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Author’s note: This is very nmuch a wrk in
progress...an early draft. | intend to continue work on
It shortly to both inprove and expand it, and would
very much appreci ate your comments.

—Rod Mol |'i se

The Erotic Hound: Sir Arthur Conan Doyl e’'s The Hound of the

Baskervilles as a Text of Pl easure

“M. Holnes, they were the footprints of a gigantic hound!”

G gantic the hound may be, and deep are his paw prints
across the | andscape of the nystery genre, but is he

pl easurabl e? Is The Hound of the Baskervilles worthy of serious

critical attention? There is no questioning that Sir Arthur
Conan Doyl e's detective novel is and has been gigantically

popul ar since it was first published in The Strand Magazine in

1901 and 1902. Does this imense follow ng necessarily make the
text of Doyle’ s novel “pleasurable” as defined in the discourse
of Rol and Barthes, though?

Bef ore undertaki ng an exam nation of the Hound in the

context of Barthes’ sem nal The Pleasure of the Text, it m ght

be wise to recall just how popul ar, how enornous Doyl e s novel -
hound has been. At |east 50,000 copies were sold soon after its
initial publication in book form and uncounted mllions nore
have undoubtedly made their way into the hands of the reading
public over the intervening century (the novel, still in print,

of course, is available in at |east 50 | anguages). Popularity



Rod Mol lise 2

may nor may not be a good indicator of potential for pleasure
wthin a text, but it is an obvious indication that sonething
inportantly appealing to the reader is going on.

There are many devotees of the other three Sherl ock Hol nes
novels and the fifty-six short stories, but the nunber of these
readers is dwarfed by the nunber of those whose only know edge
of the scientific detective and his faithful Boswell conmes from

The Hound of the Baskervilles (HOUN). CQur collective nenory of

t he Hol mes and Watson in this particular case, stalking their
hel | hound across the foggy Devonshire noors, seens endl essly
appeal ing, and the image of Holnmes in his deerstal ker cap
acconpani ed by faithful Doctor Watson with his drawn Wbl ey and
Scott service revolver has penetrated deeply into our culture
(the number of television, radio, and print advertisenents that
have used this baroque inmage of Holnmes to sell everything from
t obacco to toot hpaste nmust nunber in the thousands). Wile this
romanti c vision has conme to synbolize Sherlock Hol mes and, in
fact, his Victorian age, in the public inmagination, this
cherished picture of Holnmes is actually atypical of the “real”
det ecti ve.

When the Hol nes stories are exam ned closely, it becones
clear that this popul ar inmagining of Hol nes as a gothic nonster
hunter, another Van Helsing, is at odds with the man revealed in
the “canon” (as the Doyle stories and novels are called by their
fans, the “Sherlockians”). Rather than being a rustic hound on

t he scent of a hound, the Sherlock Hol nes of Doyle’'s Creation is
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a gentleman, conpletely wedded to the great city of London, and
nore at home in evening dress than in Inverness and deerstal ker.
The real Sherlock Holnmes is somewhat elusive and his world,
one of cocai ne needl es and sexual intrigues (by those around him
if not him, is, again, quite different fromthe cozy Victorian
sitting roommlieu nost of us “remenber” as the other happy
feature of the tales. Like the noor, the oe’rweening London
charm has nore to do with Holl ywood than Doyl e (coziness is a
real aspect of the stories, certainly, but never their main or
only aspect). Unlike the novies, acceptable as sone may have
been, Conan Doyl e’s edgi er Hol mes-world, the world of the books,
is a powerful thing when it cones to the production of pleasure.
Hol | ywood Hol nes? The throng of people who've actually read

The Hound of the Baskervilles is augnented by |egions who' ve

never read the novel, but have seen one of its many film
adaptations/nutations. Curiously, | find that quite a few people
who “renmenber” reading the novel, when closely questioned, turn
out to have “only” seen one of the filnms. This is not overly
surprising given the ubiquity of the Hound in the cinenma
Sherl ock Holnmes is the nost filned fictional character (at |east
211 Sherlock Hol mes filnms have been made, includi ng nunmerous
silents), and HOUN has been translated to screen nore than any
of the other tales.

These filmc hounds (19 at |ast count), which range in
quality from Fox' s serviceabl e Basil Rathbone — Nigel Bruce 1939
outing to the surprisingly poor Hound Granada Tel evi sion brought

forth in 1988 for the otherw se excellent Jererny Brett Sherl ock
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Hol mes series, supplenent but do not overshadow t he novel, which
stands alone in quality and continues to be reprinted year after
year (especially nowthat it has fallen into the public domain).

The Hound of the Baskervilles filnms can be entertaining, but not

one has captured the sharp edges and the hidden fissures |urking
in the book. The novies tend to reduce HOUN to a juvenile tale
of good versus evil (Holnmes was never about good versus evil,
not conpletely) on the foggy noor.

Despite the novel s continuing popul arity—er, perhaps

because of it--critical opinion on The Hound of the Baskervilles

was m xed, at best, for many years, and tended to place the
novel within the huge wave of popular literature that crested in
the late 19'" century. In fact, a possibly apocryphal story
insists that HOUN' s original publisher, MCure, Phillips & Co,
ran advertisenments shortly after the book’s publication

“adm tting” that The Hound of the Baskervilles was not exactly a

andmark in English literature, and that it was no challenge to
D ckens and Thackeray. Fun, yes, literature, no.

True or not, this sunms up the novel’s initial and ongoi ng
critical reception: sure, the Hound was and is popular, and if
it is admttedly just an artifact of popular literature, it is
at | east a good one—as light entertai nnent goes. Yes, it is a
not abl e exanpl e of the popul ar novels westerners were reading in
the late 19'" century, and, while it is a cut or two above the
penny dreadfuls, it really doesn't have nuch to reconmend it
beyond its cracking good story. It certainly does little to

illum nate England’s fin de siecle culture as the stately |iner
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that was the British Enpire began to list. As a novel, it is
al so rather artless.

As recently as twenty years ago, a serious exam nation of
any of Doyle's work (and especially the Holnmes tal es) would have
seened slightly ridiculous. It was, |like Dracula, sinply too

popul ar. Perhaps also a bit too overheated. Like Dracula, HOUN

radiates a certain and strange sexual wavelength and illogic

that seens as off-putting (consciously, at |least) as Varney the

Vanpire.

| s Hound really a bad book? Does it answer nothing?
Specifically, does HOUN have nothing to say about the twlight
of the Enpire? Hardly. Even a cursory reading the novel wll

show the error this critical opinion. The Hound of the

Baskervilles is in some ways a better exanple of gothic fin de

siecle literature than it is of the “nodern,” scientific
detective story. As we shall see, Holnmes’ |ogic and deductive
skills are very creaky in HOUN. They are, to be honest,
overwhel mned by the novel’s sense of gl oom decay, and entropy.
The Baskerville heir, the weak Sir Henry, is every bit as nuch
an exanpl e of devolution as Henry Jekyl|l.

It seens erroneous, to call HOUN a detective novel. A
“nmystery” novel, perhaps. Certainly the detection part of HOUN
is of conparatively little interest and, in fact, seens rather
perenptory conpared to the violent sexual struggles that engulf
the characters, and the overriding sense of hopel ess that

settles over all, that fin de siecle prenonition that things

wi Il never get any better and are only destined to becone worse.
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Yes, Hol nes seens to solve sone sort of nystery at the end
of HOUN. The spectral canine appears to be exorcised at the end
of the book, but there is no happiness for the characters.
Things are worse, incalculably worse, than they were when the
novel began (if it truly has a beginning). At the nom nal
endi ng, the nom nal protagonist, Sir Henry Bakerville, is
bani shed, |ovel ess, and sick.

Yes, the Hound has, as Hol nes hinmself m ght say,

“consi derabl e depths.” Fromthe brooding figure of Holnmes to the
totem c presence of the Hound, both literal and netaphorical,

The Hound of the Baskerville provides a wwde field for critica

exam nation and specul ation, and it is receiving that now, along
Wi th nmuch other Victorian popular literature. Yes, the Hound is
good. He's respectable. You can now say “Sherlock Hol nes” in
al rost any English Departnment without (nuch) fear. Putting
Hol mes under the high-power |ens of nodern critical theory is
finally possible, and will not sully either criticismor the
canon.

The question I’minterested in answering here is not how

good Hound is as literature, anyway, but how pleasurable this

big dog is. It’'s good to establish the “good” of HOUN as
literature, | suppose, but |I'’mnot convinced the intrinsic

wort hi ness of a text is necessarily a requirenent for it to be

pl easurabl e vis-a-vis Roland Barthes’ discourse as outlined in

his The Pleasure of the Text—quite the opposite.

Any agreenent as to how “worthy” a text is as literature

appears, in Barthes’ view, to be be conpletely imuaterial to the



Rod Mol lise 7

book’ s status as a text of pleasure. In fact, to elimnate HOUN
as a text of pleasure (or bliss, Barthes’ higher if sonmewhat
different “spin” state: as in the sense of the spin states of

el ementary particles, the text’s “electrons,” its signifiers)
nerely because it is what it is, would seemincredibly short -

si ght ed:

Soci ety of the Friends of the Text: its nenbers woul d

have nothing in common (for there is no necessary
agreenent on the texts of pleasure) but their enem es:
fools of all kinds who decree foreclosure of the text
and of its pleasure, either by cultural conform sm or
by intransigent rationalism (suspecting a nystique of
literature) or by political noralismor by criticism
of the signifier or by stupid pragmati smor by snide
vacuity or by destruction of the discourse, |oss of
verbal desire (14-15).

What | propose to do is to offer ny catal og of pleasure

sites, a survey of the pleasure/bliss content of HOUN. That

only, not a prescriptive judgnment per se. | can only offer the
effects, and specul ate on causes: “If | agree to judge a text
according to pleasure, | cannot go on to say: this one is good,

that bad. No awards, no critique” (Barthes 13).

Bef ore advancing another mllinmeter, it would be good to
consider Barthes’ definitions of “pleasure” and “bliss.” | find
anot her atom c netaphor apt. Inmagine a briefing held in a tent
out in the Nevada desert. Before a thernonuclear test (and a

text of bliss is just that apocal yptic): “Sure, the text
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(rmushroom cl oud?) is pleasurable (beautiful?), but what nakes it
bl i ssful (dangerous?)?” Do we quake on folding chairs or
pr oceed?

It is apparent fromBarthes that there is no clear divider
bet ween “pl easure” and “bliss.” He uses two different words
because he nust: “these expressions are anbi guous because French
has no word that sinultaneously covers pleasure (contentnent)
and bliss (rapture)” (Barthes 19). He nmekes clear, however, that
despite his wish for a conmon word to describe them that is not
really possible. That pleasure and bliss are two “parallel
forces, they cannot neet, and that between themis nore than a

struggl e: an inconmunication ...."” (Barthes 20). For Bart hes,

many things can produce pleasure in a text. Bliss? That, for
him only arises fromthe cut, the break, the interface between
a culture and a tide washing it away, between a |over and | oss,
bet ween Dart noor and London. Between 221b Baker Street and
Baskerville Hall.

Bliss is orgasm Pleasure is not, in contrast, a kiss on
the cheek. It’s nore of the nature of the nenory of a kiss on
t he cheek (and all the associations with/of that kiss that
follow it in nmenory).

Let us approach Roland Barthes with our slimlittle vol une,

The Hound of the Baskervilles. Should we be enbarrassed to

di sturb the great man from whatever blissful sleep or di nension
he now i nhabits (if any)? Hardly. Yes, HOUN was incredibly
popul ar with the nasses, but its nass appeal does not make it

unworthy of Barthes’ attention (in the formof us inhabiting his
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text). As he clearly states, “No significance (bliss) can occur,
" mconvinced, in a mass culture (to be distinguished, like fire
fromwater fromthe culture of the nmasses)” (38). The Great Man
(and he was that; | don’t intend that to be satiric) once called
for the reevaluation of Agatha Christie as an artist, so | don't
t hi nk we have anything to fear in asking himabout Sherl ock
Hol nes.

Anyway, The Hound was not, assuredly, mass culture. Yes,
there had been scientific detectives before Doyle's creati on—
Poe’ s Dupin and Gaboriau’s Lecoq, both of whom Hol mes derides in

A Study in Scarlet—but there was really nothing else like the

Sherl ock Hol nes stories at the tinme they were published—er now.
On the other hand, HOUN, and the rest of the canon, are

reflective of the culture of the nasses. Hol nes was very

inmportant to the people in late Victorian Engl and, sonething
which is evident in the fact that He was not brought back by
Doyl e (who, tired of the detective' s |oom ng presence, killed
himoff in 1893 in “The Final Problenf) due to sone realization
t hat Hol nes provided a special kind of rel ease/self expression
for him(not entirely, anyway), but because of hunbli ng,
i ncredi bl e public demand.

The old story (and, like many stories concerning the canon,
possi bly an apocryphal story) that workers in the Gty wore
bl ack armbands in nourning for Hol mes after his supposed fal
into Reichenbach is, “true” or not, illustrative; it’s clear
that something in the great detective resonated deeply with his

audi ence. Hol nmes was inportant to the public on a root |evel,
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both as an expression of their culture, and, perhaps, as a | ast,
sturdy bastion of calmlogic against the onrushing 20'" century
(the Boer WAr was to give a succulent foretaste of 20'" Century
concentration canp chic).

May | now open the case file on this [ittle novel? Wat are
the bare facts (“You know nmy nethods”)? As nentioned earlier,
The Hound was serialized in The Strand Magazi ne from August 1901

to April 1902. It caused a great sensation (and satisfaction)

anong the reading public, as this was the first installnent to
appear in the Holnes chronicle since the detective apparently
perished in Muriarty' s enbrace. Strictly speaking, this is not
the return of Sherlock Hol mes, as the novel clearly takes place
in an earlier, pre-Reichenbach epoch of the detective s career.
Li ke all the Holnmes novels, this is a short one, a little
| ess than sixty thousand words. Wich is good, according to
Bart hes, who boldly states that “A text on pleasure cannot be
anything but short (as we say: is that all? It’'s a bit short);
since pl easure can only be spoken through the indirection of a
demand ....”" (18). According to Barthes, every text *“of
pl easure” will be intensely dilatory: “it will be an
i ntroduction to what will never be witten” (18). To go on,
then, is to “repeat” what cannot be witten. In fact, if a
criticismwere to be nmounted against HOUN it would be that it,
inits sparse sixty thousand words, is too long. It presents a
delicious array of pleasures, but is, unfortunately, then

reluctant to go gently into that good night.
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The Hound of the Baskervilles, is, in sone sense, with

(the far less well-crafted) The Sign of Four, one of only two

“real” Sherlock Hol mes novels. In the other two short novels, A

Study in Scarlet and The Vall ey of Fear, the Holnes material is,

arguably, largely there to serve as a frane story for these
books’ tales of Mdrnons and Ml ly Maguires (both of which do
little nore than provide reinforcenent for Barthes “perverse”
reader’ s skinmm ng and ski ppi ng).

While HOUN is nore of a Sherlock Hol nes story than STUD or
VALL, there is not too nuch of Holnes hinself in it—-he appears
i n the begi nning, noves offstage, and reenters for the final
act. There's precious little Sherlock overall, but his presence
is felt, if, for no other reason than that during his absence
t hr oughout the bul k of the novel, the characters continually
pine for him(even the nomnal villain). The hound? He only
makes three clear apparitions (including one in an 18'" century
manuscript), but there's plenty of him Even noreso than Hol nes,
his dark form dom nates the proceedi ngs

The Hound of the Baskervilles begins, as do nost of the

Hol mes stories, at the cozy, littered flat in Baker street, 221b
(has there ever been another address that prom ses so nuch?).
Here, we are inducted into the text with the usual honey
Victorian atnosphere, and, as if we needed any nore inducenent

t han the gasogene, Hol mes’ nmagical parlor tricks. It seens that
a visitor has waited in vain for the detective the previous

eveni ng (where have Hol nes and Watson been? W don’'t know), and
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Hol mes soon offers Watson a chance to deduce the nature of their
visitor fromhis stick.

The convenient forgetful ness of Holnmes’ clients recurs
agai n and agai n t hroughout the canon (the pipe in
"The Yell ow Face” and the hat in “The Adventure of the Bl ue
Car buncl e” spring imuediately to mnd). At first blush this
little pantom ne seens |like a terrible, boring way to open a
novel, with Watson and Hol mes pl oddi ng t hrough “deductions”
about the stick’s owner that are absolutely stultifying. The
surprise? It works, sonmehow.

Yes, this kind of set-piece is nore |iable to create
boredom than nystification or adulation in the reader when al
is said and done (as Hol nes often observed, relating his steps
in the deductive process always had this effect). But we are not
bored. O we are at |least bored in a pleasurable way. In The

Pl easure O The Text, Barthes nmakes two seem ngly outrageous

statenments. First, that “Boredomis not far frombliss ....”
(25). Second, and nore nystifyingly, that “it is bliss: it is
bliss seen fromthe shores of pleasure”(25). To understand these
odd pronouncenents (isn’t boredoma bad thing?), we should
return to Barthes definition of “bliss.” Bliss is found in a
text that breaks, a text that disconforts, that cuts. The
boredom of bliss is not the boredomof the prattle text. In a
text that prattles, the boredomis not the boredom of

di sconfort, but the boredom of the unfocused noise spectrum the

background babbl e of a cooling, mndless universe.
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But in what sense is boredombliss as seen fromthe shores
of pleasure? (Barthes 25). Wiile the difference between pleasure
and bliss is, as was nentioned earlier, not concrete, one
possi ble major difference is that pleasure is satisfaction
(perhaps, in sonme sense, stasis) while bliss is that cut. That
rub. That pebble of disconfort between sole and shoe.

Boring or not, the walking stick scene in HOUN acconpl i shes
at | east one purpose. It distances us fromHolnmes. In this
novel, we are not to dog his footsteps. Instead, he is to be the
Man on the Tor, the wished for but not there. The Hound is
atypical in its presentation of the character of Sherl ock
Hol mes. While the rel ati onship between Hol nes and Watson is
often “prickly,” and Holnes is often al oof and dism ssive with
Wat son, his behavi or here goes beyond what we’ve seen in the
other stories, ranging to the cruel. Holnmes offers the left
behind stick to Watson to see what he can make of it (for what
ot her reason other than to humliate the good doctor?). Witson
does his best, and is actually correct in sone of his
deducti ons.

Hol mes at first appears to praise Watson’s efforts: “Really
Wat son, you excel yourself” (Doyle 2). This is rapidly foll owed
by, “Sone people w thout possessing genius have a remnarkabl e way
or stimulating it” (2). And, with a final blade-thrust, “1I am
afraid, ny dear Watson, that nost of your conclusions were
erroneous...in noting your fallacies, | was occasionally guided
toward the truth.” As Leslie Klinger observes in his note 6 for

HOUN in The New Annot at ed Sherl ock Hol mes, “the denonstrati ons
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of Hol mes superiority extend to the final pages...Hol nes
criticizes Watson’s investigative powers even nore nortifyingly
than usual....” (Klinger 390).

Thi s unusual friction/conpetition between the two nen does
two things besides nerely distancing us fromHolnes. First, it
provides that interface, that rub that incites bliss. W don’t
care too nmuch about the stick nor Holmes’ (or Watson’s)
deducti ons about its owner; we care intensely, however, about
what it reveals about the relationship between the two nen. O,
nore correctly, we revel in the bliss emanating fromthis spot,
sonet hing far deeper and nore...blissful...than sone nere
anal ysis of their characters.

This scene al so establishes Holnes, for this particul ar
novel, at least, as a dismssive and punishing father figure, a
role he will maintain through this text in the guise of the
di sturbing Man on the Tor. Holnmes as Father will set up one of
the two Cedipal triads in this book, a good thing pleasure w se:
“Death of the Father would deprive literature of many of its
pl easures. If there is no longer a Father, why tell stories?
Doesn’t every narrative | ead back to Oedi pus?” (Barthes 47).
| ndeed, they do, and the Cedipal frictions of HOUN will prove to
be a major | ocus of bliss.

What el se can be said to be pleasurable in the first part
of the novel, the London portion, with its charm ng Victorian
settings (so charm ng that they are nore the character of a set

than a setting)? The rebuilding of fin de siecle London every

time we open the book. The Baker Street scene in particular is
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an i nportant source of pleasure. The flat at 221b and all the
ot her long-lost or never were “Victoriana scenes” give us
pl easure by their nmere presence. \What goes on, interesting or
not, boring or not, is nost definitely secondary. Barthes asks
“Why do some people, including nyself, enjoy in certain novels,
bi ographi es, and historical works the representation of the
“daily life” of an epoch, a character?” (53). He provides the
strikingly apropos answer wth:
Is it not the hallucinatory relish of “reality” (the
very materiality of “that once existed”)? And is it
not the fantasy itself which invokes the “detail,” the
tiny private scene in which | can easily take ny
pl ace? (53).
The great Sherl ocki an, Christopher Mrley, nmaintained that one
of the principal reasons why we are drawn to Hol nes and his
world is that we are all owed—no invited, encouraged—+to take the
third arnchair in front of the fire at Baker Street; to listen
at the Master’s feet. That is pleasure, articulated or not.
Articul atable or not.

Fol |l om ng the exam nation of the stick, its owner, Dr.
James Mortinmer, MR C. S., nmake his appearance. He proceeds to
read Hol mes and Watson a curious 18'" century manuscript he has
in his possession that concerns the “Origin of the Hound of the
Baskervilles,” a story of an avengi ng hound of the ancient
Bakskerville fam|ly.

The manuscript tells of an ancestor of Mrtiner’s friend,

Sir Charles Baskerville, the recently deceased master of
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Baskerville Hall, situated on the |onely noors of Dartnoor in
Devonshire. This ancestor, one Sir Hugo, according to the
manuscri pt ki dnaps a nmaiden froma neighboring farm The girl
makes good her escape, but her absence is soon discovered by the
“W | d, profane, and godl ess” Hugo. He and his retainers give
chase, a chase over the nmoor that culmnates with his nen’s

di scovery of bodies of the girl and, shortly thereafter, of Sir
Hugo. The maiden is dead of fright and exhaustion, but Sir Hugo
has been the victimof an enornous black hound, a hellish
creature with fire spouting fromits nose and nouth. Wen Hugo’s
conpani ons come upon it, it is still “worrying” their dead
master’s throat.

Under Hol nes questioning, it becones clear that Mrtiner
suspects that the hound has returned and is the culprit in the
death of Sir Charles, which the Coroner’s Court has rul ed heart
failure. An undeniable chill is always generated by the reading
of Mortinmer’s words when he relates what he found at what he now
supposes was a nurder scene: “M. Holnmes, they were the
footprints of a gigantic hound!” (Doyle 18).

Scary. But where’'s the pleasure? In the telling of the tale
itself. It initially brings pleasure to us for the sane reason
the London scenes do; it is alittle, perfect vignette of a | ost
age, one in which we are invited to participate. W don't
witness it fromthe audience, or even the wings, we ride into
that wild, foggy, Mchelms night with Sir Hugo (Hol nes, despite

his initial inpatience with Mirtiner's reluctance to give the
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reason for his visit to 221b, is clearly spellbound, and insists
on hearing the manuscript read through tw ce).

The hound story al so provides continuing pleasure

t hroughout the novel due to its constant repetition. Its echoes
are heard page after page. After the n'" reference to Sir Hugo's
fate, we should be bored with the | aughable tale, but we are
not. The continual repetition of the hound story continues to
pl ease, sonmehow.

How can repetition create bliss? It depends on what is
bei ng repeated and how. “in order for repetition to be erotic,
it must be formal, literal and in our culture this flaunted
(excessive) repetition reverts to eccentricity ....” (Barthes
41). Barthes’ argunent is that for bliss to be created,
repetition nmust be sonething of the nature of a religious chant,
t he endl ess spinning of a prayer wheel, the uncounted counting
of beads. The repetition our culture usually enbraces, however,
is an “enbarrassed repetition” (Barthes 42) where the essenti al
meani ng remai ns the sane, but outward formis changed in an
effort to present sonething “new.”

Clearly, the story of Sir Hugo that is repeated in these
pages, voiced and unvoiced, is of the former type. It has the
character of a chant, even when told in shorthand (or, perhaps,
even noreso when): “That is the cause of all the m schief, the
wi cked Hugo, who started the Hound of the Baskervilles. W' re not
likely to forget hint (Doyle 113). There is neither attenpt nor

intent to present it as “another story.”
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Hs tale told, Muxrtinmer reveals his purpose; he wants
Hol mes’ advice as to what he should do about young Henry
Baskerville, Sir Charles’ heir. The bliss here cones fromthe
rub between Mrtinmer and Hol nes. Wiile he’s usually able to put
his clients in a subservient position (which nost of them
heartily deserve and demand), Mortinmer is different. Hol nes
believes that Mrtinmer believes a supernatural hound has killed
Sir Charl es Baskerville:
| see that you have quite gone over to the
supernaturalists. But now, Dr. Mortinmer, tell nme this.
| f you hold these views, why have you conme to consult
me at all? You tell nme in the sane breath that it is
usel ess to investigate Sir Charles’ death, and that
you desire ne to do it (Doyle 21).
And, then, Mortinmer delivers the cutting punch line: “l did not
say that | desired you to do it” (21). Muich as we | ove Hol nes,
it’s pleasant—blissful +o0 i magi ne his consternation (after his
earlier neanness with Watson). Surely there nmust have been a
pause of quite a few beats before Hol mes recovered his conposure
and went on. Mrtinmer just wants to know what to do with Henry
Baskervill e, he does not want Holmes to cone and save the day.
To “fix it,” Holmes usual purpose.
But there is yet nore bliss to be had in this sitting room
scene. There are, you see, sone curious features of
Wat son’ s/ Doyl e’ s narrative during the interview of Doctor

Mortimer. There are decidedly odd fits and starts, breaks (cuts)
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inits linearity. The arrow of time sonmetines seens to spin |ike
a conpass in a changing magnetic field.

In the Baker Street consulting roomtine passes at a
strange, uneven pace. Mrtiner is anxious to get Hol nes’ opinion
on what shoul d be done about (now Sir) Henry since he has to
nmeet the young man at Waterl oo Station “in exactly one hour and
a quarter” (Doyle 21). There follows twelve short |ines of
di al og, four paragraphs. Mrtiner then proclaims that he s due
at Waterloo “In one hour and five mnutes” (21). Were have
t hose ten m nutes gone? There is sinply no way that the short
exchanges between Hol mes and Mortiner took ten mnutes to
recite. Five nore short paragraphs of repartee pass and Mortiner
declares that he only has fifty mnutes |left before he has to
neet Baskerville's train.

One can rationalize this strange schemati zation of tinme, as
Leslie Klinger does in his note 50 in the Sherl ock Hol nes

Ref erence Library edition of Hound of the Baskervilles, by

sayi ng that Watson nust have omtted a | arge anount of dial og
(Doyl e 22). He sinply does not recount all the conversation that
t ook pl ace between Hol nes, hinself, and Mortinmer. But there
seens nore at work here than sinply the om ssion of unneeded
details. For one thing, if Watson (Doyle) were editing the text,
omtting details, why would he [eave in the careful, exact tine
references? They are as clearly given as can be. Wuldn't this
materi al al so have been edited out?

Bliss creeps in, no matter the cause. Sonething is wong

here. It’s as if the structure of the story has been pushed
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aside and we’ve had a view of the (com ng) quantum universe, one
where tinme is indeterm nate—or at | east not always able to be
determ ned. W& have seen what shouldn’t be seen, and ecstasy is
the result: “Is not the nost erotic portion of the body where

t he garnment gapes?”(Barthes 9).

You want another way of |ooking at the tine slips in 221b?
Perhaps they are text-skimmng in reverse. Barthes nakes note
and approbation of what he calls the “perverse reader,” the
reader who di ps and skins a text, skips entire sections, who
dives in and out of a book like a feeding seabird. Is the Baker
Street tinme skipping evidence of Watson/ Doyl e doing this with
his own text? Ski nm ng and skipping, editing it to renove boring
(if there could be such a thing) sections of the conversation
bet ween hinself, Mrtinmer, and Hol nes?

O, if we want to assune the pleasant Sherlockian fiction
that the novel was actually witten by John H Watson and edited
by one Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, we can say that these gaps in
time are the evidence of Doyl e skipping and skinm ng Watson’s
original text account of the conversation in the Baker Street
sitting room However you play it, the result? Bliss.

Despite its reputation as a scientific detective drama, the
exploits of a scientific detective, The Hound, as was intinmated
earlier is little of that. It proceeds as if it is a dreamw th
little relation to logic or science. After a nmeeting with young
Henry Baskerville in Baker Street on the day follow ng
Mortimer’ s appearance, Hol nes and Watson discreetly tail

Mortimer and Baskerville when they return to their lodgings in
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Nor t hunberl and Street. In Regent Street Hol nes notices a hansom
cab and realizes that its bearded passenger is also follow ng
Baskerville and Mortinmer. This spy nakes his getaway, and Hol nes
observes that the passenger’s black beard nust be false: “A
clever man on so delicate an errand has no use for a beard save
to disguise his features” (Doyle 35).

Frankly, any way it's read, the statenent nakes little
sense. Does Hol nes nean that a discreet agent woul dn’t have use
for a beard since it would make himstand out fromthe crowd? If
so, why disguise hinself in a beard and nake hinself stand out
fromthe crowd (we assune that it was the beard that drew
Hol mes’ attention in the first place)?

The above is not the astonishing thing, however. It’s what
foll ows. What does Hol nes do as soon as he arrives at the
Nor t hunber| and Hotel ? He asks Dr. Mortiner, “Have you anpbng your
nei ghbors or acquai ntances on Dartnoor any man with a full,
bl ack beard?” (Doyle 38). If Holnmes is defined by his |ogical
approaches to problem solving, this nmust be the nadir. Wiy, oh
why, does he ask about real beards if he's sure, as he told
Wat son, that the cab passenger’s beard is fal se?

There are nunerous other incidents in the novel where its
sci ence and Hol nes’ science conme up wanting. For exanple, Hol nmes
happily chirps at the end of the book that the pseudo hell hound
has been given its frighteni ng appearance by the use of
phosphor ous, which has been painted on its nuzzle. Phosphorus,
however, is a deadly poison to man and dog (which Holnes with

hi s vaunted know edge of chem stry and Watson/ Doyle with their
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medi cal traini ng obviously knew). Again the garnent gapes. W
see the tender, exposed flesh, the reality, the quantum di sorder
that underlies the crystalline and New oni an Victorian universe.

The Hound abandons | ogi c and science. There is nothing of
t he kind here. The absurd universe of the hound-filled noor is
no field for (the real) Sherlock Holnes. That’s why, | think, we
are not be allowed to see nuch of himthere. The Holnmes we wll
see at the climax of the Hound is an odd, crippled creature
spouting ridicul ous conclusions. There's just no place for him
once the novel starts rolling.

Whet her or not the hound exists in real reality, its
frightening formexists nost assuredly in psychic reality for
Wat son, Mortimer, and Baskerville. Against this very real
supernatural entity, Holnmes is powerless, as he admts at the
begi nni ng of the book when he supposes that Mortiner believes
the hound is “real”: “In a nodest way | have conbated evil, but
to take on the Father of Evil hinself would, perhaps, be too
anbitious a task” (Doyle 20). At the end of the novel we wl|l
see Hol mes on the noor, as he attenpts to restore order, but, as
we shall also see, he does this in a curiously hopel ess and
desultory fashion and is rewarded wi th questionable results.

What el se can we nake of this supposedly scientific
detective novel’s lack of science? Is its lack evidence that
it’s mssing sonething? Perhaps not. Maybe, instead, the | apses
in science in HOUN are nore an indication that the novel chooses
to focus upon the subtleties of the noor and (especially) its

deni zens. Barthes thinks that our resort to science i s not
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necessarily a strength. We turn to this form of analysis of
reality because our course senses are not suited for subtlety.
We cannot sense the underlying flux of the universe, the gquantum
reality. Unable to see the nonent to nonent changes around us,
we enbrace a static world. “We are scientific because we | ack
subtlety.” (Barthes 61).

Hol mes’ science in the novel is nore a “science” of
intuitions and hunches than | aboratory anal ysis. Maybe that is
why he needed to ask about real beards in Chapter 5.

But even Hol nes’ usually well-devel oped professional sense
seens | acking. Why does he, for exanple, trust a fourteen-year-
old boy to visit twenty-three hotels in search of a newspaper
fromwhich the words that conpose a warning that Henry
Baskervill e receives in London have been clipped? The war ni ng,
whi ch Hol nes clainms to take seriously does, seens om nous after
all: “As you value your |life or your reason, keep away fromthe
noor " ( Doyl e 28).

It could be said that this drift of the text away fromthe
supposedly logical and scientific tends to fulfill one other
very inportant requirenent: it begins the divorce from
(supposed) Victorian rationalism which will be useless in
Devonshire. This spin away fromlogic allows us to nore easily
enbrace and enter Dartnoor.

HOUN proceeds |ike--and with the logic of--a dream It is
not a thing of the laboratory, but of msty, noonlit noors.

Thi ngs happen that appear, at first blush, |logical, but the

| ogi ¢ crunbl es upon our awakeni ng. Hol nes sends telegrans with
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i nconpl ete addresses, but get results anyway (he sumons the
cabman whose fare was trailing Baskerville and Mortimer just by
gi ving the cab conpany the address of the Northunberland Hotel).
Wat son is dispatched to the nobors to watch over Baskerville with
no protest nor any thought to his supposed nedical practice (it
i s uncl ear where HOUN cones in the sequence of Hol nes stories;
it’s possible that it took place earlier in the Hol nes- Wt son
partnership, before Watson established his nedical practice, of
course). It will all be alright in the norning.

Certainly, the dreanlike character of The Hound of the

Baskervilles is no inpedinent to the production of pleasure or

bliss. It encourages that: “Dream ng allows for, supports,

rel eases, brings to light an extrenme delicacy of noral,
soneti nes even netaphysical, sentinments ....” (Barthes 59). The
dream nmakes everything easier, including the appearance of
pl easure. HOUN | ets nothing stand in its way toward its goal of
proceeding to Dartnmoor (where bliss is to be found). Not
tel egrans, not beards, not busy general practitioners.

Wil e the dream character of the novel excuses sonme of its
| apses, we are still puzzled at tinmes. Hol nes insists that
Wat son go to Dartnoor al one (excusing hinself by saying that
he’ s busy working an inportant blackmail case, sonething we
don’t believe for an instant). Hol nes asserts that “there is no
man who is better worth having at your side when you are in a
tight place. No one can say so nore confidently than |I” (Doyle
41). That’'s nice. However, just a few chapters previously, in

t he wal ki ng stick scene, Hol mes has nade Watson out to be a
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conpl et e dunderhead. Yet, suddenly, Watson is nost qualified to
i nvestigate what Hol nes believes is turning into quite a nasty
little case and to protect one of the nost wealthy nen in
Britain. We’l|l take Holnmes at his word, but strongly suspect

that the good, gray doctor is actually being used as hound bait.

And, thus, Watson, Baskerville and Mortinmer proceed to
Dart noor wi thout Holnes (as far as they know). Pleasure begins
upon their arrival. Mich of the initial pleasure in the Dartnoor
hal f of HOUN cones from Watson’s frequently repeated
descriptions of the nmoor scenery: “but behind the peaceful and
sunlit countryside there rose ever, dark against the evening
sky, the long gl oony curve of the noor, broken by the jagged and
sinister hills” (Doyle, 49). This first glinpse is foll owed
after a few pages by “a narrow grassy path struck off fromthe
road and wound away across the noor. A steep boul der-sprinkl ed
hill lay upon the right ....” (57). And just a little later *but
the trees, as is usual upon the nmoor, were stunted and ni pped,
and the effect.was nmean and nel ancholy” (64).

Where is the pleasure? Though Watson’s descriptions of the
nmoor, which appear page after page to the end of the novel,
usually present it as a gloony, depressing setting, we feel
pl easure nonet hel ess. Even the oft-repeated descriptions of the
Geat Ginpen Mre, a bog were wild “nmoor ponies” sink and die
screamng (“A false step yonder neans death to man or beast”
(Doyle 58).) fills us with pleasure. W listen to Watson recite
his litany of the gloony noor again, and again, and we do not

becone bor ed.
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As with the story of Hugo and the hound, we cone to derive
pl easure fromthe constantly repeated descriptions of the bleak
scenery. And the interface between our staid physician friend
and the wild countryside brings bliss.

The first part of The Hound of the Baskervilles is pretty

much what nost readers woul d expect. The London scenes are the
primstuff of gentlenen’'s flats and clubs and, with the
exception of the intrusion of the Hound-Hugo tale, all is calm
and orderly (so calmthat a least a one fil mversion of the
novel put a gun in the hand of the bearded cab passenger in
Regent Street, having Hol nmes thwart an attenpted assassi nation
in order to spice things up).

Wat son’ s cl ubby, good-chap story telling hardly prepares
the reader for the sexuality that will appear on the noor
Al nost as soon as Watson, Baskerville, and Mortinmer arrive at
Baskerville Hall, we see the makings of the first Qedi pal
“setup.” The role of “son” in this triad is filled by the
story’s nom nal protagonist, Sir Henry Baskerville, who, while
portrayed in filnms as a robust proto-English-lord/lad, is in the
novel itself basically an ineffectual character.

It’s clear that he’s badly frightened fromthe nonent he
arrives at the Hall: “1 feel a bit out of the picture at
present. | don’t doubt that ny uncle got a little junmpy if he
lived all alone in a house such as this” (Doyle 52). Later,
heari ng what he supposes to be the howl of a/the hound, he begs
Wat son to: “Feel ny hand!” (Doyle 80). Watson seens surprised to

find that “It was as cold as a block of marble” (80).
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We are told by Watson that Henry soon falls in love with
Beryl Stapleton, a nei ghbor on the noor who |lives with her
“brother,” “Jack,” in nearby Merripit House. Wile Watson
asserts that Henry is “deeply stirred” by Beryl, we see little
evidence of this. H's ardor seens |acking, even if we attribute
a lack of evidence of it to Watson’s usual circunspection. For
exanpl e, he doesn’'t contrive, as far as we can tell, to see Mss
Stapl eton alone until Chapter 9 (a neeting which will end
di sastrously).

| f Baskerville doesn’t seemnuch |ike a young nman deeply in
love with a beautiful woman (and Watson tells us tine and again
that she is that), Beryl hardly displays the mutual attraction
t hat Watson asserts for her. The only comuni cations fromher to
Sir Henry (that we are allowed to hear, anyway) are warnings. |t
in fact transpires that she is the person who sent the “stay
away fromthe noor” letter in Chapter 4. The first tinme we see
her, she m stakes Watson for Sir Henry, and inplores himto “Go
straight back to London i medi ately” (Doyle 62).

We do not hear the conversation between Beryl and Henry in
Chapter 9, but it seens doubtful that she spoke words of |ove.
Watson, playing protective voyeur, says that Baskerville "“drew
her to his side. His armwas around her, but it seened to ne
that she was straining away fromhini (Doyle 74). \Wen Beryl’s
“brother” Jack appears on the scene to break up the little téte-
a-téte, she does not seemdisturbed or upset in the |east; she

nerely stands by in “haughty silence.”
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Al though we are infornmed later in the story (by Hol nes)

t hat Jack Stapleton had to take action to prevent Baskerville
from*“making | ove” to Beryl, there seens to have been little
chance of that happening. Again, though Watson tells us that
Henry is deeply enthralled with Beryl, and is ready to nmake | ove
to her, he never gets around to it whether he actually is
inclined to do so or not. In the face of Jack Stapleton's
opposition to Henry's feeble romancing in Chapter 9, Henry, |ike
the shrinking violet he is, agrees to Stapleton’s terns, that he
not pay court to Beryl for three nonths. W can't inmagine that
Henry woul d have made much headway, even had thi ngs been
different, even after three nore nonths. Beryl is the Mdther,
attenpting to shield Henry fromthe Mor and the hound (Henry
Baskerville' s real nother, by the way, is not nentioned in the
novel ).

Henry as son. Beryl as nother. The other nmenber of the
Baskerville Cedipal trio? Beryl’s supposed brother, who, it
turns out at the end of the novel, is really her husband (in the
end, we, of course, discover that not only is he not Beryl’'s
brother, he is not Jack Stapleton at all; he is Sir Henry's
cousin (!), Roger Baskerville Jr.). Wile Jack has cast Beryl in
the sister role hinself to help in his plan to separate Sir
Henry fromhis inheritance, he finds hinself in conflict (if not
a serious one) with Henry for the affections of Beryl.

After the above outburst in Chapter 9 where Stapl eton
breaks up the neeting between his sister/wfe and his cousin

Henry, Jack does try to nollify Baskerville, and that is where
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they reach their agreenent that Henry will hold his passions—
such as they are—+n check for three nonths. In this three-way
rel ati onship, Stapleton doesn't seema rival with Baskerville
for Beryl's affections. |Instead, he is very nuch the punishing
Fat her, not hesitant to claimwhat is his (even when that may
interfere with his schene to part Henry fromhis |ife and
fortune), and bar the young Henry fromhis “Mther,” Beryl.

In truth, as Barthes says, there would not be nmuch of a
story without this OCedipal conflict. Qur shock (bliss) would not
be nearly so intense when we find that Jack Stapl eton/ Roger
Baskerville is the fiend behind the death of Sir Charles and the
pl ot against Sir Henry w thout the Qedi pal
wi fe/sister/cousin/nother/father confusion. This constant
swapping of roles, this friction, this gaping of garnents (that
is, the sudden revelation of the true status of the characters),
creates bliss throughout part two of the novel. W don’t know
the truth till the end, but even before Beryl is reveal ed as
Jack’s wife, we sense sexual conpetition between her “brother”
and her “lover” (Henry).

Then there is the “Man on the Tor,” Sherl ock Hol mes. Hol nes
is divorced fromthe action in the second part of the novel
(though nost of this, and especially the escaped convi ct
subplot, is of little consequence). Wen Hol nes does finally
appear in Chapter 11, he’s not nuch |Iike the Hol nes of yore, the
pr e- Rei chenbach Hol nes, that is. W see few flashes of the old
man of action, the sonetinmes prickly, but always devoted

conmpani on of Watson. Here, Holnmes is unusually stern, judgnental
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and distant fromthe good doctor. And he just doesn’'t seemto be
on his gane. Through his lack of attention to detail (he forgets
that fog is likely on the nmoor at night), he nearly allows Sir
Henry to be gobbled up by the pseudo hell hound Jack/ Roger sets
upon the Baskerville heir in the climax of the novel.

Hol mes continues the neanness to Watson he displayed in
Chapter 1 in Chapter 12. When asked by Watson why he’s been kept
in the dark about Hol nes’ presence on the noor (the detective
has been canping out in one of the noor’s “Neolithic” stone
huts), Hol mes denonstrates that he doesn’t trust Watson's sense
or discretion: “For you to have known coul d not have hel ped us,
and m ght possibly have | ead to our discovery. You would have
wi shed to tell me sonething ....” (Doyle 103). In other words,
Wat son was trusted with Baskerville s Iife (Hol mes, out on the
moor or in the nearby village “investigating,” couldn’t have
done nuch to save Baskerville if the hound had cone upon him,
but not to keep secret that Hol nes was on-site? Although Hol nes
has never been sparing in his criticisnms of Watson, his constant
corrections in HOUN seemto nake himless a friend than a stern,
correcting “father” for poor \Watson.

But it’s all to the good, for us, anyway, as the rough
interface between Watson and Hol nes again proves a source of
bliss. W |ove the ascetic Hol nes, but we also |ove good, old
Wat son. The division of our loyalties in this scene and the
wal ki ng stick scene proves a huge source of bliss, if not

pl easure.
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The Hol mes of the noor doesn’t seem nuch |ike Watson's ol d
friend. In fact, he seens another criticizing, punishing Father.
Wat son doesn’t have his say, he, like a hurt child nerely has
his tears staunched by a sem-kindly word: “*That’'s better,
said he, seeing the shadow rise fromny face” (Doyle 103). If
Hol mes functions as Watson's distant Father, who is Watson’'s
Mot her ? Laura Lyons, perhaps?
There seens |little doubt that Watson is drawn to this
worman, who, we eventually find out, was instrunmental in luring
Sir Charles Baskerville, Henry' s uncle, onto the noor where he
could be frightened to death by a hound-dog costuned to terrify
by Jack Stapl eton/ Roger Baskerville. Watson suspects this when
he goes to question Mss Lyons, but,
The first inpression left by Ms. Lyons was one of
extreme beauty. Her eyes and hair were of the sane
rich hazel color, and her cheeks though consi derably
freckled, were flushed with the exquisite bloom of the
brunette, the dainty pink which lurks at the heart of
t he sul phur rose” (Doyle 92).

Despite obviously being attracted to the woman, Watson al so,

however, feels that “There was sonething wong with the

face...some hardness, perhaps ...." (Doyle 92).

Wil e Laura Lyons is beautiful and desirable, Watson, if
the dialog he gives us is conplete, nmakes no attenpt to seduce
her, despite the fact that the gl owi ng description of the wonan
shows he has obviously been deeply affected by her. Sonething in

her makes her unapproachable. Watson wants her, but can’'t touch
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her. Her hard face, her angry tone throughout the interview
(“WWhat is the object of these questions? (Doyle 92).) al
conspire to make her an icy Mdther rather than a | over—or
Wat son.

If Lyons is Mother, who is Watson's Father? Hol nes? He has
per haps already visited Laura Lyons or at |east intends to do
so. When Watson briefs Hol nes about his interview with Lyons,
Hol mes replies that “Qur researches have evidently been running
on parallel lines ....” (Doyle 102). Is The Man on the Tor,

Hol mes, attracted to Laura Lyons hinself? Has he perhaps even
been making love to her in a nuch nore real sense than Henry
Baskerville has with Beryl Stapleton?

On the face of it, that would seem absurd. However, Hol nes
tells us that he has not spent his entire Dartnoor sojourn on
the noor; that he has been living in the village of Coonbe Tracy
where Ms. Lyons also lives. Leslie Klinger nentions in his note
181 for HOUN (Doyle 101), that it’s certainly suspicious that,
when Wat son encounters Hol mes on the noor, he finds himl ooking
surprisingly well -turned- out: “he had contrived.that his chin
shoul d be as smooth and his Iinen as perfect as if he were in
Baker Street” (Doyle 101). Is Hol nes sharpness with Watson a
synptom of his displeasure at hearing of Watson’s visit with
Laur a?

| f none of the above convinces, consider the fact that
Laura Lyons, is pretty obviously at |east an accessory in the
nmurder of Sir Charles Baskerville. Holnmes |ets her off scott-

free, appearing to prefer to | ook upon her as an injured party
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(apparently she really was Jack Stapl eton/ Roger Baskerville’'s
| over, thought Beryl was really Stapleton’ s sister, and hoped to
marry the scoundrel).

| f Hol mes was not really Laura Lyon’s lover, it’'s at |east
pl easant to think he was. The nere hint (and there is at | east
that) of sexual conflict/conpetition anong Hol mes and Watson and
Roger Baskerville brings intense bliss.

The sexual pernutations of HOUN don’t end with these
Cedi pal conbos. There is promnently and inportantly the fanous
scene at the end of the novel where Beryl Stapleton is reveal ed
to have felt the whip of her husband. Follow ng the rescue of
Henry Baskerville from Stapl eton/ Baskerville's ersatz “hound,”
Beryl is discovered tied to a post am d her husband s coll ection
of (pinned) butterflies. Watson tries to convince us that the
scene is different fromwhat we know it to be, that he nerely
“saw the clear red weal of a whip-lash across her neck” (Doyle

124). Stapleton’s tied her to a post fully clothed and whi pped

her on her neck? We're hardly convinced that’s the truth of the
scene.

Wi | e WAt son does his best to portray Beryl as the wonged
woman, she has stayed with Stapleton till the end, supposedly
only turning on himat the conclusion of the novel, when she
di scovers that he’s been sleeping with Laura Lyons. It is not
even conpl etely clear, however, that she has sundered herself
fromthe man even at this point.

She | eads Hol nes and Watson to the island in the Mre where

St apl eton has kennel ed his hound, but this, at best, seens
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designed only to save her own skin, and may have been a
prearranged dodge designed by Stapleton to put Hol mes off the
scent in the event that his and Beryl’s plans went awy.

But the point is that the garnment has gaped. W don’t care
much whet her Beryl is good or bad (she did warn Henry once and
attenpt to warn himonce again). \Wat we care about is that
we’ ve seen the underlying flashes of a perverse outer universe,
far, far fromthe roons in Baker Street where all human affairs
are tied up in string and handed to the reader in pretty
packages, not tied to whipping posts am d dead butterflies.

That whi pl ash has burned into our consciousness in addition
to Beryl’'s revealed fl esh. Mireso than the thought of the |ash,
t hough, it's the interface between Watson and his world of Good
Grls and Stapleton and his world of girls who' Il allow
t hensel ves to be bound and whi pped that jacks-up the bliss.

VWhat ot her pleasures are to be found in the second hal f of
the novel ? Its lovely neurotic character. Watson produces
constant paranoia with his recital of the gloony character of
the nmoor. We know there’s a hound to be feared out there
| npossi bl e, of course, BUT... This flooding paranoia, this
neurosis, is necessary for the conplete seduction of the reader.
No, there’s probably no hound, at |east no spectral hound in an
objective-reality sense, but we share in the paranoia and begin
to fear it, anyway.

A non-neurotic HOUN text, one without the fears, the
anxieties, the divisions that create the tension would assune

the character of that scientific treatise Hol nes al ways cl ai ned
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he hoped Wat son woul d one day wite. The story of the hound
woul d assune the character of prattling. Mere endl ess noise
about phosphor ous- pai nt ed doggy- hounds.

Clearly, the very idea of the hound is ridicul ous, as
Hol mes says in Chapter 2. Nevertheless, we are drawn into the
text, carried along on the wave of neurotic fear that’s been
inspired by nothing nore than an old manuscript and Mortinmer’s
unverified claimof having seen those footprints. None of the
novel makes any sense w thout the presence of collective
neur osi s.

In our tranp across Dartnmoor with Watson, we discover
nunmerous sites of pleasure and bliss. But there’s no denying
that a Hound wi thout a hound isn’t nuch of a Hound. W are
prom sed a hell hound for 13 chapters, teased and seduced by t hat
vision of a fire breathing canine, and, by God, we nust have our
hound. The penultimte scene nust cone through for us. How well
does the final confrontation with the hound by Hol nes, and
Wat son, Baskerville (and, curiously, the Scotland Yard detective
Lestrade, who' s been sumoned to Dartnoor by Hol nes for sone
i nexplicabl e reason) deliver?

The hound chapter has its faults, both as storytelling and
as pleasure producer. In the latter category is the fact that
this scene does, |ike the unmasking/revel ations of other simlar
nmystery yarns, nmerely provide the final and ultimately
unsatisfying flourish in a “striptease.” What shoul d have been
wonderful (we were prom sed) is reduced to the nmere tossing of a

glove to the audience. That's all that can be done. After nearly
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sixty thousand words of teasing, nothing, no hound, would
adequately sati sfy.

It is this slip/bral/g-string progression (with |ong
i nterludes between peelings), this striptease, that Barthes
war ns agai nst when he says “The pleasure of the text is not the
pl easure of the corporeal striptease or of narrative suspense”
(Barthes, 10). Far fromfeeling pleasure or bliss in the I ong-
runni ng “suspense” of HOUN or feeling sone blissful/orgasmc
rel ease at the revelation that the hound is just a nurderous dog
trained by Stapleton/Baskerville to rid hinself of inconvenient
famly nmenbers, we are frustrated. This is not suspense; it is

coitus interruptus. Wen it cones to the hound in the Hound, we

feel a falling off in the erotic bliss created in other ways by
the novel, in its flashes of revelation, the garnent gaping.

It is perhaps a good thing for our continued enjoynent of
the novel that the unmasking is not a major source of bliss. As
Bart hes notes, “nothing says that this sanme text will please us
a second tinme ....” (Barthes 52). Not only can pleasure or bliss
be a thing of nonents and noods, bliss, especially, depends on a
certain “newness.” The fact that bliss and pl easure are roughly
di stributed throughout HOUN in numerous sites hel ps nmaintain
this newness a second or hundredth tinme through the novel. To
place all bliss in the hound revel ati on woul d make the book a
one trick...doggie.

The hound has cone and gone. The facts have been recorded,
such as they are. We can see Doyle (or Watson, if you prefer)

shaking his head over the M5. It really doesn’t make much sense,
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not like “The Red Headed League” or A Study in Scarlet. Too many

| oose ends, too many inconsistencies. Watson/ Doyl e do attenpt to
tidy things us by adding a bookend 221b scene, the “A
Retrospection” chapter. This is nerely a clunsy bit of witing
that attenpts to sumup what cannot be sunmed up. How can

pl easure and bliss and dreans be summed up, quantified, and
expl ai ned?

Far fromlending scientific credibility to this dream the
ridiculous “Retrospection” is fruitless and sensel ess. Far from
serving Wat son/ Doyl e’ s obvi ous purpose of renoving our doubts
and fears, it only nakes the text seemnore dreamli ke and
illogical and frightening. It's clear fromthe funblings in this
| ast chapter that there are no expl anati ons.

Wien we attenpts to exam ne the notivation for Roger
Baskervill e/ Jack Stapleton’s depredations with the |ens of
| ogic, the whole story falls apart. Roger Baskerville, it’s
clear, bet his |life and freedomon a clearly dooned enterpri se.
He masquer ades as Jack Stapleton in order to do Sir Charles (and
later Sir Henry) in, but how, then, does he plan to claimthe
fortune? He can’t appear in person to claimthe Baskerville
fortune. What has it all—+the hound and the sister masquerade- -
been for?

There is an evident and singular lack of conviction in this
final chapter. We are told several tinmes that Hol nes has | ost

interest in the case; that he has noved on. When pressed to

“explain” this hardly logical affair, particularly, the silly

suggestion that Stapleton/ Roger Baskerville could claimthe
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i nheritance after Sir Henry is disposed of, Holnes offers the
absurd suggestion that Roger could return to Costa Ri ca, where
he’ d been living abroad, and claimthe inheritance fromthere.
Even if this were possible, this has been foreclosed by the fact
that Baskerville/ Stapleton is a wanted man in that country, as
we’ ve been carefully informed early in the book. Hol mes’ other

hem hawi ng i deas about Roger Baskerville's nodus operandi are

equal Iy bizarre (maybe he coul d di sguise hinself...perhaps with
a. .. BEARD).

But, yes, and surprisingly, this silly tacked-on denouenent

does provide sone pleasure. The pleasure is generated by Hol nes
and his unwilling and scarcely internal struggle to reconcile
the events of this dreamcase with his ordered Victorian
universe. It is not exactly Holnmes’ vain attenpts and obvi ous
di sconfiture that bring this bliss (for it is that rather than
“mere” pleasure), it is the grinding of the cold and | ogicl ess
wor | d of the noor/quantum agai nst the order of Hol nes’ London.
As we | eave Baskerville Hall, it seenms to have nuch in
common with Poe’ s sinking house of Usher. The hound is bani shed
(perhaps...how did Stapleton contrive to set the hound on the
convict he mstook for Sir Henry? The encounter happened mles
away from Merripit house. Was there another hound?), Sir Henry
is “safe” (but his health is broken, he’'s lost The Grl, and he
nmust | eave Dartnoor to put his ravaged body back together).
St apl et on/ Baskervill e has sunk in the Ginpen Mre
(perhaps...there is no clear evidence, despite what Holnes tries

to tell us, that this has actually happened). Wi pped Beryl is
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adrift and alone (or is she?). Laura Lyons has |ost her man and
nmust be a Good Grl fromnow on (or nust she? She knows she got
away wWith being an accessory to nurder in the death of Charles
Baskerville). Above all, the Hall |oons enpty. Henry
Baskerville's (western) optimsmand plans to restore it lie
dead on the noor with Roger’s hound.

Yes, HQOUN produces pl easure, and perhaps even nore bliss.
And it does this in a manner wholly different fromthe other
Hol mes outings. In nost of the short stories, our pleasure
(there’'s far less bliss, usually) cones fromtwo sources, that
| ong-1ost or neverbeen Victorian | andscape. And, secondly, the
slight-of-hand tricks of |ogic of Holnmes. Both of these pleasure

sites appear at the beginning of The Hound of the Baskervilles

but, rocked with bliss on the noor, we scarcely renmenber them
until the final, weary return to 221b

HOUN is different. What we see in it is not a restoration
of order by Holnes, but a revelation (or celebration) of a |ack
of underlying order and an obvious inability to restore what
isnt there. This novel, published at the dawn of the twentieth
century, provides us with skin-bearing flashes of what's com ng:
Ei nstein and Pl anck and their unconforting “order”: we not only
don’t know the structure of reality, we can’'t know it, and there
may not (probably not) be one. In a universe where |overs norph
into nothers and sisters into wives at the turn of a page, it’'s
not surprising to find that elementary (My Dear WAtson?)
particles can and do appear, dance, and disappear, like fire-lit

hounds on the barren noor of the quantum universe.
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