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Introduction


The book you hold in your hands changed my life.


I know that sounds rather overblown, but it’s still true. Without it, I might never have become a writer. Maybe I would have been a teacher, a lawyer, or (Heaven forbid!) a banker, but not a writer.


Because I owe it all to Leslie Charteris – and the Saint.


But not quite in the way you may think.


A bit of context is necessary before I go any further. Please bear with me while I acquaint you with the basics of the publication of the Saint in France.


Simon made his first appearance in a mystery imprint put out by publisher Gallimard in 1935, but it was the competing Editions Fayard which, from 1938 to 1968, popularized the character in France. Since I wasn’t born until 1954, you might well ask how this is relevant. It’s like this:


Due to contractual obligations, Gallimard had reserved the rights to the two novels it published, Meet – the Tiger! and The Saint Closes the Case, so Fayard was obliged to start their own Saint imprint with The Saint in New York as #1, then The Avenging Saint as #2. The latter was released under the title The Heroic Adventure.


When I discovered, and began collecting, Saint books in 1967, at age 13, they were one of the cheapest and most entertaining series of paperbacks available on the market, endlessly reprinted since the 1940s.


They were virtually everywhere, on the newsstands and in the bookstores, given a boost by Roger Moore’s television series, which was then playing on our small screens.


Graced by colourful, high-design covers by the gifted Regino Bernad, most of the later volumes were loose adaptations of the American radio-plays or the New York Herald-Tribune comic strips, ably rendered into French by Madeleine Michel-Tyl, whose husband, Edmond (who passed away in 1949), was himself an author of popular novels. Edmond had not only translated the first Saint books, but also Rex Stout’s Nero Wolfe mysteries for Fayard.


For the record, my very first Saint books were No. 48, Le Saint exige la tête, and No. 18, La Marque du Saint, which contained such Charteris classics as ‘The Man Who Was Clever’ and ‘The Logical Adventure’.


Being the kind of person I am, I immediately decided to collect them all, and read them in what I thought was their proper, numbered order. Unfortunately, as is often the case with series, No. 1 (The Saint in New York) was hard to find. In fact I never found a Fayard edition until much, much later, and I eventually had to satisfy myself with a Livre de poche reprint.


So I began the series with No. 2, The Avenging Saint.


The problem was  –  one couldn’t very well follow The Avenging Saint without having first read The Saint Closes the Case!


There was no internet back then, no Wikipedia, no books or articles where I could have looked up the complete bibliography of Leslie Charteris. And Fayard wasn’t obliging enough to list The Saint Closes the Case (and Meet – the Tiger!) in their back pages, since they had been published by one of their competitors. In fact, Fayard didn’t get to publish The Saint Closes the Case in its own imprint until No. 72!


So, there I was, stuck with The Avenging Saint, without a copy of The Saint Closes the Case. While I could plainly see that something was being kept hidden from me, I couldn’t tell what. I had no clue that The Saint Closes the Case existed, only hints about the fairly cataclysmic events that had pitted Simon against Rayt Marius (Marus in the French edition because the name ‘Marius’ is associated with the happy-go-lucky popular character in Marseilles fiction), Prince Rudolf and Professor Vargan, and that it had resulted in the death of the Saint’s dearest friend, Norman Kent.


You might say, that’s really all one needs to know to tackle The Avenging Saint, but it was still a very annoying feeling to realize that half of the story had somehow already occurred before I turned the first page.


Feeling very frustrated over that state of things, I did what any teenager in my place would have done. No, I didn’t discard the book; I decided to write my own prequel.


I promptly embarked upon writing my own version of The Saint Closes the Case and, with the touching hubris that only a fourteen-year-old can muster, I grabbed first credit by signing it ‘by Jean-Marc Lofficier & Leslie Charteris.’


As William Goldman discovered when he abridged S. Morgenstern’s immortal classic The Princess Bride, the problem with prose fiction is that one spends a lot of time with descriptions and other boring background stuff, and that we don’t get quickly enough to the ‘best bits.’


So, after a couple of pages, I switched to doing it in the comic-book format, using an avant-garde artistic technique referred to by ignoramuses as ‘stick figures’. If there is one character, after all, whose story can be told through stick figures, isn’t it the Saint?


Story-wise, that worked rather well. In the space of a couple of months, I filled well over a hundred notebook-sized pages with small panels telling my own version of the Saint’s adventure. If I recall correctly, in my version, Marius and Vargan belonged to a secret organization called ‘Shadow’ led by a villain named Doctor (or was it Professor?) Skull. The story involved thuggees and idols made of a strange kind of unmelting ice and daggers that spat electronic fire, and all kinds of outlandish elements.


Through it all, the little stick figure of Simon fought bravely through countless perils, dispatching villains with his unique brand of wit and determination.


When I was eventually lucky enough to talk to Mr Charteris himself, in 1974, an experience which was not unlike that of a small village priest meeting the Pope, I conspicuously refrained from mentioning The Saint Closes the Case or Doctor Skull.


But for all its faults, its naiveté and outrageous pulpishness, its shameless ‘borrowings’ from other sources and overmelodramatic plot, this was my first long-distance narrative, with proper dialogue and plot. It was an invaluable teaching tool that later enabled me to tackle more serious works, and eventually write real books and real comics.


If I had read The Saint Closes the Case before The Avenging Saint, would have I embarked upon such a Quixotic task? Who can tell? But I can’t help feel that, if I became a writer, I owe it all to this odd case of the two books being published out of order.


Understandably, in light of what I’ve just written, The Avenging Saint remains, to this day, my favourite Saint book – in fact, the only one which I have in both its French and English editions. I would argue it may well be the best Saint novel of all. There are so many things to like about it, from Simon’s ground-breaking triangular relationship with Sonia and Pat, with the shadow of Norman Kent’s death looming over his head, to the return of Inspector Carn, from the callous villainy of Marius (a proto-Bondian villain who surely must have inspired Fleming!) to the smooth deadliness of Prince Rudolf, and, of course, the best ending ever!


But before you embark upon reading this thrilling novel, let me offer a word of caution:


Make sure you read The Saint Closes the Case first.


Because otherwise, who knows, you might become a writer too.


 


Jean-Marc Lofficier










Foreword1


This book is an almost immediate sequel to The Saint Closes the Case, and was in fact written only a year later. Unfortunately for its vulnerability to some radical and justifiable criticisms from modern readers, that was still only 1930, and a lot of notions were then current, which I shared with many of my contemporaries, which seem rather naive and outmoded today.


The belief that unscrupulously ambitious rulers were manipulated like chessmen by shadowy international billionaires to wage wars that would only enrich the armaments industry was held by not a few reasonably intelligent people; nor was it, perhaps, without some interesting facets of truth. But in the context of today’s primarily ideological conflicts, and the steady dwindling of the prospects of realizable profit from a shooting war (as against a cold war, which is still great for “defense” industries), it starts to look somewhat tired and frail.


So also does the facility of the engineered casus belli. When this novel was written, the last of a lengthy historical series of specious pretext for launching hostilities which were politically predestined anyway was the assassination of an Austrian Archduke in 1914, which embroiled one nation after another in the ‘Armageddon’ which has since been demoted to merely World War I. In this decade, when even the assassination of a President of the United States by an ex-Marxist and Cuban sympathiser did not even trigger a general mobilization, half of this story’s plot must seem, to a jaundiced eye, pathetically thin.


Therefore, since the Saint is still alive and active in a contemporary world astronautically removed from the one in which this episode as laid, I feel that I again need to point out that this is really a kind of historical novel, just as a novel of the aftermath of the American Civil War might be, in a background encompassed by some living memories, but no less valid because it pre-dates the personal experience of most readers.


You may stub your toes on other oddities. Such as the handling of an airplane towards the end which would give any jet pilot hysterics. But flying, in those days, was like that: I can vouch for the fact, with my own pilot’s license which I earned in 1929, which in the sublime confidence of the future which characterized those days authorized me to fly ‘all types’ of aircraft. One day I hope to show it to the captain of a supersonic Concorde and ask if I may play around a bit . . .


The ‘Russia’ referred to in this story, I must also remind you, was not only pre-Khrushchev but pre-Stalin, at least as the world menace which he later became. So, please, by-pass the anachronisms, and enjoy what I still think was one of the Saint’s best outright adventures.


 


Leslie Charteris


 


1First published in the Fiction Publishing edition, 1964
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How Simon Templar sang a song, and found some of it true


1


The Saint sang:


 


‘Strange adventure! Maiden wedded


To a groom she’d never seen – 


Never, never, never seen!


Groom about to be beheaded,


In an hour on Tower Green!


Tower, Tower, Tower Green!


Groom in dreary dungeon lying—’


 


‘’Ere,’ said an arm of the Law. ‘Not so much noise!’


The Saint stopped, facing round, tall and smiling and debonair.


‘Good evening – or morning – as the case may be,’ said the Saint politely.


‘And what d’you think you’re doing?’ demanded the Law.


‘Riding on a camel in the desert,’ said the Saint happily.


The Law peered at him suspiciously. But the Saint looked very respectable. The Saint always looked so respectable that he could at any time have walked into an ecclesiastical conference without even being asked for his ticket. Dressed in rags, he could have made a bishop look like two cents at a bad rate of exchange. And in the costume that he had donned for that night’s occasion his air of virtue was overpowering. His shirt-front was of a pure and beautiful white that should have argued a pure and beautiful soul. His tuxedo, even under the poor illumination of a street lamp, was cut with such a dazzling perfection, and worn moreover with such a staggering elegance, that no tailor with a pride in his profession could have gazed unmoved upon such a stupendous apotheosis of his art. The Saint, as he stood there, might have been taken for an unemployed archangel – if he had remembered to wear his soft black felt a little less rakishly, and to lean a little less rakishly on his gold-mounted stick. As it was, he looked like a modern pugilist, the heir to a dukedom, a successful confidence man, or an advertisement for Wuggo. And the odour of sanctity about him could have been scented a hundred yards upwind by a man with a severe cold in the head and no sense of smell.


The Law, slightly dazed by its scrutiny, pulled itself together with a visible effort.


‘You can’t,’ said the Law, ‘go bawling about the streets like that at two o’clock in the morning.’


‘I wasn’t bawling,’ said the Saint aggrievedly. ‘I was singing.’


‘Bawling, I call it,’ said the Law obstinately.


The Saint took out his cigarette-case. It was a very special case; and the Saint was very proud of it, and would as soon have thought of travelling without it as he would have thought of walking down Piccadilly in his pyjamas. Into that cigarette-case had been concentrated an enthusiastic ingenuity that was typical of the Saint’s flair for detail – a flair that had already enabled him to live about twenty-nine years longer than a good many people thought he ought to have. There was much more in that case than met the eye. Much more. But it wasn’t in action at that particular moment. The cigarette which the Law was prevailed upon to accept was innocent of deception, as also was the one which the Saint selected for himself.


‘Anyway,’ said the Saint, ‘wouldn’t you bawl, as you call it, if you knew that a man with a name like Heinrich Dussel had recently received into his house an invalid who wasn’t ill?’


The Law blinked, bovinely meditative.


‘Sounds fishy to me,’ conceded the Law.


‘And to me,’ said the Saint. ‘And queer fish are my hobby. I’d travel a thousand miles any day to investigate a kipper that was the least bit queer on the kip – and it wouldn’t be for the first time. There was a smear of bloater paste, once, that fetched me from the Malay Peninsula via Chicago to a very wild bit of Devonshire . . . But this is more than bloater paste. This is real red herring.’


‘Are you drunk?’ inquired the Law, kindly.


‘No,’ said the Saint. ‘British Constitution. Truly rural. The Leith police dismisseth us . . . No, I’m not drunk. But I’m thinking of possible accidents. So would you just note that I’m going into that house up there – number ninety – perfectly sound and sane? And I shan’t stay more than half an hour at the outside – voluntarily. So if I’m not out here again at two-thirty, you can walk right in and demand the body. Au revoir, sweetheart.’


And the Saint smiled beatifically, hitched himself off his gold-mounted stick, adjusted the rakish tilt of his hat, and calmly resumed his stroll and his song, while the Law stared blankly after him.


 


‘Groom in dreary dungeon lying,


Groom as good as dead, or dying,


For a pretty maiden sighing – 


Pretty maid of seventeen!


Seven – seven – seventeen!’


 


‘Blimey,’ said the Law, blankly.


But the Saint neither heard nor cared what the Law said. He passed on, swinging his stick, into his adventure.
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Meet the Saint.


His godfathers and his godmothers, at his baptism, had bestowed upon him the name of Simon Templar; but the coincidence of initials was not the only reason for the nickname by which he was far more widely known. One day, the story of how he came by that nickname may be told: it is a good story, in its way, though it goes back to the days when the Saint was nineteen, and almost as respectable as he looked. But the name had stuck. It was inevitable that it should stick, for obviously it had been destined to him from the beginning. And in the ten years that had followed his second and less godly baptism, he had done his very best to live up to that second name – according to his lights. But you may have heard the story of the very big man whose friends called him Tiny.


He looked very Saintly indeed as he sauntered up Park Lane that night.


Saintly . . . you understand . . . with the capital S. That was how Roger Conway always liked to spell the adjective, and that pleasant conceit may very well be carried on here. There was something about the way Simon wore the name, as there was about the way he wore his clothes, that naturally suggested capital letters in every context.


Of course, he was all wrong. He ought never to have been let loose upon this twentieth century. He was upsetting. Far too often, when he spoke, his voice struck disturbing chords in the mind. When you saw him, you looked, instinctively and exasperatedly, for a sword at his side, a feather in his hat, and spurs at his heels. There was a queer keenness in the chiselling of his tanned face, seen in profile – something that can only be described as a swiftness of line about the nose and lips and chin, a swiftness as well set off by the slick sweep of patent-leather hair as by the brim of a filibustering felt hat – a laughing dancing devil of mischief that was never far from the very clear blue eyes, a magnificently medieval flamboyance of manner, an extraordinary vividness and vital challenge about every movement he made, that too clearly had no place in the organization of the century that was afflicted with him. If he had been anyone else, you would have felt that the organization was likely to make life very difficult for him. But he was Simon Templar, the Saint, and so you could only feel that he was likely to make life very difficult for the organization. Wherefore, as a respectable member of the organization, you were liable to object . . .


And, in fact, objections had been made in due season – to such effect that, if anything was needed to complete the Saint’s own private entertainment at that moment, it could have been provided by the reflection that he had no business to be in England at all that night. Or any other night. For the name of the Saint was not known only to his personal friends and enemies. It was something like a legend, a public institution; not many months ago, it had been headlined over every newspaper in Europe, and the Saint’s trademark – a childish sketch of a little man with straight-line body and limbs, and a round blank head under an absurd halo – had been held in almost superstitious awe throughout the length and breadth of England. And there still reposed, in the desk of Chief Inspector Teal, at New Scotland Yard, warrants for the arrest of Simon Templar and the other two who had been with him in all his misdeeds – Roger Conway and Patricia Holm. Why the Saint had come back to England was nobody’s business. He hadn’t yet advertised his return; and, if he had advertised it, nothing is more certain than that Chief Inspector Claud Eustace Teal would have been combing London for him within the hour – with a gun behind each ear, and an official address of welcome according to the Indictable Offences Act, 1848, in his pocket . . .


Wherefore it was very good and amusing to be back in London, and very good and amusing to be on the trail of an invalid who was not ill, though sheltering in the house of a man with a name like Heinrich Dussel . . .


The Saint knew that the invalid was still there, because it was two o’clock on Sunday morning, and near the policeman a melancholy-looking individual was selling very early editions of the Sunday papers, apparently hoping to catch returning Saturday-night revellers on the rebound, and the melancholy-looking individual hadn’t batted an eyelid as the Saint passed. If anything interesting had happened since the melancholy-looking individual had made his last report, Roger Conway would have batted one eyelid, and Simon would have bought a paper and found a note therein. And if the invalid who was not ill had left the house, Roger wouldn’t have been there at all. Nor would the low-bodied long-nosed Hirondel parked close by. On the face of it, there was no connection between Roger Conway and the Hirondel; but that was part of the deception . . .


 


‘Strange adventure that we’re trolling;


Modest maid and gallant groom – 


Gallant, gallant, gallant groom!


While the funeral bell is tolling,


Tolling, tolling—’


 


Gently the Saint embarked upon the second verse of his song. And through his manifest cheerfulness he felt a faint electric tingle of expectation. . . .


For he knew that it was true. He, of all men living, should have known that the age of strange adventures was not past. There were adventures all around, then, as there had been since the beginning of the world; it was a matter for the adventurer, to go out and challenge them. And adventure had never failed Simon Templar – perhaps because he had never doubted it. It might have been luck, or it might have been his own uncanny genius; but at least he knew, whatever it was he had to thank, that whenever and wherever anything was happening, he was there. He had been born to it, the spoilt child of a wild tempestuous Destiny – born for nothing else, it seemed, but to find all the fun in the world.


And he was on the old trail again.


But this time it was no fluke. His worst enemy couldn’t have said that Simon Templar hadn’t worked for all the trouble he was going to find that night. For weeks past he had been hunting two men across Europe – a slim and very elegant man, and a huge and very ugly man – and one of them at least he had sworn to kill. Neither of them went by the name of Heinrich Dussel, even in his spare time; but Heinrich Dussel had conferred with them the night before in the slim and very elegant man’s suite at the Ritz, and accordingly the Saint had become interested in Heinrich Dussel. And then, less than two hours before the Saint’s brief conversation with the Law, had commenced the Incident of the Invalid who was not.


 


‘Modest maiden will not tarry;


Though but sixteen year she carry,


She must marry, she must marry,


Though the altar be a tomb –


Tower, Tower, Tower tomb!’


 


Thus the Saint brought both his psalm and his promenade to a triumphant conclusion; for the song stopped as the Saint stopped, which was at the foot of a short flight of steps leading to a door – the door of the house of Heinrich Dussel.


And then, as Simon Templar paused there, a window was smashed directly above his head, so that chips of splintered glass showered on to the pavement all around him. And there followed a man’s sudden sharp yelp of agony, clear and shrill in the silence of the street.


‘ ’Ere,’ said a familiar voice, ‘is this the ’ouse you said you were going into?’


The Saint turned.


The Law stood beside him, its hands in its belt, having followed him all the way on noiseless rubber soles.


And Simon beamed beatifically upon the Law.


‘That’s so, Algernon,’ he murmured, and mounted the steps.


The door opened almost as soon as he had touched the bell. And the Law was still beside him.


‘What’s wrong ’ere?’ demanded the Law.


‘It is nothing.’


Dussel himself had answered the bell, suave and self-possessed – exactly as the Saint would have expected him to be.


‘We have a patient here who is – not right in the head. Sometimes he is violent. But he is being attended to.’


‘That’s right,’ said the Saint calmly. ‘I got your telephone message, and came right round.’


He turned to the Law with a smile.


‘I am the doctor in charge of the case,’ he said, ‘so you may quite safely leave things in my hands.’


His manner would have disarmed the Chief Commissioner himself. And before either of the other two could say a word, the Saint had stepped over the threshold as if he owned the house.


‘Good night, officer,’ he said sweetly, and closed the door.
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Now, the unkind critic may say that the Saint had opened his break with something like the most fantastic fluke that ever fell out of the blue; but the unkind critic would be wrong, and his judgement would merely indicate his abysmal ignorance of the Saint and all Saintly methods. It cannot be too clearly understood that, having determined to enter the house of Heinrich Dussel and dissect the mystery of the invalid who was not, Simon Templar had walked up Park Lane with the firm intention of ringing the bell, walking in while the butler was still asking him his business, closing the door firmly behind him, and leaving the rest to Providence. The broken window, and the cry that came through it, had not been allowed for in such nebulous calculations as he had made – admitted; but in fact they made hardly any difference to the general plan of campaign. It would be far more true to say that the Saint refused to be put off his stroke by the circumstances, than to say that the circumstances helped him. All that happened was that an unforeseen accident intervened in the smooth course of the Saint’s progress; and the Saint, with the inspired audacity that lifted him so high above all ordinary adventurers, had flicked the accident into the accommodating machinery of his stratagem, and passed on . . .


And the final result was unaltered; for the Saint simply arrived where he had meant to arrive, anyway – with his back to the inside of the door of Heinrich Dussel’s house, and all the fun before him . . .


And Simon Templar smiled at Heinrich Dussel, a rather thoughtful and reckless smile; for Heinrich Dussel was the kind of man for whom the Saint would always have a rather thoughtful and reckless smile. He was short, heavily built, tremendously broad of shoulder, thin-lipped, with a high bald dome of a forehead, and greenish eyes that gleamed like glazed pebbles behind thick gold-rimmed spectacles.


‘May I ask what you mean by this?’ Dussel was blustering furiously.


The Saint threw out his hands in a wide gesture.


‘I wanted to talk to you, dear heart.’


‘And what do you imagine I can do for you?’


‘On the contrary,’ said the Saint genially, ‘the point is – what can I do for you? Ask, and you shall receive. I’m ready. If you say: “Go and get the moon,” I’ll go right out and get the moon – that’s how I feel about you, sweetheart.’


Dussel took a step forward.


‘Will you stand away from that door?’


‘No,’ said the Saint, courteous but definite.


‘Then you will have to be removed by force.’


‘If you could spare me a moment,’ began the Saint warily.


But Heinrich Dussel had half turned, drawing breath, his mouth opening for one obvious purpose.


He could hardly have posed himself better.


And before that deep purposeful breath had reached Dussel’s vocal chords on the return journey, his mouth closed again abruptly, with a crisp smack, under the persuasive influence of a pile-driving upper-cut.


‘Come into my study,’ invited the Saint, in a very fair imitation of Heinrich Dussel’s guttural accent.


Thank you,’ said the Saint, in his own voice.


And his arms were already around Heinrich Dussel, holding up the unconscious man; and, as he accepted his own invitation, the Saint stooped swiftly, levered Dussel on to his shoulder, moved up the hall, and passed through the nearest door.


He did not stay.


He dropped his burden unceremoniously on the floor, and passed out again, locking the door behind him and putting the key in his pocket. Then, certainly, luck was with him, for, in spite of the slight disturbance, none of the household staff were in view. The Saint went up the stairs as lightly as a ghost.


The broken window had been on the first floor, and the room to which it belonged was easy to locate. The Saint listened for a couple of seconds at the door, and then opened it and stepped briskly inside.


The room was empty.


‘Bother,’ said the Saint softly.


Then he understood.


‘If the cop had insisted on coming in, he’d have wanted to see this room. So they’d have shifted the invalid. One of the gang would have played the part. And the real cripple – further up the stairs, I should think . . .’


And Simon was out of the empty room in an instant, and flashing up the next flight.


As he reached the upper landing, a man – a villainous foreign-looking man, in some sort of livery – emerged from a door.


The Saint never hesitated.


‘All right?’ he queried briefly.


‘Yes,’ came the automatic answer.


No greater bluff could ever have been put in two words and a stride. It was such a perfect little cameo of the art that the liveried man did not realize how he had been bluffed until three seconds after the Saint had spoken. And that was about four seconds too late. For by that time the Saint was only a yard away.


‘That’s fine,’ said the Saint crisply. ‘Keep your face shut, and everything will still be all right. Back into that room . . .’


There was a little knife in the Saint’s hand. The Saint could do things with that knife that would have made a circus performer blink. But at that moment the Saint wasn’t throwing the knife – he was just pricking the liveried man’s throat with the point. And the liveried man recoiled instinctively.


The Saint pushed him on, into the room, and kicked the door shut behind him. Then he dropped the knife, and took the man by the throat . . .


He made very little noise. And presently the man slept . . .


Then the Saint got to his feet, and looked about him.


The invalid lay on the bed – an old man, it seemed, judging by the thick grey beard. A shabby tweed cap was pulled down over eyes shielded by dark glasses, and his clothes were shapeless and ill-fitting. He wore black gloves, and above these there were ropes, binding his wrists together; and there were ropes also about his ankles.


The Saint picked him up in his arms. He seemed to weigh hardly anything at all.


As swiftly and silently as he had come, the Saint went down the stairs again with his light load.


Even then, it was not all perfectly plain sailing. A hubbub began to arise from below as Simon reached the first floor; and as he turned the corner on to the last flight, he saw a man unlocking the door of the room in which Heinrich Dussel had been locked. And Simon continued calmly downwards.


He reached the hall level in time to meet two automatics – one in the hand of the man who had unlocked the door, and one in the hand of Heinrich Dussel.


‘Your move, Heinrich,’ said the Saint calmly, ‘May I smoke while you’re thinking it over?’


He put the shabby old man carefully down on a convenient chair, and took out his cigarette-case.


‘Going to hand me over to the police?’ he murmured. ‘If you are, you’ll have to figure out a lot of explanations pretty quickly. The cop outside heard me say I was your doctor, and he’ll naturally want to know why you’ve waited such a long time before denying it. Besides, there’s Convalescent Cuthbert here . . .’ The Saint indicated the old man in the chair, who was trying ineffectually to say something through a very efficient gag. ‘Even mental cases aren’t trussed up quite like that.’


‘No,’ said Dussel deliberately – ‘you will not be handed over to the police, my friend.’


‘Well, you can’t keep me here,’ said the Saint, puffing. ‘You see, I had some words with the cop before I came to your door, and I told him I shouldn’t be staying more than half an hour – voluntarily. And after the excitement just before I walked in, I should think he’ll still be waiting around to see what happens.’


Dussel turned to his servant.


‘Go to a window, Luigi, and see if the policeman is still waiting.’


‘It is a bit awkward for you, Heinrich, old dear, isn’t it?’ murmured Simon, smoking tranquilly, as the servant disappeared. ‘I’m so well known to the police. I’d probably turn out to be well known to you, too, if I told you my name. I’m known as the Saint . . .’ He grinned at Dussel’s sudden start. ‘Anyway, your pals know me. Ask the Crown Prince – or Dr Marius. And remember to give them my love . . .’


The Saint laughed shortly; and Heinrich Dussel was still staring at him, white-lipped, when the servant returned to report that the constable was watching the house from the opposite pavement, talking to a newspaperman.


‘You seem annoyed, Heinrich,’ remarked the Saint, gently bantering, though the glitter behind Dussel’s thick glasses should have told him that he was as near sudden death at that moment as it is healthy for any man to be. ‘Now, the Crown Prince never looks annoyed. He’s much more strong and silent than you are, is Rudolf . . .’


Simon spoke dreamily, almost in a whisper, and his gaze was intent upon his cigarette-end. And, all the while, he smiled . . .


Then— 


‘I’ll show you a conjuring trick,’ he said suddenly. ‘Look!’


He threw the cigarette-end on the carpet at their feet, and closed his eyes. But the other two looked.


They heard a faint hiss; and then the cigarette burst into a flare of white-hot eye-aching light that seemed to scorch through their eyeballs and sear their very brains. It only lasted a moment, but that was long enough. Then a dense white smoke filled the hall like a fog. And the Saint, with the old man in his arms again, was at the front door. They heard his mocking voice through their dazed blindness.


‘Creates roars of laughter,’ said the Saint. ‘Try one at your next party – and invite me . . . So long, souls!’


The plop of a silenced automatic came through the smoke, and a bullet smacked into the door beside the Saint’s head. Then he had the door open, and the smoke followed him out.


‘Fire!’ yelled the Saint wildly. ‘Help!’ He rushed down the steps, and the policeman met him on the pavement. ‘For Heaven’s sake try to save the others, officer! I’ve got this old chap all right, but there are more in there—’


He stood by the kerb, shaking with silent laughter, and watched the Law brace itself and plunge valiantly into the smoke. Then the Hirondel purred up beside him, with the melancholy-looking vendor of newspapers at the wheel, and the Saint stepped into the back seat.


‘OK, big boy,’ he drawled; and Roger Conway let in the clutch.
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‘Altogether a most satisfactory beginning to the Sabbath,’ the Saint remarked, as the big car switched into a side street. ‘I won’t say it was dead easy, but you can’t have everything. The only real trouble came at the very end, and then the old magnesium cigarette was just what the doctor ordered . . . Have a nice chat with the police?’


‘Mostly about you,’ said Roger. ‘The ideas that man had about the Saint were too weird and wonderful for words. I steered him on to the subject, and spent the rest of the time wishing I hadn’t – it hurt so much trying not to laugh.’


Simon chuckled.


‘And now,’ he said, ‘I’m wondering what story dear Heinrich is trying to put over. That man won’t get any beauty sleep tonight. Oh, it’s a glorious thought! Dear Heinrich . . .’


He subsided into a corner, weak with merriment, and felt for his cigarette-case. Then he observed the ancient invalid, writhing helplessly on the cushions beside him, and grinned.


‘Sorry, Beautiful,’ he murmured, ‘but I’m afraid you’ll have to stay like that till we get home. We can’t have you making a fuss now. But as soon as we arrive we’ll untie you and give you a large glass of milk, and you shall tell us the story of your life.’


The patriarch shook his head violently; then, finding that his protest was ignored, he relapsed into apathetic resignation.


A few minutes later the Hirondel turned into the mews where Simon Templar had established his headquarters in a pair of luxuriously converted garages. As the car stopped, Simon picked up the old man again and stepped out. Roger Conway opened the front door for him, and the Saint passed through the tiny hall into the sitting-room, while Roger went to put the car away. Simon deposited the ancient in a chair and drew the blinds; not until after he had assured himself that no one could look in from outside did he switch on the lights and turn to regard his souvenir of the night’s entertainment.


‘Now you shall say your piece, uncle,’ he remarked, and went to untie the gag. ‘Roger will make your Glaxo hot for you in a minute, and – Holy Moses!’


The Saint drew a deep breath.


For, as he removed the gag, the long grey beard had come away with it. For a moment he was too amazed to move. Then he snatched off the dark glasses and the shabby tweed cap, and a mass of rich brown hair tumbled about the face of one of the loveliest girls he had ever seen.
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How Simon Templar entertained a guest, and spoke of two old friends


1


‘That hand-brake’s still a bit feeble, old boy.’ Roger Conway came in, unfastening the gaudy choker which he had donned for his character part. ‘You ought to get—’


His voice trailed away, and he stood staring.


The Saint was on his knees, his little throwing-knife in his hand, swiftly cutting ropes away from wrists and ankles.


‘I’ll have it seen to on Monday,’ said the Saint coolly.


Roger swallowed.


‘Damn it, Saint—’


Simon looked round with a grin.


‘Yes, I know, sonny boy,’ he said. ‘It is our evening, isn’t it?’


He stood up and looked down at the girl.


‘How are you feeling, old thing?’


She had her hands clasped to her forehead.


‘I’ll be all right in a minute,’ she said. ‘My head – hurts  . . .’


‘That dope they gave you,’ murmured the Saint. ‘And the crack you got afterwards. Rotten, isn’t it? But we’ll put that right in a brace of shakes. Roger, you beetle off to the kitchen and start some tea, and I’ll officiate with the dispensary.’


Roger departed obediently; and Simon went over to a cupboard, and took therefrom a bottle and a glass. From the bottle he shook two pink tablets into the glass. Then he fizzed soda-water on to them from the siphon, and thoughtfully watched them dissolve.


‘Here you are, old dear.’ He touched the girl lightly on the shoulder, with the foaming drink in his other hand. ‘Just shoot this down, and in about five minutes, when you’ve lowered a cup of tea on top of it, you’ll be prancing about like a canary on a hot pancake.’


She looked up at him a little doubtfully, as if she was wondering whether her present headache might not be so bad as the one she might get from the glass he was offering. But the Saint’s smile was reassuring.


‘Good girl . . . And it wasn’t so very foul, was it?’


Simon smiled approval as she handed him back the empty glass.


‘Thank you – so much . . .’


‘Not at all,’ said the Saint ‘Any little thing like that . . . Now, all you’ve got to do, lass, is just to lie back and rest and wait for that cup of tea.’


He lighted a cigarette and leaned against the table, surveying her in silence.


Under her tousled hair he saw a face that must have been modelled by happy angels. Her eyes were closed then, but he had already seen them open – deep pools of hazel, shaded by soft lashes. Her mouth was proud and imperious, yet with laughter lurking in the curves of the red lips. And a little colour was starting to ebb back into the faultless cheeks. If he had ever seen real beauty in a woman, it was there. There was a serene dignity in the forehead, a fineness of line about the small, straight nose, a wealth of character in the moulding of the chin, that would have singled her out in any company. And the Saint was not surprised; for it was dawning upon him that he knew who she was.


The latest Bystander was on the table beside him. He picked it up and turned the pages . . . She was there. He knew he could not have been mistaken, for he had been studying the picture only the previous afternoon. He had thought she was lovely then; but now he knew that the photograph did her no justice.


He was still gazing at her when Roger entered with a tray.


‘Good man.’ Simon removed his gaze from the girl for one second, with an effort, and then allowed it to return. He shifted off the table. ‘Come along, lass.’


She opened her eyes, smiling.


‘I feel ever so much better now,’ she said.


‘Nothing to what you’ll feel like when you’ve inhaled this Château Lipton,’ said the Saint cheerfully. ‘One or two lumps? Or three?’


‘Only two.’ She spoke with the slightest of American accents, soft and utterly fascinating.


Simon handed her the cup.


‘Thank you,’ she said; and then, suddenly: ‘Oh, tell me how you found me . . .’


‘Well, that’s part of a long story,’ said the Saint. ‘The short part of it is that we were interested in Heinrich Dussel – the owner of the house where I found you – and Roger here was watching him. About midnight Roger saw an old man arrive in a car – drugged—’


‘How did you know I was drugged?’


‘They brought a wheelchair out of the house for you,’ Roger explained. ‘They seemed to be in rather a hurry, and as they lifted you out of the car they caught your head a frightful crack on the door. Now, even a paralysed old man doesn’t take a bang on the head like that without making some movement or saying something; but you took it like a corpse, and no one even apologized.’
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