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THE CURSE


Baskerville Hall stood proud in the middle of Dartmoor –


the only house for miles in a vast expanse of wilderness.


The estate had been in the family for centuries, but it


wasn’t until a fateful night in 1742 that it came to be


shrouded with mystery and misfortune. That night, it


was as dark as black velvet, and apart from the whip


and whistle of an icy wind, the moor was deathly silent.


But inside Baskerville Hall, candles blazed and the


banqueting hall boomed with laughter as the then lord


of the manor, baronet Hugo Baskerville, entertained his


group of rowdy friends. As the evening drew on, they


became more and more raucous, chasing each other


around the tables and play-fighting. Plates and glasses


were smashed on the stone floors, but this was normal


for Hugo’s parties. It was all part of the entertainment.


Although, on that particular night, the entertainment


had only just begun.


Hugo had a reputation for being a bully and a


scoundrel. It was well-deserved, and earlier that evening,


he had locked a farmer’s daughter in one of the upstairs


rooms at Baskerville Hall. When the time was right he


planned to make her dance for his friends.


When the party was in full swing, Hugo grabbed his candle


and announced, with a wicked smile, that he would return


with a pretty surprise for them all. With his friends’ cheers


barking at his heels, Hugo ran up the staircase laughing


and went to fetch his prize. He unlocked the door to the


room where he had hidden his captive.
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When he entered, it was dark and quiet, and Hugo swept


the candle around him, searching the shadowy corners


where he thought she might be hiding, frightened as


a mouse. But when she did not appear, his frustration


erupted in roars. With a fiery temper, he became frantic,


turning over chairs and tables, and sweeping aside


curtains … That’s when he saw the window hanging


open, creaking on its hinge. There was nothing between


the window ledge and the ground below except a huge


drop and an ancient, thick-stemmed creeper. The vine


clung to the outside walls of the manor, its branches as


sturdy as ladder rungs, and snared on it was a scrap of


the girl’s dress.


She had escaped. He would chase her down.


Hugo called for his horse and his hunting dogs. Spittle


flew from his angry, twisted mouth. The partying guests


tried to talk and joke Hugo out of riding off into the


pitch-black, but Hugo Baskerville’s eyes had lost all


humour. They were dark and determined – fixed on the


moor beyond where the girl had run – and nothing was


going to get in his way.


Hugo dug his heels into the horse’s side and shot off


into the night, disappearing quickly from sight as his


horse cantered into the swirling, freezing mist. The dogs,


given the scrap of the girl’s dress for scent, flew across the


grasses after him, barking and yelping. The hunt was on.


The girl never stood a chance.


When Hugo’s friends eventually caught up, they


discovered her body first. Her eyes were frozen wide open


as if she had been killed by a moment of pure terror.


Hugo had not managed to unleash his temper on her


at all, and never would. For Hugo Baskerville, lying in




5







a pool of his own blood which grew around him like a


deep red halo, was also dead. And standing over him


was a snarling, giant hound.


Friends who witnessed the event shook as they later


described it – the enormous black beast, muscular and


fearsome, with eyes that flashed and long fangs that


snapped. They all said exactly the same thing: it was


nightmarish.


The hound ran off and was never found, but this was


not the end of the story. Generation after generation


of Baskerville men continued to meet untimely deaths,


each discovered with expressions of horror frozen on


their faces. Doctors declared the cause to be a hereditary


heart condition – with a startled expression being


normal in such deaths – but the whispers and rumours


took hold. Ask anyone and they’d have said that the fate


of the family was not because of ill health, but because


of the curse of the Hound of the Baskervilles. Indeed, it’s


what everyone soon believed was the only explanation.


Or at least, nearly everyone ...
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THOSE ARE THE


FACTS


“It’s nothing but a fairy tale,” said Sherlock Holmes.


The tall, slim, eccentric detective – some would say the


greatest detective in England – leaned back in his chair,


twirling a pipe between his fingers. He was still wearing


his pyjamas at eleven o’clock in the morning, despite


having a visitor. “Are you suggesting, Dr Mortimer, that


this curse has something to do with the recent death of


Charles Baskerville? I am surprised that you are caught


up with wild stories and gossip, what with you being a


medical man.”


Holmes flicked his eyes to his companion, Dr Watson,


who gave the slightest of shrugs. Sir Charles Baskerville


had been found dead on the grounds of Baskerville Hall


three weeks previously, and the report – written by Dr


Mortimer himself – had suggested it was a simple case of


heart failure. So why had Dr Mortimer travelled all the


way from Devon to 221B Baker Street, the residence of


Sherlock Holmes in London, to seek their help?





























