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Introduction


When I was a teenager back in the 1960s, I worked as a volunteer at the little public library in our town, which had been founded only a few years earlier and stocked with donations from the community. Donations continued to be the main source of the library’s books for several years after that, and one of my jobs was to sort and process them so we could get them on the shelves.


One day I came in and found two folding tables pushed together and piled high with books someone had given to the library. It was the largest single donation I recall. As I began to work my way through them, I realized that most of the books were mysteries, my favorite choice of reading matter at the time. One of them, a rather cheap-looking green hardback, intrigued me. It had a drawing on the front of a jaunty stick figure with a halo. The author was someone I’d never heard of: Leslie Charteris. And the title was intriguing, too. The Saint in Miami.


Because I was a volunteer at the library, I didn’t get paid. But one of the perks of the job was that I got to take home any of those donated books I wanted to and read them before they were ever put on the shelves. I took The Saint in Miami home with me, sat down, opened it and started to read . . . and nothing was the same after that. Almost immediately, I was a Saint fan for life.


There were several more Saint books in that same donation, and I read them right away and began looking for more. I found a paperback copy of The Avenging Saint, published by the Fiction Publishing Company, and I ordered more of those editions through the mail. The big public library in the county seat had a copy of The First Saint Omnibus, a treasure trove of novellas that kept me happily occupied for a couple of weeks. I scoured other libraries in the area as well as used bookstores, and over the next few decades I managed to read, as best I recall, every book in the series.


When I was asked to write an introduction for one of the Saint re-issues, I didn’t hesitate to say yes or to ask if I could write the one for The Saint in Miami, the book that started it all for me. I wanted to reread it first, of course, and while I have at least one paperback edition of the novel around here somewhere, I thought it would be nice if I read the same edition I did back in the Sixties. Not the same exact copy, of course. The library got rid of it in a book sale a long time ago. Sold it to me, in fact, for a quarter, but that copy was lost in a fire in 2008. But I knew it was published by Triangle Books, a line of cheap hardback reprints published in the Forties, and when I checked on-line I found that copies of that edition were available for a reasonable price. So in due course, one arrived in the mail, I sat down, opened it, and began to read  . . .


Revisiting any favorite thing from our youth is a dangerous proposition. This seems to be especially true with books. Inevitably, when you reread things that almost magically thrilled and enthralled you when you were young, you’re going to encounter some of them that make you think, ‘Wait a minute. Did I actually like this when I was a kid?’ So it was with a slight sense of trepidation that I tackled The Saint in Miami. I had reread it before, but even that was more than thirty years ago. Would it hold up now? Would it be as exciting, as amusing, as just plain good now as it was then?


In a word, yes.


Since you’re about to read the book, quite possibly for the first time, I won’t say much about the plot. In the tense days shortly before the United States becomes involved in World War II, Simon Templar, his beautiful long-time girlfriend Patricia Holm, their stalwart friend Peter Quentin, and the colorful and none-too-bright former gangster Hoppy Uniatz, who has become sort of the group’s mascot, arrive in Miami Beach in response to a letter from one of Patricia’s friends asking for help. When they get there, they find that Pat’s friend and her father are missing, and shortly after that a ship is torpedoed and blown up right in front of their eyes. A dead body washes ashore at Simon’s feet.


Well, naturally, that’s too much temptation for even a Saint to withstand. Simon has to get to the bottom of the whole sinister affair, which launches a fast-paced adventure that climaxes in one of the most suspenseful scenes I’ve ever read. The Saint in Miami truly defines edge-of-the-seat entertainment, and it’s told in Charteris’s breezy, finely polished prose that manages to be funny, hardboiled, and exciting all at the same time.


I didn’t have to worry about this book not holding up. It might as well have been written yesterday by a master author at the top of his game. In fact, it was even better than I thought it would be, as the bishop said to the actress. But you’re about to discover that for yourself, because . . . The Saint is back.


James Reasoner










Foreword 


Readers will get their bearings in this story more quickly if they are forewarned that it was written, and takes place, during the precarious year after Europe came to grips with Hitler in the war which was at first dubbed ‘phony’ and the year before Pearl Harbor brought America off the sidelines and made it global.


It is another of those books which I sometimes wonder now whether I should have written, because from being highly topical they so quickly become out-dated and so comparatively soon thereafter have become quaintly pseudo-historical – which is great stuff if you are writing about anything from Napoleon on back, but can be embarrassing when your hero is supposed to be still spry and on the job today.


I can only try to assure an incredulous younger section of the audience that there actually are quite a few survivors of those days around, including this author, who are not yet fossilized or even decrepit. And I hope that when they reach our ripe old age, after an exhausting youth of cheering for their favourite football team and watching their pet paladins brawling on TV, they will be able to say the same.


Leslie Charteris










The Saint in Miami










Introduction by Leslie Charteris


. . . I am reminded by a clipping which has just reached me from the Miami Herald, in which Mr Ferman Wilson devotes half his Real Estate column to sniping at me for an error I committed in The Saint in Miami.


I first visited Miami in 1935 and stayed there three weeks. I didn’t write the book until 1940, by which time my memory had become a little dim about some details, although not about the size of my hotel bill. I had especially forgotten some important facts about Flagler Street, which is one of the main thoroughfares of that city. Of course I had not had the privilege of knowing Flagler Street since the fabulous 20s, as Mr Wilson doubtless remembers it, when many blocks of it were consecrated to real estate offices in which acres of swamp were changing hands several times a day at increasingly astronomical prices. I do not know if Flagler Street was a one way street at that time, although it would have seemed like a good idea, keeping the traffic flowing in a uniform manner past the seething marts of the sub-dividers; but it is certainly a one way street now, and I had forgotten it, and I committed the appalling crime in Mr Wilson’s eyes of making the Saint turn west on it.


I also made a mistake in describing the Miami policeman’s uniform, which may have been a hangover from Nassau; and it seems that a little later the Saint and his party caught sight of the Tamiami Canal from a place where Mr Wilson says they couldn’t see it.


These of course are very serious offenses and should probably force the book to be withdrawn from circulation. Unfortunately I am still making money out of it, and I need all of this for the fund I am saving for another visit to refresh my geography. After 1935 it only took me seven years to get my overdraft into shape for a return trip to Florida, so if Mr Wilson will let me go on selling my book I may be able to make it again by 1949.


 


 From A Letter from the Saint, 12th September 1946










Chapter 1


How Simon Templar dealt with Phantoms, and Hoppy Uniatz clung Strictly to Facts
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Simon Templar lay stretched out on the sands in front of Lawrence Gilbeck’s modest twenty-five-room bungalow, and allowed the cottony breakers pushing their way in from the Atlantic to lull him with the gentle roar of their disintegration on the slope at his feet.


Although it was an hour after a late dinner, the sand was still warm from the day’s sun. Overhead, the celebrated Miami moon, by kind permission of the Chamber of Commerce and the Department of Public Relations, floated among the stars like a piece of luminous cheese, looking more like the product of one of Earl Carroll’s electricians than a manifestation of nature. The moon dripped down a silvery opalescence which left black shadows in the areas it missed. The shadows deepened the tiny indentations beside Simon’s nose, and for a moment gave an entirely false suggestion of care and worry to his face as he looked at Patricia Holm.


That the appearance of care was false, Patricia knew. Commonplace care was a disease of modern existence which was incapable of infecting the exuberant life of that amazing modern buccaneer who was better known to most of the world by his queer nickname of ‘The Saint’ than by the names which were recorded on his birth certificate. Worry he might cause to the plodding members of many police forces throughout the world; worry he certainly had caused, in lavish and sometimes even fatal doses, to very many members of that loosely knit fraternity which is popularly referred to as the Underworld, even when it lives in much greater luxury than most respectable people; but the worry stopped there. It was something quite external to the Saint. If it ever touched him at all, it was in the form of a perverse and irresponsible worry – a small irking worry that life might one day become dull, that the gods of gay and perilous adventure who had blessed him so extravagantly through all his life so far might one day desert him, leaving nothing but the humdrum uneventfulness which ordinary mortals accept as a substitute for living . . . 


He reached out a brown hand and trickled sand through his fingers on to the arm which Patricia was using as a pillow for her spun-gold hair.


‘You know such fascinating people, darling,’ he said. ‘These Gilbecks must be specially good samples. I suppose it’s that open-handed New World hospitality I’ve read about. Turn your house over to a gang of strangers, and just leave them to it. I expect it has a lot of good points, too. Your guests don’t have a chance to get on your nerves. Probably they’ll send us a wire in a month or two from Honolulu or somewhere. “So nice to have had you with us. Do come again.” ’


Patricia moved her rounded arm to ward off the trickle of sand which threatened her hair.


‘Something must have happened,’ she said seriously. ‘Justine wouldn’t write me that she was in trouble and then go away.’


‘But she did,’ Simon insisted. ‘ “Come,” she writes you. “All is not well. My father is moping about the house, bowed down with some mysterious grief and woe. Something Sinister is Going On.” So what do we do?’


‘I remember,’ said Patricia. ‘But keep on talking if it amuses you.’


‘On the contrary,’ said the Saint, ‘it hurts me. It scarifies my sensitive soul . . . We gird up our loins and fly out here to the rescue of the beauteous Justine and her distraught papa. And are they here?’


He formed a human question mark by pulling up his knees and looking at them.


Patricia supplied the answer: ‘No, they aren’t here.’


‘Exactly,’ Simon agreed. ‘They aren’t here. Instead of finding them on the doorstep, waiting to welcome us with stuffed tarpon, potted coco-nuts, and poi, we are met by nothing more convivial than a Filipino houseboy with a cold. He informs us in a hoarse gust of germs that Comrade Gilbeck and this voluptuous daughter you’ve described so lushly have hoisted the anchor on their yacht, which I think is most appropriately named the Mirage, and departed for ports unknown.’


‘You make a good story of it.’


‘I have to. Otherwise I’d be weeping over it. The whole mushy business depresses me. I’m afraid our hosts have taken a powder, as Hoppy would say.’


‘Well,’ protested Patricia, ‘you can’t blame me for it.’


‘Furthermore,’ Simon continued, ‘I don’t believe there even was any reason for Justine to send for you. Probably Papa had just taken a flier in Consolidated Toothpicks, and then some dentist proclaimed that toothpicks destroy the teeth, and the bottom fell out of the market. After she wrote that letter another dentist came back and said that toothpicks not only prevent decay but also cure cancer, nervous B.O., and athlete’s foot. The market boomed again, Pappy rejoiced, and they climbed into their canoe and paddled happily away to celebrate, forgetting all about us.’


‘Maybe that’s what happened.’


Simon sat up, with a shrug of his wide shoulders, and brushed the sand impatiently from his long legs.


He looked at her, and almost forgot everything else. A trick of that musical-comedy moon made her seem scarcely real. She was part of his life, the most enduring keystone of his happiness, unchanging as the stars; yet at that moment she seemed to have blended into the warm magic of the Florida night, become remote and doubly beautiful, like some cast-up fantasy of moonbeams and mother of pearl. The banter began to die out of his blue eyes. He touched her, and so felt the detachment of her mind which had helped the illusion.


‘You really think something has happened, don’t you?’ he said soberly.


‘I’m sure of it.’


A breeze sprang up from the ocean and danced inland, stirring the palm fronds behind them. It seemed to touch the Saint with a chill; and yet he knew there was no chill in the wind. He had felt this other kind of chill so many times before, like the points of a million spectral needles, frozen and feathery-thin, probing every pore with a touch as light as a cobweb. In the past it had led him into the shadow of death more often than he could remember; and yet even more often than that its same impartial touch had warned him of danger in time to escape the falling shadow. It was the chill of adventure – the stirring of a ghostly prescience that was for ever rooted in his uncanny attunement to the whispering wave-lengths of battle and sudden death. And he felt it then, as he gazed out at the shimmering vagueness of the sea.


‘Look.’ He slid an arm behind Patricia’s shoulders and helped her to sit up. ‘There’s quite a big ship out there. I’ve been watching it. And it seems to be heading in. I could see the port light a few minutes ago, and now the starboard light’s visible too. We must be looking directly at her bow.’


‘Perhaps the Gilbecks are coming back, after all,’ she said.


‘It’s much too big for them,’ he said quietly. ‘But why would a ship that size be heading straight for the shore – as close as that?’


Patricia stared at it.


Out on the ocean, a beam of silver light streamed out suddenly from a searchlight on the vessel’s forepeak. It held steady for a second, then turned erratically as if it were hunting for something. The ray swung downwards, struck the water close to the cobbled pathway of moonlight, and swept quickly over the sea, lancing the surface like a scalpel of pure luminance. Leaking rays caught the figures of men behind it and silhouetted them against the whiteness of the superstructure.


Not until then did Simon realise that the ship was even closer to the shore than he had thought. He stood up and raised Patricia to her feet.


‘You’ve felt that there was something wrong all evening,’ he said, ‘and I guess your hunch was right. There’s something wrong out there.’


‘It looks as if someone had fallen overboard,’ she said, ‘and they’re trying to pick them up.’


‘I wonder,’ said the Saint.


He didn’t know; but his answer came instantly. Even as he spoke, things happened as if his words had cued them. The searchlight went out, and with it the porthole and deck lights. Black as a collier, the vessel slid into the dappled lane of reflected moonlight.


A finger of intense radiance appeared suddenly on one of her sides, unfolded upwards with a swift blossoming, and pointed into the sky with a burst of glare that momentarily erased the brilliance of the moon. Answering that splash of fire, the entire ship heaved as though a cyclopean hand had struck it from below. For an instant the blaze wrapped it from stem to stern; and then it seemed to vomit all its insides towards the sky in one black and scarlet shower.


The clap of thunder that started from that cataclysmic disruption rolled against Simon’s eardrums a split second later.


He caught Patricia’s hand and dragged her hastily up the sloping beach to where a fringe of palms and a wall of pinkish stone bordered the. lawn. She felt herself lifted effortlessly through the air for an instant, and then he was crouching beside her under the shelter of the wall. For a fleeting, indefinable lull, the world seemed to stand still. On nearby Collins Avenue, automobiles had stopped while their drivers stared curiously out to sea. The breeze had gone rustling away across the flats of Florida, but the air was filled with a new and more frightening roar.


‘What is it?’ she said.


‘A small tidal wave from the explosion. Hold everything,’ he said, and then it hit.


The piled-up crest of white hissed deliriously as it drove up the beach. It smashed against the sloping sand, gained height as it ploughed on, and broke in one giant comber against the wall. Simon held her as the water fell on them like an avalanche. There was a moment of cold, crushing confusion; and then the flood was flattened out and harmless, receding down the beach, leaving no mark except a line of rubble on the lawn.


‘And there goes that thousand-dollar Schiaparelli model,’ said the Saint, surveying the sodden wreckage of her dress as they stood up. ‘Just another casualty to this blitzkrieg business . . .’


His eyes ambled grimly over the scene, watching a gabbling rush of figures towards the shore. The nearer sounds of moving traffic had churned into a pulsing immobility, and a long distance away some female screamed stupidly . . . And then he looked down directly at his feet, and stood frozen in half incredulous rigidity.


Not more than a yard from him, a round-faced youth stared up at him unseeingly from the ground. Clad in a blue seaman’s uniform, he lay on his back in the sprawled limpness of death. The wave that had hurled him in had left a small pile of seaweed against one twisted arm. The wrist of that arm was tangled in the looped cords of an ordinary lifebelt. Simon leaned down and looked closer. The moonlight was strong enough for him to read the ship’s name that was painted on the belt, and as he read it his blood turned cold . . .


It seemed to him that he stared at it for a space of crawling minutes, while the letters charred themselves blackly into his brain. And yet with another unshaken sense he knew that it was actually no more than a few seconds by the clock before he was able to spur himself out of the trance of eerie and unbelieving dread that spelled from that simple name.


When he spoke, his voice was almost abnormally quiet and even. There was nothing but the steely fierceness of his grip on Patricia’s arm to hint at the chaos of fantastic doubts and questions that were screaming through his brain.


‘Give me a hand, darling,’ he said. ‘I want to get him into the house before anyone else sees him.’


There was something in his voice that she knew him too well to question. Obediently but uncomprehending, she bent over and tugged at the sailor’s feet while Simon put hands under his shoulders. The man was heavy with waterlogged flaccidness.


They were half-way across the lawn with their burden when a shadow moved on the porch of the guest house. Simon let go his end of the load abruptly, and Patricia hurriedly followed his example. The shadow detached itself from the house and stealthily drew nearer.


The moonlight shed itself with pardonable coyness over a pair of white flannels with inch wide stripes surmounted by a five-coloured blazer which might have been tailored for Man Mountain Dean. Above the blazer, and peering at the Saint, was the kind of face which unscientific mothers used to describe when trying to frighten their recalcitrant young.


‘Is dat you, boss?’ asked the face.


It had a voice that was slightly reminiscent of a Mason with laryngitis, but at that moment Simon found it almost melodious. The face from which it issued, instead of giving him heart failure, seemed like a thing of beauty. From long familiarity with its abstruse code of expressions, he perceived that the deep furrows in the place where Nature had neglected to put a brow, far from foreboding a homicidal attack, were indicative of anxiety.


‘Yes, Hoppy,’ he said in quick relief. ‘This is us. Don’t stand there gawping. Come and help.’


Hoppy Uniatz lumbered forward with the gait of a happy bear. It was not his role to criticise or argue. His was the part of blind and joyful obedience. To him, the Saint was a man who worked strange wonders, who plotted gigantic schemes which slid into beautiful fruition with supernatural simplicity, who moved with a godlike nonchalance in those labyrinths of thought and cerebration which to Mr Uniatz were indistinguishable from the paths of purgatory. Thought, to Hoppy Uniatz, was a process involving acute agony in the upper part of the head; and life had really only become worth living to him on that blissful day when he had discovered that the Saint was quite capable of doing all the thinking for both of them. From that moment he had become an uninvited but irremovable attachment, hitching his wagon complacently to that lucky star.


He looked down admiringly at the body on the ground.


‘Chees, boss,’ he got out after a time. ‘I hear de bang when you boin him, but I can’t figger out what it is. De nerz almost knocks me off de porch. What new kinda cannon is dat?’


‘There are times, Hoppy,’ said the Saint, ‘when I feel that you and I should get married. As it happens, it was quite a big kind of cannon; only it wasn’t mine. Now help me get this stiff inside. Take him into my room and strip the uniform off him, and make sure that none of the servants see you.’


These were orders of a type that Hoppy could understand. They dealt with simple concrete things in a manner to which he was by no means unaccustomed. Without further conversation, he picked the youth up in his arms and returned rapidly into the shadows. The lifebelt still dangled from the corpse’s wrist.


Simon turned back to Patricia. She was watching him with a quiet intentness.


‘I expect we could do with a drink,’ he said.


‘I could.’


‘You know what happened?’


‘I’m getting an idea.’


The lean planes of his face were picked out vividly for a moment as he lighted a cigarette.


‘That ship was torpedoed,’ he said. ‘And you saw the lifebelt?’


‘I only read part of it,’ she said. ‘But I saw the letters H.M.S.’


‘That was enough,’ he said flatly. ‘As a matter of fact, it said H.M.S. Triton. And, as you know, that’s a British submarine.’


She said shakily: ‘It can’t be true—’


‘We’ve got to find out.’ His face was lighted again in the ripening glow of his cigarette. ‘I’m going to borrow Gilbeck’s speedboat and take a trip out to sea and find out if there’s anything else to pick up where the wreck happened. D’you want to see if you can locate Peter white I get it warmed up? He should have got back by now.’


There was no need for her to answer. He watched her go, and turned in the direction of the private dock. As he walked, he looked out over the ocean again. Close down to the horizon he saw a single light, that moved slowly southwards and then vanished.
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Lawrence Gilbeck’s twin-screw speedboat shuddered protestingly as the Saint drove her wide open to the top of an inbound comber. For a moment she hung on the crest with both whirling propellers free; then they clutched the water again, and she dived into the trough like a toboggan racing down a bank of smooth ice. Curtains of spray leapt six feet into the air on each side of her as she settled down to a steady forty knots. The name painted on her counter said Meteor, and Simon had to admit that she could live up to it.


From his place on the other side of the boat, crouching behind the slope of the forward windshield, Peter Quentin spoke across Patricia.


‘It’ll be a great comfort to all the invalids who’ve come south for the winter,’ he said, ‘to know that you’re here.’


He spoke in a tone of detached resignation, like a martyr who has made up his mind to die bravely so long ago that the tedious details of his execution have become merely an inevitable anti-climax. He hunched his prizefighter’s shoulders up around his ears and crinkled his pleasantly pugnacious features in an attempt to penetrate the darkness ahead.


Simon flicked his cigarette-end to leeward, and watched its red spark snap back far beyond the stern in the passing rush of wind.


‘After all,’ he said, ‘the Gilbecks did leave word for us to make ourselves at home. Surely they couldn’t object to our taking this old tub out for a spin. She was sitting in the boat-house just rusting away.’


‘Their Scotch wasn’t rusting away,’ Peter remarked, operating skilfully on the bottle clamped between his feet. ‘I always understood that it improved with age.’


‘Only up to a point,’ said the Saint gravely. ‘After that it’s inclined to become anaemic and waste away. A tragedy which it is the duty of any right-minded citizen to forestall. Hand it over. Pat and I are chilly after our shower bath.’


He examined the label and sipped an approving sample before he handed the bottle to Patricia.


‘Mr Peter Dawson’s best,’ he told her, raising his voice against the roar of the engine as he opened the throttle wider. ‘Pass it back to me before Hoppy gets it and we have to consign a dead one to the sea.’


Somewhere within the small globule of protopathic tissue surrounded by Mr Uniatz’s skull a glimmer of remote comprehension came to life as the Saint’s words drifted back to him. He leaned over from his seat behind.


‘Any time you say to t’row him out, boss,’ he stated reassuringly, ‘I got him ready.’


Through years of association with the palaeolithic machinery which Mr Uniatz’s parents had bequeathed to him as a substitute for the racial ability of homo sapiens to think and reason, Simon Templar had acquired an impregnable patience with those strange divagations of continuity with which Hoppy was wont to enliven an ordinary conversation. He took a firmer grip on the wheel and said: ‘Who have you got ready?’


‘De dead one,’ said Hoppy, exercising a no less noble degree of patience and restraint in elucidating such a simple and straightforward announcement as he had made. ‘De stiff. Any time ya ready, I can t’row him in.’


Simon painfully worked out the association of ideas as the Meteor ate up the silver-speckled water.


‘I was referring,’ he explained kindly, ‘to our bottle of Peter Dawson, which will certainly be a dead one two minutes after you get your hands on it.’


‘Oh,’ said Mr Uniatz, settling back again. ‘I t’ought ya was talkin’ about de stiff here, I got me feet on him, but he don’t bodder me none. Any time ya ready.’


Patricia gave Simon back the bottle.


‘I noticed that Hoppy brought a sack down to the boat,’ she said, with the slightest of tremors in her voice. ‘I wondered if that was what was in it . . . But has it occurred to you that every coastguard boat for a hundred miles will be headed here? We might have a lot of explaining to do if they got curious about Hoppy’s footrest.’


Simon didn’t argue. Part of what she said was already obvious. Not so far ahead of them, many new lights were rising and falling in the swell, and searchlights were smearing long skinny fingers over the ocean. The Saint had no definite plan yet, but he had seldom used a plan in any adventure. Instinct, impulse, a fluid openness of approach that kept his whole campaign plastic and effortlessly adaptable to almost any unexpected development – those were the only consistent principles in anything he did.


‘I brought him along because we couldn’t leave him in the house,’ he said at length. ‘The servants might have found him. We may drop him overboard out here or not – I haven’t made up my mind yet.’


‘What about the lifebelt?’ said Patricia.


‘I peeled the name off and burnt it. There’s nothing else to identify it. There wasn’t any identification in his clothes.’


‘What I want to know,’ said Peter, ‘is how would a single sailor get lost overboard from a submarine at a time like that.’


‘How do you know he was the only one?’ said Patricia.


Simon put a fresh cigarette between his lips and lighted it, cupping his hands adroitly around the match.


‘You’re both on the wrong track,’ he said. ‘What makes you think he came off a submarine?’


‘Well—’


‘The submarine wasn’t sunk, was it?’ said the Saint. ‘It did the sinking. So why should it have lost any of its crew? Furthermore, he wasn’t wearing a British naval uniform – just ordinary sort of seaman’s clothes. He might have come off the ship that was sunk. Or off anything. The only incriminating thing was the lifebelt. A submarine might have lost that. But his wrist was tangled up in the cords in quite a peculiar way. It wasn’t at all easy to get it off – and it must have been nearly as difficult to get it on. If he’d just caught hold of it when he was drowning, he wouldn’t have tied himself up to it like that. And incidentally, how did he manage to drown so quickly? I could have held my breath from the time the torpedo blew off until I saw him lying at my feet, and not even feel uncomfortable.’


Peter took the bottle out of Patricia’s hands and drew a gulp from it.


‘Just because Justine Gilbeck wrote a mysterious letter to Pat,’ he said, without too much conviction, ‘you’re determined to find a mystery somewhere.’


‘I didn’t say that this had anything to do with that. I did say it was a bit queer for us all to come to Miami on a frantic invitation, and then find that the girl who sent the invitation isn’t here.’


‘Probably somebody told her about your reputation,’ Peter said. ‘There are a few old-fashioned girls left, although you never seem to meet them.’


‘I’ll just ask you one other question,’ said the Saint. ‘Since when has the British Navy adopted the jolly Nazi sport of sinking neutral ships without warning? . . . Now give me another turn with that medicine.’


He took the bottle and tilted it up, feeling the drink forge his blood into a glow. Then, without looking round, he extended his arm backwards and felt the bottle engulfed by Mr Uniatz’s ready paw. But the glow remained. Perhaps it had its roots in something even more ethereal than the whisky, but something nevertheless more permanent. He couldn’t have told anyone why he felt so sure, and yet he knew that he couldn’t possibly be so wrong. The far fantastic bugles of adventure were ringing in his ears, and he knew that they never lied, even though the sounds they made might be confused and incomprehensible for a while. He had lived through all this before . . .


Patricia said: ‘You’re taking it for granted that there’s some connection between these two things.’


‘I’m only taking the laws of probability and gravitation for granted,’ he said. ‘We come here and find one screwy situation. Within twelve hours and practically spitting distance, we run into another screwy situation. It’s just a good natural bet that they could raise their hats to each other.’


‘You mean that that kid who was washed ashore with the lifebelt was part of some deep dark plot that Gilbeck is mixed up in somehow,’ said Peter Quentin.


‘That’s what I was thinking,’ said the Saint.


Patricia Holm stared out at the roving lights that wavered over their bow. She had had even more years than Peter Quentin in which to learn that those wild surmises of the Saint were usually as direct and accurate as if some sixth sense perceived them, as simple and positive as optical vision was to ordinary human beings.


She said: ‘Why did you want Peter to check up on this fellow March? What has he got to do with anything?’


‘What did Peter find out?’ countered the Saint.


‘Not much,’ Peter said moodily. ‘And I know a lot of more amusing ways of wasting an afternoon and evening in this town . . . I found out that he owns one of the islands in Biscayne Bay with one of these cute little shacks like Gilbeck’s on it, about the size of the Roney Plaza, with three swimming pools and a private landing field. He also has a yacht in the Bay – a little runabout of two or three hundred tons with twin Diesels and everything else you can think of except torpedo tubes . . . As you suspected, he’s the celebrated Randolph March who inherited all those patent-medicine millions when he was twenty-one. Half a dozen show-girls have retired in luxury on the proceeds of divorcing him, but he didn’t even notice it. The ones he doesn’t bother to marry do just about as well. It’s rumoured that he likes a sprinkle of marijuana in his cigarettes, and the night club owners hang out flags when he’s here.’


‘Is that all?’


‘Well,’ Peter admitted reluctantly, ‘I did hear something else. Some broker chappie – I ran him down and scraped an acquaintance with him in a bar – said that March had a big load of money in something called the Foreign Investment Pool.’


The Saint smiled.


‘In which Lawrence Gilbeck also has plenty of shekels,’ he said, ‘as I found out by looking through some of the papers in his desk.’


‘But that’s nothing,’ Peter protested. ‘It’s just an ordinary investment. If they both had their money in General Motors—’


‘They didn’t,’ said the Saint. ‘They had it in a Foreign Investment Pool.’


The Meteor canted up the side of a long roller, and above the sound of the engine a deep glug floated forward as Mr Uniatz throatily inhaled the last swallow from his bottle. It was followed by a splash as he regretfully tossed the empty bottle far out over the side.


‘You still haven’t told us why you were interested in March,’ said Patricia.


‘Because he phoned Gilbeck twice today,’ said the Saint simply.


Peter clutched his brow.


‘Naturally,’ he said, ‘that hangs him. Anyone who phones anybody else is always mixed up in some dirty business.’


‘Twice,’ said the Saint calmly. ‘The houseboy took the first call, and told March that Gilbeck was away. March left word to have Gilbeck call him when he got back. Two hours later he phoned again. I took the call. He was very careful to make sure I got his name.’


‘A sinister symptom,’ Peter agreed, wagging his head gravely. ‘Only the most double-dyed villains worry about having their names spelt right.’


‘You ass,’ said the Saint dispassionately, ‘he’d already left his name once. He’d already been told that Gilbeck was away. So why should he go through the routine again?’


‘You tell us,’ said Peter. ‘This is making me seasick.’


Simon drew at his cigarette again.


‘Maybe he knew Gilbeck wasn’t there, all the time. Maybe he just wanted to impress on that dumb Filipino that Randolph March was trying to get hold of Gilbeck and hadn’t seen him.’


‘But why?’ asked Patricia desperately.


‘Look at it this way,’ said the Saint. ‘Lawrence Gilbeck and Justine left unexpectedly this morning, without saying where they were going or when they’d be back. Now suppose Gilbeck was mixed up with Comrade March in some fruity skulduggery, and Comrade March found it necessary to the welfare of several million dollars to get him out of the way. Comrade March would naturally have an alibi to prove he hadn’t been anywhere near Gilbeck on the day Gilbeck disappeared, and a little artistic touch like that telephone routine wouldn’t do the alibi any harm.’


Peter searched weakly for the second bottle which he had thoughtfully provided.


‘I give it up,’ he said. ‘You ought to write mystery stories and earn an honest living.’


‘And still,’ said Patricia, ‘we’re waiting to know why all this should have anything to do with that ship being sunk.’


The Saint gazed ahead, and the clean-cut buccaneering lines of his face were carved out of the dark in a mask of bronze by the dim glow of the instrument panel. He knew as well as they did that there were many other possible explanations, that he was building a complete edifice of speculation on a mere pinpoint of foundation. But much better than they ever could, he knew that that ghostly tingle in his scalp was more to be trusted than any formal logic. And there was one other thing which had come out of Peter’s report, which seemed to tie all the loose fragments of fact together like a nebulous cord.


He pointed.


‘That ship,’ he said, ‘was some sort of Foreign Investment – to somebody.’
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Red and green dots that marked a floating village of motley craft rushed up to meet them. A trim white fifty-footer, coldly ornate with shining brass, detached itself from the welter of boats, made a tight foaming turn, and cut across their bow. Simon reversed the propellers and stopped the Meteor with the smoothness of hydraulic brakes.


The fifty-footer was earmarked with the official dignity of the Law. A spotlight snapped on, washed the Meteor in its glare, and revealed a lanky man in a cardigan jacket and a black slouch hat standing in the bow.


The man put a megaphone to his lips and shouted: ‘You better get the hell on in – there’re too many boats out here now.’


‘Why don’t you go on in yourself and make room for us?’ asked the Saint pleasantly.


‘On account of my name’s Sheriff Haskins,’ came the answer. ‘Better do what I tell you, son.’


The simple statement held its own implications for Hoppy Uniatz. It conflicted with all his conditioned reflexes to be using a sacked-up cadaver for a footrest, and to have a policeman, even a policeman as incongruously uniformed as the man on the cruiser, dallying with him at such short range. The only natural method of handling such a situation presented itself to him automatically.


‘Boss,’ he volunteered raucously, leaning forward on to the Saint’s ear, ‘I brung my Betsy. I can give him de woiks, an’ we can get away easy.’


‘Put it away,’ snarled the Saint. He was troubled by a feeling that the spotlight on the police boat was holding them just a little too long. To face it out, he looked straight into the light and shouted amiably: ‘What happened?’


‘A tanker blew up.’


Sheriff Haskins yelled the answer back through the megaphone, and waved his free hand. Water boiled at the cruiser’s stern, and she began to edge nearer. Thirty feet from the Meteor she reversed again. Haskins stood silent for a time, leaning across the rail and steadying himself against the police boat’s roll. Simon had a physical sensation of the sheriff’s scrutiny behind the shield of the adhesive spotlight.


He was prepared for the question when the sheriff asked: ‘Haven’t I seen you before?’


‘You might have,’ he said cheerfully. ‘I drove around town for a while this afternoon. We’re staying with Lawrence Gilbeck at Miami Beach, but we only got here today.’


‘Okay,’ said Haskins. ‘But don’t hang around here. There’s nothing you can do.’


The spotlight went out, a muffled bell clanged aboard the police launch, and she moved away. Simon eased in the Meteor’s clutch, let her pick up speed, and headed round in a wide circle.


‘I wonder how long it’s going to take that lanky sheriff to figure out that you’re you,’ Peter said meditatively. ‘Of course you couldn’t help talking back to him so that he’d pay particular attention to you.’


‘I didn’t know he was the sheriff then,’ said the Saint, without worry. ‘Anyway, there’d be something wrong with our destiny if we didn’t get in an argument with the Law. And don’t get soft-hearted and pass that bottle back to Hoppy. He’s had his share.’


He settled down more comfortably behind the wheel, and worked the Meteor’s bow to port until they were running southwards, parallel with the coast. It was the direction in which that single light had moved which he had seen immediately after the explosion, but he didn’t know why he should remember it now. On the surface, he was only heading that way because he had enjoyed the outward run, and it seemed too soon to go home.


The ocean was a vast, peaceful rolling plain in which they floated half-way to the stars. Along the shore moved a life of ease and play and exquisite frippery, marked by a million fixed and crawling and flickering lights. Among those lights, invisible at the distance, cavorted the ephemeræ of civilisation, a strange conglomeration of men and women arbitrarily divided into two incommiscible species. There was the class which might have sober interests and responsibilities elsewhere, but in Miami had no time for anything but diversion; and there was the class which might play elsewhere, if it had the chance, but in Miami existed only to minister to the visiting players. There went the politicians and the pimps, the show girls and society matrons, the millionaires and the tycoons and the literati, the prostitutes and the gamblers and the punks. Simon listened to the lulling drone of the Meteor and felt as if he had been suddenly taken infinitely far away from that world. It was such a tenuous thing, that culture on which such playgrounds grew like exotic flowers. It was so fragile and easily destroyed, balanced on nothing more tangible than a state of mind. In a twinkling that coastline could be darkened, smudged into an efficient modern blackout more deadly than anything in those days which had once been called the Dark Ages. The best brains in the world had worked for a century to diminish Space; had worked so well that no haven was safe from the roaring wings of impersonal death . . .


Even a few seconds ago, the ocean on either side of them had been coloured with the flat soft hues of a deadened rainbow. It was the same caressing water of the Gulf Stream which day by day lapped the smooth tingling bodies of bathers near the shore. But out there it had been covered with sluggish oil, keeping down the blood of shattered men who would never play any more. It was so much easier to tear down than to build . . .


‘Look, boy,’ said Patricia suddenly.


The Saint stiffened and came out of his trance as she caught his arm. She was pointing to starboard, and he looked out in the direction where her finger led his eyes with an uncanny crawling sensation creeping up the joints of his spine as if it had been negotiating the rungs of the ladder.


‘Chees, boss,’ said Mr Uniatz, in a voice of awe, ‘it’s a sea-soipent!’


For once in a lifetime, Simon was inclined to agree with one of Hoppy Uniatz’s spontaneous impressions.


Just above the surface of the water, reflecting the moon-glow with metallic dullness, moving sluggishly and with a deceptive air of slothfulness, drifted a weird phantasm of the sea. No living movement flexed its wave-washed surface, and yet it was indubitably in motion, splashing its way forward with loggy ponderousness. A sort of truncated oval tower rose from its back and ploughed rigidly through its own creaming wash.


Instinctively Simon spun the Meteor’s wheel; but even before the swift craft could swing around the apparition was gone. A bow wave formed against the conning tower, climbed up it, and engulfed it in a miniature maelstrom. For a few seconds he stared in fascination at the single piece of evidence which told him he had not been dreaming: something like a short stubby pipe which went on driving through the water, trailing a thin white wake behind. While he looked, the top of the periscope moved, turned about, and fixed the Meteor with a malevolent mechanical eye. Then even that was gone, and the last trace of the submarine was erased by the smooth-flowing surface of the sea.


Peter Quentin drew a deep breath, and rubbed his eyes.


‘I suppose we all saw it,’ he said.


‘I seen it,’ declared Mr Uniatz. ‘I could of bopped it, too, if ya hadn’t told me to put my Betsy away.’


Simon grinned with his lips.


‘The only thing that’s any good for bopping those sea-serpents is a depth charge,’ he said. ‘And I’m afraid that’s one thing we forgot to bring with us . . . But did anyone see any markings on it?’ None of them answered. The speedboat lifted her bow under his touch on the throttle and ate up the miles towards the shore. Simon said: ‘Neither did I.’


He sat quietly, almost lazily, at the wheel; but there was a tension in him that they could feel under his repose. It reached out invisible filaments to grip Peter and Patricia with the Saint’s own stillness of half-formed clairvoyance, while their minds struggled to get conscious hold of the chimeras that swam smokily out of the night’s memories. The only mind which was quite untroubled by any of these things belonged to Hoppy Uniatz, but it is not yet known whether anything more psychic than a sledge-hammer would have been capable of penetrating the protective shield of armour plate surrounding that embryonic organ.


Peter reopened his reserve bottle.


‘We got rid of the name on the lifebelt,’ he said hesitantly. ‘If we all swore the submarine had swastikas on it, we might gum things up a bit.’


‘I had thought of that,’ said the Saint. ‘But I’m afraid you might gum them the wrong way. Your passport would be against you. There may have been some other lifebelt or another stray clue that we didn’t pick up. Then we should just make matters worse. They could say we were just part of a clumsy plot to try and hang it on Hitler. It’s too much risk to take . . . Besides which, it wouldn’t help us at all with this Gilbeck-March palaver.’


‘You’re still very sure that they’re connected,’ said Patricia.


Simon swung the wheel again, and a quartering comber sped them through the inlet into the comparative quiet of Biscayne Bay.


‘I’m not quite sure,’ he said. ‘But I’m going to try and make sure tonight.’


The plan had begun to shape itself almost subconsciously while they raced over the sea. The outlines of it were still loose and undefined, but the nucleus was more than enough. He knew now what he was going to do with the body of the youth that lay under Hoppy’s elephantine brogues, and his forthright mind saw nothing ghoulish in the idea. The owner of the body could have no practical interest any longer in what happened to it: it was an article as impersonal as a leg of mutton, a piece of merchantdise to be used in the most profitable way Simon could see. He knew that the idea that had come to him was crazy, but his best ideas had always been that way. There were immovable boundaries to the world of speculation and theory: beyond those frontiers there was no way to travel except by direct action. And the more straightforward and direct it was, the better he liked it. He had never found any better place to meet trouble than half-way.


Close by the rocks of the County Causeway, bordering the ship channel, he slowed up the Meteor and began to edge her in to the treacherous bank.


’Pat, old darling,’ he said, ‘you and Peter are going ashore. Hoppy and I are going to pay a call on Comrade March.’


She looked at him with troubled blue eyes.


‘Why can’t we all go?’


‘Because we’re too big a party for an expedition like this. And because somebody ought to be back at Gilbeck’s to hold the fort in case anything turns up there. And lastly because if anything goes wrong, Hoppy and I might need an alibi. Get going, kids.’


The Meteor delicately nosed the bank. Peter Quentin jumped out on to the rocks and helped Patricia to follow him. He looked back unwillingly.


‘March’s place is called Landmark Island,’ he said. ‘It’s right next to where his yacht’s anchored. The yacht is a big grey thing with one funnel, and it’s called the March Hare. If you’re not home in two hours we’ll come looking for you.’
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