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I 

In some of the cases which we now know to have 

been connected with the Red Triangle, there was 

nothing, in the first place, to show any such asso- 

ciation. In some of these cases the connection has 

become apparent only since the final clearing up of 

the whole mystery, and with these cases we have no 

present concern; but in others it revealed itself 

during the investigation of the case. It was to this 

second category that the next case belonged—the 

next at all connectible, that is, after that of the 

mysterious death of Mr. Jacob Mason and the flight 

of Everard Myatt. 

The case was remarkable in other respects also; 

first, because in one of its features it had a resem- 

blance to the case of Samuel’s diamonds, which first 

brought the Red Triangle to Hewitt’s notice; next, 

because in its course Hewitt encountered what he 

declared to be the most ingenious and baffling 

cryptogram that he had ever seen in the length of 

his strange experience; and thirdly, because I was 
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the means of placing that cryptogram in his hands, 

owing to one of those odd chances that arise again 

and again in real life—are, indeed, so common as to 

pass almost unregarded—and yet might be thought 

improbable if offered in the guise of a mere story. 

Hewitt has often alluded to the curious persistence 

of such chances in his experience. I think I have 

elsewhere mentioned a certain police officer’s pro- 

longed search after a criminal for whose arrest he 

held a warrant, ending in the discovery—because of 

a misdirected call—that the man had been living all 

the time next door to himself ; and I have also told 

of the other detective inspector, who, being sent in 

search of a criminal of whom he had but the 

meagrest and most unsatisfactory particulars, and 

whom he scarcely hoped ever to run down, actually 

fell over the man as he was leaving the office where 

he had received his information, in the doorway of 

which the fellow had stooped to tie his shoe-lace ! 

But, as Hewitt would say, nothing but the excep- 

tional nature of the surrounding circumstances 

makes these things seem extraordinary. What 

more ordinary experience, for example, than to 

meet a friend in some London street—perhaps one 

friend of the only dozen or so you have among the 

four millions of people about you? The odds 

against you two, of all the millions, choosing the 



THE LEVER KEY 109 

one street of the thousands in London to walk down 

at the same minute of time, would seem incal- 

culable ; and yet the chance comes off so often as 

to be a matter of the most ordinary experience. 

On this occasion I was expecting orders from 

my editor to produce certain articles on the subject 

of the London hospitals. It will be remembered 

that the matter was very much in the air a few years 

ago, and as nothing is professionally more uncom- 

fortable than to be called on suddenly for an 

accurate and reasonable leading article on a subject 

one knows nothing about, I wrote to my friend, 

Barton McCarthy, who is house-surgeon at St. 

Augustine’s, and he replied by an offer to tell me 

anything I cared to ask if I would call at the 

hospital. 

I set out accordingly some little time after a 

breakfast even later than ordinary, and called in at 

Hewitt’s office on my way downstairs, to say that I 

should not be lunching at our usual place that 

day. 

“No,” Hewitt answered, “nor shall I, I expect. 

I’m off to the City, at once. I have an urgent 

message to go immediately to Kingsley, Bell and 

Dalton’s, in Broad Street, where a big bond 

robbery has just been discovered. Perhaps I can 

give you a lift in my cab ?” 
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We hurried off together accordingly. Hewitt 

knew nothing of the case he had to examine, and so 

could tell me nothing, beyond the short urgent 

request that he would come at once, and that the 

matter involved the loss of bonds to a very large 

amount; and he dropped me at a convenient spot, 

whence my walk to the hospital was but a short 

one. 

I saw my friend McCarthy, and bothered him 

very successfully for nearly an hour, getting all the 

information I had expected, and more, during a 

very interesting walk through the great hospital. 

“You get some idea in a place like this,” said 

McCarthy, as we came at last into the receiving 

room for accident cases, “you get some idea, Brett, 

of the size of this great London machine working 

about us. You might walk about the streets for a 

week and never see a serious accident, or even an 

accident at all, and yet, you see, here they come all 

day long—a stream of people damaged or killed in 

the machine.” 

A decent workman was having a gashed hand 

dressed and strapped, and a navvy with bandages 

about his head was being led away by a friend. 

Nurses and dressers were waiting ready to take their 

orderly turns at the incoming casualties, and as we 

looked a more serious case was brought in on an 
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ambulance by two policemen. The patient was a 

ragged, disreputable-looking fellow of middle age, 

in grimy and tattered clothes, whose head had been 

roughly bandaged by the policemen who brought 

him. He had been knocked down and kicked on 

the head by a butcher’s cart-horse, it seemed, in 

Moorgate Street, and he was quite insensible. A 

very short examination showed that the case was 

nothing trivial, and McCarthy sent me to sit in his 

private room to wait lunch, while he gave the matter 

his personal attention. 

When he returned he brought a small crumpled 

envelope in his hand. “That case is put to bed,” 

he said, “still insensible.” 

“Ts it very bad ?” I asked. 

“Slight fracture of the occipital, and, of course, 

concussion of the brain—probably contusion, too, 

I expect we shall find presently. Not so over 

serious for a healthy man, but I’m afraid he’s an old 

soaker—the sort that crumple up at a _ touch. 

Nobody knows him, and there’s nothing to identify 

him in the pockets—a few coppers, an old knife, 

and soon. So we can’t send to tell his friends— 

unless we bring in your friend Martin Hewitt to 

trace ’em out, which would come too expensive, 

Besides,” McCarthy added, dropping into a seat 

before his desk, “if he’s got any friends they'll 
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come, sooner or later, when they miss him. This is 

the only thing he’d got beside what's in the pockets 

—he’d been sent on a message, probably.” 

My friend held up the crumpled envelope and 

took from it a small key. ‘He'd got this envelope 

gripped tightly in his hand,” he said, “ but there 

was no address on it, so we tore it open in the hope 

of finding one inside. But there was nothing there 

but the key. If you were a very promising pupil of 

your friend Hewitt, I should expect you to take a 

glance at it and tell us the man’s address at once, 

together with his age, birthplace, when vaccinated, 

and the residence of his maternal grandmother. 

But you’re not, so I’ll let you off.” 

McCarthy turned the key idly about in his hand 

and tried it on a lock in his desk. “ Stopped up,” 

he remarked, withdrawing it, and peeping into the 

barrel; ‘not dirt, either—stopped up with paper ! 

What’s that for ?” 

He took a pin to clear the barrel, and the paper 

came away quite readily. It was a tight little roll, 

which the surgeon pulled out into a small strip 

rather less than three inches long and about haif- 

an-inch broad. 

“Hullo!” he exclaimed. ‘“ Look here! Here's 

a job for Martin Hewitt, after all! Figures! 

What does that mean? And what an amazing 
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place to put them in! A key barrel! i By Jove, 

Brett, this looks like one of your favourite adven- 

tures. Somebody sends a key in an envelope, and 

arow of incomprehensible figures rolled up inside 

the key. Look at it!” 

I took the key and the paper. The key was of a 

good sort ; small, inscribed “ Tripp’s Patent” on the 

bow, and it evidently belonged to a superior lever 

lock. The paper which had come from the barrel 

was very thin and tough—a kind I have seen used 

in typewriters. It had been very carefully and closely 

rolled, and then pushed into the key so that its natural 

tendency to open out held it tightly within. Written 

upon it with a fine pen appeared a series of very 

minute figures, thus :— 

9, 8, 14, 4, 20, 18, 5, 9; 15, 19, 20, 
0, 3, 9, 8, 55 3, 23, 9 9 5, 13, 14, 
10; 10, 20, 0,6,.0; 0, 0, £35, 20) 0, 

Cr OnO, te 5 tp tas 0, 0,0 0, 10, 

55 4) 6, 20, 1%, 16, 9, 5, 205-12, 5, 

23), 14, 14, I, I, 20. 

“Well,” inquired McCarthy, ‘“ what do you make 

of it?” 

“Not much as yet,” I admitted. “But it’s pretty 

H 
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certain it must be a cryptogram or code-writing of 

some sort; and if that’s the case, I think I might 

back myself to read it—with a little time.” For I 

well remembered the case of the “Flitterbat Lancers,” 

and the lesson in cypher-reading which Hewitt then 

gave me. 

“Come,” my friend replied, much interested, 

“let’s see how you do it. Meantime we'll get on 

with our lunch.” 

I took a pencil and a spare sheet of paper, and I 

studied those figures all through lunch and for some 

little time after. It soon became plain that the 

problem was much more difficult than it looked, 

and I said so. “At the first glance,” I said, “ it 

looked a fairly easy cypher ; but as a matter of fact, 

I don’t think it’s easy at all. One assumes, of course, 

that the figures stand for letters, and on that assump- 

tion two or three peculiarities are noticeable. First, 

the highest number written here is 23, so that all the 

letters indicated, in whatever order they may come, 

are within the compass of the twenty-six letters of 

the alphabet. Next, the numbers most frequently 

repeated, if we except the noughts, are 5 and 20, 

which occur seven times each. Now, the vowel 

most frequently occurring in average English 

writing is e, and you will at once perceive that e is 

number five in the alphabet, counting from the 
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beginning. More, if we go on counting so, we shall 

find that 20 is ¢, which is one of the most frequently 

occurring consonants. This would seem to hint 

that the cypher is of the very'simplest description, 

consisting of the mere substitution of figures for 

letters in the exact order of the alphabet. But what, 

then, of the noughts? What can they mean? 

More especially when we consider that in three 

places there are actually four noughts in succession ; 

for, of course, no letter is repeated four times 

successively in any English word, nor in any foreign 

word that I can imagine. But let us put down the 

letters in substitution for the figures, on the supposi- 

tion that the figures stand for letters in their alpha- 

betical order, leaving the noughts as they are. Then 

we get this.” 

I rapidly pencilled the letters on the spare paper, 

thas —4, hyn, da, 't, 16,7 0, 5,'t, 0) C4, 0,6; 6 0,0, 

Get, H, 9 5-s, t, 0, 80,7, J, @ st) 1b; 0,°0;-0, 0,6, UF 

G0, 070,090, 9,67) Gy hy ty hy ty iG) CFA, W, 2 N, 

a, a, t. 

“ See there,” Isaid. ‘ Now, I can make nothing of 

that. When I come to examine the comparative 

frequency of the different letters, I find them much 

as they might be expected to be in a sentence of 

normal English, and any change would destroy the 

proportion. £ and?are the most frequent, and then 
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come a, n,i,7,s,andc. But as they stand they all 

mean nothing. It is possible that this may be one 

of the difficult variable letter cyphers, which Hewitt 

might read, but I can’t. But even then, if the values 

of the letters change as they would do, they would 

get out of their normal proportions of frequency ; 

so that a variable letter cypher seems unlikely. And 

there is another oddity. Look,and you will see that, 

counting the noughts in, the letters go in groups of 

eight, with a semi-colon at the end of each group. 

Now, it is impossible that the message can be a 

sentence in which every word has exactly eight 

letters—or, at least, I should think so. It can 

scarcely be that the semi-colon itself means a letter 

—it would be singular for one letter to occur with 

such curious regularity as that. There is no other 

visible division between the words, nor any single 

one of the usual aids by which the reader of secret 

cypher is able to take a hold of his work. No, I’m 

afraid I must give it up; for the present, at any rate. 

But I really think it is a thing that would vastly 

interest Hewitt, if I might show it tohim. I suppose 

I mustn’t ?” 

“Well,” McCarthy answered, “perhaps it isn’t 

strictly according to rule, but I think I might 

venture to lend it to you till to-morrow, if that will 

do. Indeed, I think, on second thoughts, that I 
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may consider myself quite justified, since it may 

lead to the man’s identification, and it will be a 

sufficient answer to any inquiry to say that I have 

shown it to Mr. Martin Hewitt for that purpose. 

But you'll be careful of it, won’t you? Do you want 

the key, too ?” | 

“T think, if I may, I will take the key and the 

envelope all together. You can never tell what may 

or what may not help him, and the three things may 

hang together, and perhaps explain each other in 

some mysterious way.” 

‘Very good—here’s the whole bag of tricks. It’s 

a queer business altogether, and I must say | feel 

inquisitive ; certainly, if Hewitt can get anything out 

of those figures I shall be mighty curious to know 

how he does it. You'll come in again to-morrow, 

fhen:?”” 

I promised I would, and walked off with the 

crumpled envelope, the little key, and the puzzling 

strip of figures. Since the lesson from Hewitt 

which I have alluded to, I had often amused myself 

with cryptogram reading, and I had never found a 

cypher message in a newspaper “agony-column” 

the meaning of which I could not get at with a little 

trouble. But this was something altogether beyond 

me; and if I have any reader who prides himself 

on his ability to read secret cypher, 1 recommend 
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him to try his skill on this one before he reads 

further. 

The circumstances, too, seemed as puzzling as 

the writing itself. Why, if any person wished to 

send a note anda key in a closed envelope, should 

he take the trouble to pack the note inside the key ? 

Why, especially when the note was already written 

in so baffling a cypher? Whither had this ragged 

messenger been going with the mysterious package, 

and who had sent him, and why ? 

Guessing and musing, I reached home, and found 

that Hewitt had returned before me. I made my 

way into his office, and came on him sitting at his 

desk with a large lens, attentively examining a 

broken brass padlock. 

“Am I bothering you?” ITasked. “Are you on 

the bond robbery, now ?” 

Martin Hewitt nodded, with a jerk of the hand 

toward the padlock. “It’s a tough job,” he said, 

“and I shall shut myself up presently and think hard 

over it; just now I can’t see my way into it at all. 

But what have you got there ?” 

“Never mind,” I said, “you’re too busy now. 

I came across something very odd at the hospital, 

which I thought would interest you—that’s all.” 

“Very well, let me see it. I haven’t begun my 

bout of cogitation yet. Show me.” 
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I put the envelope, the key and the paper on the 

table before him. Hewitt, with a glance of surprise, 

picked up the key and examined it. “ That’s 

curious,” he said, and straightway began fitting the 

key to the broken padlock on the desk. 

“Why, manalive!” he cried, with a sudden burst 

of excitement, “where did you get this? This— 

this is the article—the key—the very thing I want !” 

He sprang to his feet and stared in my face in sheer 

amazement. “ Heavens, Brett, the thing’s almost 

supernatural! I’ve a broken lever padlock here, 

and of all things in the world I wanted to find the 

one key that fitted it; and you calmly walk in and 

clap down the very thing under my nose! Where 

did you get it ?” 

I told him the tale of the man who had been 

knocked down in Moorgate Street, and I explained 

exactly how the paper, the key and the envelope 

were found in relation to each other, and why I had 

brought them. 

“ And when was the man knocked over ?” Hewitt 

asked. 

“Some time between one and two o'clock, I 

should say,” I replied. “They brought him in well 

before two, at any rate.” 

Hewitt stared into vacancy for a moment, think- 

ing hard, Then he said, “Brett, I believe you've 
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saved my reputation—not that it could have suffered 

much, perhaps, in such a desperate case. But asa 

fact I had already advised the calling in of the 

police, and should, perhaps, even have given up the 

part of the case still left me. But this ought to put 

me on the proper track. You see, every one of 

these patent lever locks differs in some slight degree 

from all the rest, and only its own key will fit it; 

and here, by this amazing piece of good luck, is 

the one key for this very lock, and the man who 

had it is detained in hospital. Come, I’m off to 

see him. Insensible, you say, when you left ?” 

“Yes,” I answered, “and likely to be so for some 

time, McCarthy thinks ; so you probably won’t get 

much information out of him just yet. But the 
” cypher. 

“ll examine the cypher as I go along, I think. 

But I should like to take a look at the man, at any 

rate, even if he can’t tell me anything. Will you 

give me a note to your friend McCarthy ?” 

“Of course,” I answered, readily, and sat down 

to scribble the few lines necessary to introduce 

Hewitt. 

When I had finished, Hewitt, who had been ex- 

amining the cryptogram meanwhile, remarked : 

“This cypher is something out of the common, 

Brett. I certainly don’t expect to be able to read it 
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in the cab-journey—perhaps not in a week of study. 

The man who devised this is a man of abilities 

altogether beyond the average.” 

“T have had my best try at it,” I said, “but it 

beats me wholly. I brought it purely as a matter of 

curiosity, to show you; it was the merest chance 

that I brought the key as well.” 

“ And if you hadn’t I should probably have put 

the cypher aside until the case was over, and so have 

missed the whole thing. Another lesson never to 

despise what seem like trifles. If you have studied 

the cypher you have no doubt observed—but there, 

we'll talk that over afterwards, and the whole case if 

you like. I'll go now, and I'll tell you all about the 

business when time permits,” 



II 

HERE is the case of the bond robbery as it had been 

presented to Martin Hewitt that morning, while I 

was at St. Augustine’s Hospital, and as I learned it 

from him later. I had been a little puzzled to hear 

Hewitt say that the case had seemed so desperately 

hopeless that he advised the calling in of the police, 

because my experience had rather been that. it was 

Hewitt who was commonly called in—often too late 

—when the police were beaten, and I had never 

before heard of a case in which this order of things 

was reversed. It turned out, however, as will be 

seen, that in the state of the matter as it first pre- 

sented itself the only measures that seemed possible 

were such as it was in the power of the police alone 

to adopt. 

Messrs. Kingsley, Bell, and Dalton were an old- 

established firm of brokers whose operations were 

not enormous nor much in the eye of the public, 

but who carried on a steady and reputable business 

ina set of offices high up in a great building in 
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Broad Street—a building so large that the notice 

“Offices to let” was a permanent fixture in the front 

porch. The firm’s clients were chiefly steady-going 

investors of the old-fashioned sort, who wished to 

avoid all speculative fireworks, and to deal through 

a firm whose habits were conformable to their own. 

The last Kingsley had left the firm and soon after- 

ward died, some few years back, and now the head 

of the firm was Mr. Robert Stanstead Bell, a gentle- 

man of some sixty years of age. There were a 

couple of sleeping partners—relations—but the one 

other active partner was Mr. Clarence Dalton, a 

young man but recently advanced to partnership, 

and, it was said, likely to become Mr. Bell’s son-in- 

law whenever the old gentleman’s daughter Lilian 

should be married. 

’ The steady, even round of business to which 

Kingsley, Bell, and Dalton, and their clerks were 

accustomed was suddenly interrupted by an appalling 

loss. It was discovered that bonds were missing 

from the safe, bonds to the amount of some £25,000; 

and whence, how, or when they were taken was an 

utter mystery. It was this loss which had occasioned 

the urgent message to Hewitt. 

When Hewitt reached the spot he was shown at 

once into an inner office, where Mr. Bell sat waiting. 

The old gentleman was in a sad state of agitation, 
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and it was with some difficulty that Hewitt got 

from him a reasonably connected account of the 

trouble. 

“The loss comes at such a time, Mr. Hewitt,” the 

senior partner explained, “ that I don’t know but it 

may ruin us utterly, unless my clients’ property can 

be recovered. We have had to pay out heavy sums 

of late to the representatives of dead or retiring 

partners, and other circumstances combine with 

these to make the matter in this way even more 

terribly serious than the very large amount of the 

loss would seem to suggest. So I beg you will do 

what you can.” 

“That of course,” responded Hewitt. “But 

please tell me, as clearly as you can, the precise cir- 

cumstances of the case. Where were the bonds 

taken from ?” 

“This safe,” Mr. Bell answered, turning toward a 

very large and heavy one, which might almost have 

been called a small strong room. “They were kept, 

together with others, in this box, one of several, as 

you see. The box was fastened, like the rest, with a 

Tripp’s patent lever padlock, the only key of which 

I kept, together with the key of the safe.” 

The box indicated was one of ordinary thin sheet 

iron, japanned black—something like what is called 

a deed box. 
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“The padlock has been broken open, I see,” 
Hewitt observed. 

“Yes, but I did that myself this morning. It had 

been blocked up in some way, so that the key 

wouldn’t turn—doubtless in order to cause delay 

when next the box should come to'be opened. As 

it was I might have desisted and put off opening it 

till later, but I had a reason for wishing to refer at 

once to a list which was in the box, and so I 

decided to break the padlock. It was more 

difficult than one might expect, with such a small 

padlock.” 

“ And then you discovered your loss ?” 

“Then I discovered the loss, Mr. Hewitt, though 

it was a mere chance even then. For see! All 

the bonds have not been taken, and those left are 

placed on the top, while the space below is filled 

with dummies. I hardly know why I turned them 

over—for the list was at the top—but I did, and 

then ” Mr. Bell finished with a despairing 

gesture. 

“ And this was some time this morning ?” 

“ At about half-past eleven.” 

“And when did you last open the box before 

iat?” 

“Ten days ago at least, I should think—and 

even then the bonds may have been gone, for | 
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only opened it to refer to the same list, and I 

examined nothing else.” 

“You say that some bonds are left and others 

are gone. I presume those taken are such as 

would be easy to negotiate, and those left are 

such as would be difficult. Is that the fact ?” 

“Precisely! 

“Then the thief evidently knows the ropes, and 

altogether the matter would seem awkward. For 

anything short of ten days, you see, and quite 

possibly for even a longer time than that, these 

bonds have been in the undisturbed possession of 

some person who could easily dispose of them, 

and would certainly do so without a moment’s 

delay.” 

Mr. Bell nodded sadly. “ Quite true,” he said. 

“But now tell me a little more. You say you 

yourself keep the only key of the padlock, as well as 

the key of the safe. So that you open the safe 

every morning yourself and close it at night ?” 

“Just so.” 

“And do you never entrust the keys to anybody 

else ?” 

“The key of the safe is on a separate bunch from 

the key of the box. This second bunch, with the 

key of the box, is always in my pocket, and not 

a soul else ever touches it, The other bunch, with 
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the outer key of the safe, 1 sometimes hand to my 

partner, or to the head clerk, Mr. Foster, if some- 

thing is wanted from the safe when I am busy. 

Though, as a rule, the safe door is open so long 

as I am about the place. Nothing but the books 

can be taken out without the use of other keys for 

the drawers and boxes, which I keep on the 

private bunch.” 

“ And would it be possible for anybody—anybody 

at all, mind—to get at that private bunch of keys 

in such a way, for instance, as to be able to take 

a wax impression of the key of that bond-box ?” 

“No, certainly not,’ Mr. Bell answered with 

decision. “Certainly not. At any rate, not in 

this office,” he added. 

“ Ah, not in this office. Anywhere else ?” 

“No, nor anywhere else, I should think,” the 

other replied, though this time a little more thought- 

fully. ‘‘There’s only my own family at home and 

the servants and cs 

“ Anybody who has access to this room of the 

office ?” Hewitt asked keenly. 

Mr. Bell seemed a little startled. 

“ Why, no,” he said, “ nobody at home comes to 

the office—not even a visitor, except, of course, 

my junior partner, who visits the room pretty fre- 

quently.” 
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“Very well. You don’t remember ever mislaying 

the keys temporarily, I suppose, either here or at 

home ?” 

“No-o,” Mr. Bell replied slowly. “I can’t say 

that I do remember anything of the sort. No— 

and I believe I should be sure to remember if I 

had.” 

“Ah! And when you realised your loss what 

did you do? Told your partner first, I suppose ?” 

“No—he doesn’t know of the discovery. He 

went out just before I made it, and I don’t expect 

him in again to day.” But as Mr. Bell spoke there 

grew plain in his face the pallor of a new fear. 

Martin Hewitt observed it, but kept his thoughts 

to himself. “Well,” he said, “you didn’t tell your 

partner. Nor the police?” 

“No, Mr. Hewitt. You see, of course, the first 

thing the police attempt is to catch and punish the 

thief, and they make the recovery of the property a 

subsidiary object. But for me, Mr. Hewitt, the 

recovery of the property, as I have explained, is the 

one great consideration. Punish the thief by all 

means, but first save me from ruin, Mr. Hewitt! 

That is why I sent for you; for that, and because I 

thought it might be advisable to keep the matter 

quiet, till you had taken some steps.” 

“There is something in that consideration, 
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certainly. So you have told nobody of the loss, 

except me ?.” 

“Nobody but Foster, my head clerk—an old and 

faithful servant. It was he, in fact, who suggested 

sending for you. As he put it very forcibly, you 

can act for me and my interests, while the police act 

for themselves, and—very properly, of course, as 

police—in the interest of the community.” 

“Very well. I see you have several clerks in the 

outer office. Do they ever come into this room ?” 

“Never, unless they are sent for.” 

“Tf you and your partner were out, and one of the 

clerks came in without being sent for, the rest would 

know it, of course ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“T observe three private rooms opening out of 

this. What are they ?” 

“ This is a sort of extra inner room where I have 

private interviews with clients—I was in there witha 

client for half an hour this morning before I dis- 

covered the loss. The next is a mere little box of 

‘a room where the correspondence clerk sits and 

works. The other is a larger place—it is shared 

between my partner, Mr. Clarence Dalton, and the 

head clerk, Mr. Foster.” 

“‘ Now let me have your broken padlock—and the 

key. I see you have forced up the front plate with 

5 
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a screw-driver. I will borrow that screw-driver, if 

you please, and force it off completely.” 

Hewitt’s client produced a screw-driver from a 

drawer, and ina very few moments the interior of 

the little padlock lay uncovered. Hewitt examined 

the lock attentively for some few minutes, trying 

the key several times against the levers. Then he 

stood up and said— 

“Mr. Bell, you have made a mistake. This is not 

your lock at all !” 

“Not my lock!” exclaimed the broker. ‘“ What 

do you mean? I tell you it is the lock of that box, 

and I broke it open myself !” 

“Yes,” answered Hewitt calmly, “it was on that 

box, and you broke it open yourself; but all the 

same itis not your lock. Let me explain. These 

are very good little padlocks, with an excellent lever 

action, ‘dogged against detent, as the technical 

phrase goes; so that only the key properly made 

for each lock will open it. They are so good, 

indeed, as locks, that it would be a waste of time to 

try picking them, when, because of their small size, 

it is so very easy to break them apart, just as you 

have done yourself, and just as I could probably 

have done in half the time, having had rather more 

experience. Now that is what has been done with 

your lock by the person who has your bonds. But 
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of course a broken lock has one disadvantage as 

compared with a skilfully picked lock—it shows at 

the first glance what has happened. In this case, 

Mr. Bell, your lock has been broken and taken away, 

and the thief, having first provided himself with 

another padlock of precisely the same make and 

size, has substituted that, locked it with its proper 

key and so left it !” 

“What! Then that was why 5 

“That, of course, was why you supposed it to be 

out of order when you attempted to open it with 

your key. As a matter of fact, it is even now in 

perfectly good order, except for the damage we have 

jointly committed with the screw-driver. And now, 

observe! That lock was shut by another key; if 

the man that did that is as sharp as I suppose he is, 

he will have got rid of that key at once. But 

perhaps he hasn’t; and if not, then the man who 

has that key is the thief. At any rate, the key is 

the clue we must hunt for. Let us have your clerks 

in one by one, and look at their keys. Some are 

out at lunch by this time, probably ?” 

“No—I said they might be wanted, so kept them. 

I thought you might prefer to see them before they 

went out.” 

“Very well thought of, but perhaps scarcely 

judicious, on the whole. Because if there is a 
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guilty person among them it may give him a hint ; 

and the odds are rather against its being very useful, 

considering the possibility—even probability—that 

the bonds and the collateral evidence left here days 

ago. But we'll look at their keys, by all means, and 

then they may go to lunch as soon as you please. 

Let me do the talking, or perhaps you'll start a 

scare. Send for the nearest clerks first, then the 

others. As each comes in, mention his name, so 

that I can hear it. Say, ‘Oh, Mr. Brown ’—or Jones, 

or what not—‘have you some keys about you ?’ 

Don’t mention my name, and I will do the rest. 

Push to the door of the safe, and lock this drawer in 

the table.” 

Mr. Bell did as Hewitt directed, and then called 

the head clerk, Mr. Foster, from his room, with the 

prescribed inquiry about keys. 

“Yes, Mr. Foster,” Hewitt added pleasantly, “I’m 

not sure that the lock is quite in order, but I pro- 

mised to open it for Mr. Bell, so we'll try.” 

Mr. Foster, a slim, active old gentleman, grown 

grey in the firm’s service, pulled a bunch of keys 

from his pocket, and Hewitt scrutinised each 

narrowly. “No,” he said, “I’m afraid none of 

these will do. Stay,” he added suddenly, and turn- 

ing his back, carried the bunch to the window. 

“No,” he concluded, as he came back to the table 
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and tried one of the keys fryitlessly. “No, I’m afraid 

none of those will do. Thank you, Mr. Foster. 

You don’t happen to have any more, do you ?” 

No, Mr. Foster hadn’t any more, and he retired to 

hisroom. Then Mr. Bell called the correspondence 

clerk, Mr. Henning. Mr. Henning was a much 

younger man than the head clerk—twenty-six or so 

—pale and blue-eyed, with weak whiskers and a 

straggling moustache. His keys were just as readily 

produced as Mr. Foster’s, but again Hewitt’s 

examination was unsuccessful. The only other key 

he had belonged to the typewriter, and that did not 

fit. 

Then came Mr. Potter, the book-keeper, round, 

and tubby, and puffy, and his keys went under 

inspection in the same way, taking a little longer 

this time, with two separate dashes to the light of 

the window. Then there was Mr. Robson, young 

and spruce, Mr. Clancy, older and less tidy, and 

four or five more. All the keys were examined, all 

with the same lack of success, and all the clerks were 

sent away to take their turns at lunch. 

“No,” Hewitt reported, as soon as he and Mr. 

Bell were alone again, “it was certainly none of 

those keys. Though indeed, my little attempt was 

desperate at best. A man would be a fool to keep 

that key longer than he needed it, and especially to 
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string it with his others. Still, of course, it is by 

just such blunders as that that nine criminals out of 

ten are discovered. And now let me take a good 

look at that box and its contents.” 

He lifted the box from the safe to the table, and 

narrowly scrutinised its exterior, especially about 

the hasp, where the padlock had been. “ Either the 

thief was an experienced hand,” he said, “or he 

took some steady practice with a few such pad- 

locks as this before setting to work. There are 

no signs of banging about or slipping of tools any- 

where.” 

“But, of course, banging or anything violent 

would have been noticed in a place like this,’ Mr. 

Bell remarked. 

“Tn office hours, yes,” responded Hewitt. “ But 

we mustn’t forget that office hours are only seven or 

eight out of the twenty-four.” 

“But you don’t suspect burglary, do you ?” 

“T’m afraid, as yet, I’ve precious little ground for 

suspecting anything definite,” Hewitt answered ; 

“but we must keep awake to every possibility. Now 

let us see the dummies.” He turned them over, and 

loosened them wherever they were tied. “ Yes,” he 

remarked, “quite neatly done. Filled in with 

ordinary blank foolscap, such as, no doubt, you 

have in your office—but, then, it is in every other 
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office, too ; every stationer has it by the ream. No 

marks anywhere—no old newspapers, nothing that 

could give the shadow of a clue.” He dropped the 

last of the papers, and turned to his client. “Mr. 

Bell,” he said, “this thing has been thought out to 

the last inch. There is something like genius in 

this robbery—if genius is the capacity for taking 

pains. My advice to you is to call in the Scotland 

Yard people at once.” 

“Do you mean you can do nothing ?” asked 

Mr. Bell despairingly. “Don’t tell me that, Mr. 

Hewitt !” 

“No, I don’t mean that,” Hewitt answered. “I 

mean that until I have had time to think the thing 

over very thoroughly I can’t tell what I can or 

ought to do. Meantime, I think the police should 

know ; not because I think they can see farther into 

the thing than I can—for, indeed, I don’t think they 

can; but simply because the thief is getting a longer 

start every moment, and the police are armed with 

powers that are not at my disposal. They can get 

search warrants, stop people at ports and railway 

stations, arrest suspects—do a score of things that 

will be necessary. Send to Scotland Yard and get 

Detective Inspector Plummer, if he’s available—he’s 

as good a man as they have. Tell him that you've 

engaged me, or, better still, write a note to the 
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Scotland Yard authorities, and let me have it, to 

send or not as I think best, after I have turned the 

thing over in my mind. I shall take one good look 

round this office, and then run back to my rooms 

for an hour or two’s hard consideration of whatever 

I may see. One or two small things I have seen 

already—though I’d rather not mention them till 

I’ve made up my mind how they bear. Matters 

seem likely to have gone so far that perhaps the 

regular police course of catching the thief first will 

be the best plan, if it can be done. Meantime, it 

will be my business to keep my eye first on the 

recovery of the bonds. But I think we must have 

the police, Mr. Bell. Now, I’ll take my general look 

round,” 



Ul 

AFTER Martin Hewitt had rushed off to St. Augus- 

tine’s Hospital with the key, the envelope, and the 

cypher I had brought him, I heard nothing of him 

till dusk fell—about six. Then I received this 

telegram :— 

“Cypher read. Most interesting case. If you 

can spare an hour be outside 120 Broad Street 

at six thirty—HEWITT.” 

I had to be at my office between eight and nine, 

and to keep Hewitt’s appointment I should probably 

have to sacrifice my dinner. But I was particu- 

larly curious to know the meaning of that cypher, 

and just as curious to know how it could be read ; 

and, moreover, I knew that any case that Hewitt 

called interesting would probably be interesting 

above the common. So I took my hat and sought 

a cab. 

I was first at the meeting-place—indeed, a little 
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before my time. No. 120 Broad Street was a great 

new building of offices, most, if not all, closed at 

this time—a fact indicated by the shutting of one 

of the halves of the big front door, where a char- 

woman was sweeping the steps under the board 

which announced that offices were to be let. 1 

waited nearly a quarter of an hour, and then at 

last a hansom stopped and deposited Hewitt and 

another older gentleman before me. 

“Hope we haven’t kept you waiting, Brett,” 

Hewitt said. “This is Mr. Bell, of Kingsley, Bell 

and Dalton; it took me a little longer than I 

expected to reach him. His offices are shut, and 

the clerks all gone, but we are going to turn up the 

lights for a bit. The lift man is gone too, I expect, 

so we shall have a good long stair-climb.” 

As to the lift man Hewitt was right, and during 

our long climb I received, briefly, an account of 

the loss Mr. Bell’s firm had suffered. “I have told 

Mr. Bell,” Hewitt said, “that it was you who hap- 

pened across the key in such an odd fashion, and 

when I wired I was sure he would be glad to let you 

see the upshot of your strange bit of luck. I was 

also pretty sure that you would like to see it, too. 

For I really believe that this case—which I confess 

seemed pretty near hopeless a few hours ago—is 

coming to an issue now, and here.” 
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“Did you get any information out of the man in 

the hospital ?” I asked. 

“Not a scrap,” Hewitt replied. “ He was still 

insensible, and though I saw his clothes, and they 

told me a good deal about the gentleman’s per- 

sonal habits—which are not dazzlingly noble, to put 

it mildly—they told me nothing else whatever, 

except that he had recently been knocked down in 

the mud, which I knew already. But the cypher 

has told me something, as I will explain presently.” 

By this time we had reached the high floor in 

which the offices stood, and Mr. Bell, all wonder 

and pale agitation, unlocked the outer door, and 

turned on the electric light. 

“Now,” cried Hewitt, “show me your ven- 

tilators !” 

There were some, it seemed, in the top panes of 

the windows, but these were not what Hewitt 

wanted. There were others in the form of upright 

chambers or flues, made of metal, and painted the 

same colour as the walls about them. They rose 

from the floor in corners and wall angles, and could 

be shut or opened by means of lids over their upper 

ends. These were more to Hewitt’s mind, and he 

went about from one to another, groping under the 

lids, and poking down into the flues with a walking- 

stick, There was a wire-grating, or diaphragm, it 
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seemed, in each of them, two or three feet down, 

and we could hear the end of the stick raking on 

this at each investigation. One after another of 

these ventilators Hewitt examined, till he had 

examined them all, in outer and inner rooms, with- 

out result; and I could see that he was disap- 

pointed. 

“There must be another somewhere,” he said, 

and hunted afresh. 

But plainly he had tried them all, and now he 

could do no more than try them all again, with as 

little result. 

“It is a ventilator,” he said, positively. “ Un- 

less——”’ he broke off thoughtfully and stood silent 

fora few moments. “Ah! of course !” he resumed 

presently. ‘We'll send for the housekeeper and 

a candle. Which is the nearest empty office—the 

nearest office to let? Is there one on this 

floor ?” 

“T think not,” Mr. Bell answered. “But there’s 

one on the floor below, just opposite the lift—I see 

the bill on the door every day as I come up.” 

“We'll try that, then. I’ll rake out every venti- 

lator in this palatial edifice before I'll call myself 

beaten. Come, call the housekeeper. Is there a 

speaking tube? Tell him to bring a light.” 

The housekeeper came, wonderingly, with a watch- 
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man’s oil-lantern, and we all went to the floor below. 

Opposite the lift was a glass door from which a bill 

had recently been torn. 

“Why, it’s let!” said Mr. Bell. 

“Yes, sir,” assented the housekeeper. “Let a day 

or two ago to a Mr. Catherton Hunt. Or, at least, a 

deposit was paid.” 

“ But see—the door’s not locked,” Hewitt ob- 

served, pushing it open. “I think we'll trespass on 

Mr. Catherton Hunt’s new offices, since they seem 

quite empty, and he hasn’t taken possession. Come 

—ventilators !” 

It was a small office—an outer room of moderate 

size, and one smaller inner room. Hewitt at once 

attacked the ventilators in the larger apartment— 

there were two of them—but retired disappointed 

from each. There was one ventilator only in the 

small room. Hewitt tilted the lid, which was at 

about the level of his eyes, thrust in his hand, and 

drew forth a bundle of folded papers; thrust in his 

hand again and drew forth another bundle; did it 

again, and drew forth more! 

Mr. Bell fell upon the first bundle almost as a dog 

falls upon a bone ; and now he snatched eagerly at 

each successive paper or bundle, till Hewitt raked 

the grating with his stick, and declared that there 

were no more, “Is that all ?” he asked. 
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Mr. Bell went tremblingly from paper to paper, 

and, at last, said that he believed it really was. “I 

can verify it by the list upstairs,” he added, “if you 

are sure there are no more.” 

“No more,” repeated Hewitt, rattling his stick in 

the ventilator again. ‘ Let us go and verify, by all 

means.” 

We sent the puzzled housekeeper away, and re- 

turned to the office above, and presently Mr. Bell, 

now beginning so far to recover from his amaze- 

ment as to express incoherent gratitude, reported 

that the bonds were correct and complete to the last 

and least. 

“Very well,” said Hewitt, “then my part of the 

business is done, though I must say I’ve had luck, 

or rather, Brett has had it for me. But the police 

must come on now. I think, Mr. Bell, we'll go 

along to Scotland Yard when we leave here. They'll 

be wanting to see Mr. Catherton Hunt, I expect, 

whoever he is—and somebody in your office, too, if 

I’m not sadly mistaken.” 

“Who ?” gasped Mr. Bell. 

“That, perhaps, you can help to point out. See 

here—do you know whose figures they are?” and 

Hewitt produced the small slip of paper containing 

the cypher. 

“They're very small,” remarked Mr. Bell, putting 
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on his glasses ; “ very small indeed; but I think— 

why they’re Henning’s, I do believe |!” 

“Ah! one or two other little things seemed to 

point that way. Henning is your correspondence 

clerk, I believe, and I expect this thin little slip is a 

specimen of your typewriter paper. Have you any 

of his written figures for comparison ?” 

“Well no—I hardly think—you see he typewrites 

his letters, and although I know his writing very 

well I can’t at the moment put my hand on any 

figures of his.” 

“Never mind—it’s mere matter of curiosity ; the 

police will ask him questions in the morning. What 

I believe has happened is this. Our friend Henning 

—if he’s the man—has a friend outside a great deal 

cleverer than himself—though he would seem to 

have his share of cunning, too. Between them they 

resolved to rob you in the way they have done— 

temporarily. Henning was to take advantage of his 

position in that little inner room to get at the safe 

some day when it was open and when you were 

engaged in your own private inner room with a 

client, so leaving the safe unwatched. He was pro- 

vided with a spare patent padlock and key, of the 

sort you used on that black box, and his confederate 

had drilled him in the trick of breaking that 

particular sort of padlock open, with other spare 
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specimens. He got his opportunity this morn- 

ing.” 

“ Only this morning ?” 

“This morning, I think, else we should never 

have got these bonds back, nor even have heard of 

them again. I think you said you were engaged 

with a client for half an hour ?” 

“Yes, from about half-past ten to eleven.” 

“That was his chance, and he took it. He broke 

the padlock, took out the bonds, substituted the 

dummies he had already prepared in his own desk, 

and locked the box again with the new padlock. 

Meantime Hunt had paid a deposit, pending refer- 

ences, on the office below—the nearest empty room. 

Of course, he wouldn’t get the key until the tenancy 

was finally accepted—which he never intended it 

should be. But he easily arranged to have the door 

left unlocked for a day or two, on some convenient 

excuse—arranging decorations, or what not. And 

the bill was taken down, so that prospective and 

prospecting tenants were kept away. The bonds 

being stolen, Henning took the first opportunity of 

carrying them to the empty office—probably piece- 

meal—a thing he could easily manage almost under 

your nose, before you were aware of your loss. 

There he was to conceal them, either in the chimney, 

under the boards, or in the ventilator, as he might 

ee 
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find convenient—and he found the ventilator most 

convenient. Then he was to apprise his confederate 

of the fact that the robbery had been effected in 

order that Hunt might come and quietly fetch the 

plunder away. The message was to take an in- 

genious form. Hunt was to have a fellow waiting 

about in the street, and as soon as Henning could 

get out—say to lunch—he was just to send the key by 

this messenger—the key with which he had locked 

the new padlock on the black box. You see the 

advantages of that simple arrangement. First, the 

key, which is evidence, is got rid of in a safe and 

effectual way—a thing that couldn’t be done as well 

by merely finging it away on or near the premises, 

where it might be found. Next, the message is per- 

fectly secret—the messenger could never guess what 

the key meant, nor could any other person not in 

the confederate’s confidence. And, at the same time, 

the key tells all that is necessary ; the robbery has 

been effected—come and remove the plunder. 

“But something unforeseen happens. No sooner 

are the bonds stolen and safely hidden than you go 

to the box, find something wrong with the lock, 

break it open and discover the loss. This was a 

thing that they trusted would not happen till after 

the bonds were safely got away. More, I am sent 

for, the clerks are kept in from lunch, and so on. 

4 
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Henning gets into a funk, and resolves to send a 

message of special urgency to his confederate. For 

that purpose he uses a cypher which the two have 

agreed upon—the most ingenious cypher I have ever 

seen used for the purpose. He doesn’t wish to 

make his message any more conspicuous than he 

need, so he writes his cypher on this scrap of paper 

and rolls it inside the key—probably another ex- 

pedient agreed upon in case of necessity. Then 

the key goes into an envelope, for greater security 

of the cypher message, and the messenger gets 

it when Henning is at last released for lunch. 

What happened to the message we know; and 

here it is. 

“Now I will not weary you with a detailed account 

of the different ways in which I attacked this cypher, 

but I will take the shortest possible cut to the true 

interpretation. A very short examination of the 

cryptogram shows that while no number is included 

above 23, the numbers, in their relative frequency, 

roughly agree with the relative frequency of the 

corresponding letters of the alphabet, a for 1, 6 for 

2, and so on.” 

Here I handed Hewitt the pencilled note I had 

made at the hospital, with letters substituted for the 

figures, thus =~éeh, nd, i70e) 450; Sd Oge, thes 

C, W, O, O, &, mM, N, S; S,t, 0, O, 0, O,f, a; &, t, O, 0, 0, 
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CnC UREA, 0; 0, OO, 1, C, Gy Ky t, k, 7) 4,6 4; 1, e, 

WD, 1, Ny A.A, 1. 

Hewitt took the paper and went on. “If that 

were all the thing would be childishly simple. But 

you will see that we seem as far from the solution 

as ever ; for the letters as they stand mean nothing, 

though in fact they are in normal relative frequency ; 

so that if they mean other letters, all the rules are 

upset, and we are at a standstill. I admit that fora 

long time the thing bothered me. But a peculiarity 

struck me. Not only were the figures, or letters, 

disposed in groups of eight, but there were also 

eight such groups—sixty-four altogether. What did 

that suggest ? What but a chessboard ?” 

“A chessboard ?” I queried. 

“Just so—a chessboard. Eight squares each way 

—sixty-four altogether. So I drew a rough repre- 

sentation of a chessboard, and set out the letters on 

it, in their order, like this :— 
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& ° ie} Oo ° S S 

& > o a Ss = SS os 

Lae wi|\n n a Qilat 

“Now, there was my chessboard with my letters 

on it. I tried reading them downward, across, up- 

ward and diagonally, in the direction of the moves 

of different chess pieces—king, queen, rook and 

bishop. Nothing came of that, whatever I did; the 

thing was as unreadable as ever. But there re- 

mained one chess-move to try—the eccentric move 

of the knight; the move of one square forward, 

backward or sideways, and then one square dia- 

gonally, or, as it has sometimes been more concisely 

expressed, the move to the next square but one of a 

different colour from that on which it rests. I tried 

the knight’s move, and I read the cypher. 

“T began at the top left-hand corner, just as one 
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does in reading a book. I read the moves down- 

ward—+ to w, e and h, and found that led to nothing, 

So I took the one alternative move, and, with a little 

consideration, skipped along from ito ¢ in the second 

line of squares, ¢ in the top line, h in the second 

line, e in the third, rin the top and e in the second. 

That gave me an idea. There were the letters i, t, t, 

followed by the word here. I tried back from the 7 

again, and taking in the reverse order the w, e and h 

which I had first given up, I read my own name, as 

you can see it, from the # on the bottom line but 

one, moving upward. So I had the words Hewitt 

here. 1 need not carry you through all the steps, 

which will now be plain enough to you. But I 

found that the message actually began in the right- 

hand corner, and read thus, the noughts counting 

for nothing— 

“<Invent loss disc take at once Martin Hewitt here 

fear watch. 

“ The noughts were plainly merely inserted to fill 

in unneeded squares, and keep the rest of the figures 

in their proper relative places when the cypher was 

written in line. At first I was a little puzzled to 

understand what seemed to be the first word invent. 

But it was quite clear that Joss disc meant ‘loss dis- 

covered,’ so I concluded that here in the beginning 

was a contraction also, and that in was a separate 
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word. In that case vent could be a contraction for 

no other word but ‘ventilator,’ in accordance with 

the sense of the words. So I concluded that the 

meaning of the whole sentence was simply this: 

‘The plunder is in the ventilator, the loss is dis- 

covered, take away the booty at once; Martin 

Hewitt is here, and I fear I may be watched.’ 

There is the reading, and our little adventure this 

evening is what it has led to. 

“Of course, the confederate wouldn’t go groping 

about the squares so painfully as I have had to do. 

To him the reading would be simple enough, for the 

order of the moves would be preconcerted. Each 

of the conspirators would have, as a guide, both to 

reading and writing the cypher, a drawn set of 

squares, numbered in the order of the moves—1 

where we have the 7, 2 where we have the 1, 3 where 

we have the v, and so on. With that before him, 

either reading or writing in this extraordinary 

cryptogram would be easy and quick enough. And 

now for Scotland Yard J” 
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WE learned late on the following day that Henning 

had not appeared at the office. From that we 

assumed that he must have met his confederate in 

the evening, and, finding that he had not received 

the message sent, conceived that something was 

wrong, and made himself safe. The confederate, 

Hunt, however, made his appearance early next 

morning, but escaped. 

What happened is best told in Plummer’s words 

when he called on Hewitt in the afternoon. 

“TY went round this morning,” he said, “as I said 

I would last night. I took a good man with me, 

and we got the dummy bonds that had been put in 

Bell’s box and popped ’em in the ventilator, where 

the real ones had been hidden. You see, we’d got 

nothing /egal against Catherton Hunt as yet, but if 

we could only grab him with those dummy bonds 

on him it might help, with the other evidence we 

could scrape up (and especially if we could take 

Henning), to sustain a charge of conspiracy to steal. 
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Well, he came so quick he was on us before we were 

quite ready. We'd got the dummies in their place, 

and I was in front of the door telling my man the 

likeliest corner to wait in, when suddenly up pops 

the lift right in front of me, with a gentleman in it— 

clean-shaven. I looked at him and he looked at me. 

I had a sort of distant notion that I might have seen 

him before, and it’s pretty certain he had something 

more than a distant notion about me. ‘Down 

again,’ he says to the lift man, before the gate was 

swung, ‘ I’ve forgotten something!’ And down the 

lift went. You'll understand I had no idea he was 

the man we wanted ; but as the lift went down and 

my eyes were on the man’s face, I saw who he was! 

When he stood straight before me I had no more 

than a vague notion that I’d seen him somewhere 

before. But down the lift went, and in the flash of 

time when he’d nearly disappeared, and the bottom 

part of his face was hidden by the sill of the lift 

opening—the part of his face where his beard 

had been when we met him last—I saw it was 

Myatt !” 

“Myatt ? Good heavens! ’ 

“Everard Myatt, Mr. Hewitt, the man _ that 

murdered Mr. Jacob Mason! Everard Myatt, for 

a thousand, with his beard shaved! And we've lost 

him again! What could we do? We shouted and 
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ran downstairs, and that was all. He’d gone, of 

course. And when we asked the hall porter he told 

us that Mr. Catherton Hunt had just come down 

the lift and hurried out |” 


