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The Man Who Died

Preview Questions

1. What do you think “thirty-nine steps” means?
2. Do you think Thirty-Nine Steps is an interesting title for a story?
3. Look at the title of this chapter. How do you think this man died?

y name is Richard Hannay. I was born in Scotland.

When I was six years old, my father took me to
Rhodesia, in Africa. I grew up there and became an engineer.
I came to England thirty years later. I had enough money and
didn’t need a job. I decided to retire and live in England for
the rest of my life. When I arrived in London, I visited all the
famous places. I was bored after one week. Then I visited
famous restaurants and theaters. I was bored after one month.
People invited me for dinners, but I did not really have a
good time. After just three months, I was ready to return
to Rhodesia. I decided that I did not like England and did not
want to live there. I didn’t like the weather. I didn’t like the
talk of ordinary Englishmen. I could not get enough exercise.
I needed to have adventure in my life, and England did not
seem to offer any adventure at all. England was boring. I
wanted to go home.

Then, one afternoon in May, something happened.

I was on my way home and stopped at the club to read the
papers. I read about the fight in the Near East and about
Karolides, the Prime Minister of Greece. I thought Karolides
was a good man, and England was on his side. Germany and
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Austria, however, hated him. I wondered if I could get a job
in the Near East. It seemed more interesting than England.

I had dinner at the Café Royal and went to a show
afterward. It wasn’t very interesting, and I left early.

I went to my flat, which was on the first floor. I was just
putting my key into the keyhole when I saw a man beside me.
I didn’t hear him coming, so I was very surprised. He was
a thin man with a short beard and small eyes. I recognized
him. He lived in a flat on the top floor.

“May I come in and speak to you?” he asked.

I nodded and opened the door to let him in. He hurried
in and looked around the flat, making sure that there was no
one else there. I had a servant named Paddock, but I didn’t
want him to sleep in the flat. He came every morning and
left in the evening. Of course, he was not there when my
visitor rushed in. As soon as he saw that there was no one
else in the flat, he made sure the door was locked.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I need to talk to someone. You look
like the kind of person a man can trust. Will you help me?”

“Pll listen,” I said, “but I can’t promise any more than
that.”

He was very nervous. “I’'m sorry to look around your
flat like that,” he said. “I'm a little nervous, you see. At
this moment, I am dead.”

I was sure he was mad. “What does it feel like to be
dead?” I asked.

He smiled. “I'm not mad. I want to tell you my story. I
need help. Will you help me?”

“I’ll answer that question after you tell me your story,”
I answered.
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He told me that he was an American. He went to Southeast
Europe and got interested in politics. There, he discovered
a secret group of very rich men who wanted war in Europe.
This would make them richer. He knew a lot about how the
governments and armies worked. Some of his explanations
puzzled me. He told me that these rich men had a secret
plan, and he had to stay alive for one month to stop them.

“But I thought you were dead!” I said.

“Im coming to that,” he answered.

He told me that these rich men all hated Karolides for
trying to stop the war and planned to kill him. He found
out how they were going to do this. The rich men could not
kill Karolides in Greece because he had very strong guards.
Karolides, however, was coming to London on the 15" of
June. The rich men were planning to kill him then.

“Why don’t you tell him?” I asked. “Then he can stay
at home.”

“Then they will win,” he replied. “Karolides must come
to London because he is the only one who can stop the war.”

“You should tell the British Government,” I said. “Then
they will make sure he is safe.”

“I don’t think so,” said my visitor. “The men who want
to kill him are very clever. They will find a way to do it. If
I am still alive on the 15% of June, I can save him.”

I asked him some questions. He told me his name was
Franklin Scudder. He said he found out about the plan as
he was traveling around Europe. He learned the first part of
the plan in Austria. He found out more about it in Poland.
He learned the last part of the plan in Paris. As soon as he
was sure, he tried to disappear. He put on a disguise and



4 FUN WITH READING

went to Germany. Then he changed his disguise and went
to Norway. He changed his disguise again and came to
London. He was afraid that they would catch him.

Then he discovered that they were watching him and
wanted to kill him. One day, he found a card under his door.
The man who left that card was a very rich and cruel man.
Scudder shook with fear when he talked about him. He
decided that he would make them think he was dead. Then
they would stop watching him.

He stole a dead body from the hospital and brought it to
his flat in a large box. He took out his gun and shot the dead
body in the face. This made it more difficult to recognize the
body. People would not know that it was not him. He dressed
the body in his pajamas and left the gun next to it. Then he
waited until he saw me come home and came down the
stairs to meet me.

I thought about his story. It seemed true. I liked Scudder.
He did not look like a liar. I decided to check his story by
seeing the dead body in his flat. I asked him for his key. He
told me that he did not have it.

“I had to leave it in the flat,” he said. “My enemies are very
clever and would know that I had escaped if the key was
not in the flat. You’ll have to wait until tomorrow morning.”

[ decided to trust him and told him he could stay in my flat
for the night. He thanked me. He went into a bedroom and
changed his appearance. When he came out, I thought he was
a different man. He shaved off his beard. He cut his eyebrows.
He combed his hair differently and walked differently. He
even spoke differently. He lost his American accent and
spoke like a British Army officer. He told me his name was
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now Captain Digby.

I gave him a bedroom and locked him into it. You can
never be too sure. Then I went to bed myself. At last,
something interesting was happening. I was happy.

“This is better,” I thought. “Sometimes interesting things
happen here, even in London.”

The next morning, I woke up when my servant arrived.
He tried to go into the room where Scudder was sleeping but
found it locked. He was making too much noise, so I told
him to be quiet.

“There’s a friend sleeping in there,” I told him. “He is
an important man in the government, and he needs some
rest. Please do not disturb him. No one is allowed to know
that he is here. If they knew that he was here, they would
send him messages and come visit him. He needs to rest.”

Paddock is a good servant, and he believed everything I
told him. When Scudder, now Captain Digby, came out of
his room, Paddock looked after him very well. He made
sure that Scudder had plenty of hot tea and enough to eat.
After breakfast, I left Scudder with the newspapers and
went to the city. When I returned, it was time for lunch.
Someone had found the dead body in Scudder’s flat. The
police were there. I went to his flat and talked to a police
officer. They were very busy and told me to go away.

The next day, I went to the inquest. The judge decided
that Scudder had killed himself. It was a case of suicide. I
came home to my flat and told Scudder what people said
at the inquest. He was very interested. He wished that he
could have seen it himself.

The next two days were very calm. Scudder stayed in
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the flat. He read a lot and made notes in his notebook. We
played chess in the evenings, and he always won.

On the third day, he began to be nervous again. He asked
me if we could trust Paddock. Sometimes he became annoyed
for no reason. He was not worried about himself, though.
He was only worried about his plan to stop the rich men
from killing Karolides. He did not want it to fai..

One evening, he decided that he should tell me more
about the plan to kill Karolides.

“If I die,” he said, “someone else should know about it.
We must stop the rich men from starting a war!”

[ listened as carefully as I could. It was a very long story,
and I couldn’t remember all the details. He said something
about a woman named Julia Czechenyi, who would help in
the plan to kill Karolides. He also talked about a Black Stone
and a man who lisped when he spoke. Then he talked about
another man. This man could move his eyelids so that his eyes
looked like a bird’s eyes. Scudder was very afraid of him.

The next day, Scudder was less nervous and read a book
during most of the day. That evening, I went out for dinner.
I came home ready to play our usual game of chess. The flat
was dark, which was unusual. I turned on the lights and saw
something in the corner of the room. It was Scudder. He was
lying on the floor. He had a long knife through his heart.

Review Questions

1. Why did Scudder say that he was dead?
2. Who was Paddock?
3. Describe the man that Scudder feared most.



The Milkman Begins His Travels

Preview Questions

1. What do you think Hannay should do?
2. Who will the police blame for murdering Scudder?
3. Who do you think murdered Scudder?

sat down in a chair and felt sick. A few minutes later,

I stood up. I got a tablecloth and covered poor Scudder’s
body. It was half past ten. I searched the flat, but I didn’t find
anyone or anything. I locked the doors and windows. Then
I began to think.

One thing was certain. Scudder’s story was true. His death
was the proof. The men who knew that he knew their plans
had found him. They made sure that he could not talk
about it to anyone. They must wonder if he talked to me,
though. I realized that I might be the next man to die. It
might not be tonight or the next day or the day after, but
they would certainly try to kill me.

Then I thought of something else. If I went to the police,
what would I tell them about Scudder? They would think
I murdered him. They would probably arrest me. Perhaps
that’s what the enemies wanted. If I were in jail for murder,
I would not be able to talk. If I did talk, no one would
believe me. If they did believe me, they would probably
stop Karolides from coming to London. Whatever I did,
the enemies would win. The only thing I could do was to
try to take Scudder’s place and disappear until the 15" of
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June. I believed his story. Somebody killed him in my flat.
Now I was the only person that could try to stop the enemy
from killing Karolides. I wanted to try. I had to disappear
until the end of the second week in June and then tell the
government what Scudder had told me. I didn’t know if
they would believe me, but I would have to try.

I needed to hide for twenty days. I knew that Scudder’s
enemies would search for me and try to kill me. I knew that
the police would also search for me and try to arrest me for
the murder of Scudder. The challenge made me feel alive at
last.

I wondered whether Scudder had any papers that might
give me some more information. I searched his body, but I
didn’t find anything. I couldn’t find the little black book in
which he wrote his notes. I guessed that the murderer had
taken it. Then I saw that the drawers in my desk were open.
Scudder would never leave them like that because he was a
very tidy person. Perhaps someone had been searching for
something. Perhaps they were looking for the notebook. I
went around the flat and saw that other places had also
been searched. I did not see the notebook anywhere. They
must have found it and taken it away.

I got my atlas and looked at a big map of Britain. I wanted
to find a place where there were not many people and where
I could use the skills I learned in Rhodesia. I didn’t like the
city and thought that the police or the enemies would easily
catch me if I stayed there. I decided to go to Galloway in
Scotland. Very few people lived there, and I was sure I could
disguise myself as a Scot. I was born there, after all!

I found the train timetable. A train departed from St.
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Pancras station at ten past seven the next morning. It would
take all day to get to Galloway. But first, I had to get to the
station. I was certain that Scudder’s enemies were watching
from the street and would follow me if I left the flat.

I slept for a few hours and woke very early the next
morning. [ thought about it all again and decided that I had
to continue with my plan. I got dressed and put on my best
walking boots. I shaved off my beard and put some money
in my money belt.

I waited.

Paddock usually arrived at half past seven, but the man
who brought the milk always came at twenty to seven. I
knew that because he always made a lot of noise. He was a
young man about the same height as me. He always wore
white overalls and a blue hat.

It was about six o’clock, and I decided to have some
breakfast. I got some cereal from the kitchen. I put it into a
bowl. That’s when I found Scudder’s little black notebook.
It was in the cereal box. I thought I was lucky to find it,
but I didn’t have time to look at it just then. I went out and
waited for the milkman. He was late. When he arrived, I
asked him to come in. I made sure he could not see the
tablecloth with Scudder’s body under it.

“I want you to do me a favor,” I said. “Lend me your hat
and overalls for ten minutes, and I will give you twenty-
five pounds.”

“Why?” he asked. “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t have time to explain,” I said. “It’s for a bet.”

He agreed and gave me his overalls and hat. I put them
on and gave him twenty-five pounds. I went out, carrying



FUN WITH READING 11

some bottles. At first, I thought there was no one in the
street, but then I saw a police officer at the end of the street,
and a tall, thin man walking along the other side of the
street. I looked up and saw a face at the first floor window
of the house opposite the flat. The tall, thin man looked up,
too. Perhaps that was a signal. I wasn’t sure.

I crossed the street and took the first side street. I saw a
small park. There was no one there. I put down the bottles
and took off the overalls and hat. I walked back to the
main street. A man with a dog came around the corner, and
we said good morning to each other. I looked at my watch.
It was seven o’clock. The train to Galloway would depart
in ten minutes. I had to hurry. I ran to the station. When I
got there, I did not have time to buy a ticket. The train was
leaving. I ran toward it. Two guards tried to stop me. I ran
past them and jumped into the last carriage.

Three minutes later, an angry guard wrote a ticket for
me. He took me to a third class carriage and made me sit
with a sailor and a short, fat woman with a child. The fat
woman was angry with the guard because he complained
that the child did not have a ticket. The sailor didn’t like
the guard either because he told the sailor to stop spitting.
[ sat down and rested. I was on my way.

Review Questions

1. What would the police think if Hannay told them about Scudder?
2. What did Hannay find in the cereal box?
3. Why did the milkman give Hannay his uniform?



