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To H. H. Gibson


 


Many years ago I resolved that you were one of the first people I must dedicate a book to. But time slips by, and it’s sadly easy to lose touch with someone who lives hundreds of miles away. So this comes very late, but I hope not too late; because even though this may be a bad book, if I hadn’t come under your guidance many years ago it would probably have been very much worse.










Introduction


‘What’s boodle?’ you may ask yourself if you have picked up this volume of the adventures of Simon Templar, better known as the Saint. Looking at my handy dictionary, boodle is a term meaning loot, booty or treasure. Well, if that’s the case, this book is full of boodle. The Saint stories are some of the great adventure stories of all time. Boodle (later retitled The Saint Intervenes) is a collection of fourteen short stories where the Saint intervenes in fourteen crimes, sometimes helping the police, other times helping those the police cannot.


The writings of Leslie Charteris have been a big influence on me and not just as a writer. The Saint showed me it was possible to fight crime and have a sense of humour. I remember a scene in one of the first Saint books I read, in which Simon and his merry men were hunting for an unknown criminal mastermind. Most writers would have made his hero refer to the unknown criminal as X, but Leslie Charteris and the Saint don’t work that way. No, the mystery villain was referred to as Pongo. It was this unconventional thinking that I loved and try to bring to my own writing and my own personal life. It was that attitude that I was trying to express when I got my first (and so far only) tattoo. It’s on my right arm and is the Saint stick figure.


The same stick figure appears at the end of each Saint book with a note ‘Watch for the sign of the Saint, he will be back.’ That’s the mark of a great character – you know that he will be back in some form or another. The Saint appeared in books and short stories, in comics, on the radio and film and TV. The last official appearance of a character called the Saint was the 1997 film starring Val Kilmer and the novelisation by Burl Barer. That character was very different to the one that appeared in the book you are reading. Barer also wrote an all-new adventure of the classic Saint at the same time called Capture the Saint. And now there’s a new TV show starring Adam Rayner in production.


If I look closely I can see the Saint’s influence everywhere. There is a whole subgenre of the gentleman adventurer with names like the Falcon, the Toff, the Baron, Captain Satan and the Angel who were all inspired by the Saint. Even James Bond was influenced by Simon Templar. 


In the world of paperback originals of the 1970s we have series like the Arrow, about a disgraced police officer who now steals from criminals, and the Decoy, about a former thief who investigates crimes for kicks, both of who seem to have some Saintly DNA. The plot of the movie Death ?Wish 3 is completely based on The Saint in New York.


In the TV series White Collar, Neal Caffrey and FBI agent Peter Burke provide a fresh twist to the relationship between Simon Templar and Scotland Yard Inspector Claude Eustace Teal (a relationship portrayed beautifully in the penultimate story of this book, ‘The Man Who Liked Toys’). Nate Ford and his team in the TV series Leverage recreate the Saint’s knack for out-conning various conmen (see ‘The Ingeneous Colonel’ and ‘The Mixture as Before’ amongst others in this volume). The Pretender TV series is about a man who takes revenge on people who abuse their power and authority, something the Saint was known to undertake on occasion (see ‘The Sleepless Knight’). 


I could continue on with shows, books, comics and movies that all owe a debt to Leslie Charteris and the Saint, but none of them really capture the magic of the original stories. Simon Templar is an amazing character – a modern-day Robin Hood, a buccaneer relieving the ungodly of their ill-gotten boodle with a smile on his face and quip on his lips. The Saint has an attitude to life that never fails to lift my spirits.


So read on and enjoy. Trust me, this book is full of boodle.


 


Brad Mengel










The Ingenuous Colonel


 


Lieutenant-Colonel Sir George Uppingdon, it must be admitted, was not a genuine knight; neither, as a matter of fact, was he a genuine colonel. This is not to say that he thought that sandbags contained the material for making mortar shells, or that an observation post was a species of flagpole on which inquisitive generals hung at half-mast. But his military experience was certainly limited to a brief period during the latter days of the war when conscription had gathered him up and set him to the uncongenial task of peeling potatoes at Aldershot.


Apart from that not inglorious interlude of strengthening the stomachs of the marching armies, his career had been far less impressive than the name he passed under seemed to indicate. Pentonville had housed him on one occasion, and he had also taken one short holiday at Maidstone.


Nevertheless, although the expensive public school which had taught him his practical arithmetic had long since erased his name from its register of alumni, he had never lost his well-educated and aristocratic bearing, and with the passing of time had added to it a magnificent pair of white moustachios which were almost as valuable to him in his career.


A slight tinge of the old-fashioned conservatism which characterized his style of dress clung equally limpet-like to the processes of his mind.


‘These new-fangled stunts are all very well,’ he said doggedly. ‘But what happens to them? You work them once, and they receive a great deal of publicity, and then you can never use them again. How many of them will last as long as our tried and proved old friends?’


His companion on that occasion, an equally talented Mr Sidney Immelbern – whose real name, as it happens, was Sidney Immelbern – regarded him gloomily.


‘That’s the trouble with you, George,’ he said. ‘It’s the one thing which has kept you back from real greatness. You can’t get it into your head that we’ve got to move with the times.’


‘It has also kept me out of a great deal of trouble,’ said the Colonel sedately. ‘If I remember rightly, Sid, when you last moved with the times, it was to Wormwood Scrubs.’


Mr Immelbern frowned. There were seasons when he felt that George Uppingdon’s gentlemanly bearing had no real foundations of good taste.


‘Well,’ he retorted, ‘your methods haven’t made us millionaires. Here it’s nearly two months since we made a touch, and we only got eight hundred from that Australian at Brighton.’


Mr Immelbern’s terse statement being irrefutable, a long and somewhat melancholy silence settled down upon the partnership.


Even by the elastic standards of the world in which they moved, it was an unusual combination. Mr Sidney Immelbern had none of the Colonel’s distinguished style – he was a stocky man with an unrefined and slightly oriental face, who affected check tweeds of more than dashing noisiness and had an appropriate air of smelling faintly of stables.


But they had worked excellently together in the past, and only in such rare but human excesses of recrimination as that which has just been recorded did they fail to share a sublime confidence that their team technique would shine undimmed in brilliance through the future, as and when the opportunity arose.


The unfortunate part was that the opportunity did not arise. For close upon eight weeks it had eluded them with a relentlessness which savoured of actual malice. True, there had been an American at the Savoy who had seemed a hopeful proposition, but he had turned out to be one of those curious people who sincerely disapprove of gambling on principle; and an equally promising leather merchant from Leicester had been recalled home by an ailing wife a few hours before they would have made their kill.


The profession of confidence man requires capital – he must maintain a good appearance, invest lavishly in food and wine, and be able to wait for his profits. It was not surprising that Messrs. Uppingdon and Immelbern should watch the dwindling of their resources with alarm, and at times give way to moments of spleen which in more prosperous days would never have smirched their mutual friendship.


But with almost sadistic glee their opportunity continued to elude them. The lounge of the Palace Royal Hotel, where they sat sipping their expensive drinks, was a scene of life and gaiety; but the spirit of the place was not reflected in their faces. Among the lunch-time cocktail crowd of big business men, young well-groomed men, and all their chosen women, there appeared not one lonely soul with the unmistakable air of a forlorn stranger in the city whom they might tactfully accost, woo from his glum solitude with lunch and friendship, and in due course mulct of a contribution to their exchequer proportionate to his means. Fortune, they felt, had deserted them for ever. Nobody loved them.


‘It is,’ admitted Lieutenant-Colonel Uppingdon, breaking the silence, ‘pretty bloody.’


‘It is,’ concurred Mr Immelbern, and suddenly scowled at him. ‘What’s that?’ he added.


Somewhat vaguely, the Colonel was inclining his head. But the remarkable point was that he was not looking at Mr Immelbern.


‘What is what?’ he inquired, making sure of his ground.


‘What’s that you’re staring at with that silly look on your face?’ said Mr Immelbern testily.


‘That young fellow who just came in,’ explained the Colonel. ‘He seemed to know me.’


 


Mr Immelbern glanced over the room. The only man whom he was able to bring within the limits of his partner’s rather unsatisfactory description was just then sitting down at a table by himself a few places away – a lean and somehow dangerous-looking young man with a keen tanned face and very clear blue eyes. Instinctively Mr Immelbern groped around for his hat.


‘D’you mean he’s a fellow you swindled once?’ he demanded hastily.


Uppingdon shook his head. ‘Oh, no. I’m positive about that. Besides, he smiled at me quite pleasantly. But I can’t remember him at all.’


Mr Immelbern relaxed slowly. He looked at the young man again with diminished apprehension. And gradually, decisively, a certain simple deduction registered itself in his practised mind.


The young man had money. There was no deception about that. Everything about him pointed unobtrusively but unequivocally towards that one cardinal fact. His clothes, immaculately kept, had the unostentatious seal of Savile Row on every stitch of them. His silk shirt had the cachet of St. James’s. His shoes, brightly polished and unspotted by the stains of traffic, could never have been anything but custom made.


He had just given his order to the waiter, and while he waited for it to arrive he was selecting a cigarette from a thin case which to the lay eye might have been silver, but which Mr Immelbern knew beyond all doubt was platinum.


There are forms of instinct which soar beyond all physical explanations into the clear realms of clairvoyance. The homing pigeon wings its way across sightless space to the old roost. The Arabian camel finds the water-hole, and the pig detects the subterranean truffle. Even thus was the clairvoyance of Mr Immelbern.


If there was one thing on earth which he could track down it was money. The affinity of the pigeon for its roost, the camel for the water-hole, the pig for the truffle, were as nothing to the affinity of Mr Immelbern for dough. He was in tune with it. Its subtle emanations floated through the ether and impinged on psychic antennae in his system which operated on a superheterodyne circuit.


And while he looked at the young man who seemed to know Lieutenant-Colonel Uppingdon, that circuit was oscillating over all its tubes. He summarized his conclusions with an explicit economy of verbiage which Le Bruyère could not have pruned by a single syllable.


‘He’s rich,’ said Mr Immelbern.


‘I wish I could remember where I met him,’ said the Colonel, frowning over his own train of thought. ‘I hate to forget a face.’


‘You doddering old fool!’ snarled Mr Immelbern, smiling at him affectionately. ‘What do I care about your memory? The point is that he’s rich, and he seemed to recognize you. Well, that saves a lot of trouble, doesn’t it?’


The Colonel turned towards him and blinked. ‘What do you mean?’


‘Will you never wake up?’ moaned Mr Immelbern, extending his cigarette-case with every appearance of affability. ‘Here you’ve been sitting whining and moping for half an hour because we don’t get a chance to make a touch, and when a chance does come along you can’t see it. What do I care where you met the man? What do I care if you never met him? He nodded to you, and he’s sitting two yards away – and you ask me what I mean!’


The Colonel frowned at him for a moment. He was, as we have explained, a born traditionalist. He never allowed himself to be carried away. He deliberated. He calculated. He explored. He would, but for the ever-present stimulus of Mr Immelbern, have done as little as any other traditionalist.


But gradually the frown faded, and a dignified smile took its place. ‘There may be something in what you say, Sid,’ he conceded.


‘Go on,’ ordered Mr Immelbern crudely. ‘Hop it. And try to wake your ideas up a bit. If somebody threw a purse into your lap, you’d be asking me what it was.’


Lieutenant-Colonel Uppingdon gave him an aristocratically withering look, and rose sedately from the table. He went over to where the young man sat and coughed discreetly.


‘Excuse me, sir,’ he said, and the young man looked up from his idle study of the afternoon’s runners at Sandown Park. ‘You must have thought me a trifle rude just now.’


‘Not at all,’ said the young man amiably. ‘I thought you were busy and didn’t want to be bothered. How are things these days, George?’


The Colonel suppressed a start. The use of his Christian name implied an intimacy that was almost alarming, but the young man’s pleasant features still struck no responsive chord in his memory.


‘To tell you the truth,’ he said, ‘I’m afraid my eyes are not as good as they were. I didn’t recognize you until you had gone by. Dear me! How long is it since I saw you last?’


The young man thought for a moment. ‘Was it at Biarritz about ten years ago?’


‘Of course!’ exclaimed Uppingdon delightedly – he had never been to Biarritz in his life. ‘By Gad, how the time does fly! I never thought I should have to ask when I last saw you, my dear—’


He broke off short, and an expression of shocked dismay overspread his face.


‘Good Gad!’ he blurted. ‘You’ll begin to think there’s something the matter with me. Have you ever had a lapse of memory like that? I had your name on the tip of my tongue – I was just going to say it – and it slipped off! Wait – don’t help me – didn’t it begin with H?’


‘I’m afraid not,’ said the young man pleasantly.


‘Not either of your names?’ pursued the Colonel hopefully.


‘No.’


‘Then it must have been J.’


‘No.’


‘I mean T.’


The young man nodded.


Uppingdon took heart. ‘Let me see, Tom – Thomson – Travers – Terrington—’


The other smiled. ‘I’d better save you the trouble. Templar’s the name – Simon Templar.’


Uppingdon put a hand to his head.


‘I knew it!’ He was certain that he had never met anyone named Simon Templar. ‘How stupid of me! My dear chap, I hardly know how to apologize. Damned bad form, not even being able to remember a fellow’s name. Look here, you must give me a chance to put it right. What about joining us for a drink? Or are you waiting for somebody?’


Simon Templar shook his head.


‘Splendid!’ said the Colonel. ‘Splendid! Perfectly splendid!’ He seized the young man’s arm and led him across to where Mr Immelbern waited. ‘By Gad, what a perfectly splendid coincidence. Simon, you must meet Mr Immelbern. Sidney, this is an old friend of mine, Mr Templar. By Gad!’


Simon found himself ushered into the best chair, his drink paid for, his health proposed and drunk with every symptom of cordiality.


‘By Gad!’ said the Colonel, mopping his brow and beaming.


‘Quite a coincidence, Mr Templar,’ remarked Immelbern, absorbing the word into his vocabulary.


‘Coincidence is a marvellous thing,’ said the Colonel. ‘I remember when I was in Allahabad with the West Nottinghams, they had a quartermaster whose wife’s name was Ellen. As a matter of fact, he wasn’t really our quarter-master – we borrowed him from the Southwest Kents. Rotten regiment, the Southwest Kents. Old General Plushbottom was with them before he was thrown out of the service. His name wasn’t really Plushbottom, but we called him Old General Plushbottom.


‘The thing was a frightful scandal. He had a fight with a subaltern on the parade-ground at Poona – as a matter of fact, it was almost on the very spot where Reggie Carfew dropped dead of heart failure the day after his wife ran away with a bank clerk. And the extraordinary thing was that her name was Ellen too.’


‘Extraordinary,’ agreed the young man.


‘Extraordinary!’ concurred Mr Immelbern, and trod viciously on Uppingdon’s toe under the table.


‘That was a marvellous trip we had on the Bremen – I mean to Biarritz – wasn’t it?’ said the Colonel, wincing.


Simon Templar smiled. ‘We had some good parties, didn’t we?’


‘By Gad! And the casino!’


‘The Heliopolis!’


‘The races!’ said the Colonel, seizing his cue almost too smartly, and moving his feet quickly out of range of Mr Immelbern’s heavy heel.


Mr Immelbern gave an elaborate start. He pulled a watch from his waistcoat pocket and looked at it accusingly.


‘By the way, Sir George,’ he interrupted with a faintly conspiratorial air. ‘I don’t want to put you out at all, but it’s getting a bit late.’


‘Late?’ repeated the Colonel, frowning at him.


‘You know,’ said Mr Immelbern mysteriously.


‘Oh,’ said the Colonel, grasping the point.


Mr Immelbern turned to Simon.


‘I’m really not being rude, Mr Templar,’ he explained, ‘but Sir George has important business to attend to this afternoon, and I had to remind him about it. Really, Sir George, don’t think I’m butting in, but it goes at two o’clock, and if we’re going to get any lunch—’


‘But that’s outrageous!’ protested the Colonel indignantly. ‘I’ve only just brought Mr Templar over to our table, and you’re suggesting that I should rush off and leave him!’


‘Please don’t bother about me,’ said Simon hastily. ‘If you have business to do—’


‘My dear chap, I insist on bothering. The whole idea is absurd. I’ve put far too great a strain on your good nature already. This is preposterous. You must certainly join us in another drink. And in lunch. It’s the very least I can do.’


Mr Immelbern did not look happy. He gave the impression of a man torn between politeness and frantic necessity, frustrated by having to talk in riddles, and perhaps pardonably exasperated by the obtuseness of his companion.


‘But really, Sir George—’


‘That’s enough,’ said the Colonel, raising his hand. ‘I refuse to listen to anything more. Mr Templar is an old friend of mine, and my guarantee should be good enough for you. And as far as you are concerned, my dear chap,’ he added, turning to Simon, ‘if you are not already engaged for lunch, I won’t hear any other excuse.’


Simon shrugged. ‘It’s very kind of you. But if I’m in the way—’


‘That,’ said the Colonel pontifically, ‘will do.’ He consulted his watch, drummed his fingers thoughtfully on the table for a moment, and said: ‘The very thing! We’ll go right along to my rooms, and I’ll have some lunch served there. Then Mr Immelbern and I can do our business as well without being rushed.’


‘But Sir George!’ said Immelbern imploringly. ‘Won’t you listen to reason? Look here, can I speak to you alone for a minute? Mr Templar will excuse us.’


He grabbed the spluttering Colonel by the arm and dragged him away almost by main force. They retreated to the other end of the lounge.


‘We’ll get him,’ said the Colonel, gesticulating furiously.


‘I know,’ said Mr Immelbern, beating his fist on the palm of his hand. ‘That is, if you don’t scare him off with that imitation of a colonel. That stuff’s so corny it makes me want to scream. Have you found out who he is?’


‘No. I don’t even recognize his name.’


‘Probably he’s mistaken you for somebody else,’ said Mr Immelbern, appearing to sulk.


The Colonel turned away from him and marched back to the table, with Mr Immelbern following him glumly.


‘Well, that’s settled, by Gad,’ he said breezily. ‘If you’ve finished your drink, my dear fellow, we’ll get along at once.’


They went in a taxi to the Colonel’s apartment, a small suite at the lower end of Clarges Street. Uppingdon burbled on with engaging geniality, but Mr Immelbern kept his mouth tightly closed and wore the look of a man suffering from toothache.


‘How about some caviare sandwiches and a bottle of wine?’ suggested the Colonel. ‘I can fix those up myself. Of if you’d prefer something more substantial, I can easily have it sent in.’


‘Caviare sandwiches will do for me,’ murmured Simon accommodatingly.


There was plenty of caviare, and some excellent sherry to pass the time while the Colonel was preparing the sandwiches. The wine was impeccable, and the quantity apparently unlimited. Under its soothing influence even the morose Mr Immelbern seemed to thaw slightly, although towards the end of the meal he kept looking at his watch, and comparing it anxiously with the clock on the mantelpiece.


 


At a quarter to two he caught his partner’s eye in one of the rare lulls in the Colonel’s meandering flow of reminiscence.


‘Well, Sir George,’ he said grimly, ‘if you can spare the time now—’


‘Of course,’ said the Colonel brightly.


Mr Immelbern looked at their guest, and hesitated again.


‘Er – to deal with our business.’


Simon put down his glass and rose quickly. ‘I’ll leave you to it,’ he said pleasantly. ‘Really, I’ve imposed on you quite long enough.’


‘Sit down, my dear chap, sit down,’ commanded the Colonel testily. ‘Dammit, Sidney, your suspicions are becoming ridiculous. If you go on in this way I shall begin to believe you suffer from delusions of persecution. I’ve already told you that Mr Templar is an old friend of mine, by Gad, and it’s an insult to a guest in my house to suggest that you can’t trust him. Anything we have to discuss can be said in front of him.’


‘But think, Sir George. Think of the risk.’


‘Nonsense,’ snorted the Colonel. ‘It’s all in your imagination. In fact’ – the idea suddenly appeared to strike him – ‘I’m damned if I don’t tell him what it’s all about.’


Mr Immelbern opened his mouth, closed it again, and sank back wearily without speaking. His attitude implied that he had already exhausted himself in vain appeals to an obvious lunatic, and he was beginning to realize that it was of no avail. He could do no more.


‘It’s like this, my dear chap,’ said the Colonel, ignoring him. ‘All that this mystery amounts to – all that Immelbern here is so frightened of telling you – is that we are professional gamblers. We back racehorses.’


‘That isn’t all of it,’ contradicted Mr Immelbern sullenly.


‘Well, we have certain advantages. I, in my social life, am very friendly with a large number of racehorse owners. Mr Immelbern is friendly with trainers and jockeys. Between the two of us, we sometimes have infallible information, the result of piecing together everything we hear from various sources, of times when the result of a certain race has positively been arranged. Then all we have to do is to make our bets and collect the money. That happens to be our business this afternoon. We have an absolutely certain winner for the two o’clock race at Sandown Park, and in a few minutes we shall be backing it.’


Mr Immelbern closed his eyes as if he could endure no more.


‘That seems quite harmless,’ said Templar.


‘Of course it is,’ agreed the Colonel. ‘What Immelbern is so frightened of is that somebody will discover what we’re doing – I mean that it might come to the knowledge of some of our friends who are owners or trainers or jockeys, and then our sources of information would be cut off. But, by Gad, I insist on the privilege of being allowed to know when I can trust my own friends.’


‘Well, I won’t give you away,’ Simon told him obligingly.


The Colonel turned to Immelbern triumphantly.


‘There you are! So there’s no need whatever for our little party to break up yet, unless Mr Templar has an engagement. Our business will be done in a few minutes. By Gad, damme, I think you owe Mr Templar an apology!’


Mr Immelbern sighed, stared at his fingernails for a while in grumpy silence, and consulted his watch again.


‘It’s nearly five to two,’ he said. ‘How much can we get on?’


‘About a thousand, I think,’ said the Colonel judiciously.


Mr Immelbern got up and went to the telephone, where he dialled a number.


‘This is Immelbern,’ he said, in the voice of a martyr responding to the curtain call for the lion-wrestling event. ‘I want two hundred pounds on Greenfly.’


He heard his bet repeated, pressed down the hook, and dialled again.


‘We have to spread it around to try and keep the starting price from shortening,’ explained the Colonel.


Simon Templar nodded, and leaned back with his eyes half-closed, listening to the click and tinkle of the dial and Immelbern’s afflicted voice. Five times the process was repeated, and during the giving of the fifth order Uppingdon interrupted again.


‘Make it two-fifty this time, Sidney,’ he said.


Mr Immelbern said: ‘Just a moment, will you hold on?’ to the transmitter, covered it with his hand, and turned aggrievedly.


‘I thought you said a thousand. That makes a thousand and fifty.’


‘Well, I thought Mr Templar might like to have fifty on.’


Simon hesitated. ‘That’s about all I’ve got on me,’ he said.


‘Don’t let that bother you, my dear boy,’ boomed Colonel Uppingdon. ‘Your credit’s good with me, and I feel that I owe you something to compensate for what you’ve put up with. Make it a hundred if you like.’


‘But Sir George!’ wailed Mr Immelbern.


‘Dammit, will you stop whining “But Sir George!”?’ exploded the Colonel. ‘That settles it. Make it three hundred – that will be a hundred on for Mr Templar. And if the horse doesn’t win I’ll stand the loss myself.’


A somewhat strained silence prevailed after the last bet had been made. Mr Immelbern sat down again and chewed the unlighted end of a cigar in morbid meditations. The Colonel twiddled his thumbs as if the embarrassment of these recurrent disputes was hard to shake off. Simon Templar lighted a cigarette and smoked calmly.


‘Have you been doing this long?’ he inquired.


‘For about two years,’ said the Colonel. ‘By Gad, though, we’ve made money at it. Only about one horse in ten that we back doesn’t romp home, and most of ’em are at good prices. Sometimes our money does get back to the course and spoils the price, but I’d rather have a winner at evens than a loser at ten to one any day. Why, I remember one race meeting we had at Delhi. That was the year when old Stubby Featherstone dropped his cap in the Ganges – he was the fella who got killed at Cambrai . . .’


He launched off on another wandering reminiscence, and Simon listened to him with polite attention. He had some thinking to do, and he was grateful for the gallant Colonel’s willingness to take all the strain of conversation away from him. Mr Immelbern chewed his cigar in chronic pessimism until half an hour had passed; and then he glanced at his watch again, started up, and broke into the middle of one of his host’s rambling sentences.


‘The result ought to be through by now,’ he said abruptly. ‘Shall we go out and get a paper?’


Simon stood up unhurriedly. He had done his thinking. ‘Let me go,’ he suggested.


‘That’s awfully good of you, my dear boy. Mr Immelbern would have gone. Never mind, by Gad. Go out and see how much you’ve won. I’ll open another bottle. Damme, we must have a drink on this, by Gad!’


 


Simon grinned and sauntered out; and as the doors closed behind him the eyes of the two partners met.


‘Next time you say “damme” or “by Gad,” George,’ said Mr Immelbern, ‘I will knock your block off, so help me. Why don’t you get some new ideas?’


But by that time Lieutenant-Colonel Sir George Uppingdon was beyond taking offence.


‘We’ve got him,’ he said gleefully.


‘I hope so,’ said Mr Immelbern, more cautiously.


‘I know what I’m talking about, Sid,’ said the Colonel stubbornly. ‘He’s a serious young fellow, one of these conservative chaps like myself – but that’s the best kind. None of this dashing around, keeping up with the times, going off like a firework and fizzling out like a pricked balloon. I’ll bet you anything you like, in another hour he’ll be looking around for a thousand pounds to give us to put on tomorrow’s certainty. His kind starts slowly, but it goes a lot further than any of your high-pressure Smart Alecs.’


Mr Immelbern made a rude noise.


Simon Templar bought a Star at Devonshire House and turned without anxiety to the stop press. Greenfly had won the two o’clock at five to one.


As he strolled back towards Clarges Street he was smiling. It was a peculiarly ecstatic sort of smile; and as a matter of fact he had volunteered to go out and buy the paper, even though he knew what the result would be as certainly as Messrs. Uppingdon and Immelbern knew it, for the sole and sufficient reason that he wanted to give that smile the freedom of his face and let it walk around. To have been compelled to sit around any longer in Uppingdon’s apartment and sustain the necessary mask of gravity and sober interest without a breathing spell would have sprained every muscle within six inches of his mouth.


‘Hullo, Saint,’ said a familiar sleepy voice beside him.


A hand touched his arm, and he turned quickly to see a big baby-faced man in a bowler hat of unfashionable shape, whose jaws moved rhythmically like those of a ruminating cow.


‘Hush,’ said the Saint. ‘Somebody might hear.’


‘Is there anybody left who doesn’t know?’ asked Chief Inspector Teal sardonically.


Simon Templar nodded slowly.


‘Strange as it may seem, there is. Believe it or not, Claud Eustace, somewhere in this great city – I wouldn’t tell you where, for anything – there are left two trusting souls who don’t even recognize my name. They have just come down from their hermits’ caves in the mountains of Ladbroke Grove, and they haven’t yet heard the news.


‘The Robin Hood of modern crime,’ said the Saint oratorically, ‘the scourge of the ungodly, the defender of the faith – what are the newspaper headlines? – has come back to raise hell over the length and breadth of England – and they don’t know.’


‘You look much too happy,’ said the detective suspiciously. ‘Who are these fellows?’


‘Their names are Uppingdon and Immelbern, if you want to know – and you’ve probably met them before. They have special information about racehorses, and I am playing my usual role of the Sucker who does not Suck too long. At the moment they owe me five hundred quid.’


Chief Inspector Claud Eustace Teal’s baby blue eyes looked him over thoughtfully. And in Chief Inspector Teal’s mind there were no illusions. He did not share the ignorance of Messrs. Uppingdon and Immelbern. He had known the Saint for many years, and had heard that he was back.


He knew that there was going to be a fresh outbreak of buccaneering through the fringes of London’s underworld, exactly as there had been so many times before; he knew that the feud between them was going to start again, the endless battle between the gay outlaw and the guardian of the Law; and he knew that his troubles were at the beginning of a new lease of life. And yet one of his rare smiles touched his mouth for a fleeting instant.


‘See that they pay you,’ he said, and went on his portly and lethargic way.


Simon Templar went back to the apartment on Clarges Street. Uppingdon let him in; and even the melancholy Mr Immelbern was moved to jump up as they entered the living-room.


‘Did it win?’ they chorused.


The Saint held out the paper. It was seized, snatched from hand to hand, and lowered reverently while an exchange of rapturous glances took place across its columns.


‘At five to one,’ breathed Lieutenant-Colonel Uppingdon.


‘Five thousand quid,’ whispered Mr Immelbern.


‘The seventh winner in succession.’


‘Eighty thousand quid in four weeks.’


The Colonel turned to Simon.


‘What a pity you only had a hundred pounds on,’ he said, momentarily crestfallen. Then the solution struck him, and he brightened. ‘But how ridiculous! We can easily put that right. On our next coup, you shall be an equal partner. Immelbern, be silent! I have put up with enough interference from you. Templar, my dear boy, if you care to come in with me next time—’


The Saint shook his head. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I don’t mind a small gamble now and again, but for business I only bet on certainties.’


‘But this is a certainty!’ cried the Colonel.


Simon frowned. ‘Nothing,’ he said gravely, ‘is a certainty until you know the result. A horse may drop dead, or fall down, or be disqualified. The risk may be small, but it exists. I eliminate it.’ He gazed at them suddenly with a sober intensity which almost held them spellbound. ‘It sounds silly,’ he said, ‘but I happen to be psychic.’


The two men stared back at him.


‘Wha – what?’ stammered the Colonel.


‘What does that mean?’ demanded Mr Immelbern, more grossly.


‘I am clairvoyant,’ said the Saint simply. ‘I can foretell the future. For instance, I can look over the list of runners in a newspaper and close my eyes, and suddenly I’ll see the winners printed out in my mind, just as if I was looking at the evening edition. I don’t know how it’s done. It’s a gift. My mother had it.’


The two men were gaping at him dubiously. They were incredulous, wondering if they were missing a joke and ought to laugh politely; and yet something in the Saint’s voice and the slight uncanny widening of his eyes sent a cold supernatural draught creeping up their spines.


‘Haw!’ ejaculated the Colonel uncertainly, feeling that he was called upon to make some sound; and the Saint smiled distantly. He glanced at the clock on the mantelpiece.


‘Let me show you. I wasn’t going to make any bets today, but since I’ve started I may as well go on.’


He picked up his lunch edition, which he had been reading in the Palace Royal lounge, and studied the racing entries on the back page. Then he put down the paper and covered his eyes. For several seconds there was a breathless silence, while he stood there with his head in his hands, swaying slightly, in an attitude of terrific concentration.


Again the supernatural shiver went over the two partners; and then the Saint straightened up suddenly, opened his eyes, and rushed to the telephone.


He dialled his number rather slowly. He had watched the movements of Mr Immelbern’s fingers closely, on every one of the gentleman’s five calls; and his keen ears had listened and calculated every click of the returning dial. It would not be his fault if he got the wrong number.


The receiver at the other end of the line was lifted. The voice spoke.


‘Baby Face,’ it said hollowly.


Simon Templar drew a deep breath, and a gigantic grin of bliss deployed itself over his inside. But outwardly he did not bat an eyelid.


‘Two hundred pounds on Baby Face for Mr Templar,’ he said; and the partners were too absorbed with other things to notice that he spoke in a very fair imitation of Mr Immelbern’s deep rumble.


He turned back to them, smiling. ‘Baby Face,’ he said, with the quietness of absolute certitude, ‘will win the three o’clock race at Sandown Park.’


Lieutenant-Colonel Uppingdon fingered his superb white moustachios.


‘By Gad!’ he said.


Half an hour later the three of them went out together for a newspaper. Baby Face had won – at ten to one.


‘Haw!’ said the Colonel, blinking at the result rather dazedly.


On the face of Mr Immelbern was a look of almost superstitious awe. It is difficult to convey what was in his mind at that moment. Throughout his life he had dreamed of such things. Horseflesh was the one true love of his unromantic soul. The fashions of Newmarker ruled his clothes, the scent of stables hung around him like a subtle perfume; he might, in prosperous times, have been a rich man in his illegal way, if all his private profits had not inevitably gravitated on to the backs of unsuccessful horses as fast as they came into his pocket.


And in the secret daydreams which coil through even the most phlegmatic bosom had always been the wild impossible idea that if by some miracle he could have the privilege of reading the next day’s results every day for a week, he could make himself a fortune that would free him for the rest of his life from the sordid labours of the confidence game and give him the leisure to perfect that infallible racing system with which he had been experimenting ever since adolescence.


And now the miracle had come to pass, in the person of that debonair and affluent young man who did not even seem to realize the potential millions which lay in his strange gift.


‘Can you do that every day?’ he asked huskily.


‘Oh, yes,’ said the Saint.


‘In every race?’ said Mr Immelbern hoarsely.


‘Why not?’ said the Saint. ‘It makes racing rather a bore, really, and you soon get tired of picking up the money.’


Mr Immelbern gulped. He could not conceive what it felt like to get tired of picking up money. He felt stunned.


‘Well,’ said the Saint casually, ‘I’d better be buzzing along—’


At the sound of those words something came over Lieutenant-Colonel Sir George Uppingdon. It was, in its way, the turning of a worm. He had suffered much. The gibes of Mr Immelbern still rankled in his sedate aristocratic breast. And Mr Immelbern was still goggling in a half-witted daze – he who had boasted almost naggingly of his accessibility to new ideas.


Lieutenant-Colonel Sir George Uppingdon took the Saint’s arm, gently but very firmly.


‘Just a minute, my dear boy,’ he said, rolling the words succulently round his tongue. ‘We must not be old-fashioned. We must move with the times. This psychic gift of yours is truly remarkable. There’s a fortune in it. Damme, if somebody threw a purse into Immelbern’s lap, he’d be asking me what it was. Thank God, I’m not so dense as that, by Gad. My dear Mr Templar, my dear boy, you must – I positively insist – you must come back to my rooms and talk about what you’re going to do with this gift of yours. By Gad!’


Mr Immelbern did not come out of his trance until halfway through the bargaining that followed.


It was nearly two hours later when the two partners struggled somewhat short-windedly up the stairs to a dingy one-roomed office off the Strand. Its furniture consisted of a chair, a table with a telephone on it, and a tape machine in one corner. It had not been swept for weeks, but it served its purpose adequately.


The third and very junior member of the partnership sat on the chair with his feet on the table, smoking a limp cigarette and turning the pages of Paris Plaisirs. He looked up in some surprise not unmixed with alarm at the noisy entrance of his confederates – a pimply youth with a chin that barely contrived to separate his mouth from his sallow neck.


‘I’ve made our fortunes!’ yelled Mr Immelbern, and, despite the youth’s repulsive aspect, embraced him.


A slight frown momentarily marred the Colonel’s glowing benevolence.


‘What d’you mean – you’ve made our fortunes?’ he demanded. ‘If it hadn’t been for me—’


‘Well, what the hell does it matter?’ said Mr Immelbern. ‘In a couple of months we’ll all be millionaires.’


‘How?’ asked the pimply youth blankly.


Mr Immelbern broke off in the middle of an improvised hornpipe.


‘It’s like this,’ he explained exuberantly. ‘We’ve got a sike – sidekick—’


‘Psychic,’ said the Colonel.


‘A bloke who can tell the future. He puts his hands over his eyes and reads the winners off like you’d read them out of a paper. He did it four times this afternoon. We’re going to take him in with us. We had a job to persuade him – he was going off to the South of France tonight – can you imagine it, a bloke with a gift like that going away while there’s any racing here? We had to give him five hundred quid advance on the money we told him we were going to make for him to make him put it off. But it’s worth it. We’ll start tomorrow, and if this fellow Templar—’


‘Ow, that’s ’is nime, is it?’ said the pimply youth brightly. ‘I wondered wot was goin’ on.’


There was a short puzzled silence.


‘How do you mean – what was going on?’ asked the Colonel at length.


‘Well,’ said the pimply youth, ‘when Sid was ringing up all the afternoon, practic’ly every rice—’


‘What d’you mean?’ croaked Mr Immelbern. ‘I rang up every race?’


‘Yes, an’ I was givin’ you the winners, an’ you were sayin’ “Two ’undred pounds on Baby Face for Mr Templar” – “Four ’undred pounds on Cellophane for Mr Templar” – gettin’ bigger an’ bigger all the time an’ never givin’ ’im a loser – well, I started to wonder wot was ’appening.’


The silence that followed was longer, much longer; and there were things seething in it for which the English language has no words.


It was the Colonel who broke it.


‘It’s impossible,’ he said dizzily. ‘I know the clock was slow, because I put it back myself, but I only put it back five minutes, and this fellow was telephoning ten minutes before the times of the races.’


‘Then ’e must ’ave put it back some more while you wasn’t watchin’ ’im,’ said the pimply youth stolidly.


The idea penetrated after several awful seconds.


‘By Gad!’ said Lieutenant-Colonel Sir George Uppingdon in a feeble voice.


Mr Immelbern did not speak. He was removing his coat and rolling up his sleeves, with his eyes riveted yearningly on the Colonel’s aristocratic block.










The Unfortunate Financier


 


Introduction by Leslie Charteris*


It will have been noticed by the connoisseur that the Saint stories of the older vintages contained considerably more physical violence than most of the later brews. I don’t mean by this that there are conspicuously fewer citizens at large whose principal ambition is to inflict upon the Saint some grave form of bodily damage. Nor do I mean that, when these citizens attempt to gratify such hearty yearnings, the Saint has lost any of his gusto for the pop of guns or the exhilarating impact of a well-placed poke on the proboscis. Such healthy joys as those can never lose their charm. But I do mean that he has meanwhile been developing an appreciation for other, perhaps even more artistically satisfying, methods of making miserable the lives of the Ungodly.
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