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about the author 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, an English novelist, was born 
in 1859 and knighted in 1902. He was educated at Stony­
hurst College in Germany and at Edinburgh University. 
He received an M.B. in 1881 and M.D. in 1885. He was a 
practicing physician in Southsea, England prior to his 
career as an author. 

In 1891 he attained immense popularity for The Great 
Adventures of Sherlock Holmes. These stories follow the 
capers of Sherlock Holmes who detected crime and untan­
gled mysteries with an uncanny talent. The Hound of the 
Baskervilles is probably this character's most famous case. 
Set on the moors of northern England, it combines the 
atmosphere of the strange and supernatural with the 
suspense of skilled detective work. 

Although his stories were often imitated, none were as 
successful as the Sherlock Holmes stories. In his later 
years, Doyle was a convinced spiritualist, and he wrote and 
lectured on spiritualism. 
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*apartment 

-
----------~T=h~e HHoound oft 

he Baskervilles 

My name is D close friend r. Watson and 1 
the well-k of Sherlock H I am a nown detect· o mes ~ 1ve. ' 

Early one . 
I found M':Hnmg, 
seated at th olmes 
fast table . e break-
London f/{;/J.Fr 

7 
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My eye was 
caught by a 
walking stick 
left by a 
visitor who 
had missed us 
the evening 
before. 

Well, Watson, 
what do you 
make of it? 

I see that this cane 
was given to a 
Dr. James Mortimer 
from his friends of ~ 
the C.C.H., 1884. 1 

He is, no doubt, a country doctor 
who does his visiting on foot. 
And the "friends of the C.C.H." 
are members of a hunt club he 
has helped . 

eally, Wat­
n, you 

utdo 
urself. 

I must admit 
that these words 
gave me great 
pleasure. With 
some self­
importance I 
asked: 

Have I 
missed any­
thing, 
Holmes? 



As a matter of fact, 
you have, Watson. 
But I am glad. In ,.-
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finding your mis- · ' 
takes, I am often l____ ~~'eJWl'-,...i~ 
led to the truth. ~-,,JC\,.,,.._. ..... .,.::,.,.,,,..,,,, 
The man is certain- /., 
ly a country doctor 
who walks a great 
deal. 

Yes, by Jove! I 
curly-haired spa 

My dear fellow, 
how can you 
possibly be so 
sure of that? 

•a small hunting dog 

Note that the date is just five 
years ago. A good city doc­

Ii J tor is not likely to move to 
~ the country. 

Dr. Mortimer seems to 
be a young fellow, 
under thirty, friendly, 
absent-minded, and 
the owner of a small 
dog. 

For the simple reason 
that I see the dog 
waiting on our front 
doorstep. And I now 
hear his master's 
knock on our door. 



10 NOW AGE ILLUSTRATED 

Dr. Mortimer wore a clean 
but rumpled suit. It made 
him look warm and friend­
ly, as Holmes had guessed 
earlier. As he came in, 
the first thing he saw was 
his walking stick. 

I am so very 
glad. I 
would not~ 
lose this • 
stick for 
the world! 

ak to a 
mind . 

I read a little 
science, Mr. 

~ 1 Holmes. 
1·~ 



Holmes was silent, but his 
eyes showed me the in­
terest he had in our 
visitor. 

I come to you · 
because I have a 
problem which I 
cannot solve 

It is a legend *~ 
about the 
Baskerville 
family. I 
would like 
to read it 
to you. 

•an old storv 
••an evil wish that often brings harm 
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This family paper was put 
into my care by Sir 
Charles Baskerville. As you 
might know, he died sudden­
ly three months ago. 

:;:v 

"Learn from this story not to 
fear the evil that some of our 
family has done in the past, 
but to be more careful in the 
future. This may protect us 
from the curse** that has 
followed our family. 

~ 
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The story of the 
Hound of the 
Baskervilles 
goes back many 
years to Hugo 
Baskerville, a 
cruel man who 
once lived in 
the old manor 
house. 

'\\ ~- --

The girl was locked in an 
upper room while Hugo 
and his friends sat down 
to drink <fhe night away. 

One evening he went with some 
wicked men and kidnapped the 
daughter of a farmer who lived 
nearby. Her father and brothers 
were away at the time. 

ft his 
uests to 
isit the 
irl, he dis­
overed he 
scape. Fl 

into a 



Crying aloud 
that he would 
give his soul t 
the devil if he 
could catch 
the girl, he 
rode off into 
the da 

When Hugo's friends 
caught up with him, 
they found his hounds 
huddled together look­
ing down a narrow 
valley. 

Only three men 
dared enter. By 
the light of the 
moon they saw 
the girl lying 
dead. Nearby 
lay the body of 
Hugo, with a giant 
black hound tear­
ing at his throat. 

'a swampy field 

The Hound of the Baskervilles 13 

--:-;J 
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Now this from a 
Devon County news­
paper of this year. 
"The recent death of 
Sir Charles Baskerville 
has cast a gloom over 
the county." 

"He was kind and 
generous. He had 
great plans for im­
proving the lives of 
the people in "'" 
Devonshire." 

"On March 14, 
Sir Charles had 
gone for his 
usual walk in the 
garden. When he 
did not return, 
his butler, Barry­
more, went look­
ing for him. 

Barrymore found the body 
of Sir Charles in the garden. 
There were no signs of a 
struggle, but his face was 
twisted out of shape by fear." 

A doctor's report found that Sir Charles' death was 
caused by heart disease. It was hoped that this 
would end the stories people were telling about 
the way he died. 



- -ese are the pub-
- facts. Now give 
e the private 
es! 

--iis fear was 
- great that 

othing could 
raw him out 
pon the 

:noors at 
ight. 

One day as I arrived 
at Baskerville Hall, 
Sir Charles greeted 
me at the door. His 
ace suddenly froze 

in horror, and I 
urned around in 
ime to see what 

seemed to be a large 
black calf. 

•tfi!e ~~et huntiA!l dogs 
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!?' 
In the months 
before his death, 

- it had become 
r, N plain to me that 

.,. iJ\ \ Sir Charles was 
' · · •/.4 close to the 

breaking point. 
He had taken 
the family 
legend to 
heart. 

~,= ~~ 

d me if, on my 
medical calls at night, 
I had ever seen a 
strange creature or 
heard the baying* of 
a hound. 
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And on the night of Sir 
Charles' death, I discovered 
footprints near his body. 

The gate was the 
only entrance to 
the garden from the 
moor. A study of 
the ground showed 
that Sir Charles had 
stood there for five 
or ten minutes . 

....... 
:-.• 

Because the ash 
had twice 

~opped from 

A man's or 
a woman's? 

Mr. Holmes, 
they were 
the foot­
prints of a 
giant hound! 

r 

.~-:_ 

Very good! This is a 
man after our own 
hearts! 

;Wi '11 .......... '"~~~ 



My problem now is to meet 
Sir Charles' only relative, who 
is coming from Canada. He will 
be at Waterloo Station in only 
fifty min~tes. But I an:, afrai 

Holmes fell 
into deep 
thought, 
and I left 
him alone 
for the rest 
of the day. 
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All tell the same story 
of a dreadfu I sight I ike 
the animal of the legend. 
None but a fool will 
cross the moor at night! 

I think you should take a cab 
and meet him at Waterloo Sta­
tion. Say nothing about this 
untU we meet again. Please 
return tomorrow morning and 
bring him with you. 
~ 
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After you left I sent for 
these maps of the moor. 
My spirit has traveled it 
all day. 

' 

What have 
you found 
out? -_,ii 

'\ 

imp y t a an 
old man, known 
to be in poor 
health, waited 
on a damp 
evening by a 
gate ... 

----'0 

cP' ~ I 

'- ~' ~ 
- -/ : ~ No, it' 
, . l this aw 

~ smok 

But my body, while stay­
ing behind in this armchair, 
has used up two pots of 
coffee and a large amount 
,of tobacco. 

~-~ : 
~~ -

But for whom 
did he wait, 
and why? But 
now I am going v/ ~ 
to play my ( 
violin and stop 
all thought of 
this until 
morning. 



The next day ... 

Pleased to meet you, 
Mr. Holmes! I 
understand that you 
solve puzzles. 
I've had one 
this mornin 

I've spent my life 
in the United 
States and Canada. 
But I hope that 
having one new 
boot disappear 
from my hotel 
room is n 

No, but I did receive a 
strange letter at my hotel. 
The message was formed 
by words cut from a news­
paper and pasted down. 
It read ... 

' I~ 
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, I would like 
I I 
1 

!O hear about 
It! 
.:v-

That is strange! 
Have you no­A ticed anyone 
watching or 
following you? ,, 

"If you value your life, keep 
away from the moor." But 
why should anyone watch or 

.~o.~ me? <¥II · 
.1 _ .- ~.-.i . ~ We shal I see. 
' ~ 1;1 1 Now, while I 

look at the let­
ter, I think Dr. 
Mortimer 
should tell Sir 
Henry the 
Baskerville 
story. 
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This is too much for a man 
to understand at one time. 
Mr. Holmes, won't you and~ 
Dr. Watson come later for ~ 
lunch at my hotel? 

Of course! 

So our visi­
tors left. 
Holmes 
suddenly 
changed 
from a 
dreamer 
to a man 
of action. 

Suddenly I saw a man with a bushy 
black beard looking at us from the 
cab window. He screamed to the 
driver and the cab moved off down 
Regent Street. 



Too bad 
that in our 
haste we 
have let our-. 
selves be 
seen and 
lost our 
man! 

It's t 
thing 
hap 

We will stop 
at an art 
gallery and 
fill in the time 
till we are due 
at Sir Henry's 
hotel. r 

The Hound of the Baskervilles 21 

For two hours we 
spoke only of 
paintings. 

I don't understand 
the servants here. 
Last night they 
took one of my 
new brown boots, 

/ and now it's one 
J .-1. \ of my old black 

~nes! 

Th is case of yours 
is very strange. 

.) But we now hold 
~ several threads in 

our hands. The 
odds are that one 
of them will guide 
us to the truth. 
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At lunch Holmes 
asked Sir Henry 
about his plans. 

No man one 
can prevent 
from going t 

family h 

Who do you think 
should stay with 
me? 

~ 

If Watson 
would go, 
there could 
be no better 
man at 

Let me hear from you 
often. Report whatever 
you find out. 

~ 1 · 

r 

j~ 

Quite so, Sir 
Henry, but 
you must 
not stay there 
alone! 

We decided to leave the next 
Saturday for Baskerville Hall. 

' 
' 

Nothing is more 
interesting than 
a difficult case! 
I wish you good 
luck at Basker­
ville Hall! 

Remember the warning in 
the family legend, Sir Henry. 
Stay off the moor at night! 

~ 
l ·,, 

~ . 



The trip was swift and 
pleasant. But I was su_r­
prised to Sf!e two soldiers 
at the station. 
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At each 
turn of the 
road, Sir 
Henry gave 
a gasp of . 
joy. To his 
eyes, all 
seemed 
beautiful. 
But then 
Dr. Morti­
mer saw 
another 
soldier. 

- A man has escaped from What's this all 
about, Perkins? 1 Princetown ja_il, sir. S<;>I-

-°"'"===~ iers are looking for him -
I remembered 
the case. It had 
been a bloody 
one. A cold 
wind blew over 
us, and even 
Sir Henry fell 
silent. 

The house was · 
a ruin. But 
facing it was 
a new hall, 
half-built. It 
had been the 
work of Sir 
Charles. 

verywhere. l!'s ~elden, 
he Notting Hill killer! 
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Welcome 
to Baske 
V 

f 
' -

The butler Bar 
and his wife 
us. 

With rows of 
flaming torches 
and a large 
family eating 
dinner, the old 
dining room 
might once 
have been a 
cheerful place. 
But tonight it 
seemed very 
dark indeed. 

I tossed and turned and slept 
poorly that night. Once I 
thought I hea_rd the sound of a 

... but though I tried to 
listen, I heard nothing but 
the chiming of a clock and 
the wind outside. 

Jlj\\ 
It's late now, and 

e're tired. 
hings may look 
righ~er in the 

The beauty , 
of the next ,,,,;,~ ~ · /1/. 

morning ~~=~ , ;✓,;;; 
came as a IY, · 
welcome 

1
: 

change. · 
:,: 

' . 

. ~ 

Did you 
hear a 
woman cry­
ing last 
night? 

I thought I 
heard some­
thing, but then 
I decided it 
was only a 
dream. 



At breakfast Sir Henry 
asked Barrymore if he knew 
anything about a crying 
woman. 

No sir, I don't. 
lt_was not my 
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But when I met Mrs. Barrymore 
after breakfast, I could see that 
her eyes were red from crying. 

Excuse me, sir. 
I am Stapleton 
of Merripit 
House. 

Later I went for 
a walk upon the 
moor. Soon I 
came upon one 
of the few 
people who 
lived near Bask­
erville Hall. 

...,v-

Stapleton invited 
me to visit Merripit 
House and meet his 
sister. I gladly 
accepted. But as 
I followed him 
along the moor, I 
heard a strange 
sound. 

.-· 
I guessed that 
from your net 
and box. Dr. 
Mortimer told 
me that you 
study animals. 
I am Dr. 
Watson. 

A queer place 
the moor. 
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A long, low moan, very sad, 
swept over the moor. 

They say it's the 
Hound of the 
Baskervilles. I've 
heard it before, 
but never so loud. 

r 

He also told me about Grimpen 
Mire** and gave me a warning. 

A false step 
there means ~ ).~ 
death! But 1 
that's where -
the rare ~r::-,;;~,P-. 

plants and 
butterflies 
are if you 
know what 
you're doing 
Look! It's a 
Cyclopides! * * * 

I watched Stapleton run 
off. Then, hearing the 
sound of steps, I turned 
to see a woman near me 
upon the path. 

*before history was written down 

We kept walking and Stapleton 
told me of the country's for­
gotten folk. 

-
Prehistoric* me 
once lived here 
on the moor. 

A small fly 
or moth had 
fluttered 
across our 
path. In a 
moment, 
Stapleton 
was after 
it. 

' 

**a place on the moor where there was deep, soft mud 
***a kind of moth 



You must get away 
from this place! 

' 
But I've 
only just 
come! 
/ if 

Yes, I was just telling Sir 
Henry that it is rather late to 
see the true beauties of the 

' moor . 

. ~ 

I could not help but 
wonder what might 
have brought this 

· man and woman 
to live here. 
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Hush! My 
brother is 
coming! 

But I am not Sir 
Henry! I am his 
friend. My name 
is Dr. Watson . 

Hello, Beryl. I 
was chasing a 
Cyclopides. They 
are very rare this 
late in autumn 
you know. ' 
....;z,,,--

Shall we go 
along now 
and see 
Merripit 
House? 
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I had a school once, but 
we had to close it. I'm 
happy here with my work. 

~ 

No, I am never bored. We 
have our books and studies. 
But I miss Sir Charles 
greatly. 

~ 

My brother wants the Hall 

Isn't it dull for 
your sister? 

Soon I started home along the path I 
had used before. It surprised me to 
find Beryl Stapleton waiting to speak 
to me. 

.f~ 
,#~ 

---
- . 

-~ ~ . 

She had taken a short cut in order to 
catch up with me. She begged me to 
take Sir Henry away. I asked her why 
she didn't want her brother to know 
about her wish. 

lived in for the good of _ 
the poor people on the ;,:~-:-
moor. My wish would ~~ · 
make him angry. 

. ~~-.. .· . .,,.-/. .. ; ~~-- ~ 

. , 
,., ~ 

When she left me, I 
was filled with a 
great sense of fear. 



A little later, Stapleton stopped 
in at Baskerville Hall to meet 
Sir Henry. He invited us to 
dinner the next evening. 

Our dinner with the 
Stapletons 
went well. It was 
also plain that Sir 
Henry was attracted 
to Miss Stapleton. 
The feeling seemed 
to be returned. 

I could not help but make 
a note of it in my regular 
report to Holmes. 
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The following morning he took. 
us to the spot where the legend 
of Hugo Baskerville had started. 
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That evening I woke up in the 
middle of the night. Someone 
was walking quietly past my door. 

I followed 
him to a 
bare room at 
the end of 
the hall. 

In the morning before break­
fast I visited the room. I could 
see that it faced the moor. 
Barrymore had been giving a 
signal to someone standing out 
there! 

His outline and 
height told me 
it was Barrymore. 
There was some­
thing secret 
about the way 
he moved. 

He stood for a moment be­
side a window and then 
blew out his candle. I 
hurried back to my room. 

When I spoke of this to Sir 
Henry, he was not surprised. 

_j_ 
Yes. Several 
times I have heard 
steps at that hour. 

I wonder if it 
happens every 
night! 



think we 
should get 
to the 
bottom of 
this! 

~~ ~ I 
,/. 

. 

Good! We'll 
wait in my room 
tonight until he 
passes. 

=~ 

.:.r~ . 

.. ..-

My dear Watson, I am going 
out to meet Miss Stapleton! 
must have some time alone 
with her. 

'\ 

ij 7 

Suddenly I saw that I was 
not the only one watching 
them. 
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Later that morning Sir Henry pre­
pared to take a walk upon the moor. 

Are you 
coming 
Watson? 

i~ 
~ 

You know my 
orders from 
Holmes. You 
must not go out 
alone upon the 
moor! 

To spy upon a friend is not easy. 
Still, I could not let something 
happen to Sir Henry because I 
did not do my job. 
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There was a short argument be­
fore Stapleton led his sister away. 
Sir Henry was angry because he 
could not see Miss Stapleton 
alone. 

It puzzles me, 
Watson! I still~ 
feel she was 
made for me! 

Much to our surprise, we received 
a visit from Stapleton that very 
afternoon. He wanted to have a 
private talk with Sir Henry. 

He said he was ~­
sorry and that the ~1 
thought of his N 
sister's leaving him 
had clouded his 

And so we 
turned to 
the mystery 
of Barry­
more's late­
night walks. 

\ l/ 
_;l__ 
I asked her to 
marry me! 
Before she could 
~nswer, that 
brother of hers 
came down I ike 
a madman! 

?'1, 

L 
It does seem 
strange. 

He said he wanted more 
time to get used to the idea. 
He asked me to be only her 
friend for the next three 
months. Then he invited 
us for dinner the 
next Friday. 



Barrymore looked surprised 
and frightened when he saw 
Sir Henry and me. Sir Henry 
asked what he was up to. 

Nothing, sir! 
Just checking 
the windows! 

Your family has lived with 
mine for many years, and 
now you have some dark 
plot against me! 
~ 

y poor brot her is starving 
on the moor. The candle was 
a signal to him that food was 
ready. His light shows us 
,here to bring it. 

~~ ~, • 3 
I 

I 

You mean 
your brother 
is the escaped 
killer? 
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Look here, 
Barrymore, 
we want 
the truth! 

' 

It's true, sir, 
every word 
of it! 

Please, sir! 
It's not 
my secret 
to tell! . 

I 

not 

my doing! 

Well I can't blame 
you for standing 
by your wife. 
We'll talk more 
about this in the 
morning. 
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We set out across 
the moor. We 
thought it was 
our duty to help 
put this poor 
madman back 
where he could - · 
do no more harm. - =--s --- ,, 

Sudden/ 
that stra 
had hear 

_A_ 
My God, 
what's that, 
Watson? 

4 ,.. 

They say it's the 
cry of the Hound 
of the Baskervilles! 

No by thunder! We'll see 
it through, even if all the 
devils are loose upon the 
moor! 

~ 

Can there be any truth 
to these stories? r , 
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But before we could ca//4 ' 
to the man we saw, 
he spotted us and ran. _ 

We chased 
him, but 
quickly saw 
we had no 
chance of 
catching 
him. · 

The following 
morning there 
was a small 
scene after 
breakfast. 

Though a lucky shot might 
have stopped him, I had 
brought my gun only for 
self-defense. I would not 
shoot an unarmed man. 

Walking home, something strange 
happened. I saw the figure of 
another man who had been 
watching us. 

~ :I 
-,:j 

D. 

-=-

He was tall and thin. As I 
turned to touch Sir Henry's arm, 
he was gone. 

I didn't think 
. you gentlemen would . . 

·. do anything about The man 1s a public 
~ ur secret! ~ danger! Think of 

the Stapletons in 
their lonely house! 
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I give my word 
he'll be gone in 
a few days! 

¼ 
What do you 
say, Watson? 

r 

If he were out of the country, 
it would save the taxpayers 
some money! 

We found the burned remains 
of a letter in Sir Charles' study. 
We were still able to make 
something out. ' -· 

I said nothing of this 
before because I did not 
want to harm my master's 
good name. ~ 

~ 

I 'II tell Holmes 
right away. This .. 
news may bring 
him down. 

•a nearby town 

I think we're 
aiding a 
crime, but 
I don't feel 
we should 
give him up. 

You've been kind 
to us, sir. Now I 
will tell you why 
Sir Charles was at 
the moor gate on 
the night of his 
death! 

Barrymore read us a message from 
a scrap of burned paper. It was in 
a lady's handwriting and asked 
Sir Charles to meet her at the 
moor gate at ten o'clock. 

She also asked him to burn the 
letter. She signed it L. L. It 
had been mailed from Coombe 
Tracy.* 

I went to my room 
and wrote to 
Holmes. I felt sure 
that this news was 
important. 



It rained all the next day. I 
thought of Selden on the cold 
moor. Poor devil! Whatever 
his crimes, he was suffering now! 

On my way home I took a ride 
with Dr. Mortimer. I asked 
him if he knew a woman in 
the area whose initials were L. L. 

H'mmmm. Well,~­
there is Laura •~-' f~ : 
~yons, bu~ she ~ • ~(J,-;'i~ 
lives over in f 11 ~1•,~l1 ~\ 
Co_o~be Tracy. ·, ~ -~ 

. ' · .. . ,.., ',/ ' -~~·,,;,' 
-11!'".Jci,c·. 

Since she married against 
her father's wishes, he would 
not help her. 
~ I ,-
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But what of that figure seen 
against the moon, that person 
who had watched us? ---.. - .~ 

In the evening I put on my 
raincoat and walked far out on 
the moor. I found no trace of 
that lonely man I had seen two 
nights before. 

Who is 
she? 

1 
Old Frankland, who 
lives on the moor, is 
her father. She 
married an artist 
named Lyons, who 
went away and left 
her alone. 

~~ 

Mortimer also said that Stapleton 
and Sir Charles had helped set 
the woman up in a typewriting 
business. They wanted to help 
her earn an honest living. 
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And that evening 
Barrymore gave me 
some more news. He 
said that he had not 
heard from Selden 
and that the food 
left for him was gone.

1 

~ 
But he added that it d$. 
might have been 
taken by the other 
stranger! 

Selden had told 
Barrymore that 
the other man 
lived in the old 
stone huts on the 
moor. Food was 
brought to him 
by a child. 

The following 
morning after shar­
ing the news with 
Sir Henry, I went 
to pay a visit to 
Mrs. Lyons. 

I am 
ask it 

What? You know __ -l 

about the other 
man? 

~ 

With these two pieces 
of news, I felt sure 
that more was soon to 
be learned. 

id you ever write Sir 
harles, asking him to 
eet you? 

eally, sir. 
his is a strange 
uestion! 

Well , then, I 
did no such 
thing! 

., 



Surely you are 
wrong. I quote, 
"Please, if you are 
a gentleman, burn 
this letter ... " 

Is there no 
such thing 
as a 
gentleman? ~ 

I felt that part of 
what she said was 
rue. But the more I 
hought of her face 

and manner, the more 
sure I was that she 

Do not judge Sir 
Charles. Some­
times a letter may 
sti 11 be read even 
afi-it is burned. { 

Mrs. Lyons said that 
she wrote to Sir 
Charles because she 
needed money to 
divorce her cruel 
husband. But she 
added that she never 
went to see him 
because she received 
the money from 
someone else. 

was holding some- R . ~ ..-1/' 

thiog back from m~ ~/ , 
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Why didn't you write 
to Sir Charles and tell 
him this? 

I would have 
done so, but 
then I read of 
his death. It 
was in the 
paper the next 
morning. 

~ 
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I had a bit of luck on my way 
home. As we passed his house, 
Mr. Frankland called to me. 

Dr. Watson! 
Come in and 
share a glass 
of wine. 

Frankland always 
seemed to be fight­
ing someone. At 
that time it was the 
townspeople and the 
police. He told me 
that he knew secrets 
they would like to 
have. 

Do you know something 
about the killer they are . 
looking for? 

Here was luck! 
Barrymore had said 
that the other 
stranger was given ___..--: . 
food by a boy. I 
promised Frankland 
not. to tell his secret 
to anyone. 

I sent the driver home so that I 
could walk back across the moor. 
I wanted to search the stone huts. 

No, but his food is 
taken to him by a 
child. I see it every 
day through my 
telescope.* Come 
and look! 

*a glass which makes things far away seem larger 
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As quickly as I could 
I said goodbye and ' 
started off after the 

At last my foot 

boy. __ .----

was on the doorstep 
of his hiding place. 
His secret was very 
nearly mine. 

I moved carefully through the door 
of the hut. It was empty. So 
seating myself in a dark corner I 
waited for the return of the m;n 
who lived there. 

As the sun was setting, I 
heard footsteps. Taking 
out my gun, I prepared 
myself. 

It is a lovely 
evening, my 
dear Watson. 
I really think 
you would 
I ike it better 
outside. 
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Holmes! 
Holmes! 

I was never m 
glad to see an 
one in my 
whole life! 

Or more surprised, 
eh? 

But why keep me 
in the dark and 
waste all my 
reports? 

~~ 

Then Holmes told"· 
me that it was im­
portant for him to 
be in hiding. He had 
not wanted our 
enemies to know 
that he was on the 

Please be carefu I 
with that un! 

Now when we put 
our findings to­
gether, the case will 
be almost complete. 

~ 

At that, Holmes 
pulled my reports 
from his pocket. 
I could see that 
they had been 
read carefully. I 
then shared with 

• him the results of 
my visit to Laura 
Lyons. 



There seems to be a strong 
bond between this woman and 
Stapleton. However, we will 
see what happens when she 
learns of his wife. 

~ 

""-
~ 

His 
wife? 

Holmes told me that he had 
learned about the Stapletons' 
school from my reports. He 
then did some studying and 
came across a few important 
facts. 

noug n 
end is drawing 
But Watson, 
shouldn't you 
be with Sir 
Henry? 

Good 
heavens! 
What is 
t 
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Yes, the lady who 
has passed as Miss 
Stapleton is really 
his wife! 

' 
Good heavens, 
Holmes! Are 
you sure of what 
you say? 

He found the story of a school 
closing that was much like 
Stapleton's. There had been a 
crime, and the owner had left 
with his wife. When he learned 
that the missing man liked to 
study insects, he was sure it 
was Stapleton. 

Then he is our 
enemy? He is 

.~) the one who 
A followed Sir 

Henry in 
. London? -~ -
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Fool that I was to wait! 
And Watson, you should 
never have left him alone! 
But by heaven, we'll get 
to the bottom of this,½<.~~ 

yet! ----~=. 

There was no mis­
taking that odd tweed 
suit that Sir Henry myself! 
Baskerville had worn. --~ 
that first morning on:::,_.._>~...:;,,.~ 
Baker Street. · ... ....;;--~-,· 

Poor Selden was 
wearing a suit 
of Sir Henry's 
clothes, given to 
him by Barrymore. 

'P 

Watson! A 
beard! A beard! 
The man has 
a beard! 

It's clear that the hound 
was put on the scent by Sir 
Henry's old boot-the one 
stolen from the hotel! 

~ 
- But what's this? 

It's the man himself! 
Not a word! 

It was Stapleton. He 
seemed startled when he 
saw us but came ahead. 



Why, Dr. Watson, you're the 
last man I'd expect to see on 
the moor this time of night. 
But dear me, what's this? 
Some bod 7 ~ 

~ 

And what do you 
think about it, 
Mr. Sherlock 

Tomorrow? W 
been looking f 
to your help in 
ing some light 
puzzles. 
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Who ... 
who's this 

We told him that it was the man 
who had escaped from jail. He 
seemed to have broken his 

1. neck in a fall over the rocks. 

You are quick to 
know me! I have no 

~ 
answers and will 
have none since I am 
due back in London 
tomorrow. But I am 
sure that the answer 
is simple. 

lri the clearest way he 
could, Holmes told 
Stapleton that a 
detective needed facts 
rather than stories to 
work with. He said 
that this had been a 
very strange case. 
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We covered the 
body and set off 
quickly for 
Baskerville Hall. 

r Henry wa 
than surprised 
Sherlock Ho/ 

I am sorry that he 
has seen you. 

' 
~ 

It may drive him 
to do something 
more reckless 
at once. 

• Holmes was sure that 
Sir Henry would need 
strong nerves for the 
test he would face the 
next day. This would 
be the only way to 
trap Stapleton. 

Over a late supper we told Sir 
Henry as much of our story as 
he needed to know. 



It was my job to break 
the sad news to Barry­
more and his wife. He 
seemed glad that it was 
over, but she wept for 
a long time. 

How' 
made 

=---
r ~ 

It is almost finished. 
But I am going to need 
your help. And I can 
give you no reasons 
just now. 

Holmes stopped 
talking suddenly What is it? 
and stared in a 
strange way at i ~ 
a point beyond ~ 
the top of m • 

d 
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To the world Selden 
had been half animal, 
half devil. But to her, 
he would always be her 
little brother. 

As you If you will do this, I 
like. think our problem 

will soon be solved. 

Pardon me for staring, 
but I find these family 
pictures most interesting! 

-r ~ r 
'--· 
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There's the cause of all 
this trouble. That is 
Hugo who started the 
story of the Baskerville 
Hound. 

~ 

Holmes said 
little more, but 
I could see how 
interested he 
was in the 
picture of Hugo. 

Good 
It's St 

Dear me, he 
seems a quiet 
enough man, 
though I see a 
bit of the devil 
in those eyes. 

r 

It was not until Sir Henry 
had gone to bed that he 
led me back to the dining 
hall to share his thoughts. 

~ 
Ha, you see_ it now! 
The fellow 1s a 
Baskerville, that is 
sure! 



So he plans to be 
the next heir?* 

Holmes rose early. He was just 
returning from reporting Se/den's 
death when I met him in the 
drive. 
Good morning, 
Holmes! You 
look like a 
general who is 
planning a 
battle with his J 
chief of staff. 

1 I 

Yes. Watson was just 
asking for orders. 

I am counting 
on your coming 
also! 
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Exactly! But this picture 
is our missing link. 
Tomorrow night he wi 11 
be in our nets as helpless 
as one of his own butterflies. 

r;;;;:;;;;;,Holmes 
burst into one of his 
rare fits of laughter. 
I have not heard it 
often, but it has always 
meant bad luck for 
someone. 

Very good. 
You have been 
invited to dine 
with the 
Stapletons 
tonight? 

I am sorry, but business 
calls Watson and me to 
London. Please tell 
your friends. We will 
return soon. 

*a person who is left property by someone who has died 
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I had hoped you 
would see me 
through this 
terrible time! 
~ 

My dea_r fellow, you 
must trust me. You've 
given me your word 
that you would do as 
you were told. 

But this is what 
ou've warned me 
ever to do! 

This time you may 
do it in safety! 
Remember, you mu 
do just as I say! 

-t 

We went to the Coombe 
Tracy station where Holmes 
received a telegram. 

I want you to drive to Merripit 
House but send the carriage 
home. Let the Stapletons know 
that you intend to walk home 
later. 

And no matter 
what happens 

• as you cross the 
moor, do not 

~ 
take a single 
step off the path 

· · that is your way 
home! 

n so, we said go 
our worried friend 

_ ....... 



This man is one of the 
best. We may need him. 
And now to call on Mrs. 
Laura Lyons. 

' 

Holmes then showed her 
a photo taken four years 
ago. While the name was 
different, the couple were 
clearly Jack and Beryl 
Stapleton. 

His plan was 
beginning 
to take 
shape. He 
would have 
Sir Henry 
tell 
Stapleton 
that we had 
gone, while 
we would 
really be 
close when 
needed. 

He lied tom . r dreamed, 
when I wrote that letter, that 
any harm would come to Sir 
Charles, my dearest friend! 

/ 

,,::;;; .· 
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Th is seems to be a case 
of murder which con­
cerns your friend Mr. 
Stapleton. It seems 
also to concern his wife. 

\ 

d 

~ 
This man offered 
to marry me if I 
could divorce my 
husband! 

nding of this letter 
by Stapleton? 

He told me 
what to 

rite! 
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When you learned of 
Sir Charles' death, 
did he make you 
swear to say nothing? 

~ 

I expect he gave as 
his reason the need 
to get help from Sir 
Charles for the cost 
of your divorce. 

~ 

I thought I 
knew him. But 
if he had kept 
faith with me, 
I would have 
always done 
so with him. 

You had him in 
your power and 
he knew it. Yet 
you are still 
alive. You are 
very lucky. 
Good morning, 
Mrs. Lyons. You 
will hear from us 
again. 

He frightened me 
into keeping quiet. 
He said that I would 
be in trouble if any 
of the facts came 
out . 

....,v---

~ 
es. But later he said 

that he could not allow 
anyone else to help me. 
At his urging I did not 

· meet Sir Charles. 

Our case becomes 
rounded off! It 
is very nearly done! 

' 



We met Lestrade 
at the station. 

This case is quite 
like another which 
took place in Russia. k 
Butthisonehasa (...­
few points all its own! 

Anything 
good? 

We were about to take 
our last step in the case, 
and yet Holmes had said 
nothing. I could only 
guess what he was going 
to do. 
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,, 

-
. ~ 

·-· 0,, -._,, "• I ~ _--~.-~ 
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Our talk had been 
cut short because 
the hired driver had 
been with us. I was 
glad when he left 
and we started out 
on foot across the 
moor. 

Are you armed, 
Lestrade? 

As long as I have 
my pants on, I 
have my hip 
pocket. As long 
as I have my hip 
pocket, I have 
my gun. 

You're mighty 
quiet about 
this job, Mr. 
Holmes. What's 
the game now? 

A waiting game. 
That's Merripit 
House ahead, the 
end of our journey. 
I must ask that you 
walk on tiptoe and 
not talk above a 
whisper. 

"" Yes, we shall hide here. Watson, 
you creep forward and see what 
they're doing. But for heaven's 
sake, don't let them know that 
they're being watched! 



I tiptoed down the path to a 
low wall that circled the front 
yard. 

As I watched, Staple­
ton came outside and 
went to another build­
ing in the yard. Some 
strange noises came 
from inside the build­
ing. He then returned 
to the house. 

You say, 
Watson, that 
the lady is 
not there? 

~ 

Yes, and it 
does seem odd! 
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Stapleton talked loudly, but 
Sir Henry looked pale. Per­
haps the thought of his lonely 
walk across the moor was 
lying heavy upon his thoughts. 

Suddenly we saw that a thick 
white fog from the Grimpen 
Mire was slowly coming toward 
us. 
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It's moving 
this way. 

very minu 
e white 
ass drifte 
oser to 
e house. 

Sir Henry passed ~ 
quite close to us. 
As he walked, 
he kept looking 
over his 
shoulder, like 
a man who 
is afraid. 

Suddenly, there 
came a series of 
light tapping 
sounds from 
somewhere in 
the fog between 
us and the hous 

,.,,.-:: 

~ 
Our success, and even his 
life, depend upon his 
coming out before the 
fog covers th is path. 

- .. -------- -- . Thank goodness! 
. - . . 



Never could anything 
more terrible appear 
than that dark form 
which broke upon us 
out of the fog. 
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::.:-' ---­: . 

~ 
~ 

:::? . -------- • ~ ~ ~~ ' 

~~ /:- · 

So stunned were we 
by the sight that we 
allowed it to pass 
before we realized 
it. 

Then Holmes and I turned 
and fired together. The 
creature r:;ave a terrible 
howl which blew our 
fears to the wind. He 
was real, not a ghost! 
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Never have I 
seen am as H I an run o mes ran 
that night I 
am fast, b"ut he 
~;5 way ahead 

me. 

In front of we flew us, as up the 
rtt th' we heard 
s ·e screams of 
,r Henry and 

the deep of th roar e hound. 

~~~~a~~iiii~ilii.-
... .,.ooo-



What in heaven's~ 
name was it? 
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It's dead, whatever it 
is! We've laid the 
family ghost to rest 
once and for al I! 

y had been badly frightened by his meeting with the 
He would need a long vacation to forget what had 
d to him. 

Even in 
death the 
huge jaws 
of the 
hound 
seemed 
to be 
dripping 
with 
flame! 

Leaving Sir Hen­
ry, we rushed to 
the house to 
search for Staple­
ton. Upstairs we 
found that one 
of the bedroom 
doors was 
locked. 

=== =--
sit phosphorus?* Very cleverly 

done! 

r 
~ , 
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Holmes smashed 
the lock. But 
when we burst 
into the room, 
we were faced 
with a strange 
sight. 

There is an old tin m1 
in the middle of Grimp 
Mire. It was there he 
kept the hound and 
stored his supplies. . 

Is Sir Henry safe? Stapleton 
tied me up when I told him 
I would no longer do what 
he wanted! 
,;;v- Yes, madam. But 

where is your hus-
✓ band? If you have 
lh I ever helped him in 

· his evil plans, help 
us now and make 
up for it! 



We could not 
chase him until 
morning. Then 
Mrs. Stapleton 
guided us to a 
pathway. There 
we found one of 
Sir Henry's shoes. 
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Exactly! 
Stapleton 
used it to start 
the hound 

~"l'Jt'!;T,--- after Sir Henry. 
Then he threw 
it here as he 
ran. We know 
at least that 
he came this 
far! 

~ ~~ 
. /~~/4'"~ 
/~~J~ :/' / 

Never have we helped to 
hunt down a more 
dangerous man! 
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words to know 
l~gend 
curse 
moor 

·questions 

prehistoric 
telescope 
heir 

flat 
baying 
phosphorus 

1. Who was Dr.James Mortimer? What role did he play in 
this mystery story? 

2. Why did Sir Henry Baskerville come to England from 
Canada? What strange things happened to him at his 
hotel the day after he arrived? 

3. Why did Dr. Watson go with Sir Henry to Baskerville 
Hall? 

4. Who were the Stapletons? What had Mr. Stapleton been 
trying to do throughout the story? Why? 

5 . Besides Selden, an escaped convict, someone else was 
living in a cave on the moors. Who was he, and what 
was he doing there? 

6. Who was Laura Lyons? What role did she play in the 
story? 

7. At the very end, the mystery of the hound of the 
Baskervilles becomes clear. Was the hound that 
killed Sir Hugo the same animal that killed Sir Charles 
and attacked Sir Henry? How do you know? 

8. When the story is over, Stapleton is missing. What do 
you think happened to him? Why? 










