hacia
lenguas de su buen corazoén, asi que las personas con
problemas recurrian a él. Pero aquella mafana, por
casualidad, so6lo recibié una carta, de manera que me
fijé mas en ella. Venia de Coombe Tracey vy la letra del
sobre era de mujer.

-¢Y bien?

-Vera, sefior; yo no hubiera vuelto a pensar en ello de
no ser por mi mujer que, hace tan sélo unas semanas,
cuando estaba limpiando el estudio de Sir Charles (no
se habia tocado desde su muerte), encontroé las cenizas
de una carta en el hogar de la chimenea. Aunque las
cuartillas estaban practicamente carbonizadas habia un
trocito, el final de una pagina, que no se habia
disgregado y aun era posible leer lo que estaba escrito,
en gris sobre fondo negro. Nos parecio que se trataba
de una posdata y decia lo siguiente: "Por favor, por
favor, como es usted un caballero, queme esta carta y
esté junto al portillo a las diez en punto". Debajo




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

ten o clock. Beneath it were signed the initials L. L."
"Have you got that slip?"
"No, sir, it crumbled all to bits after we moved it."

"Had Sir Charles received any other letters in the
same writing?"

"Well, sir, | took no particular notice of his letters. |
should not have noticed this one, only it happened
to come alone."

"And you have no idea who L. L. is?"

"No, sir. No more than you have. But | expect if we
could lay our hands upon that lady we should know
more about Sir Charles's death."

"l cannot understand, Barrymore, how you came to
conceal this important information."

"Well, sir, it was immediately after that our own
trouble came to us. And then again, sir, we were
both of us very fond of Sir Charles, as we well
might be considering all that he has done for us. To
rake this up couldn't help our poor master, and it's
well to go carefully when there's a lady in the case.
Even the best of us—"

"You thought it might injure his reputation?"

"Well, sir, | thought no good could come of it. But
now you have been kind to us, and | feel as if it
would be treating you unfairly not to tell you all that
I know about the matter."

"Very good, Barrymore; you can go." When the
butler had left us Sir Henry turned to me. "Well,
Watson, what do you think of this new light?"

"It seems to leave the darkness rather blacker than
before."

"So | think. But if we can only trace L. L. it should
clear up the whole business. We have gained that
much. We know that there is someone who has the
facts if we can only find her. What do you think we
should do?"

"Let Holmes know all about it at once. It will give
him the clue for which he has been seeking. | am
much mistaken if it does not bring him down."

I went at once to my room and drew up my report
of the morning's conversation for Holmes. It was
evident to me that he had been very busy of late,

alguien habia firmado con las iniciales L. L.
-¢Ha conservado ese trocito de papel?
-No, sefior; se deshizo cuando lo movimos.

-¢Habia recibido Sir Charles otras cartas con la misma
letra?

-A decir verdad, no me fijaba mucho en sus cartas. Y
tampoco me hubiera fijado en ésa de no llegar sola.

-¢Y no tiene idea de quién pueda ser L. L.?

-No, sefior. Estoy tan a oscuras como usted. Pero creo
que si pudiéramos localizar a esa dama sabriamos mas
acerca de la muerte de Sir Charles.

-Lo que no entiendo, Barrymore, es como ha podido
ocultar una informacion tan importante.

-Compréndalo, sefior; nuestros problemas empezaron
inmediatamente después y, por otra parte, como

es légico, si se piensa en todo lo que hizo por nosotros,
los dos sentiamos un gran carifio por Sir Charles.
Revolver en ese asunto no podia ayudar ya a nuestro
pobre sefior, y conviene andar con tiento cuando hay
una dama por medio. Hasta los mejores de entre
nosotros...

-¢Cree usted que podria dafar su reputacion?

-Vera, sefior: pensé que no saldria nada bueno. Pero
después de haberse portado usted tan bien con
nosotros, me parece que le trataria injustamente si no
le contara todo lo que sé.

-Muy bien, Barrymore; puede marcharse.Cuando el
mayordomo nos hubo dejado Sir Henry se volvio hacia
mi.Bueno, Watson, ¢qué piensa usted de esta nueva
pista?

-Me parece que solo sirve para aumentar la oscuridad.

-Eso pienso yo. Pero si pudiéramos encontrar a L. L. se
aclararia todo este asunto. Al menos algo hemos
ganado. Sabemos que hay una persona que conoce los
hechos y lo Unico que necesitamos es encontrarla.
¢Qué cree que debemos hacer?

-Informar a Holmes inmediatamente. Le proporcionara
el indicio que ha estado buscando. Y o mucho me
equivoco o eso hara que se presente aqui.

Regresé inmediatamente a mi habitacion y redacté para
Holmes el informe sobre nuestra conversacion
matutina. Era evidente que mi amigo habia estado muy
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for the notes which I had from Baker Street were
few and short, with no comments upon the
information which | had supplied and hardly any
reference to my mission. No doubt his blackmailing
case is absorbing all his faculties. And yet this new
factor must surely arrest his attention and renew
his interest. | wish that he were here.

October 17th. All day today the rain poured down,
rustling on the ivy and dripping from the eaves. |
thought of the convict out upon the bleak, cold,
shelterless moor. Poor devil! Whatever his crimes,
he has suffered something to atone for them. And
then | thought of that other one—the face in the
cab, the figure against the moon. Was he also out
in that deluged—the unseen watcher, the man of
darkness? In the evening | put on my waterproof
and | walked far upon the sodden moor, full of dark
imaginings, the rain beating upon my face and the
wind whistling about my ears. God help those who
wander into the great mire now, for even the firm
uplands are becoming a morass. | found the black
tor upon which | had seen the solitary watcher, and
from its craggy summit | looked out myself across
the melancholy downs. Rain squalls drifted across
their russet face, and the heavy, slate-coloured
clouds hung low over the landscape, trailing in gray
wreaths down the sides of the fantastic hills. In the
distant hollow on the left, half hidden by the mist,
the two thin towers of Baskerville Hall rose above
the trees. They were the only signs of human life
which | could see, save only those prehistoric huts
which lay thickly upon the slopes of the hills.
Nowhere was there any trace of that lonely man
whom | had seen on the same spot two nights
before.

As | walked back | was overtaken by Dr. Mortimer
driving in his dog-cart over a rough moorland track
which led from the outlying farmhouse of Foulmire.
He has been very attentive to us, and hardly a day
has passed that he has not called at the Hall to see
how we were getting on. He insisted upon my
climbing into his dog-cart, and he gave me a lift
homeward. | found him much troubled over the
disappearance of his little spaniel. It had wandered
on to the moor and had never come back. | gave
him such consolation as | might, but | thought of
the pony on the Grimpen Mire, and | do not fancy
that he will see his little dog again.

"By the way, Mortimer," said | as we jolted along
the rough road, "l suppose there are few people
living within driving distance of this whom you do
not know?"

"Hardly any, I think."

ocupado dltimamente, porque las notas que me
llegaban de Baker Street eran pocas y breves, sin
comentarios sobre la informacion que le habia
suministrado y casi sin referencia alguna a mi mision.
No habia duda de que el caso del chantaje absorbia
todas sus facultades. Y, sin embargo, este nuevo factor
deberia con toda seguridad llamar su atencion y
renovar su interés. Ojala estuviese aqui.

17 de octubre.-Ha llovido a cantaros todo el dia, y las
gotas resuenan sobre la hiedra y caen desde los aleros.
Me he acordado del fugitivo en el frio paramo desolado,
sin sitio donde guarecerse. jPobrecillo! Sean cuales
fueran sus delitos, esta sufriendo para expiarlos. Y
luego me acordé del otro: del rostro en el cabriolé, de
la figura recortada contra la luna. ; También el que
vigilaba sin ser visto, el hombre de la oscuridad, se
hallaba a la intemperie bajo aquel diluvio? A la caida de
la tarde me puse el impermeable y paseé hasta muy
lejos por el paramo empapado de agua, lleno de
imagenes oscuras, con la lluvia golpeandome el rostro y
el viento silbandome en los oidos. Que Dios tenga de su
mano a quienes se acerquen a la gran ciénaga en tales
momentos, porque incluso las tierras altas, firmes de
ordinario, se estan convirtiendo en un pantano.
Encontré el Risco Negro sobre el que habia visto al vigia
solitario y desde su cima dentada contemplé las
melancoélicas lomas. Rafagas de lluvia iban a la deriva
sobre sus superficies rojizas y las densas nubes de color
pizarra colgaban muy bajas sobre el paisaje, ¢ ayendo
en jirones grises por las laderas de las fantasticas
colinas. En la lejana concavidad hacia la izquierda,
escondidas a medias por la niebla, se alzaban por
encima de los arboles las dos delgadas torres de la
mansion de los Baskerville. Eran los Ginicos signos
visibles de vida humana, si se exceptidan los refugios
prehistéricos que tanto abundan en las faldas de las
colinas. En ningun sitio habia rastro alguno del extrafio
vigia del paramo.

Mientras regresaba a la mansion me alcanzo el doctor
Mortimer que conducia su coche de dos ruedas por un
tosco sendero, de regreso de la remota granja de
Foulmire. Ha estado siempre pendiente de nosotros y
apenas ha pasado un dia sin presentarse por la
mansién para ver cmo nos va. Me insistié para que
subiera al coche y le acompafiara hasta la casa. Lo
encontré muy preocupado por la desaparicion de su
pequerio spaniel, que se habia adentrado por el paramo
y no habia vuelto. Lo consolé como pude, pero al
acordarme del pony sepultado en la ciénaga de
Grimpen, temi que no volviera a ver a su perrito.

-Por cierto, Mortimer -le dije mientras avanzabamos a
saltos por aquel camino tan desigual-, supongo que
seran muy pocas las personas de la zona que usted no
conozca.

-Practicamente ninguna, creo yo.
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"Can you, then, tell me the name of any woman
whose initials are L. L.?"

He thought for a few minutes.

"No," said he. "There are a few gipsies and
labouring folk for whom | can't answer, but among
the farmers or gentry there is no one whose initials
are those. Wait a bit though," he added after a
pause. "There is Laura Lyons—her initials are L. L.—
but she lives in Coombe Tracey."

"Who is she?" | asked.
"She is Frankland's daughter."
"What! Old Frankland the crank?"

"Exactly. She married an artist named Lyons, who
came sketching on the moor. He proved to be a
blackguard and deserted her. The fault from what |
hear may not have been entirely on one side. Her
father refused to have anything to do with her
because she had married without his consent and
perhaps for one or two other reasons as well. So,
between the old sinner and the young one the girl
has had a pretty bad time."

"How does she live?"

"l fancy old Frankland allows her a pittance, but it
cannot be more, for his own affairs are considerably
involved. Whatever she may have deserved one
could not allow her to go hopelessly to the bad. Her
story got about, and several of the people here did
something to enable her to earn an honest living.
Stapleton did for one, and Sir Charles for another. |
gave a trifle myself. It was to set her up in a
typewriting business."

He wanted to know the object of my inquiries, but I
managed to satisfy his curiosity without telling him
too much, for there is no reason why we should
take anyone into our confidence. Tomorrow
morning | shall find my way to Coombe Tracey, and
if I can see this Mrs. Laura Lyons, of equivocal
reputation, a long step will have been made
towards clearing one incident in this chain of
mysteries. | am certainly developing the wisdom of
the serpent, for when Mortimer pressed his
questions to an inconvenient extent | asked him
casually to what type Frankland's skull belonged,
and so heard nothing but craniology for the rest of
our drive. | have not lived for years with Sherlock
Holmes for nothing.

I have only one other incident to record upon this
tempestuous and melancholy day. This was my

-¢Puede usted, en ese caso, decirme el nombre de
alguna mujer cuyas iniciales sean L. L.?

El doctor Mortimer estuvo pensando unos minutos. »-

No -dijo-. Hay algunos gitanos y jornaleros de los que
no puedo responder, pero entre los granjeros o la
burguesia y pequefia nobleza no hay nadie con iniciales
como ésas. Espere un momento -afiadi6, después de
una pausa-. Esta Laura Lyons, sus iniciales son L. L.,
aunqgue vive en Coombe Tracey.

-¢,Quién es? -pregunté.
-Es la hija de Frankland.

-¢,Como? ¢Frankland el viejo chiflado?

-Exactamente. Se caso6 con un artista llamado Lyons
que vino a hacer unos bocetos en el paramo. Resulto
ser un invergienza y la abandond. Aunque quiza la
culpa, por lo que he oido, no fuera toda del pintor. Su
padre se neg6 a tener nada que ver con ella porque se
habia casado sin su consentimiento y quiza también por
una o dos razones mas. De manera que entre los dos
pecadores, el viejo y el joven, la pobre chica lo ha
pasado bastante mal.

-¢,Cémo vive?

-Imagino que su padre le pasa una asignacion, pero
debe de ser una miseria, porque la situacion econémica
de Frankland deja mucho que desear. Por mal que se
hubiera portado, no se podia consentir que se hundiera
definitivamente. Su historia lleg6é a saberse y varias
personas de los alrededores colaboraron para permitirle
que se ganara la vida honradamente. Stapleton fue uno
de ellos y Sir Charles otro. También yo contribui
modestamente. Se trataba de que pusiera en marcha
un servicio de mecanografia.

Mortimer quiso saber el motivo de mis investigaciones,
pero logré satisfacer su curiosidad sin decirle
demasiado, porque no hay razén para confiar en nadie.
Mafana por la mafiana me pondré en camino hacia
Coombe Tracey y si puedo ver a la sefiora Laura Lyons,
de dudosa reputacion, se habra dado un gran paso para
aclarar uno de los incidentes de esta cadena de
misterios. Sin duda estoy adquiriendo la prudencia de la
serpiente, porque cuando Mortimer insistié en sus
preguntas hasta extremos inconvenientes, me interesé
como por casualidad por el tipo de craneo de Frankland,
de manera que solo oi hablar de craneologia durante el
resto del trayecto. De algo ha de servirme haber vivido
durante afios con Sherlock Holmes.

Sé6lo tengo un ultimo incidente que anotar en este
melancoélico dia de tormenta. Se trata de mi
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conversation with Barrymore just now, which gives
me one more strong card which | can play in due
time.

Mortimer had stayed to dinner, and he and the
baronet played ecarte afterwards. The butler
brought me my coffee into the library, and | took
the chance to ask him a few questions.

"Well," said I, "has this precious relation of yours
departed, or is he still lurking out yonder?"

"l don't know, sir. | hope to heaven that he has
gone, for he has brought nothing but trouble herel
I've not heard of him since | left out food for him
last, and that was three days ago."

"Did you see him then?"

"No, sir, but the food was gone when next | went
that way."

"Then he was certainly there?"

"So you would think, sir, unless it was the other
man who took it."

I sat with my coffee-cup halfway to my lips and
stared at Barrymore.

"You know that there is another man then?"
"Yes, sir; there is another man upon the moor."
"Have you seen him?"

"No, sir."

"How do you know of him then?"

"Selden told me of him, sir, a week ago or more.
He's in hiding, too, but he's not a convict as far as |
can make out. |1 don't like it, Dr. Watson—I tell you
straight, sir, that | don't like it." He spoke with a
sudden passion of earnestness.

"Now, listen to me, Barrymore! | have no interest in
this matter but that of your master. | have come
here with no object except to help him. Tell me,
frankly, what it is that you don't like."

Barrymore hesitated for a moment, as if he
regretted his outburst or found it difficult to express
his own feelings in words.

"It's all these goings-on, sir," he cried at last,
waving his hand towards the rain-lashed window

conversacion con Barrymore de hace unos instantes: el
mayordomo me ha proporcionado un triunfo mas que
podré utilizar en su momento.

Mortimer se ha quedado a cenar y el baronet y él han
jugado después al écarté. El mayordomo me ha llevado
el café a la libreria y he aprovechado la oportunidad
para hacerle unas preguntas.

-Bien -dije-, ¢se ha marchado ya ese inapreciable
pariente suyo o sigue todavia escondido en el paramo?

-No lo sé, sefior. Le pido a Dios que se haya ido, porque
a nosotros no nos ha causado mas que problemas. No
he sabido nada de él desde que le dejé comida la ultima
vez, y de eso hace ya tres dias.

-¢Usted lo vio?

-No, sefior; pero la comida habia desaparecido cuando
volvi a pasar por alli.

-Entonces, ¢es seguro que sigue en el paramo?

-Parece lo légico, sefor, a no ser que se la haya llevado
el otro.

No terminé de llevarme la taza a la boca y miré
filamente a Barrymore.

-Entonces, ¢usted sabe que hay otro hombre?

-Si, sefior; hay otro hombre en el paramo.
- ¢Lo ha visto?

-No, sefior.

-¢,Como sabe de su existencia?

-Selden me hablé de él hace una semana o poco mas.
También se esconde, pero no es un preso, por lo que he
podido deducir. No me gusta nada, doctor Watson; le
digo con toda sinceridad que no me gusta nada -
hablaba con repentina vehemencia.

-Ahora escucheme usted, Barrymore. Yo no tengo otro
interés en este asunto que el de su sefor. Estoy aqui
para ayudarlo. Digame, con toda franqueza, qué es lo
que no le gusta.

Barrymore vacil6 un momento, como si lamentara su
arranque o le resultara dificil expresar con palabras sus
sentimientos.

-Son todas estas cosas que estan pasando -exclamo por
fin, agitando la mano en direccion a la ventana que
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which faced the moor. "There's foul play
somewhere, and there's black villainy brewing, to
that I'll swear! Very glad | should be, sir, to see Sir
Henry on his way back to London again!"

"But what is it that alarms you?"

"Look at Sir Charles's death! That was bad enough,
for all that the coroner said. Look at the noises on
the moor at night. There's not a man would cross it
after sundown if he was paid for it. Look at this
stranger hiding out yonder, and watching and
waiting! What's he waiting for? What does it mean?
It means no good to anyone of the name of
Baskerville, and very glad | shall be to be quit of it
all on the day that Sir Henry's new servants are
ready to take over the Hall."”

"But about this stranger," said I. "Can you tell me
anything about him? What did Selden say? Did he
find out where he hid, or what he was doing?"

"He saw him once or twice, but he is a deep one
and gives nothing away. At first he thought that he
was the police, but soon he found that he had some
lay of his own. A kind of gentleman he was, as far
as he could see, but what he was doing he could
not make out."

"And where did he say that he lived?"

"Among the old houses on the hillside—the stone
huts where the old folk used to live."

"But how about his food?"

"Selden found out that he has got a lad who works
for him and brings all he needs. | dare say he goes
to Coombe Tracey for what he wants."

"Very good, Barrymore. We may talk further of this
some other time." When the butler had gone |
walked over to the black window, and | looked
through a blurred pane at the driving clouds and at
the tossing outline of the wind-swept trees. It is a
wild night indoors, and what must it be in a stone
hut upon the moor. What passion of hatred can it
be which leads a man to lurk in such a place at such
a time! And what deep and earnest purpose can he
have which calls for such a trial! There, in that hut
upon the moor, seems to lie the very centre of that
problem which has vexed me so sorely. | swear that
another day shall not have passed before | have
done all that man can do to reach the heart of the
mystery.

daba al paramo, golpeada por la lluvia-. Se esta
jugando sucio en algun sitio y se esta tramando alguna
maldad muy negra, jeso lo puedo jurar! jMe alegraria
mucho de que Sir Henry volviera a Londres!

-Pero, ¢qué es lo que le inquieta?

-iFijese en la muerte de Sir Charles! Aquello ya fue
terrible, a pesar de todo lo que dijera el forense. Fijese
en los ruidos que se oyen en el paramo por la noche.
No hay una sola persona que quiera cruzarlo después
de ponerse el sol ni aunque le paguen por hacerlo.
iFijese en ese desconocido que se esconde, que vigilay
espera! ¢Qué es lo que espera? ;Qué significa todo eso?
Seguro que no significa nada bueno para cualquiera que
se llame Baskerville, y me marcharé con mucho gusto
el dia que los nuevos criados puedan hacerse cargo de
la mansion.

-Pero, en cuanto a ese desconocido -dije-. {No sabe
usted nada mas acerca de él? ;{Qué le cont6é Selden?
¢Habia descubierto dénde se escondia o qué era lo que
estaba haciendo?

-Lo vio una o dos veces, pero es muy astuto y no
ensefia su juego. Al principio mi cufiado penso6 que era
de la policia, pero pronto comprendié que trabaja por
su cuenta. Alguien muy parecido a un caballero, por lo
que a él se le alcanzaba, pero no consiguié averiguar
qué era lo que estaba haciendo.

-Y, ¢donde le dijo que vivia?

-En los viejos refugios de las colinas; los viejos refugios
de piedra donde vivian los antiguos.

-Pero, ¢como se las arregla para comer?

-Selden descubrié que tiene un chico que trabaja para
él y le lleva todo lo que necesita. Imagino que va a
buscarlo a Coombe Tracey.

-Muy bien, Barrymore. Quiza sigamos hablando de todo
esto en otro momento.Después de que el mayordomo
se marchara me acerqué a la ventana y, a través del
cristal empafnado, contemplé las nubes veloces y las
siluetas estremecidas de los arboles agitados por el
viento. Es una noche terrible dentro de casa, pero
¢como sera en un refugio de piedra en el paramo?
¢Qué intensidad en el odio puede hacer que un hombre
aceche en un sitio asi en semejante momento? ¢Y qué
puede ser lo que se propone que le exige someterse a
semejante prueba? Alli, en ese habitaculo que se abre
al paramo, parece hallarse el centro mismo del
problema que tantos disgustos me esta causando. Juro
que no pasara un dia mas sin que haya hecho todo lo
que esté en mi mano para llegar al fondo del misterio.»




