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PRIDE AND PREJUDICE
—by Jane Austen, 1813

[Part 12 of 140]
Chapter 9

Elizabeth passed the chief of the night
in her sister’s room, and in the morning had
the pleasure of being able to send a tolerable
answer to the inquiries which she very early
received from Mr. Bingley by a housemaid,
and some time afterwards from the two
elegant ladies who waited on his sisters. In
spite of this amendment, however, she
requested to have a note sent to Longbourn,
desiring her mother to visit Jane, and form
her own judgement of her situation. The note
was immediately dispatched, and its contents
as quickly complied with. Mrs. Bennet,
accompanied by her two youngest girls,
reached Netherfield soon after the family
breakfast.

Had she found Jane in any apparent
danger, Mrs. Bennet would have been very
miserable; but being satisfied on seeing her
that her illness was not alarming, she had no
wish of her recovering immediately, as her
restoration to health would probably remove
her from Netherfield. She would not listen,
therefore, to her daughter’s proposal of being
carried home; neither did the apothecary, who
arrived about the same time, think it at all
advisable. After sitting a little while with
Jane, on Miss Bingley’s appearance and
invitation, the mother and three daughters all
attended her into the breakfast parlour.
Bingley met them with hopes that Mrs.
Bennet had not found Miss Bennet worse

than she expected.
“Indeed I have, sir,” was her answer.

“She is a great deal too ill to be moved. Mr.
Jones says we must not think of moving her.
We must trespass a little longer on your
kindness.”

“Removed!” cried Bingley. “It must not
be thought of. My sister, I am sure, will not
hear of her removal.”

“You may depend upon it, Madam,” said
Miss Bingley, with cold civility, “that Miss
Bennet will receive every possible attention
while she remains with us.”

Mrs. Bennet was profuse in her
acknowledgments.

“I am sure,” she added, “if it was not
for such good friends I do not know what
would become of her, for she is very ill
indeed, and suffers a vast deal, though with
the greatest patience in the world, which is
always the way with her, for she has, without
exception, the sweetest temper I have ever
met with. I often tell my other girls they are
nothing to her . You have a sweet room here,
Mr. Bingley, and a charming prospect over
the gravel walk. I do not know a place in the
country that is equal to Netherfield. You will
not think of quitting it in a hurry, I hope,
though you have but a short lease.”

“Whatever I do is done in a hurry,”
replied he; “and therefore if I should resolve
to quit Netherfield, I should probably be off
in five minutes. At present, however, I
consider myself as quite fixed here.”

“That is exactly what I should have
supposed of you,” said Elizabeth.

“You begin to comprehend me, do you?”

cried he, turning towards her.
“Oh! yes—I understand you perfectly.”
“I wish I might take this for a

compliment; but to be so easily seen through I
am afraid is pitiful.”

“That is as it happens. It does not
follow that a deep, intricate character is more
or less estimable than such a one as yours.”

“Lizzy,” cried her mother, “remember
where you are, and do not run on in the wild
manner that you are suffered to do at home.”

“I did not know before,” continued
Bingley immediately, “that you were a
studier of character. It must be an amusing
study.”

“Yes, but intricate characters are the
most amusing. They have at least that
advantage.”

“The country,” said Darcy, “can in
general supply but a few subjects for such a
study. In a country neighbourhood you move
in a very confined and unvarying society.”

“But people themselves alter so much,
that there is something new to be observed in
them for ever.”

“Yes, indeed,” cried Mrs. Bennet,
offended by his manner of mentioning a
country neighbourhood. “I assure you there
[Continued on page 2]

A CASE OF IDENTITY
—by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 1891

[Part 4 of 6]
“I then glanced at her face, and, observing the
dint of a pince-nez at either side of her nose,
I ventured a remark upon short sight and
typewriting, which seemed to surprise her.”

“It surprised me.”
“But, surely, it was obvious. I was then

much surprised and interested on glancing
down to observe that, though the boots which
she was wearing were not unlike each other,
they were really odd ones; the one having a
slightly decorated toe-cap, and the other a
plain one. One was buttoned only in the two
lower buttons out of five, and the other at the
first, third, and fifth. Now, when you see that
a young lady, otherwise neatly dressed, has
come away from home with odd boots,
half-buttoned, it is no great deduction to say
that she came away in a hurry.”

“And what else?” I asked, keenly
interested, as I always was, by my friend’s
incisive reasoning.

“I noted, in passing, that she had written
a note before leaving home but after being
fully dressed. You observed that her right
glove was torn at the forefinger, but you did
not apparently see that both glove and finger
were stained with violet ink. She had written
in a hurry and dipped her pen too deep. It
must have been this morning, or the mark
would not remain clear upon the finger. All
this is amusing, though rather elementary,
but I must go back to business, Watson.

Would you mind reading me the advertised
description of Mr. Hosmer Angel?”

I held the little printed slip to the light.
“Missing,” it said, “on the morning of

the fourteenth, a gentleman named Hosmer
Angel. About five ft. seven in. in height;
strongly built, sallow complexion, black hair,
a little bald in the centre, bushy, black
side-whiskers and moustache; tinted glasses,
slight infirmity of speech. Was dressed,
when last seen, in black frock-coat faced with
silk, black waistcoat, gold Albert chain, and
grey Harris tweed trousers, with brown
gaiters over elastic-sided boots. Known to
have been employed in an office in
Leadenhall Street. Anybody bringing–”

“That will do,” said Holmes. “As to the
letters,” he continued, glancing over them,
“they are very commonplace. Absolutely no
clue in them to Mr. Angel, save that he quotes
Balzac once. There is one remarkable point,
however, which will no doubt strike you.”

“They are typewritten,” I remarked.
“Not only that, but the signature is

typewritten. Look at the neat little ‘Hosmer
Angel’ at the bottom. There is a date, you see,
but no superscription except Leadenhall
Street, which is rather vague. The point
about the signature is very suggestive–in
fact, we may call it conclusive.”

“Of what?”
“My dear fellow, is it possible you do

not see how strongly it bears upon the case?”
“I cannot say that I do unless it were

that he wished to be able to deny his
signature if an action for breach of promise
[Continued on page 2]

MINUTE MYSTERIES:
Class Day

—by H.A. Ripley, 1932
‘Baklioff, in person, combined with “Grand
Hotel,” had packed the Paramount,’ said the
Professor. ‘Every seat was occupied and
standing-room was at a premium. What an
opening it was!’ he continued.

‘As the picture neared its end and the
orchestra, under the magnificent leadership
of Baklioff, reached the climax of Mascagni’s
“Cavalleria Rusticana,” a shot rang out.

‘Inspector Kelley who accompanied me,
was immediately on his feet bellowing,
“Lights!” They were quickly turned on and
the picture stopped. Warning everyone to
keep his seat, we started for the back of the
theater, when a man’s body slumped out of a
seat and fell almost at our feet. A hurried
examination disclosed he had been shot in the
back of the head and that he was an
extremely tall man.

‘Leaving Kelley to look after things, I
hurried to the operator’s booth. When almost
there, I heard another shot and knew I was
too late. Entering the small compartment,
hung under the balcony, I found the operator
with a bullet through his temple and a
smoking revolver by his side.

‘“Not much to this,” I remarked, as
Kelley joined me.

‘“I wonder if he got the right man,”
commented the Inspector. “I don’t understand
how he could have made such a splendid shot
under the circumstances. Amazing!”’

‘Was the dead man sitting in an aisle
seat?’ interrupted one of the class.

‘Yes,’ replied Fordney.
‘Gee, that’s a good one, Professor, but I

know now the one thing wrong with your
story,’ said the student.

o
Doyou?

[Solution on page 2]
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Easy Sudoku

3 7 9 5 6

7 6 9 2 1

4 2 5 6 1 7 9

9 4 2 1 6 7 8

8 4 7 9

5 7 3 4 6

2 1 4 9 8 3

6 8 1 3 5 4 2

3 9 4 5 8 6 1

Sudoku Solution

8 1 3 7 9 5 2 6 4

7 6 9 8 2 4 3 5 1

4 2 5 6 3 1 7 9 8

9 4 2 1 6 7 8 3 5

1 3 6 5 8 2 4 7 9

5 7 8 3 4 9 1 2 6

2 5 1 4 7 6 9 8 3

6 8 7 9 1 3 5 4 2

3 9 4 2 5 8 6 1 7

Pride And Prejudice
[Continued from page 1]
is quite as much of that going on in the
country as in town.”

Everybody was surprised, and Darcy,
after looking at her for a moment, turned
silently away. Mrs. Bennet, who fancied she
had gained a complete victory over him,
continued her triumph.

“I cannot see that London has any great
advantage over the country, for my part,
except the shops and public places. The
country is a vast deal pleasanter, is it not,
Mr. Bingley?”

“When I am in the country,” he replied,
“I never wish to leave it; and when I am in
town it is pretty much the same. They have
each their advantages, and I can be equally
happy in either.”

“Aye—that is because you have the
right disposition. But that gentleman,”
looking at Darcy, “seemed to think the
country was nothing at all.”

“Indeed, Mamma, you are mistaken,”
said Elizabeth, blushing for her mother. “You
quite mistook Mr. Darcy. He only meant that
there was not such a variety of people to be
met with in the country as in the town, which
you must acknowledge to be true.”

“Certainly, my dear, nobody said there
were; but as to not meeting with many people
in this neighbourhood, I believe there are few
neighbourhoods larger. I know we dine with
four-and-twenty families.”

Nothing but concern for Elizabeth
could enable Bingley to keep his countenance.
His sister was less delicate, and directed her
eyes towards Mr. Darcy with a very
expressive smile. Elizabeth, for the sake of
saying something that might turn her
mother’s thoughts, now asked her if
Charlotte Lucas had been at Longbourn since
her coming away.

“Yes, she called yesterday with her
father. What an agreeable man Sir William
is, Mr. Bingley, is not he? Somuch the man of
fashion! So genteel and easy! He has always
something to say to everybody.”
[To be continued.]

† ¢

A Case Of Identity
[Continued from page 1]
were instituted.”

“No, that was not the point. However, I
shall write two letters, which should settle
the matter. One is to a firm in the City, the
other is to the young lady’s stepfather, Mr.
Windibank, asking him whether he could
meet us here at six o’clock tomorrow evening.
It is just as well that we should do business
with the male relatives. And now, Doctor, we
can do nothing until the answers to those
letters come, so we may put our little problem
upon the shelf for the interim.”

I had had so many reasons to believe in
my friend’s subtle powers of reasoning and
extraordinary energy in action that I felt that
he must have some solid grounds for the
assured and easy demeanour with which he
treated the singular mystery which he had
been called upon to fathom. Once only had I
known him to fail, in the case of the King of
Bohemia and of the Irene Adler photograph;
but when I looked back to the weird business
of the Sign of Four, and the extraordinary
circumstances connected with the Study in
Scarlet, I felt that it would be a strange tangle
indeed which he could not unravel.

I left him then, still puffing at his black
clay pipe, with the conviction that when I
came again on the next evening I would find
that he held in his hands all the clues which
would lead up to the identity of the
disappearing bridegroom of Miss Mary
Sutherland.

A professional case of great gravity was
engaging my own attention at the time, and
the whole of next day I was busy at the
bedside of the sufferer. It was not until close
upon six o’clock that I found myself free and
was able to spring into a hansom and drive to
Baker Street, half afraid that I might be too
late to assist at the d nouement of the little
mystery. I found Sherlock Holmes alone,
however, half asleep, with his long, thin form
curled up in the recesses of his armchair. A
formidable array of bottles and test-tubes,
with the pungent cleanly smell of
hydrochloric acid, told me that he had spent
his day in the chemical work which was so
dear to him.

“Well, have you solved it?” I asked as I
entered.

“Yes. It was the bisulphate of baryta.”
“No, no, the mystery!” I cried.
“Oh, that! I thought of the salt that I

have been working upon. There was never
any mystery in the matter, though, as I said
yesterday, some of the details are of interest.

The only drawback is that there is no law, I
fear, that can touch the scoundrel.”

“Who was he, then, and what was his
object in deserting Miss Sutherland?”

The question was hardly out of my
mouth, and Holmes had not yet opened his
lips to reply, when we heard a heavy footfall
in the passage and a tap at the door.

“This is the girl’s stepfather, Mr. James
Windibank,” said Holmes. “He has written to
me to say that he would be here at six. Come
in!”

The man who entered was a sturdy,
middle-sized fellow, some thirty years of age,
clean-shaven, and sallow-skinned, with a
bland, insinuating manner, and a pair of
wonderfully sharp and penetrating grey eyes.
He shot a questioning glance at each of us,
placed his shiny top-hat upon the sideboard,
and with a slight bow sidled down into the
nearest chair.

“Good-evening, Mr. James Windibank,”
said Holmes. “I think that this typewritten
letter is from you, in which you made an
appointment with me for six o’clock?”

“Yes, sir. I am afraid that I am a little
late, but I am not quite my own master, you
know. I am sorry that Miss Sutherland has
troubled you about this little matter, for I
think it is far better not to wash linen of the
sort in public. It was quite against my
wishes that she came, but she is a very
excitable, impulsive girl, as you may have
noticed, and she is not easily controlled when
she has made up her mind on a point. Of
course, I did not mind you so much, as you
are not connected with the official police, but
it is not pleasant to have a family misfortune
like this noised abroad. Besides, it is a
useless expense, for how could you possibly
find this Hosmer Angel?”

“On the contrary,” said Holmes quietly;
“I have every reason to believe that I will
succeed in discovering Mr. Hosmer Angel.”

Mr. Windibank gave a violent start and
dropped his gloves. “I am delighted to hear
it,” he said.

“It is a curious thing,” remarked
Holmes, “that a typewriter has really quite
as much individuality as a man’s
handwriting. Unless they are quite new, no
two of them write exactly alike. Some letters
get more worn than others, and some wear
only on one side. Now, you remark in this
note of yours, Mr. Windibank, that in every
case there is some little slurring over of the
‘e,’ and a slight defect in the tail of the ‘r.’
There are fourteen other characteristics, but
those are the more obvious.”
[To be continued.]

† ¢

Minute Mysteries Solution:
The student readily recognized the

absurdity of the Professor’s story which he
had given to his class to test their quick
detection of a glaring inconsistency. If it
must be explained, an orchestra under
personal leadership does not play during the
showing of a ‘talkie.’ Right?

Wit marries ideas lying far apart, by a
sudden jerk of the understanding.

—Whipple.
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