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THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS

CHAPTER 1
THE MAN WHO DIED

RETURNED from the city about three
o’clock on that May afternoon pretty well
disgusted with life. I had been three months
in the old country and was fed up with it. If
any one had told me a year ago that I would
have been feeling like that, I should have
laughed at him, but there was the fact. The
weather made me liverish, the talk of
the ordinary Englishman made me sick, I
couldn’t get enough exercise, and the amuse-
ments of London seemed as flat as soda-water
that has been standing in the sun. “Richard
Hannay,” I kept telling myself, “you have got
into the wrong ditch, my friend, and you had
‘better climb out.”
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THE MAN WHO DIED

at the entrance, but there was no restaurant or
anything of that sort, and each flat was quite
shut off from the others. I hate servants on
the premises, so I had a fellow to look after
.me who came in by the day. He arrived
before eight o’clock every morning, and used
to depart at seven, for I never dined at home.

I was just fitting my key into the door, when

I noticed a man at my elbow. I had not seen
him approach, and the sudden appearance
made me start. He was a slim man with a
short brown beard and small gimlety blue
eyes. I recognised him as the occupant of a
flat on the top floor, with whom I had passed
the time of day on the stairs.
‘ “Can I speak to you?” he said. “May I
> come in for a minute?” He was steadying his
voice with an effort, and his hand was pawing
my arm. '

I got my door open and motioned him in.
No sooner was he over the threshold than he
made a dash for my back room where I used
to smoke and write my letters. Then he
bolted back.
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THE MAN WHO DIED

in Berlin and Vienna. But my friends haven’t
played their last card by a long sight. They’ve
got the ace up their sleeves, and unless I can
keep alive for a month, they are going to play
it, and win.”

“But I thought you were dead,” I put in.

“Mors janua vite,” he smiled. (I recog-
nised the quotation: it was about all the Latin
I knew.) “I’m coming to that, but I've got
to put you wise about a lot of things first. If
you read your newspaper, I guess you know
the name of Constantine Karolides?”

I sat up at that, for I had been reading
about him that very afternoon.

“He is the man that has wrecked all their
games. He is the one big brain in the whole
show, and he happens also to be an honest
man. Therefore he has been marked down
these twelve months past. I found that out—
not that it was difficult, for any fool could
guess as much.- But I found out the way they
were going to get him, and that knowledge
was deadly. That’s why I have had to de-
cease.”
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THE MAN WHO DIED

thought I had muddied my trail some, and
was feeling pretty happy. Then . . .”

The recollection seemed to upset him, and
he gulped down some more whisky.

“Then I saw a man standing in the street
outside this block. I used to stay close in my
room all day, and only slip out after dark for
an hour or two. I watched him for a bit from
my window, and I thought I recognised him.
. . . He came in and spoke to the porter. . . .
When I came back from my walk last night I
found a card in my letter-box. It bore the
name of the man I want least to meet on
God’s earth.”

I think that the look in my companion’s
eyes, the sheer naked fright on his face, com-
pleted my conviction of his honesty. My own
voice sharpened a bit as I asked him what he
did next.

“I realised that I was bottled as sure as a
pickled herring and that there was only one
way out. I had to die. If my pursuers knew
I was dead they would go to sleep again.”

“How did you manage it?”

23








































































THE MILKMAN TRAVELS

The sailor morosely agreed, and I started
my new life in an atmosphere of protest
against authority. I reminded myself that a
week ago I had been finding the world dull.
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LITERARY INNKEEPER’'S ADVENTURE

name I scarcely noted, set right in the heart
of a bog. It reminded me of one of those for-
gotten little stations in the Karroo. An old
station-master was digging in his garden,
and with his spade over his shoulder saun-
tered to the train, took charge of a parcel
and went back to his potatoes. A child of
ten received my ticket, and I emerged on
a white road that straggled over the brown
moor.

It was a gorgeous spring evening, with
every hill showing as clear as a cut amethyst.
The air had the queer rooty smell of becgs,
but it was as fresh as mid-ocean, and it had
the strangest effect on my spirits. 1 actually
felt light-hearted. I might have been a boy
out for a spring holiday tramp, instead of a
man of thirty-seven, very much wanted by the
police. I felt just as I used to feel when I was
starting for a big trek on a frosty morning on
the high veld. If you believe me, I swung
along that road whistling. There was no plan
of campaign in my head, only just to go on
and on in this blessed honest-smelling hill

51
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LITERARY INNKEEPER'S ADVENTURE

I saw the smoke of an east-going train on
the horizon. Then I approached the tiny
booking-office and took a ticket for Dum-
fries.

The only occupants of the carriage were an
old shepherd and his dog—a wall-eyed brute
that I mistrusted. The man was asleep and
on the cushions beside him was that morning’s
Scotsman. Eagerly I seized on it, for I fan-
cied it would tell me something.

There were two columns about the Portland
Place murder, as it was called. My man Pad-
dock had given the alarm and had the milk-
man arrested. Poor devil, it looked as if the
latter had earned his sovereign hardly; but
for me he had been cheap at the price, for he
seemed to have occupied the police the better
part of the day. In the stop-press news I
found a further installment of the story.
The milkman had been released, I read,
and the true criminal, about whose identity
the police were reticent, was believed to have
got away from London by one of the northern
lines. There was a short note about me as
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LITERARY INNKEEPER'S ADVENTURE

night, for to tell you the truth I have had no
company for a week.”

I pulled myself up on the parapet of the
bridge and filled my pipe. I began to detect
an ally. ‘

“You’re young to be an innkeeper,” I
said.

“My father died a year ago and left me the
business. I live there with my grandmother.
It’s a slow job for a young man, and it wasn’t
my choice of profession.”

“Which was?”

He actually blushed. “I want to write
books,” he said.

“And what better chance could you ask?” I
cried. “Man, I've often thought that an inn-
keeper would make the best story-teller in the
world.”

“Not now,” he said eagerly. “Maybe in
the old days when you had pilgrims and bal-
lad-makers and highwaymen and mail-
coaches on the road; but not now. Nothing
comes here but motor-cars full of fat women,
who stop for lunch, and a fisherman or two
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LITERARY INNKEEPER’'S ADVENTURE

details. I made out that I was a minifxg mag-
nate from Kimberley, who had a lot of trou-
ble with I. D. B. and had shown up a
gang. They had pursued me across the ocean
and had killed my best friend and were now
on my tracks.

I told the story well, though I say it who
shouldn’t. I pictured a flight across the
Kalahari to German Africa, the crackling,
parching days, the wonderful blue-velvet
nights. I described an attack on my life on
the voyage home, and I made a really horrid
affair of the Portland Place murder.

“You’re looking for adventure,” I cried.
“Well, you've found it here. The devils are
after me, and the police are after them. It's
a race that I mean to win.”

“By God,” he whispered, drawing his
breath in sharply, “it is all pure Rider Hag-
gard and Conan Doyle.”

“You believe me,” I said gratefully.

“Of course I do,” and he held out his hand.
“T believe everything out of the common. The
only thing to distrust is the normal.”
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CHAPTER 1V,
THE ADVENTURE OF THE RADICAL CANDIDATE

OU may picture me driving that forty-
horse-power car for all she was worth
over the crisp moor roads on that shining May
morning; glancing back at first over my shoul-
der and looking anxiously to the next turning;
then driving with a vague eye, just wide
enough awake to keep on the highway.
For I was thinking desperately of what I
had found in Scudder’s pocket-book.

The little man had told me a pack of lies.
All his yarns about the Balkans and the Jew-
anarchists and the Foreign Office conference
were eyetwash, and so was Karolides. And
yet not quite, as you shall hear. I had staked
everything on my belief in his story and had
been let down; here was his book telling me
a different tale, and instead of being once-bit-
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ADVENTURE OF RADICAL CANDIDATE

action in time of war. Well, in June, a very
great swell was coming over from Paris, and
he was going to get nothing less than a
statement of the disposition of the' British
home fleet on mobilisation. At least I gath-
ered it was something like that; anyhow,
it was something uncommonly important.
But on the 15th day of June there were
to be others in London—others at whom
I could only guess. Scudder was content to
call them collectively the “Black Stone.”
They represented not our allies, but our dead-
ly foes, and the information, destined for
France, was to be diverted to their pockets.
And it was to be used, remember—used a week
or two later, with great guns and swift tor-
pedoes, suddenly in the darkness of a summer
night.

This was the story I had been deciphering
in a back room of a country inn, overlooking
a cabbage garden. This was the story that
hummed in my brain, as I swung in the big
touring-car from glen to glen.

My first impulse had been to write a letter
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THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS

gravel till the skies grew pale with morning.
'‘As the mists cleared before the sun I found
myself in a wide green world with glens fall-
ing on every side and a faraway blue horizon.
Here at any rate I could get early news of my
enemies.
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THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS

As I sat on the hillside, watching the tail-
light dwindle, I reflected on the various kinds
of crime I had now sampled. Contrary to
general belief I was not a murderer, but I
had become an unholy liar, a shameless im-
postor, and a highwayman with a marked
taste for expensive motor-cars.
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ADVENTURE OF BALD ARCHAOLOGIST

gloaming was far advanced when I heard the
beat of wings, and saw it volplaning down-
ward to its home in the wood. Lights twinkled
for a bit and there was much coming and go-
ing from the house. Then the dark fell and
silence.

Thank God it was a black night. The moon
was well on in its last quarter and would not
rise till late. My thirst was too great to allow
me to tarry, so about nine o’clock, so far as I
could judge, I started to descend. It wasn’t
easy, and half-way down I heard the back
door of the house open, and saw the gleam
of a lantern against the mill wall. For some
agonising minutes I hung by the ivy and
prayed that whoever it was would not
come round by the dovecot. Then the light
disappeared, and I dropped as softly as I
could onto the hard soil of the yard.

I crawled on my belly in the lee of a stone
dike till I reached the fringe of trees which
surrounded the house. If I had known how
to do it I would have tried to put that aero-
plane out of action, but I realised that any
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THE DRY-FLY FISHERMAN

‘Altogether I was no spectacle for God-fear-
ing citizens to see on a highroad.

Very soon after daybreak I made an at-
tempt to clean myself in a hill burn, and then
approached a herd’s cottage, for I was feel-
ing the need of food. The herd was away
from home, and his wife was alone, with no
neighbour for five miles. She was a decent
old body, and a plucky one, for though she
got a fright when she saw me, she had an ax
handy, and would have used it on any evil-
doer. I told her that I had had a fall—I
didn’t say how—and she saw by my looks that
I was pretty sick. Like a true Samaritan she
asked no questions, but gave me a bowl of milk
with a dash of whisky in it, and let me sit
for a little by her kitchen fire. She would
have bathed my shoulder, but it ached so bad-
ly that I would not let her touch it. I don’t
know what she took me for—a repentant burg-
lat, perhaps; for when I wanted to pay her for
the milk and tendered a sovereign, which was
the smallest coin I had, she shook her head
and said something about “giving it to them
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THE DRY-FLY FISHERMAN

Walter. It's Mr. ’Eath, and he wants to
speak to you personally.”

My host went off to the telephone.

He returned in five minutes with a whitish
face. “I apologise to the shade of Scudder,”
he said. “Karolides was shot dead this even-
ing at a few minutes after seven!”
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THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS

house and was told he had come in half an
hour before and had gone to bed.”
“Who—who——" some one stammered.
“The Black Stone,” I cried, and I sat down
in the chair so recently vacated and looked
round at five badly scared gentlemen.
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PARTIES CONVERGING ON THE SEA

ed me in Scotland, but there was nothing to
identify them. I simply can’t explain why I,
who, as a roadman, had looked into two pairs
of eyes, and as Ned Ainslie into another pair,
why I, who have a good memory and reason-
able powers of observation, could find no sat-
isfaction. They seemed exactly what they
professed to be, and I could not have sworn to
one of them. There in that pleasant dining-
room, with etchings on the walls, and a pic-
ture of an old lady in a bib above the mantel-
piece, I could see nothing to connect them
with the moorland desperadoes. There was a
silver cigarette-box beside me and I saw that
it had been won by Percival Appleton, Esq.,
of the St. Bede’s Club, in a golf tournament.
I had to keep firm hold of Peter Pienaar to
prevent myself bolting out of that house.

“Well,” said the old man politely, “are
you reassured by your scrutiny, sir? 1 hope
you'll find it consistent with your duty to drop
this ridiculous business. I make no com-
plaint, but you see how annoying it must be to
respectable people.”
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PARTIES CONVERGING ON THE SEA

or did I detect some halt in the smoothness of
that voice.

There must have been, for, as I glanced at
him, his eyelids fell in that hawk-like hood
which fear had stamped on my memory.

I blew my whistle.

In an instant the lights were out. A pair
of strong arms gripped me round the waist,
covering the pockets in which a man might
be expected to carry a pistol.

“Schnell, Franz,” cried a voice, “der bott,
der bott!” As it spoke I saw two of my fel-
lows emerge on the moonlit lawn.

The young dark man leaped for the win-
dow, was through it, and over the low fence
before a hand could touch him. I grappled
the old chap, and the room seemed to fill with
figures. I saw the plump one collared, but
my eyes were all for the out-of-doors, where
Franz sped on over the road towards the
railed entrance to the beach stairs. One man
followed him but he had no chance. The gate
locked behind the fugitive, and I stood star-
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PARTIES CONVERGING ON THE SEA

As the handcuffs clinked on his wrists I said
my last word to him.

“I hope Franz will bear his triumph well.
I ought to tell you that the Ariadne for the
last hour has been in our hands.”

Three weeks later, as all the world knows,
we went to war. I joined the New Army the
first week, and owing to my Matabele expe-
rience got a captain’s commission straight off.
But I had done my best service, I think, be-
fore I put on khaki.

THE END
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