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English

THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES %g%

- I
By A. Conan Doyle t“

Chapter 12. Death on the Moor

For a moment or two | sat breathless, hardly able
to believe my ears. Then my senses and my voice
came back to me, while a crushing weight of
responsibility seemed in an instant to be lifted from
my soul. That cold, incisive, ironical voice could
belong to but one man in all the world.

"Holmes!" | cried—"Holmes!"

"Come out," said he, "and please be careful with the
revolver."

I stooped under the rude lintel, and there he sat
upon a stone outside, his gray eyes dancing with
amusement as they fell upon my astonished
features. He was thin and worn, but clear and alert,
his keen face bronzed by the sun and roughened by
the wind. In his tweed suit and cloth cap he looked
like any other tourist upon the moor, and he had
contrived, with that catlike love of personal
cleanliness which was one of his characteristics,
that his chin should be as smooth and his linen as
perfect as if he were in Baker Street.

"l never was more glad to see anyone in my life,"
said | as | wrung him by the hand.

"Or more astonished, eh?"
"Well, | must confess to it."

"The surprise was not all on one side, | assure you.
I had no idea that you had found my occasional
retreat, still less that you were inside it, until | was
within twenty paces of the door."

"My footprint, | presume?"

"No, Watson, | fear that | could not undertake to
recognize your footprint amid all the footprints of
the world. If you seriously desire to deceive me you
must change your tobacconist; for when | see the
stub of a cigarette marked Bradley, Oxford Street, |
know that my friend Watson is in the
neighbourhood. You will see it there beside the
path. You threw it down, no doubt, at that supreme
moment when you charged into the empty hut."

Spanish

EL SABUESO DE LOS BASKERVILLES %

- I
A. Conan Doyle %

Capitulo 12. Muerte en el paramo

Durante unos instantes contuve la respiracion, apenas
capaz de dar crédito a mis oidos. Luego recobré los
sentidos y la voz, al mismo tiempo que, como por
ensalmo, el peso de una abrumadora responsabilidad
pareci6 desaparecer de mis hombros. Aquella voz fria,
incisiva, irénica, solo podia pertenecer a una persona en
todo el mundo.

-iHolmes! -exclamé-. jHolmes!

-Salga -dijo- y, por favor, tenga cuidado con el
revolver.

Me agaché bajo el tosco dintel y alli estaba, sentado
sobre una piedra en el exterior del refugio, los ojos
grises llenos de regocijo mientras captaban el asombro
que reflejaban mis facciones. Mi amigo estaba muy
flaco y fatigado, pero tranquilo y alerta, el afilado rostro
tostado por el sol y curtido por el viento. Con el traje de
tweed y la gorra de pafio parecia uno de los turistas
que visitan el paramo y, gracias al amor casi felino por
la limpieza personal que era una de sus caracteristicas,
habia logrado que sus mejillas estuvieran tan bien
afeitadas y su ropa blanca tan inmaculada como si
siguiera viviendo en Baker Street.

-Nunca me he sentido tan contento de ver a nadie en
toda mi vida -dije mientras le estrechaba la mano con
todas mis fuerzas.

-Ni tampoco mas asombrado, ¢no es cierto?
-Asi es, tengo que confesarlo.

-No ha sido usted el Unico sorprendido, se lo aseguro.
Hasta llegar a veinte pasos de la puerta no tenia ni idea
de que hubiera descubierto mi retiro provisional y
menos aun de que estuviera dentro.

-¢Mis huellas, supongo?

-No, Watson; me temo que no estoy en condiciones de
reconocer sus huellas entre todas las demas. Si se
propone usted de verdad sorprenderme, tendra que
cambiar de estanquero, porque cuando veo una colilla
en la que se lee Bradley, Oxford Street, sé que mi
amigo Watson se encuentra por los alrededores. Puede
usted verla ahi, junto al sendero. Sin duda alguna se
deshizo del cigarrillo en el momento crucial en que se
abalanzo sobre el refugio vacio.
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"Exactly."

"I thought as much—and knowing your admirable
tenacity | was convinced that you were sitting in
ambush, a weapon within reach, waiting for the
tenant to return. So you actually thought that | was
the criminal?"

"l did not know who you were, but | was
determined to find out."

"Excellent, Watson! And how did you localize me?
You saw me, perhaps, on the night of the convict
hunt, when | was so imprudent as to allow the
moon to rise behind me?"

"Yes, | saw you then."

"And have no doubt searched all the huts until you
came to this one?"

"No, your boy had been observed, and that gave
me a guide where to look."

"The old gentleman with the telescope, no doubt. I
could not make it out when first | saw the light
flashing upon the lens." He rose and peeped into
the hut. "Ha, | see that Cartwright has brought up
some supplies. What's this paper? So you have
been to Coombe Tracey, have you?"

IIYeS-II
"To see Mrs. Laura Lyons?"
"Exactly."

"Well done! Our researches have evidently been
running on parallel lines, and when we unite our
results | expect we shall have a fairly full knowledge
of the case."

"Well, I am glad from my heart that you are here,
for indeed the responsibility and the mystery were
both becoming too much for my nerves. But how in
the name of wonder did you come here, and what
have you been doing? | thought that you were in
Baker Street working out that case of blackmailing."

"That was what | wished you to think."

"Then you use me, and yet do not trust me!" | cried
with some bitterness. "l think that | have deserved
better at your hands, Holmes."

"My dear fellow, you have been invaluable to me in
this as in many other cases, and | beg that you will

-Exacto.

-Eso pensé y, conociendo su admirable tenacidad, tenia
la certeza de que estaba emboscado, con un arma al
alcance de la mano, en espera de que regresara el
ocupante del refugio. ;De manera que crey6 usted que
era yo el criminal?

-No sabia quién se ocultaba aqui, pero estaba decidido
a averiguarlo.

-iExcelente, Watson! Y, ¢como me ha localizado? ¢ Me
vio quiza la noche en que Sir Henry y usted
persiguieron al preso, cuando cometi la imprudencia de
permitir que la luna se alzara por detras de mi?

-Si; le vi en aquella ocasion.

-Y, sin duda, ¢ha registrado usted todos los refugios
hasta llegar a éste?

-No; alguien ha advertido los movimientos del
muchacho que le trae la comida y eso me ha servido de
guia para la basqueda.

-Sin duda el anciano caballero con el telescopio. No
consegui entender de qué se trataba la primera vez que
vi el reflejo del sol sobre la lente -se levanté y mird
dentro del refugio-. Vaya, veo que Cartwright me ha
traido algunas provisiones. ;Qué dice el papel? De
manera que ha estado usted en Coombe Tracey, ¢no es
eso?

-Si.

-¢Para ver a la sefiora Laura Lyons?

-Asi es.

-iBien hecho! Nuestras investigaciones han avanzado
en lineas paralelas y cuando sumemos los resultados
espero obtener una idea bastante completa del caso.

-Bueno; yo me alegro en el alma de haberlo
encontrado, porque a decir verdad la responsabilidad y
el misterio estaban llegando a ser demasiado para mi.
Pero, por el amor del cielo, ¢(cémo es que ha venido
usted aqui y qué es lo que ha estado haciendo? Creia
que seguia en Baker Street, trabajando en ese caso de
chantaje.

-Eso era lo que yo queria que pensara.

-iEntonces me utiliza pero no tiene confianza en mil! -
exclamé con cierta amargura-. Creia haber merecido
que me tratara usted mejor, Holmes.

-Mi querido amigo, en ésta, como en otras muchas
ocasiones, su ayuda me ha resultado inestimable y le
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forgive me if | have seemed to play a trick upon
you. In truth, it was partly for your own sake that |
did it, and it was my appreciation of the danger
which you ran which led me to come down and
examine the matter for myself. Had | been with Sir
Henry and you it is confident that my point of view
would have been the same as yours, and my
presence would have warned our very formidable
opponents to be on their guard. As it is, | have
been able to get about as | could not possibly have
done had | been living in the Hall, and | remain an
unknown factor in the business, ready to throw in
all my weight at a critical moment."

"But why keep me in the dark?"

"For you to know could not have helped us and
might possibly have led to my discovery. You would
have wished to tell me something, or in your
kindness you would have brought me out some
comfort or other, and so an unnecessary risk would
be run. I brought Cartwright down with me—you
remember the little chap at the express office—and
he has seen after my simple wants: a loaf of bread
and a clean collar. What does man want more? He
has given me an extra pair of eyes upon a very
active pair of feet, and both have been invaluable."

"Then my reports have all been wasted!"—My voice
trembled as | recalled the pains and the pride with
which | had composed them.

Holmes took a bundle of papers from his pocket.

"Here are your reports, my dear fellow, and very
well thumbed, | assure you. | made excellent
arrangements, and they are only delayed one day
upon their way. | must compliment you exceedingly
upon the zeal and the intelligence which you have
shown over an extraordinarily difficult case."

I was still rather raw over the deception which had
been practised upon me, but the warmth of
Holmes's praise drove my anger from my mind. |
felt also in my heart that he was right in what he
said and that it was really best for our purpose that
I should not have known that he was upon the
moor.

"That's better," said he, seeing the shadow rise
from my face. "And now tell me the result of your
visit to Mrs. Laura Lyons—it was not difficult for me
to guess that it was to see her that you had gone,
for 1 am already aware that she is the one person in
Coombe Tracey who might be of service to us in the
matter. In fact, if you had not gone today it is
exceedingly probable that I should have gone
tomorrow."

ruego que me perdone si doy la impresion de haberle
jugado una mala pasada. A decir verdad, lo he hecho
en parte pensando en usted, porque lo que me empujoé
a venir y a examinar la situacion en persona fue darme
cuenta con toda claridad del peligro que corria. Si los
hubiera acompafiado a Sir Henry y a usted, mi punto de
vista coincidiria por completo con el suyo, y mi
presencia habria puesto sobre aviso a nuestros
formidables antagonistas. De este otro modo me ha
sido posible moverme como no habria podido hacerlo
de vivir en la mansioén, por lo que sigo siendo un factor
desconocido en este asunto, listo para intervenir con
eficacia en un momento critico.

-Pero, ¢(por qué mantenerme a oscuras?

-Que usted estuviera informado no nos habria servido
de nada y podria haber descubierto mi presencia.
Habria usted querido contarme algo o, llevado de su
amabilidad, habria querido traerme esto o aquello para
que estuviera mas comodo y de esa manera habriamos
corrido riesgos innecesarios. Traje conmigo a
Cartwright (sin duda recuerda usted al muchachito de la
oficina de recaderos) que ha estado atendiendo a mis
escasas necesidades: una barra de pan y un cuello
limpio. ¢Para qué méas? También me ha prestado un par
de ojos suplementarios sobre unas piernas muy activas
y ambas cosas me han sido inapreciables.

-iEn ese caso mis informes no le han servido de nada! -
me tembld la voz y recordé las penalidades y el orgullo
con que los habia redactado.

Holmes se sac6 unos papeles del balsillo.

-Aqui estan sus informes, mi querido amigo, que he
estudiado muy a fondo, se lo aseguro. He arreglado
muy bien las cosas y s6lo me llegaban con un dia de
retraso. Tengo que felicitarle por el celo y la inteligencia
de que ha hecho usted gala en un caso
extraordinariamente dificil.

Todavia estaba bastante dolorido por el engafio de que
habia sido objeto, pero el calor de los elogios de Holmes
me abland6é y ademas comprendi que tenia razon y que
en realidad era mejor para nuestros fines que no me
hubiera informado de su presencia en el paramo.

-Eso ya esta mejor -dijo Holmes, al ver como
desaparecia la sombra de mi rostro-. Y ahora cuénteme
el resultado de su visita a la sefiora Laura Lyons; no me
ha sido dificil adivinar que habia ido usted a verla
porque ya sabia que es la Unica persona de Coombe
Tracey que podia sernos util en este asunto. De hecho,
si usted no hubiera ido hoy, es muy probable que
mafiana lo hubiera hecho yo. El sol se habia ocultado y
la oscuridad se extendia por el paramo. El aire era frio y
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The sun had set and dusk was settling over the
moor. The air had turned chill and we withdrew into
the hut for warmth. There, sitting together in the
twilight, | told Holmes of my conversation with the
lady. So interested was he that | had to repeat
some of it twice before he was satisfied.

"This is most important,” said he when | had
concluded. "It fills up a gap which |1 had been
unable to bridge in this most complex affair. You
are aware, perhaps, that a close intimacy exists
between this lady and the man Stapleton?"

"I did not know of a close intimacy."

"There can be no doubt about the matter. They
meet, they write, there is a complete understanding
between them. Now, this puts a very powerful
weapon into our hands. If | could only use it to
detach his wife—"

"His wife?"

"l am giving you some information now, in return
for all that you have given me. The lady who has
passed here as Miss Stapleton is in reality his wife."

"Good heavens, Holmes! Are you sure of what you
say? How could he have permitted Sir Henry to fall
in love with her?"

"Sir Henry's falling in love could do no harm to
anyone except Sir Henry. He took particular care
that Sir Henry did not make love to her, as you
have yourself observed. | repeat that the lady is his
wife and not his sister."

"But why this elaborate deception?"

"Because he foresaw that she would be very much
more useful to him in the character of a free
woman."

All my unspoken instincts, my vague suspicions,
suddenly took shape and centred upon the
naturalist. In that impassive colourless man, with
his straw hat and his butterfly-net, | seemed to see
something terrible—a creature of infinite patience
and craft, with a smiling face and a murderous
heart.

"It is he, then, who is our enemy—it is he who
dogged us in London?"

"So | read the riddle."

"And the warning—it must have come from her!"

entramos en el refugio para calentamos. Alli, sentados
en la penumbra, le conté a Holmes mi conversacion con
la dama. Se interes6 tanto por mi relato que tuve que
repetirle algunos fragmentos antes de que se diera por
satisfecho.

-Todo eso es de gran importancia en este asunto tan
complicado -dijo cuando terminé-, porque colma una
laguna que yo habia sido incapaz de llenar. Quiza esta
usted al corriente del trato intimo que esa dama
mantiene con Stapleton.

Lo ignoraba por completo.

-No existe duda alguna al respecto. Se ven, se
escriben, hay un entendimiento total entre ambos.
Y esto coloca en nuestras manos un arma muy
poderosa. Si pudiéramos utilizarla para separar a su
mujer...

-¢Su mujer?

-Déjeme que le dé alguna informacién a cambio de toda
la que usted me ha proporcionado. La dama que se
hace pasar por la sefiorita Stapleton es en realidad
esposa del naturalista.

-iCielo santo, Holmes! ;Esta usted seguro de lo que
dice? (Como ha permitido ese hombre que Sir Henry se
enamore de ella?

-El enamoramiento de Sir Henry sélo puede perjudicar

al mismo baronet. Stapleton ha tenido buen cuidado de
que Sir Henry no haga el amor a su mujer, como usted
ha tenido ocasidon de comprobar. Le repito que la dama
de que hablamos es su esposa y no su hermana.

-Pero, ¢cual es la razén de un engafo tan complicado?

-Prever que le resultaria mucho mas util presentarla
como soltera.

Todas mis dudas silenciadas y mis vagas sospechas
tomaron repentinamente forma concentrandose en el
naturalista, en aquel hombre impasible, incoloro, con su
sombrero de paja y su cazamariposas. Me parecio
descubrir algo terrible: un ser de paciencia y habilidad
infinitas, de rostro sonriente y corazén asesino.

-¢Es él, entonces, nuestro enemigo? ¢Es él quien nos
siguid en Londres?

-Asi es como yo leo el enigma.

-Y el aviso..., jtiene que haber venido de ella!
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"Exactly."

The shape of some monstrous villainy, half seen,
half guessed, loomed through the darkness which
had girt me so long.

"But are you sure of this, Holmes? How do you
know that the woman is his wife?"

"Because he so far forgot himself as to tell you a
true piece of autobiography upon the occasion when
he first met you, and | dare say he has many a time
regretted it since. He was once a schoolmaster in
the north of England. Now, there is no one more
easy to trace than a schoolmaster. There are
scholastic agencies by which one may identify any
man who has been in the profession. A little
investigation showed me that a school had come to
grief under atrocious circumstances, and that the
man who had owned it—the name was different—
had disappeared with his wife. The descriptions
agreed. When | learned that the missing man was
devoted to entomology the identification was
complete."

The darkness was rising, but much was still hidden
by the shadows.

"If this woman is in truth his wife, where does Mrs.
Laura Lyons come in?" | asked.

"That is one of the points upon which your own
researches have shed a light. Your interview with
the lady has cleared the situation very much. | did
not know about a projected divorce between herself
and her husband. In that case, regarding Stapleton
as an unmarried man, she counted no doubt upon
becoming his wife."

"And when she is undeceived?"

"Why, then we may find the lady of service. It must
be our first duty to see her—both of us—tomorrow.
Don't you think, Watson, that you are away from
your charge rather long? Your place should be at
Baskerville Hall."

The last red streaks had faded away in the west and
night had settled upon the moor. A few faint stars
were gleaming in a violet sky.

"One last question, Holmes," | said as | rose.
"Surely there is no need of secrecy between you
and me. What is the meaning of it all? What is he
after?"

Holmes's voice sank as he answered:

- Exacto.

En medio de la oscuridad que me habia rodeado
durante tanto tiempo empezaba a perfilarse el contorno
de una monstruosa villania, mitad vista, mitad
adivinada.

-Pero, ¢esta usted seguro de eso, Holmes? (Como sabe
que esa mujer es su esposa?

-Porque el dia que usted lo conocié cometio la torpeza
de contarle un fragmento auténtico de su autobiografia,
torpeza que, me atreveria a afirmar, ha lamentado
muchas veces desde entonces. Es cierto que fue en otro
tiempo profesor en el norte de Inglaterra. Ahora bien,
no hay nada tan facil de rastrear como un profesor.
Existen agencias académicas que permiten identificar a
cualquier persona que haya ejercido la docencia. Una
pequefia investigacion me permitié descubrir cmo un
colegio se habia venido abajo en circunstancias atroces,
y como su propietario (el apellido era entonces
diferente) habia desaparecido junto con su esposa. La
descripcidon coincidia. Cuando supe que el desaparecido
se dedicaba a la entomologia, no me quedd ninguna
duda.

La oscuridad se aclaraba, pero ain quedaban muchas
cosas ocultas por las sombras.

-Si esa mujer es de verdad su esposa, ¢qué papel
corresponde a la sefiora Lyons en todo esto? -
pregunté.

-Ese es uno de los puntos sobre los que han arrojado
luz sus investigaciones. Su entrevista con ella ha
aclarado mucho la situacién. Yo no tenia noticia del
proyecto de divorcio. En ese caso, y creyendo que
Stapleton era soltero, la sefiora Lyons pensaba sin duda
convertirse en su esposa.

-Y, ¢cuando sepa la verdad?

-Llegado el momento podra sernos Gtil. Quiza nuestra
primera tarea sea verla mafana, los dos juntos. ¢No le
parece, Watson, que lleva demasiado tiempo lejos de la
persona que le ha sido confiada? En este momento
deberia estar usted en la mansién de los Baskerville.

En el occidente habian desaparecido los ultimos jirones
rojos y la noche se habia aduefiado del paramo. Unas
cuantas estrellas brillaban débilmente en el cielo color
violeta.

-Una ultima pregunta, Holmes -dije, mientras me ponia
en pie-. Sin duda no hay ninguna necesidad de secreto
entre usted y yo. ;Qué sentido tiene todo esto? ;Qué es
lo que se propone Stapleton?

Mi amigo bajé la voz al responder:
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"It is murder, Watson—refined, cold-blooded,
deliberate murder. Do not ask me for particulars.
My nets are closing upon him, even as his are upon
Sir Henry, and with your help he is already almost
at my mercy. There is but one danger which can
threaten us. It is that he should strike before we
are ready to do so. Another day—two at the most—
and | have my case complete, but until then guard
your charge as closely as ever a fond mother
watched her ailing child. Your mission today has
justified itself, and yet | could almost wish that you
had not left his side. Hark!"

A terrible scream—a prolonged yell of horror and
anguish—burst out of the silence of the moor. That
frightful cry turned the blood to ice in my veins.

"Oh, my God!" | gasped. "What is it? What does it
mean?"

Holmes had sprung to his feet, and | saw his dark,
athletic outline at the door of the hut, his shoulders
stooping, his head thrust forward, his face peering
into the darkness.

"Hush!" he whispered. "Hush!"

The cry had been loud on account of its vehemence,
but it had pealed out from somewhere far off on the
shadowy plain. Now it burst upon our ears, nearer,
louder, more urgent than before.

"Where is it?" Holmes whispered; and | knew from
the thrill of his voice that he, the man of iron, was
shaken to the soul. "Where is it, Watson?"

"There, | think.” | pointed into the darkness.
"No, therel"

Again the agonized cry swept through the silent
night, louder and much nearer than ever. And a
new sound mingled with it, a deep, muttered
rumble, musical and yet menacing, rising and falling
like the low, constant murmur of the sea.

"The hound!" cried Holmes. "Come, Watson, come!
Great heavens, if we are too late!"

He had started running swiftly over the moor, and |
had followed at his heels. But now from somewhere
among the broken ground immediately in front of
us there came one last despairing yell, and then a
dull, heavy thud. We halted and listened. Not
another sound broke the heavy silence of the
windless night.

| saw Holmes put his hand to his forehead like a

-Se trata de asesinato, Watson; de asesinato refinado,
a sangre fria, lleno de premeditacion. No me pida
detalles. Mis redes se estan cerrando en torno suyo
como las de Stapleton tienen casi apresado a Sir Henry,
pero con la ayuda que usted me ha prestado, Watson,
lo tengo casi a mi merced. Tan s6lo nos amenaza un
peligro: la posibilidad de que golpee antes de que
estemos preparados. Un dia mas, dos como mucho, y el
caso estara resuelto, pero hasta entonces ha de
proteger usted al hombre que tiene a su cargo con la
misma dedicacién con que una madre amante cuida de
su hijito enfermo. Su expedicion de hoy ha quedado
plenamente justificada y, sin embargo, casi desearia
que no hubiera dejado solo a Sir Henry. jEscuche!

Un alarido terrible, un grito prolongado de horror y de
angustia habia brotado del silencio del paramo. Aquel
sonido espantoso me held la sangre en las venas.
-iDios mio! -dije con voz entrecortada-. ;Qué ha sido
eso? ¢/Qué es lo que significa?

Holmes se habia puesto en pie de un salto y su silueta
atlética se recort6 en la puerta del refugio, los hombros
inclinados, la cabeza adelantada, escudrifiando la
oscuridad.

-iSilencio! -susurroé-. jSilencio!

El grito nos habia llegado con claridad debido a su
vehemencia, pero procedia de un lugar lejano de la
llanura en tinieblas. De nuevo estallé en nuestros oidos,
mas cercano, mas intenso, mas perentorio que antes.

-¢De donde viene? -susurré Holmes; y supe, por el
temblor de su voz, que también él, el hombre de hierro,
se habia estremecido hasta lo mas hondo-. ;De dénde
viene, Watson?

-De alli, me parece -dije sefialando hacia la oscuridad.
-iNo, de alli!

De nuevo el grito de angustia se extendi6 por el silencio
de la noche, mas intenso y mas cercano que nunca. Y
un nuevo ruido mezclado con él, un fragor hondo y
contenido, musical y sin embargo amenazador, que se
alzaba y descendia como el murmullo constante y
profundo del mar.

-iEl sabueso! -exclam6 Holmes-. jVamos, Watson,
vamos! jNo quiera Dios que lleguemos tarde!

Mi amigo corria ya por el paramo a gran velocidad y yo
le segui inmediatamente. Pero ahora surgio, de algun
lugar entre las anfractuosidades del terreno que se
hallaba inmediatamente frente a nosotros, un dltimo
alarido de desesperacion y luego un ruido sordo
producido por algo pesado. Nos detuvimos y
escuchamos. Ningun nuevo sonido quebro el denso
silencio de la noche sin viento.

Vi que Holmes se llevaba la mano a la frente, como un
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man distracted. He stamped his feet upon the
ground.

"He has beaten us, Watson. We are too late."
"No, no, surely not!"

"Fool that I was to hold my hand. And you, Watson,
see what comes of abandoning your charge! But, by
Heaven, if the worst has happened we'll avenge
him!"

Blindly we ran through the gloom, blundering
against boulders, forcing our way through gorse
bushes, panting up hills and rushing down slopes,
heading always in the direction whence those
dreadful sounds had come. At every rise Holmes
looked eagerly round him, but the shadows were
thick upon the moor, and nothing moved upon its
dreary face.

"Can you see anything?"
"Nothing."
"But, hark, what is that?"

A low moan had fallen upon our ears. There it was
again upon our left! On that side a ridge of rocks
ended in a sheer cliff which overlooked a stone-
strewn slope. On its jagged face was spread-eagled
some dark, irregular object. As we ran towards it
the vague outline hardened into a definite shape. It
was a prostrate man face downward upon the
ground, the head doubled under him at a horrible
angle, the shoulders rounded and the body hunched
together as if in the act of throwing a somersault.
So grotesque was the attitude that |1 could not for
the instant realize that that moan had been the
passing of his soul. Not a whisper, not a rustle, rose
now from the dark figure over which we stooped.
Holmes laid his hand upon him and held it up again
with an exclamation of horror. The gleam of the
match which he struck shone upon his clotted
fingers and upon the ghastly pool which widened
slowly from the crushed skull of the victim. And it
shone upon something else which turned our hearts
sick and faint within us—the body of Sir Henry
Baskerville!

There was no chance of either of us forgetting that
peculiar ruddy tweed suit—the very one which he
had worn on the first morning that we had seen him
in Baker Street. We caught the one clear glimpse of
it, and then the match flickered and went out, even
as the hope had gone out of our souls. Holmes
groaned, and his face glimmered white through the
darkness.

hombre que ha perdido el dominio sobre si mismo, y
que golpeaba el suelo con el pie.

-Nos ha vencido, Watson. Hemos llegado demasiado
tarde.

-No, no, seguro que no.

-Mi estupidez por no atacar antes. Y usted, Watson,
jvea lo que sucede por dejar solo a Sir Henry! Pero, el
cielo me es testigo, jsi ha sucedido lo peor, lo
vengaremos!

Corrimos a ciegas en la oscuridad, tropezando contra
las rocas, abriéndonos camino entre matas de aulaga,
jadeando colinas arriba y precipitandonos pendientes
abajo, siempre en la direccion de donde nos habian
llegado aquellos gritos espantosos. En todas las
elevaciones Holmes miraba atentamente a su
alrededor, pero las sombras se espesaban sobre el
paramo y no habia el menor movimiento en su
mondtona superficie.

-¢Ve usted algo?

-Nada.
-iEscuche! ;Qué es eso?

Un débil gemido habia llegado hasta nuestros oidos. jY
luego una vez mas a nuestra izquierda! Por aquel lado
una hilera de rocas terminaba en un farallén cortado a
pico. Abajo, sobre las piedras, divisamos un objeto
oscuro, de forma irregular. Al acercarnos corriendo la
silueta imprecisa adquirié contornos definidos. Era un
hombre caido boca abajo, con la cabeza doblada bajo el
cuerpo en un angulo horrible, los hombros curvados y
el cuerpo encogido como si se dispusiera a dar una
vuelta de campana. La postura era tan grotesca que
tardé unos momentos en comprender que habia muerto
al exhalar aquel ultimo gemido. Porque ya no nos
llegaba ni un susurro, ni el mas pequefio movimiento,
de la figura en sombra sobre la que nos inclinabamos.
Holmes lo toc6 y enseguida retiré la mano con una
exclamacion de horror. El resplandor de un fésforo
permitié ver que se habia manchado los dedos de
sangre, asi como el espantoso charco que crecia
lentamente y que brotaba del craneo aplastado de la
victima. Y algo mas que nos llen6 de desesperacion y
de desanimo: jse trataba del cuerpo de Sir Henry
Baskerville!

Era imposible que ninguno de los dos olvidara aquel
peculiar traje rojizo de tweed: el mismo que llevaba la
mafana que se presentd en Baker Street. Lo vimos un
momento con claridad y enseguida el fésforo parpaded
y se apago, de la misma manera qué la esperanza
habia abandonado nuestras almas. Holmes gimié y su
rostro adquirié un tenue resplandor blanco a pesar de la
oscuridad.
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"The brute! The brute!" | cried with clenched hands.
"Oh Holmes, | shall never forgive myself for having
left him to his fate."

"l am more to blame than you, Watson. In order to
have my case well rounded and complete, | have
thrown away the life of my client. It is the greatest
blow which has befallen me in my career. But how
could I know—how could | know—that he would risk
his life alone upon the moor in the face of all my
warnings?"

"That we should have heard his screams—my God,
those screams!—and yet have been unable to save
him! Where is this brute of a hound which drove
him to his death? It may be lurking among these
rocks at this instant. And Stapleton, where is he?
He shall answer for this deed."

"He shall. I will see to that. Uncle and nephew have
been murdered—the one frightened to death by the
very sight of a beast which he thought to be
supernatural, the other driven to his end in his wild
flight to escape from it. But now we have to prove
the connection between the man and the beast.
Save from what we heard, we cannot even swear to
the existence of the latter, since Sir Henry has
evidently died from the fall. But, by heavens,
cunning as he is, the fellow shall be in my power
before another day is past!"

We stood with bitter hearts on either side of the
mangled body, overwhelmed by this sudden and
irrevocable disaster which had brought all our long
and weary labours to so piteous an end. Then as
the moon rose we climbed to the top of the rocks
over which our poor friend had fallen, and from the
summit we gazed out over the shadowy moor, half
silver and half gloom. Far away, miles off, in the
direction of Grimpen, a single steady yellow light
was shining. It could only come from the lonely
abode of the Stapletons. With a bitter curse | shook
my fist at it as | gazed.

"Why should we not seize him at once?"

"Our case is not complete. The fellow is wary and
cunning to the last degree. It is not what we know,
but what we can prove. If we make one false move
the villain may escape us yet."

"What can we do?"

"There will be plenty for us to do tomorrow. Tonight
we can only perform the last offices to our poor
friend."

Together we made our way down the precipitous

-iFiera asesina! -exclamé, apretando los purfios-. jAh,
Holmes, nunca me perdonaré haberlo abandonado a su
destino!

-Yo soy mas culpable que usted, Watson. Con el fin de
dejar el caso bien rematado y completo, he permitido
que mi cliente perdiera la vida. Es el peor golpe que he
recibido en mi carrera. Pero, ;como iba yo a saber,
como podia saber, que fuese a arriesgar la vida a solas
en el paramo, a pesar de todas mis advertencias?

-iPensar que hemos oido sus alaridos, y qué alaridos,
Dios mio, sin ser capaces de salvarlo! ;Dénde esta ese
horrendo sabueso que lo ha llevado a la muerte? Quiza
se esconda detras de aquellas rocas en este instante. Y
Stapleton, ¢dénde esta Stapleton? Tendra que
responder por este crimen.

-Lo hara. Me encargaré de ello. Tio y sobrino han sido
asesinados: el primero muerto de miedo al ver a la
bestia que él creia sobrenatural y el segundo empujado
a la destruccién en su huida desesperada para escapar
de ella. Pero ahora tenemos que demostrar la conexion
entre el hombre y el animal. Si no fuera por el
testimonio de nuestros oidos, ni siquiera podriamos
jurar que existe el sabueso, dado que Sir Henry ha
muerto a consecuencia de la caida. Pero pongo al cielo
por testigo de que a pesar de toda su astucia, jese
individuo estara en mi poder antes de veinticuatro
horas!

Nos quedamos inmadviles con el corazén lleno de
amargura a ambos lados del cuerpo destrozado,
abrumados por aquel repentino e irreparable desastre
que habia puesto tan lamentable fin a nuestros largos y
fatigosos esfuerzos. Luego, mientras salia la luna,
trepamos a las rocas desde cuya cima habia caido
nuestro pobre amigo y contemplamos el paramo en
sombras, mitad plata y mitad oscuridad. Muy lejos, a
kildmetros de distancia en la direccion de Grimpen,
brillaba constante una luz amarilla. Unicamente podia
venir de la casa solitaria de los Stapleton. Mientras la
miraba agité el pufio y dejé escapar una amarga
maldicion.

-¢Por qué no lo detenemos ahora mismo?

-Nuestro caso no esta terminado. Ese individuo es
extraordinariamente cauteloso y astuto. No cuenta lo
que sabemos sino lo que podemos probar. Un solo
movimiento en falso y quiza se nos escape aun ese
bellaco.

-;,Qué podemos hacer?

-Mafiana no nos faltaran ocupaciones. Esta noche sélo
nos queda rendir un dltimo tributo a nuestro pobre
amigo.

Juntos descendimos de nuevo la escarpada pendiente y
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slope and approached the body, black and clear
against the silvered stones. The agony of those
contorted limbs struck me with a spasm of pain and
blurred my eyes with tears.

"We must send for help, Holmes! We cannot carry
him all the way to the Hall. Good heavens, are you
mad?"

He had uttered a cry and bent over the body. Now
he was dancing and laughing and wringing my
hand. Could this be my stern, self-contained friend?
These were hidden fires, indeed!

"A beard! A beard! The man has a beard!"
"A beard?"

"It is not the baronet—it is—why, it is my
neighbour, the convict!"

With feverish haste we had turned the body over,
and that dripping beard was pointing up to the cold,
clear moon. There could be no doubt about the
beetling forehead, the sunken animal eyes. It was
indeed the same face which had glared upon me in
the light of the candle from over the rock—the face
of Selden, the criminal.

Then in an instant it was all clear to me. |
remembered how the baronet had told me that he
had handed his old wardrobe to Barrymore.
Barrymore had passed it on in order to help Selden
in his escape. Boots, shirt, cap—it was all Sir
Henry's. The tragedy was still black enough, but
this man had at least deserved death by the laws of
his country. | told Holmes how the matter stood,
my heart bubbling over with thankfulness and joy.

"Then the clothes have been the poor devil's
death," said he. "It is clear enough that the hound
has been laid on from some article of Sir Henry's—
the boot which was abstracted in the hotel, in all
probability—and so ran this man down. There is one
very singular thing, however: How came Selden, in
the darkness, to know that the hound was on his
trail?"

"He heard him."

"To hear a hound upon the moor would not work a
hard man like this convict into such a paroxysm of
terror that he would risk recapture by screaming
wildly for help. By his cries he must have run a long
way after he knew the animal was on his track. How
did he know?"

"A greater mystery to me is why this hound,

nos acercamos al cadaver, que se recortaba como una
mancha negra sobre las piedras plateadas. La angustia
que revelaban aquellos miembros dislocados me
provoc6 un espasmo de dolor y las lagrimas me
enturbiaron los ojos.

-iHemos de pedir ayuda, Holmes! No es posible llevarlo
desde aqui hasta la mansion. jCielo santo! ;{Se ha
vuelto loco

?

Mi amigo habia lanzado una exclamacion al tiempo que
se inclinaba sobre el cuerpo. Y ahora bailaba y reia y
me estrechaba la mano. ¢Era aquél el Sherlock Holmes
severo y reservado que yo conocia? jCuanto fuego
escondido!

-iUna barba! jUna barba! jEl muerto tiene barbal!

-¢Barba?

-No es el baronet..., es..., imi vecino, el preso fugado!

Con febril precipitacion dimos la vuelta al cadaver, y la
barba goteante apuntaba a la luna, clara y fria. No
habia la menor duda sobre los abultados arcos
supraorbitales y los hundidos ojos de aspecto bestial.
Se trataba del mismo rostro que me habia mirado con
colera a la luz de la vela por encima de la roca: el
rostro de Selden, el criminal.

Luego, en un instante, lo entendi todo. Recordé que el
baronet habia regalado a Barrymore sus viejas prendas
de vestir. El mayordomo se las habia traspasado a
Selden para facilitarle la huida. Botas, camisa, gorra:
todo era de Sir Henry. La tragedia seguia siendo
espantosa, pero, al menos de acuerdo con las leyes de
su pais, aquel hombre habia merecido la muerte. Con el
corazon rebosante de agradecimiento y de alegria
expliqué a Holmes lo que habia sucedido.

-De modo que ese pobre desgraciado ha muerto por
llevar la ropa del baronet -dijo mi amigo-. Al sabueso se
le ha entrenado mediante alguna prenda de Sir Henry
(la bota que le desaparecié en el hotel, con toda
probabilidad) y por eso ha acorralado a este hombre.
Hay, sin embargo, una cosa muy extrafia: dada la
oscuridad de la noche, ¢cémo llegdé Selden a saber que
el sabueso seguia su rastro?

-Lo oy6.

-Oir a un sabueso en el paramo no habria asustado a
un hombre como él hasta el punto de exponerse a una
nueva captura a causa de sus frenéticos alaridos
pidiendo ayuda. Si nos guiamos por sus gritos, aun
corrid mucho tiempo después de saber que el animal lo
perseguia. ¢(Cémo lo supo?

-Para mi es un misterio todavia mayor por qué ese
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presuming that all our conjectures are correct—"
"l presume nothing."

"Well, then, why this hound should be loose tonight.
I suppose that it does not always run loose upon
the moor. Stapleton would not let it go unless he
had reason to think that Sir Henry would be there."

"My difficulty is the more formidable of the two, for

I think that we shall very shortly get an explanation
of yours, while mine may remain forever a mystery.
The question now is, what shall we do with this poor
wretch's body? We cannot leave it here to the foxes
and the ravens."

"l suggest that we put it in one of the huts until we
can communicate with the police."

"Exactly. | have no doubt that you and | could carry
it so far. Halloa, Watson, what's this? It's the man
himself, by all that's wonderful and audacious! Not
a word to show your suspicions—not a word, or my
plans crumble to the ground."

A figure was approaching us over the moor, and |
saw the dull red glow of a cigar. The moon shone
upon him, and | could distinguish the dapper shape
and jaunty walk of the naturalist. He stopped when
he saw us, and then came on again.

"Why, Dr. Watson, that's not you, is it? You are the
last man that | should have expected to see out on
the moor at this time of night. But, dear me, what's
this? Somebody hurt? Not—don't tell me that it is
our friend Sir Henry!" He hurried past me and
stooped over the dead man. | heard a sharp intake
of his breath and the cigar fell from his fingers.

"Who—who's this?" he stammered.

"It is Selden, the man who escaped from
Princetown."

Stapleton turned a ghastly face upon us, but by a
supreme effort he had overcome his amazement
and his disappointment. He looked sharply from
Holmes to me. "Dear me! What a very shocking
affair! How did he die?"

"He appears to have broken his neck by falling over
these rocks. My friend and | were strolling on the
moor when we heard a cry."

"l heard a cry also. That was what brought me out.
I was uneasy about Sir Henry."

sabueso, suponiendo que todas nuestras conjeturas
sean correctas...
-Yo no supongo nada.

-Bien, pero ¢por qué tendria que estar suelto ese
animal precisamente esta noche? Imagino que no
siempre anda libre por el paramo. Stapleton no lo
habria dejado salir sin buenas razones para pensar que
iba a encontrarse con Sir Henry.

-Mi dificultad es la mas ardua de las dos, porque creo
que muy pronto encontraremos una explicacion para la
suya, mientras que la mia quiza siga siendo siempre un
misterio. Ahora el problema es, ;qué vamos a hacer
con el cuerpo de este pobre desgraciado? No podemos
dejarlo aqui a merced de los zorros y de los cuervos.

-Sugiero que lo metamos en uno de los refugios hasta
que podamos informar a la policia.

-De acuerdo. Estoy seguro de que podremos trasladarlo
entre los dos. jCaramba, Watson! ;Qué es lo que veo?
Nuestro hombre en persona. jFantastico! jNo cabe
mayor audacia! Ni una palabra que revele lo que
sabemos; ni una palabra, o mis planes se vienen abajo.

Una figura se acercaba por el paramo, acompafada del
débil resplandor rojo de un cigarro puro. La luna
brillaba en lo alto del cielo y me fue posible distinguir el
aspecto atildado y el caminar desenvuelto del
naturalista. Stapleton se detuvo al vernos, pero solo
unos instantes.

-Vaya, doctor Watson; me cuesta trabajo creer que sea
usted, la ultima persona que hubiera esperado
encontrar en el paramo a estas horas de la noche. Pero,
Dios mio, ¢qué es esto? ¢Alguien herido? jNo! iNo me
diga que se trata de nuestro amigo Sir Henry! Paso6
precipitadamente a mi lado para agacharse junto al
muerto. Le oi hacer una brusca inspiracién y el cigarro
se le cay6 de la mano.

-¢Quién..., quién es este individuo? -tartamuded.

-Es Selden, el preso fugado de Princetown.

Al volverse hacia nosotros la expresion de Stapleton era
espantosa, pero, con un supremo esfuerzo, logré
superar su asombro y su decepcion. Luego nos mir6
inquisitivamente a los dos. -jCielo santo! jQué cosa tan
espantosa! ;Cémo ha muerto?

-Parece haberse roto al cuello al caer desde aquellas
rocas. Mi amigo y yo paseabamos por el paramo cuando
oimos un grito.

-Yo también oi un grito. Eso fue lo que me hizo salir.
Estaba intranquilo a causa de Sir Henry.
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"Why about Sir Henry in particular?" | could not
help asking.

"Because | had suggested that he should come
over. When he did not come | was surprised, and |
naturally became alarmed for his safety when |
heard cries upon the moor. By the way"—his eyes
darted again from my face to Holmes's—"did you
hear anything else besides a cry?"

"No," said Holmes; "did you?"
IINO_“
"What do you mean, then?"

"Oh, you know the stories that the peasants tell
about a phantom hound, and so on. It is said to be
heard at night upon the moor. I was wondering if
there were any evidence of such a sound tonight."

"We heard nothing of the kind," said I.

"And what is your theory of this poor fellow's
death?"

"l have no doubt that anxiety and exposure have
driven him off his head. He has rushed about the
moor in a crazy state and eventually fallen over
here and broken his neck."

"That seems the most reasonable theory," said
Stapleton, and he gave a sigh which | took to
indicate his relief. "What do you think about it, Mr.
Sherlock Holmes?"

My friend bowed his compliments. "You are quick at
identification," said he.

"We have been expecting you in these parts since
Dr. Watson came down. You are in time to see a
tragedy."

"Yes, indeed. | have no doubt that my friend's
explanation will cover the facts. | will take an
unpleasant remembrance back to London with me
tomorrow."

"Oh, you return tomorrow?"
"That is my intention."

"l hope your visit has cast some light upon those
occurrences which have puzzled us?"

Holmes shrugged his shoulders.

-¢,Por qué acerca de Sir Henry en particular? -no pude
por menos de preguntar.

-Porque le habia propuesto que viniera a mi casa. Me
sorprendié que no se presentara y, como es légico, me
alarmé al oir gritos en el paramo. Por cierto -sus ojos
escudrifiaron de nuevo mi rostro y el de Holmes-, ¢han
oido alguna otra cosa ademas de un grito?

-No -dijo Holmes-, ¢y usted?
-Tampoco.
-Entonces, ¢a qué se refiere?

-Bueno, ya conoce las historias de los campesinos
acerca de un sabueso fantasmal. Segun cuentan se le
oye de noche en el paramo. Me preguntaba si en esta
ocasion habria alguna prueba de un sonido asi.

-No hemos oido nada-dije.

-Y, ¢cudl es su teoria sobre la muerte de este pobre
desgraciado?

-No me cabe la menor duda de que la ansiedad y las
inclemencias del tiempo le han hecho perder la cabeza.
Ha echado a correr por el paramo enloquecido y ha
terminado por caerse desde ahi y romperse el cuello.

-Parece la teoria mas razonable -dijo Stapleton,
acompafando sus palabras con un suspiro que a mi me
parecio de alivio-. ¢;Cual es su opinién, sefior Holmes?

Mi amigo hizo una inclinacidon de cabeza a manera de
cumplido. -ldentifica usted muy pronto a las personas -
dijo.

-Le hemos estado esperando desde que lleg6 el doctor
Watson. Ha venido usted a tiempo de presenciar una
tragedia.

-Asi es, efectivamente. No tengo la menor duda de que
la explicacion de mi amigo se ajusta plenamente a los
hechos. Mafiana volveré a Londres con un desagradable
recuerdo.

-¢,Regresa usted mafnana?

-Esa es mi intencion.

-Espero que su visita haya arrojado alguna luz sobre
estos acontecimientos que tanto nos han

desconcertado.

Holmes se encogié de hombros.
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"One cannot always have the success for which one
hopes. An investigator needs facts and not legends
or rumours. It has not been a satisfactory case."

My friend spoke in his frankest and most
unconcerned manner. Stapleton still looked hard at
him. Then he turned to me.

"l would suggest carrying this poor fellow to my
house, but it would give my sister such a fright that
I do not feel justified in doing it. | think that if we
put something over his face he will be safe until
morning."

And so it was arranged. Resisting Stapleton's offer
of hospitality, Holmes and | set off to Baskerville
Hall, leaving the naturalist to return alone. Looking
back we saw the figure moving slowly away over
the broad moor, and behind him that one black
smudge on the silvered slope which showed where
the man was lying who had come so horribly to his
end.

-No siempre se consigue el éxito deseado. Un
investigador necesita hechos, no leyendas ni rumores.
No ha sido un caso satisfactorio.

Mi amigo hablaba con su aire mas sincero y
despreocupado. Stapleton seguia mirandolo con gran
fijeza. Luego se volvié hacia mi.

-Les sugeriria que trasladasemos a este pobre infeliz a
mi casa, pero mi hermana se asustaria tanto que no me
parece que esté justificado. Creo que si le cubrimos el
rostro estara seguro hasta marfiana.

Asi lo hicimos. Después de rechazar la hospitalidad que
Stapleton nos ofrecia, Holmes y yo nos dirigimos hacia
la mansioén de los Baskerville, dejando que el
naturalista regresara solo a su casa. Al volver la vista
vimos como se alejaba lentamente por el ancho paramo
y, detras de él, la mancha negra sobre la pendiente
plateada que mostraba el sitio donde yacia el hombre
que habia tenido tan horrible final.




