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I. SILVER BLAZE





“I AM afraid, Wat­son, that I shall have to go,” said Holmes, as we sat down to­geth­er to our break­fast one morn­ing.

»Ich fürch­te, Wat­son, ich muß fah­ren«, sag­te Hol­mes ei­nes Mor­gens, als wir uns zum Früh­stück nie­der­setz­ten.




“Go! Where to?”

»Fah­ren! Wo­hin?«




“To Dart­moor; to King’s Py­land.”

»Nach Dart­moor – nach King’s Py­land.«




I was not sur­prised. In­deed, my only won­der was that he had not already been mixed up in this ex­traordin­ary case,

Ich war nicht über­rascht. Ich wun­der­te mich nur dar­über, daß er bis jetzt noch nicht in die­sen au­ßer­or­dent­li­chen Fall ein­be­zo­gen wor­den war,

which was the one top­ic of con­ver­sa­tion through the length and breadth of Eng­land.

der land­auf, land­ab den ein­zi­gen Ge­sprächss­toff bil­de­te.

For a whole day my com­pan­ion had rambled about the room with his chin upon his chest and his brows knit­ted,

Einen gan­zen Tag lang war mein Ge­fähr­te im Zim­mer um­her­ge­wan­dert, das Kinn auf der Brust und die Stirn ge­run­zelt,

char­ging and re­char­ging his pipe with the strongest black to­bacco, and ab­so­lutely deaf to any of my ques­tions or re­marks.

hat­te die Pfei­fe wie­der und wie­der mit dem stärks­ten schwar­zen Ta­bak ge­stopft und sich ge­gen­über al­lem, was ich frag­te oder be­merk­te, ab­so­lut taub ver­hal­ten.

Fresh edi­tions of every pa­per had been sent up by our news agent, only to be glanced over and tossed down into a corner.

Die neues­ten Aus­ga­ben al­ler Zei­tun­gen wa­ren uns von un­se­rem Zei­tungs­händ­ler her­auf­ge­schickt und doch nur über­flo­gen und in die Ecke ge­wor­fen wor­den.

Yet, si­lent as he was, I knew per­fectly well what it was over which he was brood­ing.

Aber wie er auch schwei­gen moch­te, ich wuß­te ge­nau, wor­über er brü­te­te.

There was but one prob­lem be­fore the pub­lic which could chal­lenge his powers of ana­lys­is,

Es gab nur ein Pro­blem in der Öf­fent­lich­keit, das sei­nen ana­ly­ti­schen Ver­stand her­aus­for­der­te,

and that was the sin­gu­lar dis­ap­pear­ance of the fa­vor­ite for the Wessex Cup, and the tra­gic murder of its train­er.

und das war das son­der­ba­re Ver­schwin­den des Fa­vo­ri­ten des Wes­sex-Cups und der tra­gi­sche Mord an sei­nem Trai­ner.

When, there­fore, he sud­denly an­nounced his in­ten­tion of set­ting out for the scene of the drama it was only what I had both ex­pec­ted and hoped for.

Als er dar­um plötz­lich die Ab­sicht ver­kün­de­te, sich an den Schau­platz des Dra­mas zu be­ge­ben, war das nur, was ich er­war­tet und er­hofft hat­te.




“I should be most happy to go down with you if I should not be in the way,” said I.

»Ich wäre sehr glück­lich, könn­te ich Sie be­glei­ten, wenn ich nicht im Wege bin.«




“My dear Wat­son, you would con­fer a great fa­vor upon me by com­ing.

»Mein lie­ber Wat­son, Sie tä­ten mir einen großen Ge­fal­len, wenn Sie mit­kämen.

And I think that your time will not be mis­spent, for there are points about the case which prom­ise to make it an ab­so­lutely unique one.

Ich den­ke, daß Sie da­durch Ihre Zeit nicht ver­tun. Denn es gibt in die­sem Fall Punk­te, die ab­so­lu­te Ein­ma­lig­keit ver­spre­chen.

We have, I think, just time to catch our train at Pad­ding­ton, and I will go fur­ther into the mat­ter upon our jour­ney.

Wir ha­ben ge­ra­de noch Zeit, den Zug ab Pad­ding­ton Sta­ti­on zu er­rei­chen, und ich wer­de auf der Rei­se al­les Nä­he­re er­klä­ren.

You would ob­lige me by bring­ing with you your very ex­cel­lent field-glass.”

Ich wäre Ih­nen ver­bun­den, wenn Sie Ih­ren her­vor­ra­gen­den Feld­ste­cher mit­neh­men wür­den.«




And so it happened that an hour or so later I found my­self in the corner of a first-class car­riage fly­ing along en route for Ex­eter,

So fand ich mich denn un­ge­fähr eine Stun­de spä­ter in der Ecke ei­nes Ab­teils ers­ter Klas­se wie­der, un­ter­wegs in Rich­tung Exe­ter;

while Sher­lock Holmes, with his sharp, eager face framed in his ear-flapped trav­el­ling-cap,

Sher­lock Hol­mes, des­sen ha­ge­res, be­gie­ri­ges Ge­sicht von ei­ner Rei­se­müt­ze mit Oh­ren­klap­pen ein­ge­rahmt war,

dipped rap­idly into the bundle of fresh pa­pers which he had pro­cured at Pad­ding­ton.

ver­tief­te sich so­fort in das Bün­del neues­ter Zei­tun­gen, das er auf dem Bahn­hof ge­kauft hat­te.

We had left Read­ing far be­hind us be­fore he thrust the last one of them un­der the seat, and offered me his ci­gar-case.

Erst als Rea­ding schön weit hin­ter uns lag, warf er das letz­te Blatt un­ter den Sitz und hielt mir sein Zi­gar­re­ne­tui hin.




“We are go­ing well,” said he, look­ing out the win­dow and glan­cing at his watch.

»Wir kom­men gut vor­an«, sag­te er, blick­te aus dem Fens­ter und dann auf die Uhr.

“Our rate at present is fifty-three and a half miles an hour.”

»Ge­gen­wär­tig be­trägt un­se­re Ge­schwin­dig­keit drei­und­fünf­zig und eine hal­be Mei­le in der Stun­de.«




“I have not ob­served the quarter-mile posts,” said I.

»Ich habe nicht auf die Vier­tel­mei­len­stei­ne ge­ach­tet«, sag­te ich.




“Nor have I. But the tele­graph posts upon this line are sixty yards apart, and the cal­cu­la­tion is a simple one.

»Ich auch nicht. Aber die Te­le­gra­phen­mas­ten längs die­ser Li­nie ste­hen in ei­nem Ab­stand von sech­zig Yards. Da ist die Rech­nung ein­fach.

I pre­sume that you have looked into this mat­ter of the murder of John Straker and the dis­ap­pear­ance of Sil­ver Blaze?”

Gehe ich recht in der An­nah­me, daß Sie schon einen Blick auf den Fall der Er­mor­dung von John Stra­ker und des Ver­schwin­dens von Sil­ver Bla­ze ge­wor­fen ha­ben?«




“I have seen what the Tele­graph and the Chron­icle have to say.”

»Ich habe ge­le­sen, was der ›Te­le­graph‹ und der ›Chro­nic­le‹ be­rich­ten.«




“It is one of those cases where the art of the reason­er should be used rather for the sift­ing of de­tails than for the ac­quir­ing of fresh evid­ence.

»Das ist ei­ner je­ner Fäl­le, in de­nen die Kunst des De­tek­tivs eher da­nach trach­ten soll­te, die Ein­zel­hei­ten zu sich­ten, als nach neu­en Be­wei­sen zu su­chen.

The tragedy has been so un­com­mon, so com­plete and of such per­son­al im­port­ance to so many people,

Die Tra­gö­die ist so un­ge­wöhn­lich, so to­tal, und an den Ge­scheh­nis­sen ha­ben der­art vie­le Leu­te ein so großes per­sön­li­ches In­ter­es­se,

that we are suf­fer­ing from a pleth­ora of sur­mise, con­jec­ture, and hy­po­thes­is.

daß wir an ei­nem Über­maß an Ver­dacht, Mut­ma­ßung und Hy­po­the­se lei­den.

The dif­fi­culty is to de­tach the frame­work of fact — of ab­so­lute un­deni­able fact — from the em­bel­lish­ments of the­or­ists and re­port­ers.

Die Schwie­rig­keit be­steht dar­in, das Ge­rüst der Fak­ten – un­be­zwei­fel­ba­rer Fak­ten – von den Zuta­ten der Theo­re­ti­ker und der Re­por­ter zu be­frei­en.

Then, hav­ing es­tab­lished ourselves upon this sound basis, it is our duty to see

Dann, wenn wir uns auf eine fes­te Grund­la­ge ge­stellt ha­ben, ist es un­se­re Pflicht, zu schau­en,

what in­fer­ences may be drawn and what are the spe­cial points upon which the whole mys­tery turns.

wel­che Schlüs­se ge­zo­gen wer­den kön­nen und wel­ches die be­son­de­ren Punk­te sind, auf de­nen das Ge­heim­nis be­ruht.

On Tues­day even­ing I re­ceived tele­grams from both Col­on­el Ross, the own­er of the horse,

Am Diens­tag­abend er­hielt ich zwei Te­le­gram­me, eins von Co­lo­nel Ross, dem Ei­gen­tü­mer des Pfer­des,

and from In­spect­or Gregory, who is look­ing after the case, in­vit­ing my co­oper­a­tion.”

und eins von In­spek­tor Gre­go­ry, der mit dem Fall be­faßt ist, und in bei­den wer­de ich zur Mit­ar­beit ein­ge­la­den.«




“Tues­day even­ing!” I ex­claimed. “And this is Thursday morn­ing. Why didn’t you go down yes­ter­day?”

»Diens­tag­abend!« rief ich. »Und jetzt ist Don­ners­tag­mor­gen. Warum sind Sie nicht schon ges­tern hin­ge­fah­ren?«




“Be­cause I made a blun­der, my dear Wat­son —

»Weil ich einen Bock ge­schos­sen habe, mein lie­ber Wat­son,

which is, I am afraid, a more com­mon oc­cur­rence than any one would think who only knew me through your mem­oirs.

und das, fürch­te ich, pas­siert öf­ter, als je­mand an­neh­men könn­te, der mich nur aus Ih­ren Me­moi­ren kennt.

The fact is that I could not be­lieve it pos­sible that the most re­mark­able horse in Eng­land could long re­main con­cealed,

Tat­sa­che ist, ich konn­te nicht glau­ben, daß es mög­lich wäre, das be­mer­kens­wer­tes­te Pferd Eng­lands lan­ge ver­bor­gen zu hal­ten,

es­pe­cially in so sparsely in­hab­ited a place as the north of Dart­moor.

be­son­ders nicht in ei­nem so dünn­be­sie­del­ten Ge­biet wie dem Nor­den von Dart­moor.

From hour to hour yes­ter­day I ex­pec­ted to hear that he had been found, and that his ab­duct­or was the mur­der­er of John Straker.

Von Stun­de zu Stun­de habe ich ges­tern zu hö­ren er­war­tet, daß man es ge­fun­den habe und daß der Ent­füh­rer der Mör­der von John Stra­ker sei.

When, however, an­oth­er morn­ing had come, and I found

Als dann der Mor­gen an­brach und es sich her­aus­stell­te,

that bey­ond the ar­rest of young Fitzroy Simpson noth­ing had been done, I felt that it was time for me to take ac­tion.

daß au­ßer der Ver­haf­tung des jun­gen Fitz­roy Simp­son nichts ge­sche­hen war, fühl­te ich, es sei Zeit für mich, in Ak­ti­on zu tre­ten.

Yet in some ways I feel that yes­ter­day has not been wasted.”

Den­noch kommt es mir ir­gend­wie vor, als sei der gest­ri­ge Tag nicht ver­schwen­det.«




“You have formed a the­ory, then?”

»Sie ha­ben also eine Theo­rie auf­ge­baut?«




“At least I have got a grip of the es­sen­tial facts of the case.

»We­nigs­tens habe ich die wich­tigs­ten Fak­ten des Falls im Griff.

I shall enu­mer­ate them to you, for noth­ing clears up a case so much as stat­ing it to an­oth­er per­son,

Ich wer­de sie Ih­nen auf­zäh­len, denn nichts macht einen Fall über­sicht­li­cher, als wenn man ihn je­man­dem vor­trägt,

and I can hardly ex­pect your co-op­er­a­tion if I do not show you the po­s­i­tion from which we start.”

und au­ßer­dem kann ich Ihre Mit­ar­beit kaum er­war­ten, wenn ich Ih­nen nicht die Stel­le zei­ge, bei der wir an­fan­gen.«




I lay back against the cush­ions, puff­ing at my ci­gar, while Holmes, lean­ing for­ward,

Ich lehn­te mich in das Pols­ter und paff­te mei­ne Zi­gar­re, wäh­rend Hol­mes, vor­ge­beugt,

with his long, thin fore­finger check­ing off the points upon the palm of his left hand,

mit sei­nem lan­gen Zei­ge­fin­ger die ein­zel­nen Punk­te an der lin­ken Hand ab­zäh­lend,

gave me a sketch of the events which had led to our jour­ney.

mir einen Um­riß der Er­eig­nis­se ver­mit­tel­te, die zu un­se­rer Rei­se ge­führt hat­ten.




“Sil­ver Blaze,” said he, “is from the So­momy stock, and holds as bril­liant a re­cord as his fam­ous an­cest­or.

»Sil­ver Bla­ze«, sag­te er, »stammt aus der Iso­no­my-Li­nie und hat eine ähn­lich glän­zen­de Sie­ges­lis­te wie sein be­rühm­ter Vor­fahr.

He is now in his fifth year, and has brought in turn each of the prizes of the turf to Col­on­el Ross, his for­tu­nate own­er.

Er steht jetzt in sei­nem fünf­ten Jahr und hat Co­lo­nel Ross, sei­nem glück­li­chen Be­sit­zer, hin­ter­ein­an­der alle Prei­se des Turfs ge­bracht.

Up to the time of the cata­strophe he was the first fa­vor­ite for the Wessex Cup, the bet­ting be­ing three to one on him.

Bis zu der Ka­ta­stro­phe war er der ers­te Fa­vo­rit für den Wes­sex-Cup – die Wet­ten stan­den drei zu eins.

He has al­ways, however, been a prime fa­vor­ite with the ra­cing pub­lic, and has nev­er yet dis­ap­poin­ted them,

Er war im­mer der Lieb­ling des Renn­pu­bli­kums, und bis jetzt hat er es nie ent­täuscht;

so that even at those odds enorm­ous sums of money have been laid upon him.

selbst bei klei­nen Wet­ten wur­den enor­me Sum­men auf ihn ge­setzt.

It is ob­vi­ous, there­fore, that there were many people who had the strongest in­terest in pre­vent­ing Sil­ver Blaze from be­ing there at the fall of the flag next Tues­day.

Es liegt des­halb auf der Hand, daß vie­le Leu­te das stärks­te In­ter­es­se hat­ten, den Start von Sil­ver Bla­ze am nächs­ten Diens­tag zu ver­hin­dern.




“The fact was, of course, ap­pre­ci­ated at King’s Py­land, where the Col­on­el’s train­ing-stable is situ­ated. Every pre­cau­tion was taken to guard the fa­vor­ite.

Das war na­tür­lich in King’s Py­land, wo die Stal­lun­gen des Co­lo­nel lie­gen, be­kannt. Alle Vor­sichts­maß­nah­men, den Fa­vo­ri­ten zu schüt­zen, wa­ren ge­trof­fen.

The train­er, John Straker, is a re­tired jockey who rode in Col­on­el Ross’s col­ors be­fore he be­came too heavy for the weigh­ing-chair.

Der Trai­ner, John Stra­ker, war ein ehe­ma­li­ger Jockey – er ritt für Co­lo­nel Ross’ Far­ben, be­vor er für die Waa­ge zu schwer wur­de.

He has served the Col­on­el for five years as jockey and for sev­en as train­er, and has al­ways shown him­self to be a zeal­ous and hon­est ser­vant.

Er hat dem Co­lo­nel fünf Jah­re als Jockey ge­dient und sie­ben Jah­re als Trai­ner, und im­mer hat er sich als eif­ri­ger und ehr­li­cher An­ge­stell­ter er­wie­sen.

Un­der him were three lads; for the es­tab­lish­ment was a small one, con­tain­ing only four horses in all.

Un­ter Stra­ker ar­bei­te­ten nur drei Bur­schen, denn es han­delt sich um einen klei­nen Renn­stall, in dem nur vier Pfer­de be­treut wer­den.

One of these lads sat up each night in the stable, while the oth­ers slept in the loft. All three bore ex­cel­lent char­ac­ters.

Je­weils ei­ner von die­sen Bur­schen hält Nacht­wa­che, wäh­rend die an­de­ren auf dem Spei­cher schla­fen. Alle drei Jun­gen ha­ben einen her­vor­ra­gen­den Ruf.

John Straker, who is a mar­ried man, lived in a small villa about two hun­dred yards from the stables.

Der ver­hei­ra­te­te John Stra­ker wohn­te in ei­nem klei­nen Land­haus, etwa zwei­hun­dert Yards von den Stäl­len ent­fernt.

He has no chil­dren, keeps one maid-ser­vant, and is com­fort­ably off.

Er hat­te kei­ne Kin­der, hielt sich ein Dienst­mäd­chen und war ganz gut dran.

The coun­try round is very lonely, but about half a mile to the north there is a small cluster of vil­las

Die Ge­gend ist sehr ein­sam, aber un­ge­fähr eine hal­be Mei­le nörd­lich gibt es eine klei­ne Grup­pe Land­häu­ser,

which have been built by a Tav­is­tock con­tract­or for the use of in­val­ids and oth­ers who may wish to en­joy the pure Dart­moor air.

die von ei­nem Un­ter­neh­mer aus Ta­vi­stock für Kran­ke und an­de­re Leu­te, die die rei­ne Luft von Dart­moor ge­nie­ßen wol­len, er­baut wor­den sind.

Tav­is­tock it­self lies two miles to the west, while across the moor, also about two miles dis­tant,

Das Städt­chen Ta­vi­stock liegt zwei Mei­len wei­ter west­lich, und jen­seits des Moors, in eben­falls un­ge­fähr zwei Mei­len Ent­fer­nung,

is the lar­ger train­ing es­tab­lish­ment of Mapleton, which be­longs to Lord Back­wa­ter, and is man­aged by Silas Brown.

be­fin­det sich der grö­ße­re Renn­stall von Caple­ton, der Lord Back­wa­ter ge­hört und von Si­las Brown ge­lei­tet wird.

In every oth­er dir­ec­tion the moor is a com­plete wil­der­ness, in­hab­ited only by a few roam­ing gypsies.

Nach je­der an­de­ren Rich­tung ist das Moor völ­li­ge Wild­nis und wird nur von ein paar um­her­zie­hen­den Zi­geu­nern be­wohnt.

Such was the gen­er­al situ­ation last Monday night when the cata­strophe oc­curred.

Das war die all­ge­mei­ne Si­tua­ti­on am Abend des letz­ten Mon­tags, als sich die Ka­ta­stro­phe er­eig­ne­te.









I. SILVER BLAZE
 



“I AM afraid, Wat­son, that I shall have to go,” said Holmes, as we sat down to­geth­er to our break­fast one morn­ing. 



“Go! Where to?” 



“To Dart­moor; to King’s Py­land.” 



I was not sur­prised. In­deed, my only won­der was that he had not already been mixed up in this ex­traordin­ary case, 
which was the one top­ic of con­ver­sa­tion through the length and breadth of Eng­land. 
For a whole day my com­pan­ion had rambled about the room with his chin upon his chest and his brows knit­ted, 
char­ging and re­char­ging his pipe with the strongest black to­bacco, and ab­so­lutely deaf to any of my ques­tions or re­marks. 
Fresh edi­tions of every pa­per had been sent up by our news agent, only to be glanced over and tossed down into a corner. 
Yet, si­lent as he was, I knew per­fectly well what it was over which he was brood­ing. 
There was but one prob­lem be­fore the pub­lic which could chal­lenge his powers of ana­lys­is, 
and that was the sin­gu­lar dis­ap­pear­ance of the fa­vor­ite for the Wessex Cup, and the tra­gic murder of its train­er. 
When, there­fore, he sud­denly an­nounced his in­ten­tion of set­ting out for the scene of the drama it was only what I had both ex­pec­ted and hoped for. 



“I should be most happy to go down with you if I should not be in the way,” said I. 



“My dear Wat­son, you would con­fer a great fa­vor upon me by com­ing. 
And I think that your time will not be mis­spent, for there are points about the case which prom­ise to make it an ab­so­lutely unique one. 
We have, I think, just time to catch our train at Pad­ding­ton, and I will go fur­ther into the mat­ter upon our jour­ney. 
You would ob­lige me by bring­ing with you your very ex­cel­lent field-glass.” 



And so it happened that an hour or so later I found my­self in the corner of a first-class car­riage fly­ing along en route for Ex­eter, 
while Sher­lock Holmes, with his sharp, eager face framed in his ear-flapped trav­el­ling-cap, 
dipped rap­idly into the bundle of fresh pa­pers which he had pro­cured at Pad­ding­ton. 
We had left Read­ing far be­hind us be­fore he thrust the last one of them un­der the seat, and offered me his ci­gar-case. 



“We are go­ing well,” said he, look­ing out the win­dow and glan­cing at his watch. 
“Our rate at present is fifty-three and a half miles an hour.” 



“I have not ob­served the quarter-mile posts,” said I. 



“Nor have I. But the tele­graph posts upon this line are sixty yards apart, and the cal­cu­la­tion is a simple one. 
I pre­sume that you have looked into this mat­ter of the murder of John Straker and the dis­ap­pear­ance of Sil­ver Blaze?” 



“I have seen what the Tele­graph and the Chron­icle have to say.” 



“It is one of those cases where the art of the reason­er should be used rather for the sift­ing of de­tails than for the ac­quir­ing of fresh evid­ence. 
The tragedy has been so un­com­mon, so com­plete and of such per­son­al im­port­ance to so many people, 
that we are suf­fer­ing from a pleth­ora of sur­mise, con­jec­ture, and hy­po­thes­is. 
The dif­fi­culty is to de­tach the frame­work of fact — of ab­so­lute un­deni­able fact — from the em­bel­lish­ments of the­or­ists and re­port­ers. 
Then, hav­ing es­tab­lished ourselves upon this sound basis, it is our duty to see 
what in­fer­ences may be drawn and what are the spe­cial points upon which the whole mys­tery turns. 
On Tues­day even­ing I re­ceived tele­grams from both Col­on­el Ross, the own­er of the horse, 
and from In­spect­or Gregory, who is look­ing after the case, in­vit­ing my co­oper­a­tion.” 



“Tues­day even­ing!” I ex­claimed. “And this is Thursday morn­ing. Why didn’t you go down yes­ter­day?” 



“Be­cause I made a blun­der, my dear Wat­son — 
which is, I am afraid, a more com­mon oc­cur­rence than any one would think who only knew me through your mem­oirs. 
The fact is that I could not be­lieve it pos­sible that the most re­mark­able horse in Eng­land could long re­main con­cealed, 
es­pe­cially in so sparsely in­hab­ited a place as the north of Dart­moor. 
From hour to hour yes­ter­day I ex­pec­ted to hear that he had been found, and that his ab­duct­or was the mur­der­er of John Straker. 
When, however, an­oth­er morn­ing had come, and I found 
that bey­ond the ar­rest of young Fitzroy Simpson noth­ing had been done, I felt that it was time for me to take ac­tion. 
Yet in some ways I feel that yes­ter­day has not been wasted.” 



“You have formed a the­ory, then?” 



“At least I have got a grip of the es­sen­tial facts of the case. 
I shall enu­mer­ate them to you, for noth­ing clears up a case so much as stat­ing it to an­oth­er per­son, 
and I can hardly ex­pect your co-op­er­a­tion if I do not show you the po­s­i­tion from which we start.” 



I lay back against the cush­ions, puff­ing at my ci­gar, while Holmes, lean­ing for­ward, 
with his long, thin fore­finger check­ing off the points upon the palm of his left hand, 
gave me a sketch of the events which had led to our jour­ney. 



“Sil­ver Blaze,” said he, “is from the So­momy stock, and holds as bril­liant a re­cord as his fam­ous an­cest­or. 
He is now in his fifth year, and has brought in turn each of the prizes of the turf to Col­on­el Ross, his for­tu­nate own­er. 
Up to the time of the cata­strophe he was the first fa­vor­ite for the Wessex Cup, the bet­ting be­ing three to one on him. 
He has al­ways, however, been a prime fa­vor­ite with the ra­cing pub­lic, and has nev­er yet dis­ap­poin­ted them, 
so that even at those odds enorm­ous sums of money have been laid upon him. 
It is ob­vi­ous, there­fore, that there were many people who had the strongest in­terest in pre­vent­ing Sil­ver Blaze from be­ing there at the fall of the flag next Tues­day. 



“The fact was, of course, ap­pre­ci­ated at King’s Py­land, where the Col­on­el’s train­ing-stable is situ­ated. Every pre­cau­tion was taken to guard the fa­vor­ite. 
The train­er, John Straker, is a re­tired jockey who rode in Col­on­el Ross’s col­ors be­fore he be­came too heavy for the weigh­ing-chair. 
He has served the Col­on­el for five years as jockey and for sev­en as train­er, and has al­ways shown him­self to be a zeal­ous and hon­est ser­vant. 
Un­der him were three lads; for the es­tab­lish­ment was a small one, con­tain­ing only four horses in all. 
One of these lads sat up each night in the stable, while the oth­ers slept in the loft. All three bore ex­cel­lent char­ac­ters. 
John Straker, who is a mar­ried man, lived in a small villa about two hun­dred yards from the stables. 
He has no chil­dren, keeps one maid-ser­vant, and is com­fort­ably off. 
The coun­try round is very lonely, but about half a mile to the north there is a small cluster of vil­las 
which have been built by a Tav­is­tock con­tract­or for the use of in­val­ids and oth­ers who may wish to en­joy the pure Dart­moor air. 
Tav­is­tock it­self lies two miles to the west, while across the moor, also about two miles dis­tant, 
is the lar­ger train­ing es­tab­lish­ment of Mapleton, which be­longs to Lord Back­wa­ter, and is man­aged by Silas Brown. 
In every oth­er dir­ec­tion the moor is a com­plete wil­der­ness, in­hab­ited only by a few roam­ing gypsies. 
Such was the gen­er­al situ­ation last Monday night when the cata­strophe oc­curred. 
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