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SYNOPSIS

Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson are visited by Dr. Mortimer, 
a man who would like their help. Dr. Mortimer reads them the 
legend of the Hound of the Baskervilles from an old manuscript.

Dr. Mortimer reads a newspaper story about the death of Sir 
Charles Baskerville and tells Holmes and Watson of his 
findings. They talk about how the Baskerville legend might 
have played a part in the death of Sir Charles.

Sir Henry Baskerville, the only remaining member of the 
Baskerville family, arrives in London. Sir Henry and Dr. 
Mortimer visit Sherlock Holmes and show him a letter that 
warns Sir Henry to stay away from Baskerville Hall and the 
moor.

Sir Henry decides to go to Baskerville Hall in Devonshire. 
Holmes sends Watson with Sir Henry to gather information, 
while Holmes stays in London.

Sir Henry, Dr. Mortimer, and Dr. Watson arrive in Devonshire 
and begin their journey to Baskerville Hall. They are stopped 
with the news that a murderer is loose on the moor and they are 
warned to be careful. Dr. Watson goes for a walk on the moor 
and meets Mr. Stapleton of Merripit House.

A beautiful woman, Beryl Stapleton, thinks Dr. Watson is Sir 
Henry and she warns him to leave the moor and never return. 
At night in Baskerville Hall, Dr. Watson sees and hears some 
strange things that involve Barrymore the butler and his wife. 
He learns a secret about the murderer loose on the moor.

Barrymore gives Sir Henry an important piece of information 
about a letter that Sir Charles received on the night of his death. 
Dr. Watson investigates the woman who sent the letter and 
then goes to the moor to check the stone huts. He is surprised at 
what he finds there.

A closer look shows that the dead man is not Sir Henry. 
Holmes and Watson believe that Stapleton is behind the legend 
of the Hound of the Baskervilles. They plan to set a trap to 
catch him when he tries to kill Sir Henry Baskerville.

Lestrade, Holmes, and Watson hide and wait outside Merripit 
House. Sir Henry leaves the house and walks quickly down the 
path. Suddenly an enormous hound races down the path after 
Sir Henry. Stapleton escapes to Grimpen Mire and is thought 
to be lost in the quicksand forever.

Holmes and Watson go over the details of the Baskerville case. 
They discuss why Stapleton wanted Sir Charles and Sir Henry 
dead and they talk about his connection to the Baskerville 
family.
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Sherlock Holmes

Dr. Mortimer read the legend o f  the Hound o f  the Baskervilles to Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson.
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Sherlock Holmes
Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the great 

detective, was seated at the table in 
his apartment on Baker Street in 
London. He was usually very late 
to breakfast in the morning. Today 
was not any different.

I was standing by the fireplace 
on this bitter cold morning holding 
a fine wooden walking stick. Our 
visitor had left it behind the night 
before. We had missed him and 
had no idea what it was he wanted.

“Well Watson, now that you 
have examined the stick, what do 
you think of the man who left it?” 

“The initials, M .R.C.S. suggest 
that James Mortimer is a doctor. 
He is not a town doctor, however, 
for this stick is worn, used by a man 
w ho se  fo re m o s t  m ean s of 
transportation are his feet. Dr. 
Mortimer is a country doctor. I 
suspect the C.C.H. has something 
to do with a hunt. Dr. Mortimer 
might have given care to a hunter.” 

Although Holmes was impressed 
with my views, he set about the 
construction of Dr. Mortimer.

“My dear man, you have helped 
me find truth with your errors!” he 
said. “For instance, Dr. Mortimer 
was given the walking stick from a 
hospital rather than from a hunt; 
C.C.H. represents Charing Cross 
Hospital. The man practiced in 
town first, then went into practice 
in the country. Also, Dr. Mortimer 
has a dog. Observe the teeth marks 
on the stick.”

As Holmes was solving the 
mystery of the walking stick, he 
noticed a dog outside on the 
doorstep.

“Dr. Mortimer will soon be with 
us, W atson.”

At that moment, a reply to a 
knock at the door brought us face- 
to-face with James M ortimer. 
M o rtim er was jo y fu l, m ost 
civilized, when he saw the walking 
stick. He believed that he might 
have left it at the Shipping Office 
the day before.

More of M ortimer’s character 
became clear as he was questioned 
about his past. He was not a doctor, 
but a man interested in science. 
Further discovery showed that

Mortimer left the hospital because 
he had married. Indeed, the walking 
stick was a gift to him by two 
friends at the Charing Cross 
Hospital.

“ I have come to you, Mr. 
Holmes, because you absorb  
details, have a mind keen for 
curiosity, and possess a practical 
attention for facts. I have an old 
manuscript for you to examine.”

Mortimer took the manuscript 
from his coat. The writer of the 
manuscript began his tale with 
hope for pardon in the Baskerville 
family; as Mortimer read on, the 
legend began to unfold.

“Hugo Baskerville, the first o f  
the fam ily , was not civilized. His 
taste fo r  cruel actions was known  
to many people. This Hugo came 
to love a young woman who was 
the daughter o f  a yeoman. Her 
fa m ily  h e ld  lands near the  
Baskervilles, but were not as rich as 
an admiral's fam ily might be. Since 
the position o f the woman's father  
was not o f  an admiral, Hugo 
believed he could carry o ff the young 
woman when her father and 
brothers were not at home. She 
was placed in an upstairs chamber 
in Baskerville Hall, but escaped 
when the time was right.

“Hugo discovered the woman 
had run away. Angry and bitter at 
her action, he cried out that he 
would give his body and soul to the 
Powers o f  Evil i f  he could capture 
the young woman. His friends were 
drunk and angry and told him to 
release the hounds upon her. Each 
hound was shown the maiden's 
scarf and given her scent fo r  the 
hunt.

“Hugo m ounted his mare fo r  
transportation and let loose the 
hounds on the darkness o f  the 
moor. Hugo's friends suddenly 
came to their senses and realized 
that the woman was in great peril. 
They, too, m ounted their horses 
and started across the moor.

“A shepherd, half-crazy, gave a 
description o f  the unhappy woman 
and the hounds on her trail. *But I  
saw more than that!' the shepherd 
stated in a startling speech. ‘Hugo

Baskerville passed by on his black 
mare. Behind him ran a hound  - 
running as i f  the devil was after 
him! Heaven forb id  a hound like 
that should ever run after me!'

“Later, Hugo's friends saw a 
black mare approach them. Some 
o f  the men rode towards a clearing 
with the aid o f  the bright moon. The 
scene raised the hair upon their 
heads. In the center o f  the clearing 
lay the woman, fallen dead o f  fear 
in heart, weary worn in body. Hugo 
Baskerville lay dead near her. The 
men shuddered when they saw the 
horrible thing as it plucked at 
Hugo's throat. It was a great, black 
beast shaped like a hound, but 
much larger than any man had ever 
seen. The beast tore out Hugo's 
throat as i f  it had a right to punish  
him . W ith b lazing eyes and  
dripping jaws, it turned to attack 
the three men who watched in 
disgust. They rode away to save 
their lives, screaming across the 
moor.

“To this day, the fam ily remains 
unhappy in deaths which have been 
sudden, bloody, and filled  with 
mystery. They pray to God fo r  
release, not to be punished fo r  a 
past cruel deed. Watch then with 
care when a Baskerville crosses the 
moor in those dark hours when the 
Powers o f  Evil are stirring. "

The manuscript was signed by 
Hugo Baskerville, a descendant of 
the evil Hugo, to his sons, Rodger 
and John.

Mortimer finished reading. “Do 
you not find it interesting?” he 
asked.

“To a collector of fairy tales,” 
said Holmes, yawning.



CTR E-12

The Death of Sir Charles Baskerville

Dr. Mortimer told Sherlock Holmes all the facts he had gathered on the night o f  Sir Charles ’ death.
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The Death of Sir Charles Baskerville
Dr. M ortim er read aloud a 

newspaper which gave the facts 
about the death of Sir Charles 
Baskerville. Holmes and I listened 
carefully.

“Neighbors had found Sir Charles 
generous. He did not lack good 
character or good humor. The 
Baskerville countryside was quiet 
enough for a librarian. Sir Charles 
had the advantage of a very large 
sum of money earned in South 
Africa. Because he did not lack 
kindness, the entire countryside 
benefited from his good fortune. 
No foul play was suspect in his 
death. Since his wife’s death, Sir 
Charles had lived a quiet life. His 
indoor servants were Barrymore the 
butler and his housekeeper wife. 
For some time, Sir Charles had 
attacks of breathlessness and less 
good humor. He had been happy 
and in good health before his wife’s 
death, but afterward, Dr. Mortimer 
declared that Sir Charles became
m.

“Each evening he would eat 
dinner; afterward, he would take a 
walk down to the Yew Alley. But on 
the night of June 4th, when he went 
for his walk, he never returned. At 
midnight, Barrymore was worried 
because Sir Charles was missing 
and began a search for him down 
towards the alley. A gate in the 
middle of the distance led to the 
moor. Since the day had been wet, 
Sir Charles’ steps were traced to 
the moor-gate. Barrymore walked 
down the alley where he found the 
body. At one point, Sir Charles’ 
footprints became altered; after the 
moor-gate, the prints appeared as 
if he had been walking on his toes.

“No signs of struggle were on 
his body, but his face was so twisted 
out of shape, Dr. Mortimer almost 
could not recognize him. Sir 
Charles’ face was twisted as if 
someone had decided to tickle him 
into a fit of laughter so painful that 
he had died. An exam ination 
proved death was caused by heart 
exhaustion. Mr. Henry Baskerville, 
the son of Sir Charles’ younger 
brother, will live at Baskerville 
H all.” Dr. M ortim er finished

reading.
“You have given me the public 

facts; now let me have the private 
facts if there are any.” Holmes’face 
showed no emotion.

“I do know more than I have told 
so far, but I thought it best not to 
tell everything. I thought no one 
would live at Baskerville Hall if all 
were told. Sir Charles’ death does 
not tickle your mind and it brings 
me fear.” Mortimer told us more.

“Lately, he seemed nervous, 
strained. He took this legend deeply 
to heart. He was certain something 
horrible hung over his family. A 
presence haunted him. Sometimes 
he would ask me if I had ever seen a 
strange creature or heard a hound’s 
baying.

“About three weeks before his 
death, I drove up to his house one 
evening. As I came to greet him in 
his hall door, I saw he was staring 
over my shoulder. His face was an 
emotion of awful fear. Turning 
around quickly I saw a shadow, a 
hasty sight of something which 
looked like a large, black calf 
running down the drive. Sir Charles 
was very upset. That evening he 
told me about the Baskerville 
legend. I thought the story ordinary 
then; now I believe it has led to his 
death.

“I told him to visit London for a 
brief time. A few months away 
from Baskerville Hall, and its legend 
of blood, would be an advantage to 
his health.

“On the night of his death, when 
Barrymore sent Perkins the horse- 
keeper to me, I checked all the 
facts. I looked through the Yew 
A lley and  w alked the sam e 
footsteps Sir Charles had walked 
earlier that night. I saw the moor- 
gate where he had stopped, and I 
even examined his body. He lay on 
his face; fingers like claws dug into 
the ground; a face twisted in a state 
of fixed pain. Barrymore stated at 
the hearing there were no footprints 
near the body. I saw footprints a 
little distance from the body.”

“ Footprin ts?” Holmes asked 
with interest.

“Yes, footprints.”

“A man or a woman’s?” Holmes’ 
eyes glowed.

“Mr. Holmes,” Dr. Mortimer 
looked sad, “the footprints of a 
huge hound.”

“You saw this?”
“Clearly.”
“Are there large sheep dogs on 

the moor?”
“No doubt, Mr. Holmes, but this 

was no sheep dog.”
“What sort of night was it?” 
“Damp, cold, wet.”
“What is the alley like?”
“There are twelve-foot high 

bushes and a walk eight feet wide in 
the middle. Between the bushes 
and the walk is a strip of grass six 
feet wide on either side. A gate 
leads to the moor.”

“Are there any other openings?” 
“None.”
“Dr. Mortimer, this is important. 

Where were the marks you saw, on 
the path or on the grass?”

“No marks could show on the 
grass.”

“Were they on the same side of 
the path as the moor-gate?”

“Yes.”
“How high was the moor-gate 

and was it closed?”
“It is about four feet high and it 

was closed with a strong lock.” 
“Then anyone could get over it. 

Were there any marks by the moor- 
gate?”

“No marks. But I could tell that 
Sir Charles’ cigar had dropped 
twice.”

“ E xcellen t! You do check 
things.”

“Mr. Holmes, the hound, the 
Power of Evil waits. Think about 
the legend I have just told you.” 

“Do you believe in the hound, 
this Power of Evil, Dr. Mortimer?” 

“W hat I know, Mr. Holmes, is 
that three people saw a ‘thing’ 
before Sir Charles’ death, and now 
Sir Henry will arrive this very 
afternoon.”
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The Heir

Sir Henry Baskerville shows Sherlock Holmes a strange letter that he received at his Hotel and they discuss 
an unusual happening.
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The Heir
“Dr. M ortimer,” began Holmes, 

“thus far, I have done investigations 
of only those things that actually 
exist in this world. You must admit 
that the footmarks found near Sir 
Charles’ body were indeed real 
enough.”

By this time, Dr. M ortimer 
looked  qu ite  exhausted  and 
worried. Holmes leaned forward in 
his chair. “Tell me, Dr. Mortimer,” 
said Holmes, “why did you come 
for help?”

“I hoped,” Dr. Mortimer began, 
“that you would advise me as to 
what to do about Sir Henry 
Baskerville. Sir Henry arrives at the 
Waterloo Train Station in one hour 
and fifteen minutes. He is the heir to 
the Baskerville fortune, and given 
the events of sir Charles’ death, I 
fear for his life.”

I was sitting  on the sofa 
nervously tapping my fingers on 
the small maple table which was 
next to me. Finally, I asked, “Did 
Sir Charles leave a widow?”

Dr. Mortimer turned towards 
me suddenly. “No, Dr. Watson, 
there is no widow; Sir Charles never 
remarried. As far as I know, there 
are no other heirs except Sir Henry. 
All other family members have 
long since died. This includes Rodger 
Baskerville who was the black 
sheep of the family. They tell me 
Rodger Baskerville looked very 
much like the evil Hugo Baskerville, 
as seen in a family picture. But 
now, Mister Holmes, what shall I 
do about Sir Henry?”

“It will take me twenty-four 
hours to make up my mind about 
this m atter,” Holmes began. “I 
suggest, Dr. Mortimer, that you go 
and meet Sir Henry at the train 
station. Then tomorrow at ten 
o ’clock call upon me and bring Sir 
Henry Baskerville with you.” 

“Thank you, Mister Holmes,” 
Dr. M ortimer said as he rose to his 
feet. As our visitor left, I held the 
knob of the large maple door. I 
knew it was very important for my 
friend Holmes to be alone to study 
the problem in detail, so I left him 
and went to my club.

Early the next morning, I came

back to Baker Street. I found 
Holmes curled up in an armchair 
smoking his pipe. There were rolls 
of paper all around him.

“What have you been doing?” I 
a s k e d ,  as  I m a d e  m y s e l f  
comfortable on the sofa.

“I have been to Devonshire,” 
Holmes began, then quickly added, 
“in spirit, that is. I must say, my 
dear Watson, that I now know the 
moor surrounding the Baskerville 
estate very well, indeed.”

It was not long after when Dr. 
M o r t i m e r ,  l o o k i n g  q u i t e  
exhausted, and young Sir Henry 
Baskerville arrived. Sir Henry was 
a short and bright-eyed man, about 
thirty years of age.

“It is strange,” Sir Henry said, 
“but if my friend Dr. Mortimer 
hadn’t come to see you, I surely 
would have. You see, only this 
morning I received a most unusual 
l e t t e r  a t  my  h o t e l ,  t h e  
N o r t h u m b e r l a n d . ”  Ho l m e s  
examined the letter carefully.

“Hm-mm. Someone seems to be 
very interested in where you go and 
what you do,” Holmes said. He put 
the open letter on the table.

It read: “As you value your life 
or your reason keep away from the 
moor.” All the words had been cut 
from a newspaper, except for the 
word “m oor’’which was printed in 
ink.

“You must see, Dr. Mortimer, 
there is nothing supernatural about 
this letter."Then Holmes turned to 
S ir H enry and asked,  “ Has 
anything else of interest happened 
to you in London?”

“Why, yes,” Sir Henry said 
somewhat surprised. “One of my 
boots is missing. I left the pair 
outside my hotel door last night to 
be polished, and this morning, one 
of them was gone.

“Well, it’s indeed unusual to have 
one boot stolen. But I believe it will 
turn up soon,” Holmes replied.

It was at this point that Holmes 
asked Dr. M ortimer to read the 
tale of the Baskervilles to Sir Henry 
and to inform him of the events of 
Sir Charles’ death.

“I have known of the hound

since I was a child, but the death of 
my uncle is frightening. This letter 
of warning I’ve received now seems 
to fit into place,” said Sir Henry.

In spite of the danger, Sir Henry 
was determined to go to the home 
of his ancestors. Holmes insisted 
that I accompany Sir Henry and 
Dr. M ortimer to Baskerville Hall 
w hile he a tte n d e d  to  som e 
important business in London.

Before Sir Henry left, he asked 
Holmes and I to lunch with him 
a n d  D r. M o r t i m e r  a t  the  
N orthum berland Hotel at two 
o’clock. Holmes and I agreed.

I held my hand tightly on the 
knob of the door as Holmes and I 
watched Dr. Mortimer and Sir 
Henry walk down the street.

S u d d e n l y ,  H o l m e s  c r i ed ,  
“Quickly Watson, we must follow 
them!”

Holmes and I followed on foot 
at a safe distance from Sir Henry 
and Dr. Mortimer; we did not wish 
to be noticed. A short time later, 
Holmes cried out, “There’s our 
man. Let’s get him!”

I turned to see Holmes rush 
towards a cab. A man with a thick, 
dark, bushy beard poked his head 
out of the cab, then screamed at the 
driver to pull away quickly. Holmes 
looked for another cab in which to 
follow, but there was none to be 
found.

“ What  bad luck, ” Holm es 
shouted. “The man in that cab has 
been following Sir Henry the whole 
time, escaping his notice. Most 
likely, he has been watching Sir 
Henry closely since Sir Henry 
arrived in London. And now, not 
only has this person escaped us, 
but worse still, I have made myself 
known to him.”
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