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A CASE OF IDENTITY

“My dear fellow,” said Sherlock Holmes, as we sat on
either side of the fire in his flat at Baker Street, “life i8
a strange and difficult thing.”

We were discussing life in general' and his cases and
problems that people came to consult about.

Then Holmes rose from his chair, and was stand:
ing near the window, looking down into the dull Lon-
don street. I did the same and saw a large woman with
a heavy fur boa? round her neck. She looked nervously ab
our windows. She seemed to be hesitating. But suddenly:

! in general — B obmem
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she hurried across the road, and we heard the sound of
the bell.

“] have seen this before,” said Holmes, “throwing his
cigarette into the fire. “I am sure there is a love matter.
Here she comes to tell us everything.”

As he spoke there was a tap at the door and the lady
came in. Sherlock Holmes greeted her, closed the door and
powed her an armchair. Then he looked her over.

“Don’t you think,” he said,
sight' it is not so easy to do so much typewriting?”

«1 did at first,” she answered,
where the letters are. So I don’t need to look at them.”

“that with your short
“but now I know

Then suddenly she looked with a great surprise and fear
on her face. “You have heard about me, Mr.Holmes,” she
cried, “or how could you know all that?”

“Never mind,” said Holmes laughing, “it’s my work
to know things. If not, why else should you come to con-
sult me?” :

“My name is Mary Sutherland. I came to you, sir,
because I heard of you. Oh, Mr.Holmes, help me please.
I am not rich, but I have a hundred a year in my own
right, and I can give it all to find out what has become
of Mr.Hosmer Angel.”

“Why did you hurry so much?” asked Sherlock Hol-
mes, with his finger-tips® together.

Miss Sutherland looked with surprise again.

“Yes, you are right,” she said. “Because I became an-
gry with Mr. Windibank — he is my father. He refused to
g0 to the police and he refused to go to you, so I decided
to do it myself.”

1
" short sight — 6amsopykocTs
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“Your father?” said Holmes. “I think he is your step
father. You have different names.’ ] :

“Yes, my stepfather. I call him father. It So‘mds‘
funny, because he is only five years older than me.’

“Is your mother alive?”

“Yes, she is alive and well. I didn’t like, Mr. Holmes,
this marriage. It happened so soon after father’s death,
This man is about fifteen years younger than herself. Fa-
ther was a plumber, he left good business, which mother
held on! with Mr. Hardy, her helper. But Mr. Windibank
made her sell the business. They got about 5,000 pounds.”

“Your little money,” Holmes asked, “does it come out
of the business?” .

“No, sir, it was left by my Uncle Ned in Auckland.
About 2,500 pounds, but I can only touch the interest®.”

“Your story is very interesting,” said Holmes. “I am
sure a single lady can live well on such money.”

“Yes, but as I live at home, they use the money
while T am staying with them. Of course, it’s not for long.
I also earn some money typewriting. It brings me two-
pence a sheet, and I can do about twenty sheets a day.”

“Well, T see,” said Holmes. “This is my friend,
Dr. Watson, he helps me a lot. Now tell us about Mr.Hos"
mer Angel.” h

“I met him first at the ball. Mr.Windibank never
liked me doing such things. But that time he went off to
France on the business of the firm?, and we went, mother
and I, with Mr.Hardy. There I met Mr.Hosmer Angel. %

“I think,” said Holmes, “that when Mr. Windibank
i

came home he was very angry with you.”

&
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“No. He laughed, and shrugged his shoulders, and
said that women always did what they liked.”

“I see.”

“The next day Mr.Angel came to ask if we had got
home safe, then we went for walks two times, but after
that father came back, and Mr. Angel could not appear in
the house.”

“No?”

“You know, my father does not like such things. He
always said that a woman should be happy at home.”

“And Mr.Hosmer Angel? Did he try to see you?”

“Well, Hosmer wrote to me and said that it would be
better to wait until my father’s next leaving. He wrote to
me every day.”

“Were you engaged! to him?”

“Yes, Mr.Holmes. We became engaged after our first
walk. Mr.Angel was a cashier in an office — and—"

“What office?”

“I don’t know.”

“Where did he live?”

“I don’t know his address.”

“Where did you send your letters to?”

“To the post-office. I wanted to send them to his
office but he answered that he didn’t want the clerks to
laugh at him. I offered to typewrite them, like he did.
But he asked me to write them. He said that when my
letters were typewritten he felt that the typewriter had
been between us.”

“I see.”

“He was a very shy man, Mr.Holmes. We always
walked in the evening. His voice was soft. He was well-

{
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dressed, neat and simple, but he wore dark glasses, be-
cause he had weak eyes.”

“What happened when your father left for France?”

“Mr. Hosmer Angel came to the house again, and
asked me to marry him before his return. He made me
promise that I would always be true to him. Mother said
it was a sign of his love. My mother liked Hosmer from
the very beginning. When they talked about our marriage,
I began to ask about father, mother said she would speak
to him herself.

“But I wrote to father at Bordeaux, where there
were French offices, but my letter came back to me.”

“It missed him?”

“Yes. He was on his way home.”

“Was your wedding arranged for Friday? Was it to
be in church?”

“Yes, but very quietly. Then we were going to have
breakfast. Hosmer came for us in a cab and he put us in
it, then he stepped into another cab. We got to the church
first, but he disappeared. When his cab arrived, there was
no one in it. The cabman could say nothing. That was last
Friday, and I have never seen him since then.”

“Could he just leave you?”

“Oh, no, sir! He was too good to leave me. All the
morning he was saying that I should always remember him
and love him forever. It was not a usual topic for a wed-
ding talk.”

“What do you think of all this?”

“] think he could feel some danger coming. And he
was right.”

“One more question. How did your mother react?”

“She was angry.”

“And your father? Did you tell him?”
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“Yes, he agreed that something serious had hap-
pened, and that Hosmer would appear some day. But
I don’t know what to think of all this. I can’t even sleep
at night.”

She began to cry.

“’ll try to solve your problem,” said Holmes, rising,
“and I am sure we’ll be successful. Try to forget about him.”

“You don’t hope I’ll see him again?”

“T am afraid not.”

“What has happened to him?”

“Let me work at this case. Give me a full description
of Mr.Angel, and I need his letters.”

“] gave an advertisement in the papers,” she said.
“Here is the slip!, and here are four letters.”

“Thank you. Where’s your father’s place of work?”

“He works for the wine company of Fenchurch Street.”

“Thank you. And remember my advice.”

“You are very kind, Mr.Holmes, but I cannot do it.
I’ll remember him forever.” :

She went away and promised to come again.

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for some time. His eyes
were fixed on the ceiling.

“Would you mind to read me his description from the
papers?”

“Missing?,” was said {in the paper, “a gentleman
named Hosmer Angel. About five feet in height, little
bald?® in the centre, moustache; dark glasses. Was dressed
in black coat and grey trousers.”

! glip [slip] — BBIpE3Ka U3 raseThl
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“That’s enough,” said Holmes. “Let’s look at the let-
ters,” he went on, taking them. “No clue at all. But there
is one thing which will surprise you.”

“They are typewritten,” I remarked.

“Yes, and the signature' is typewritten, too. And the
letters ‘H. A.’ are very small. I shall write two letters to
finish this case. One is to the firm where Mr.Windibank
works, the other to Mr.Windibank himself. I want to ask
him to come here at six o’clock tomorrow evening. And
we can rest now.”

The next day I was very busy till six o’clock. Then
I drove to Baker Street in a hurry. I found Sherlock Hol-
mes alone.

“Have you solved it?” I asked.

“Yes. The matter was very simple. The only bad
thing is that there is no law that can send him to prison.”

“Who was he then?”

Holmes had not yet/.opened his mouth, when we
heard heavy steps and a knock at the door.

“This is the girl’s stepfather, Mr.James Windibank,”
said Holmes. “He’s sent me a note and promised to be
here at six. Come in!”

A man entered the room. He was of thirty years, |
and had very sharp eyes?. He looked at each of us and sat

down into the nearest chair.

“Good evening, Mr.James Windibank,” said Holmes.

“Is this your typewritten letter? I got it yesterday.”
“Yes, sir. I am sorry that my stepdaughter has trou-

bled you about this little case. Because it’s impossible to

find this man.”

! signature [signotfo] — mogmmcs
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“On the contrary',” answered Holmes. “I have found

Mr. Windibank was very surprised.

“I am glad to hear it,” he said.

“It is interesting that a typewriter is as individual
as a man’s handwriting. Do you see in your note that the
‘e’ has a special form, and a little defect in the tail of
the ‘r’?”

“We always use this typewriter when we need at the
office,” our visitor answered, looking at Holmes.

“And now I am going to show you something,” Hol-
mes went on. “I have four letters sent by Hosmer Angel.
They are typewritten. The letters have the same defects.”

Mr. Windibank jumped out of his chair, and took
his hat.

“I am not going to listen to these fool things,
Mr.Holmes,” he said. “If you can catch the man, catch
him, and inform me when you have done it.”

“Certainly!” said Holmes; stepping over and turning
the key in the door. “I inform you that I’ve caught him.”

“What? Where?” shouted Mr. Windibank, turning
pale, and looking around the room.

“Mr. Windibank, sit down and let us talk it over.”

Our visitor sat down.

“Now, let me tell you the story, and you will correct
me if I be wrong.” .

Then he began talking.

“The man married a woman who was much older
than he for her money,” said he, “and liked to spend
the money of her daughter as she lived with them. It
was a good sum and they did not want to lose it. The
daughter’s marriage would mean the loss of a hundred

' On the contrary — HaoGopor
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a year. So the stepfather keeps the girl at home and ‘g
doesn’t allow to go anywhere where the people of her 3
age could be. But she does not like to stay at home.
What does he do then? He changes his appearance, puts
on dark glasses, speaks in a low voice, and appears as
Mr.Hosmer Angel.”

“It was just a joke,” said the visitor.

“Then they began to meet. They walked, became en-
gaged, and he made the girl think that he loved her very
much. Then the clever parents decided to finish in such
a dramatic manner. He proposed her to marry him and then
disappeared, making her hope that he would come back.” !

Our visitor came to himself. He rose from his chair
with a cold expression on his pale face.

“You may be right, Mr.Holmes,” said he, “but if you
are so clever you must know that it is you who are break-
ing the law now, and not me.”

“The law cannot touch yeu, you are right,” said Hol-
mes, unlocking the door, “though you deserve punishment.”

But our visitor ran out of the room and from the

3

window we could see Mr.James Windibank running as
quickly as he could down the road. ]
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