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1. The Man Who Died

My name is Richard Hannay and I am thirty-seven years old.

I was born is Scotland, but in 1883 my family moved to Rhode-
sia. © I grew up there and worked hard for twenty years. Then in
March 1914 [ returned to Britain. That was five months before the
First World War began. I brought plenty of® money with me and I
wanted a good holiday. Indeed, Britain was the centre of all my
dreams and plans, and I hoped to stay there for the rest of my life.

In May I was living in London in a flat which I had taken. One
evening [ was reading the newspaper there alone. There was some
trouble in the East,® and I also read a story about Karolides, the
Greek Prime Minister. @

‘He’s a god man, ’ I said to myself, ‘and he’s honest too. He
may be the strongest Prime Minister in Europe, but the Germans
hate him.’ ‘

Suddenly I heard a quiet knock on the door. I put down the
newspaper and opened the door. A man was standing outside, and’l

recognized him at once. I did not know his name, but he had a flat

Rhodesia [rou'dizje]: FHEE(HRAFEWH XL IEMBRERE),
plenty of: ZE#8 .

the East: R (EE{BHFELURERY the Easto)o

Karolides [ 'keero'laides], the Greek Prime Minister: &858,
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on the top floor. He was a thin fellow with small bright blue eyes.

‘I live on the top floor, ’ he said. ‘Can I speak to you? May 1
come in?’

I invited him in and shut the door.

‘I’m very sorry, ’ he said. ‘But I’m in trouble. Will you help
me?’

‘Well, I'll listen to you, ’ 1 said. ‘But I’d rather not promise
more than that.’®

I could see that he was nervous. He could not stand still, so I
mixed a strong& drink for him.® He drank it at once. When he put
down the glass, he broke it.

‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘I’ m rather nervous tonight and -
there’s a good reason for it. Now you seem honest, sir, and you
look brave too. Well, I’m in great trouble and I need a friend.’

‘Tell me about it,” I said, ‘and then I'll give you my
answer. ’

‘I’m an American, ’ he said. ‘A few years ago I came to Eu-
rope to work for an American newspaper. I learned several lan-
guages and discovered quite a lot about European politics. I also
found out the German plans for war and I know a group of German
spies . Well, these spies are hunting me now, and that’s the trou-
ble. If you know anything about politics, sir, you’ll know this. Eu-
rope is very near to war, and there’s only one man who can stop
it.”

‘Who is he?” I asked.
‘Karolides, the Greek Prime Minister. ’

® But I'd...than that. B ERBAEENT .
@ sol...for him: TRESMXNT AR,
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‘Oh, I" ve just been reading about him,’ I said. ‘There’s a
story in the evening paper.’
- ‘Yes. Well, the Germans want to kill him, ’ he said. ‘They
would kill me too if they could. Karolides will be coming to London
next month. He has been invited to the Foreign Office on June
15th, @ and they’ ve chosen that date to kill him. I’m the only man
who can save him. '
‘And how can I help you, Mr.
‘Scudder, ’ he said. ‘Franklin P. Scudder.® I’ ve just told
you, sir, that these spies want to kill me. I thought that I was quite

?!

safe in London. I was sure that my enemies hadn’ t followed me
here. But yesterday evening I found a card in my letter-box, and
there was a man’ s name on it. It was the name of my worst
enemy.

‘You ought to tell the Foreign Office, ’ I said. ‘They’ 1l help
you and they may save Karolides too.’

‘There’s no time for that. My enemies know that I’ m in this
building. They may be waiting outside to catch me. Do you think
that I can hide in your flat, sir?’

‘Well, I’d better prove your story first, @ I said. ‘I’ll go out-
side and look around. If I see anything suspicious, 1’1l agree to help
you. Is that all right?’

I left the flat and went out into the street. A man was standing

outside the building. He raised his hand as soon as he saw me. I

® He has...June 15th. fEENHEF 6 A 15 H RREHIZH,
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looked around quickly and noticed a face at a window across the
street. The man’s signal was answered immediately, and the face
disappeared. I bought another newspaper at the corner of the street
and then went back to the flat.

*All right, Mr. Scudder, ’ I said. ‘You can stay here tonight.
I’ ve proved your story. There’s a fellow outside who looks rather
suspicious. Your enemies may be staying in the house across the

street. I saw a face at the window but it soon disappeared. ’

Scudder stayed quietly in my flat for several days. When I went
out, he was very nervous. I noticed that someone was always stand-
ing outside the building. I saw the face at the window a few times,
but no one came to the flat. :

Scudder wrote a lot of short notes in a little black book. He
counted the days to June 15th and marked them off in the book. ®

One day he said, ‘The time is going quickly, Hannay. If
they’ re still watching the house, I won’t be able to escape. If any-
thing happens to me, will you continue the fight?’

I liked Scudder’s adventures, and his story was exciting. But I
had no interest in politics, and I did not listen to him carefully. He
continue to talk.

He told me about a woman named Julia Czechenyi® who was
one of the spies. ‘She’s a terrible enemy, Hannay, ’ he said, ‘but
the old man is worse.’

This old man was Scudder’s chief enemy, and he described him

® He counted. . .the book. iEAFFETHBI 6 A ISHAFEALXK, ¥
X 8 H AERER T 3K,
® Julia Czechenyi [ 'dzuljo 'tfekni]: KM -BEHRB(AZ).
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very carefully. ‘It’s strange, > he said, ‘but he has the voice of a
young man. And his eyes, Hannay! If you see his eyes, you’ll nev-
er forget them. They’re small and bright, like a bird’s eyes.’

He talked for a long time that day. I cannot remember every-
thing that he said. But I noticed that he was more nervous than usu-
al.

In the evening I went out to dinner with a friend. It was half-
past ten when I returned. I opened the door of the flat and went in.
The lights were not lit and this seemed rather strange. I put them
on and looked around. There was nobody there and I thought that
Scudder had gone to bed early.

I walked into the next room and saw something in the corner.
For a moment I did not recognize it,” but then I suddenly felt very
cold and weak. I wanted to open my mouth and cry out. But I could
not mover or say anything.

Scudder was lyinig on his back® in the corner. There was a long
knife through his heart. Its handle stood up above his clothes, and

the poor man was fixed to the floor.

® Scudder was lying on his back: ] E&MEHHE.



2 . The Milkman

At last I sat down feeling very sick. I sat there for perhaps five
minutes and then I felt afraid. I was so nervous that I had to cover
Scudder’s body with a tablecloth. But I could still see the form of
the handle of the knife. It was pointing at me like a finger. I got a
drink for myself and sat down again to think.

Scudder was dead and his body proved his story. His enemies
had killed him because he knew their plans.

‘They’ 1l kill me next,* I thought. ‘They know that he lived
on the top floor. They know that he has been in my flat for three or
four days. And. they’ll guess that he told me their plans.’

What could I do? Well, I could go to the police at once and tell
them the story. But they would be suspicious if I told them about
Scudder’s death. ‘They’ Il guess that I killed him,’ I thought.
‘They may blame me for his death.’®

I thought about the matter for a long time and then I made a
plan. I had not known Scudder very well but I had liked him. I en-
joyed an adventure too, and I wanted to continue his work.

‘I may write to the Prime Minister, ’ I thought, ‘or to the
Foreign Office. But perhaps that won’t be necessary. I’Il disappear
for a few weeks. Then I’ll come back to London and go to the po-

® They may. ..for his death. fifiJiR A2 &IBBHFERTR.
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lice.

I went over to Scudder’s body and took off the cloth. I had
seen him writing in a little book and I searched his pockets. But the
book was gone, and he had no papers at all.

I opened my desk and took out a map of Britain. I thought that
Scotland was the best place for my plan. I was born there and I still
speak like a Scotsman. In Rhodesia I had learned German very well
too, and I thought about going to Germany. But perhaps Scotland
was the better idea. ©

I chose Galloway, @ which was a wild part of the country.?®
There were few big towns there, and it was not too far to travel. I
knew that there was a train to Scotland in the morning. It left Lon-
don at ten minutes past seven. But how could I get out of the flat? I
should not be able to escape if Scudder’s enemies were outside the
building.

Then suddenly I had a wonderful idea. Every morning at half-
past six the milkman delivered my milk. He was young man and we
were the same size® He had a short black moustache and wore a
white hat and coat. My idea was to borrow his clothes and the can
of milk. Then I could escape from the building as the milkman.

I went to bed then and slept for a few hours. In the morning I
had a bath and carefully cut my moustache. It was long and dark
and I cut it short. I counted my money and put fifty pounds in my

@ But perhaps. . . better idea. {HR[BEER L3 2ZH-,
@ Galloway ['gelowei]: M#F (MK %),
®  which. .. country. XRIEMRH#EEMA, which # Galloway. BB
I R E AR X
® we were the same size: RATH F4—#,
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pocket. While I was getting ready, I remembered my tobacco.
When I put my fingers into the large tobacco-box, I felt something
hard under the tobacco. It was Scudder’s little black book, and I
put it in my pocket.

It was a good sign, I thought. Scudder had hidden it there,
and his enemies had not found it.

It was twenty minutes to seven now, and the milkman was
late. But suddenly I heard the noise of the milk-can on the stairs,
and I opened the door.

‘Come in, please,’ I said. ‘I want to speak to you.’

He came into the flat, and I shut the door.

‘Listen, * I said, ‘you’re a good fellow, and I want you to
help me.* I took a sovereign® out of my pocket and added, ‘If you
agree, I'll give you this.’

When he saw the sovereign, his eyes opened wide.

‘What do you want me to do?’ he asked.

‘I want to borrow your clothes and your milk-can for a few
minutes, * I said.

‘He laughed and said, ‘What do you want them for?’

‘Well, I’ve just remembered something, but I can’t explain it
now. Let me borrow the things, and I'1l be back in ten minutes. * I
put the sovereign into his hand.

‘All right,* he said. ‘T like a bit of fun too.’@

I put on his clothes and we went out of the flat. I shut the door
behind me.

‘Don’t follow me, * I said. ‘I’ll soon be back.’

® asovereigh: —&HEMH (EEKT, AAREH.)
@ I like a bit of fun too. BMHERFFEAIE,
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I went down the stairs and into the street. I made a noise with
the milk-can and began to sing. A man who was standing outside
looked at me, but he did not say anything. I looked at the house
across the street and noticed the face at the window again. I turned
into another street and began to run. Then I took off the milkman’ s
clothes and threw them, and the milk-can, over a wall.

When I arrived at the railway station, it was ten minutes past
seven. The train was moving slowly out of the station, and I had no
time to buy a ticket. I ran forward and caught the handle of a door.
I got it open and climbed into the train.

The ticket-collector soon came along. He was rather angry with
me, and I had to invent some excuses. P But he accepted these and

wrote a ticket to Newton-Stewart in Galloway. @

@ invent some excuses: ZiE—HEH,
@ But. .. Newton-Stewart [ 'njuitn-'stjuzat] in Galloway. fltiA 7] T X263 H,
FT7—kEmBEHaAS- HFERSEGRL)NEER,
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3. The Inn-Keeper

All that day I travelled to the north. The train stopped at
Leeds® station where I bought a basket of food and the morning
newspapers. Another ticket-collector came in and told me that I had
to change trains at Dumfries. @

I read the papers, but of course there was nothing in them
about Scudder’s death. It was too early for that. ® Then I took out
Scudder’s little book. It was full of figures but there were also a few
strange names. [ noticed the words ‘Hofgaard, > ‘Luneville, * ‘Av-
ocado’ and ‘Pavia’. ‘Pavia’ appeared several times.

It was clearly some kind of code® and I have always been inter-
ested in codes. I looked carefully at this one. Scudder had written
numbers instead of letters. But what did the names mean? I knew
that some of them were towns. But had he used them instead of
people’s names?® There is usually a key-word in codes like this, ©
and I tried to guess it. ‘Hofgaard’ was clearly not the key-word be-

Leads [lidz]: FIZE(H%),

Dumfries {dam'fris]: XB% BT (342),

It...that. (REF)VBREMHER KB/,

It was. . .of code. XBRRHEN.

But had. . . names? {H1, %%K%HQWWZ?Rﬁ)\@%?
There is usually. . . like this. 7E#5 55 —BA XBE— A hE?
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