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THE 39 STEPS

Scene Eighteen: The Professor’s Study.

(HANNAY waits. Looks around. Tentatively opens the
door:)
(Music starts.)
(Shadows dance. He closes the door.)
(Music stops.)
(tries again)
(Music starts.)
(Shadows dance. He closes the door:)
(Music stops.)
(a last tiny look)
(Music starts.)
(Shadows dance. He closes the door:)
(Music stops.)
(a voice from behind him:)
VOICE. Mr. Hammond?
(HANNAY swings round. PROFESSOR JORDAN is seated
i an armchair.)
PROFESSOR. So sorry to have kept you.
HANNAY. It’s quite alright.
PROTESSOR. So you're from Annabella Schmidt?
HANNAY. I am yes.
PROFESSOR. Do you have any news?
HANNAY. She’s been murdered!

PROFESSOR. Murdered!? Oh dear, yes, of course. The Port-
land Mansions affair. Quite dreadful. And now the
police are after you.

HANNAY. They are rather!

PROFESSOR. Well don’t worry about them. I managed to
put them off the scent. They’ll be far away by now.

HANNAY. Thanks awfully.

PROFESSOR. (smiling kindly) Not at all old chap.
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HANNAY. I didn’t do it!

PROFESSOR. Of course you didn’t do it Mr. — Mr. Hannay.
I suppose it's safe to call you by your real name now?

HANNAY. Quite safe.

PROFESSOR. Jolly good. But tell me —~ why did you come all
the way to Scotland to tell me about it?

HANNAY. Because I believe she was trying to tell you about
some secret top secret air ministry...secret and she was
killed by a foreign agent who was interested too.

PROFESSOR. Really? Well I'm so glad you told me! And risk-
ing your life into the bargain! How can I ever thank

you?
(HANNAY smiles modestly. Then presses on wrgently.)

HANNAY. The thing is professor, she was looking for some-
thing!

PROFESSOR. Yes?

HANNAY. Something called -

PROFESSOR. Go on.

HANNAY. The Thirty-Nine Steps! If we can find out what
the Thirty-Nine Steps are then —

(The professor stands. Still smiling.)

PROFESSOR. So — let me get this quite clear — oh I'm so
sorry — you must be exhausted! Do take a seat Mr.
Hannay.

(He stands. Proffers him his own armchair. HANNAY sils
rather awkwardly. The PROFESSOR smiles.)

PROFESSOR. Better?

HANNAY. Thank you.

PROFESSOR. So did she tell you what this foreign agent
looked like?

HANNAY. There wasn’t time. Oh! There was one thing. Part
of his little finger was missing.

PROFESSOR. Which little finger?

HANNAY. This one I think.
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(holds up a litile finger)
PROFESSOR. Are you sure it wasn'’t — this one?

(He holds wp his own little finger. It is cut off at the
knuckle.)

HANNAY. I'm not sure. [ think -
(The professor pulls out a gun. HANNAY gasps!)

PROFESSOR. Mr. Hannay — I'm afraid I've been guilty of
leading you down the garden path. Or should I say —
up. I never can remember.

HANNAY. It seems to be the wrong garden alright.

PROTESSOR. Yes. I'm afraid it does. Mr. Hannay, you've
forced me into a very difficult position. You see I live

{

here as a respectable citizen. My very best friend is the -

Sheriff of the County. You must realise my whole exis-
tence could be jeopardised if it became known that I
was not ~ how shall I say — not what I seem. You see
there’s my wife and daughter to think of. But what
makes it doubly important that I simply can’t let you
go is that I'm just about to convey some very vital infor-
mation out of the country. Oh yes, I've got it alright.
I'm afraid poor Annabella would have been far too
late. So it seems there is only one option, Mr Hannay.

(He cocks the gun, aims point blank at HANNAY.)
(MRS JORDAN walks in.)

(Jitterbug music.)

(She takes in the gun. Doesn’t flick an eyelid.)

MRS JORDAN. I shall be serving lunch directly, dear. The
Sheriff has to go at three. Will Mr Hammond be stay-
ing?

PROFESSOR. I don’t think so dear.

(MRS JORDAN smiles and leaves.)
(Music stops.)
PROFESSOR. Unless of course you decide to join us.

(Lights a cigarette in a black holder.)
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HANNAY. For lunch?

PROFESSOR. Very good, Mr. Hannay. You see you're just
the kind of man we need. Sharp. Intelligent. Cold-
blooded. Ruthless. When the war comes these will be
the exact qualities we need.

HANNAY. War?

PROFESSOR. Oh yes! We'll have quite a show of it.

HANNAY. And what if I don’t believe in those qualities?

PROFESSOR. What other qualities are there?

HANNAY. Well,. .human qualities.

PROFESSOR. Human qualities! What human qualities?

HANNAY. Loyalty, selflessness, sacrifice...

(pause)
...love...

PROFESSOR. (He laughs a cruel laugh.) Love!? Oh please M.
Hannay! When have you ever loved anyone? It’s not
in your nature, old sport. Never has been, has it? You
have no heart, do you Hannay! But you know this.
(FIANNAY sils shocked. How does the professor know his
deepest fears?)

So sad, isn’t it? No one to love. No one to care for. No
home to go to.

(The professor comes close to HANNAY, pinned in the
armchair. Blows smoke into his face.)

But there is you see. There is — owr home!

HANNAY. Our home?

PROFESSOR. That is the only place you will find ‘love’ old
chum. Where you really and truly belong.
(We notice a German accent subtly emerging from the
professor’s cultured British tones. HANNAY stares in
horvor as the truth starts to dawn.)

Oh we will give you love, Hannay. And in return? You
will love us!! The master race. On our great unstop-
pable march, Commanded eternally by destiny itself!!
Well old sport? What do you say?? Will you join us?
Hannay!??




