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How Simon Templar spent a Night Out, and Avalon Dexter took Him Home

1

Simon Templar lighted another cigarette, took a sip of his latest and most anæmic-looking highball, and reflected with considerable gloom that if the vanquishing of villains required any man like himself to endure certain unpleasantnesses and discomforts, there must be a lot of more attractive and entertaining places to endure them in than a joint with a name like Cookie’s Cellar, situated in a rejuvenated basement in the East Fifties of New York City, U.S.A.

Such, for instance, as any reasonably busy boiler factory in any moderately insalubrious zone of reconversion.

For instance, in the boiler factory he would not have been offered Little Neck clams to whet his appetite. But then, after succumbing to the temptation, he would not have been faced with a soup plate full of water enlivened with a few fragments of weary ice among which floated, half-submerged, four immature bi-valves which had long ago decided that the struggle for existence was not worth it. In the boiler factory, he would not have been able to order a rare filet mignon; but then, he would probably have had a real appreciation of the lunch in his plastic pail.

In the boiler factory there might have been a continual cacophony of loud and nerve-racking noises; but it was very doubtful whether they could have achieved such pinnacles of excruciating ingenuity as were being scaled by the five frenetic sons of rhythm who were blowing and thumping their boogie-woogie beat on the orchestra dais. There might have been smoke and stench in the air; but they would have been relatively crisp and fresh compared with the peculiarly flat sickly staleness of the vaporised distillate of cigars, perfume, and sweat that flowed through the happy lungs of Cookie’s clientele.

There might have been plenty of undecorative and even vicious men to look at; but they would not have been undecorative and vicious in the sleek snide soft way of the chair-polishing champions who had discovered that only suckers work. There might have been a notable dearth of beautiful women who wore too little, drank too much, and chattered too shrilly; and it would have been a damn good thing.

But Simon Templar, who was known as the Saint in sundry interesting records, sat there with the patience of a much more conventional sanctity, seeming completely untouched by the idea that a no-girl no-champagne customer taking up a strategic table all by himself in that jam-packed bedlam might not be the management’s conception of a heaven-sent ghost . . .

‘Will there be anything else, sir?’ asked a melancholy waiter suggestively, and the Saint stretched his long elegantly tailored legs as best he could in the few square inches allotted to him.

‘No,’ he said. ‘But leave me your address, and if there is I’ll write you a postcard.’

The melancholy one flashed him a dark glance which suggested that his probable Sicilian ancestry was tempted to answer for him. But the same glance took in the supple width of the Saint’s shoulders, and the rakish fighting lines of a face that was quite differently handsome from other good-looking faces that had sometimes strayed into Cookie’s Cellar, and the hopeful mockery of translucent blue eyes which had a disconcerting air of being actively interested in trouble as a fine art; and for some reason he changed his mind. Whereby he revealed himself as the possessor of a sound instinct of self-preservation, if nothing else.

For those rather pleasantly piratical features had probably drifted in and out of more major forms of trouble than those of any other adventurer of this century. Newspaper reproductions of them had looked out from under headlines that would have been dismissed as a pulp writer’s fantasy before the man whom they accoladed as the Robin Hood of modern crime arrived to make them real. Other versions of them could have been found in the police files of five continents, accompanied by stories and suspicions of stories that were no less startling if much more dull in literary style; the only thing lacking, from the jaundiced view-point of Authority, was a record of any captures and convictions. There were certain individual paladins of the Law, notably such as Chief Inspector Claud Eustace Teal, of Scotland Yard, and Inspector John Henry Fernack, of New York’s Centre Street, whose pet personal nightmares were haunted by that impudent smile; and there were certain evil men who had thought that their schemes were too clever to be touched by justice who had seen those mocking blue eyes with the laughter chilling out of them, the last thing before they died.

And now so many of those things were only memories, and the Saint had new enemies and other battles to think of, and he sat in Cookie’s Cellar with as much right and reason as any law-abiding citizen. Perhaps even with more; for he was lucky enough never to have heard of the place before a man named Hamilton in Washington had mentioned it on the ’phone some days before.

Which was why Simon was there now with absolutely no intention of succumbing to the campaign of discouragement which had been waged against him by the head waiter, the melancholy waiter, the chef, and the chemist who measured out eye-droppers of cut liquor behind the scenes.

‘Are you waiting for somebody, sir?’ asked the melancholy waiter, obtruding himself again with a new variation on his primary motif; and the Saint nodded.

‘I’m waiting for Cookie. When does she do her stuff?’

‘It ain’t hardly ever the same twice,’ said the man sadly. ‘Sometimes it’s earlier and sometimes it’s later, if you know what I mean.’

‘I catch the drift,’ said the Saint kindly.

The orchestra finally blew and banged itself to a standstill, and its component entities mopped their brows and began to dwindle away through a rear exit. The relief of relative quiet was something like the end of a barrage.

At the entrance across the room Simon could see a party of salesmen and their lighter moments expostulating with the head waiter, who was shrugging all the way down to his outspread hands with the unmistakable gesture of all head waiters who are trying to explain to an obtuse audience that when there is simply no room for any more tables there is simply no room for any more tables.

The melancholy waiter did not miss it either.

‘Would you like your check, sir?’ he inquired.

He put it down on the table to ease the decision.

Simon shook his head blandly.

‘Not,’ he said firmly, ‘until I’ve heard Cookie. How could I look my friends in the eye if I went home before that? Could I stand up in front of the Kiwanis Club in Terre Haute and confess that I’d been to New York, and been to Cookie’s Cellar, and never heard her sing? Could I face—?’

‘She may be late,’ the waiter interrupted bleakly. ‘She is, most nights.’

‘I know,’ Simon acknowledged. ‘You told me. Lately, she’s been later than she was earlier. If you know what I mean.’

‘Well, she’s got that there canteen, where she entertains the sailors – and,’ added the glum one, with a certain additionally defensive awe, ‘for free.’

‘A noble deed,’ said the Saint, and noticed the total on the check in front of him with an involuntary twinge. ‘Remind me to be a sailor in my next incarnation.’

‘Sir?’

‘I see the spotlights are coming on. Is this going to be Cookie?’

‘Naw. She don’t go on till last.’

‘Well, then she must be on her way now. Would you like to move a little to the left? I can still see some of the stage.’

The waiter dissolved disconsolately into the shadows, and Simon settled back again with a sigh. After having suffered so much, a little more would hardly make any difference.

A curly-haired young man in a white tuxedo appeared at the microphone and boomed through the expectant hush: ‘Ladies and gentlemen – Cookie’s Cellar – welcomes you all again – and proudly presents – that sweet singer of sweet songs . . . Miss – Avalon – Dexter! Let’s all give her a nice big hand.’

We all gave her a nice big hand, and Simon took another mouthful of his diluted ice-water and braced himself for the worst as the curly-haired young man sat down at the piano and rippled through the introductory bars of the latest popular pain. In the course of a reluctant but fairly extensive education in the various saloons and bistros of the metropolis, the Saint had learned to expect very little uplift, either vocal or visible, from sweet singers of sweet songs. Especially when they were merely thrown in as a secondary attraction to bridge a gap between the dance music and the star act, in pursuance of the best proven policy of night club management, which discovered long ago that the one foolproof way to flatter the intellectual level of the average habitué is to give him neither the need nor the opportunity to make any audible conversation. But the Saint felt fairly young, in fairly good health, and fairly strong enough to take anything that Cookie’s Cellar could dish out, for one night at least, buttressing himself with the knowledge that he was doing it for his Country . . .

And then suddenly all that was gone, as if the thoughts had never crossed his mind, and he was looking and listening in complete stillness.

And wondering why he had never done that before.

The girl stood under the single tinted spotlight in a simple white dress of elaborate perfection, cut and draped with artful artlessness to caress every line of a figure that could have worn anything or nothing with equal grace.

She sang:


‘For it’s a long, long time

From May to December,

And the days grow short

When you reach November . . .’


She had reddish-golden-brown hair that hung long over her shoulders and was cut straight across above large brown eyes that had the slightly oriental and yet not-oriental cast that stems from some of the peoples of eastern Europe. Her mouth was level and clean-cut, with a rich lower lip that warmed all her face with a promise of inward reality that could be deeper and more enduring than




































































































































































































































































































































About the Author

‘I’m mad enough to believe in romance. And I’m sick and tired of this age – tired of the miserable little mildewed things that people racked their brains about, and wrote books about, and called life. I wanted something more elementary and honest – battle, murder, sudden death, with plenty of good beer and damsels in distress, and a complete callousness about blipping the ungodly over the beezer. It mayn’t be life as we know it, but it ought to be.’

Leslie Charteris in a 1935 BBC radio interview



Leslie Charteris was born Leslie Charles Bowyer-Yin in Singapore on 12 May 1907.

He was the son of a Chinese doctor and his English wife, who’d met in London a few years earlier. Young Leslie found friends hard to come by in colonial Singapore. The English children had been told not to play with Eurasians and the Chinese children had been told not to play with Europeans. Leslie was caught in between, and took refuge in reading.

‘I read a great many good books and enjoyed them because nobody had told me that they were classics. I also read a great many bad books which nobody told me not to read…I read a great many popular scientific articles and acquired from them an astonishing amount of general knowledge before I discovered that this acquisition was supposed to be a chore.’1

One of his favourite things to read was a magazine called Chums. ‘The Best and Brightest Paper for Boys’ (if you believe the adverts) was a monthly periodical paper full of swashbuckling adventure stories aimed at boys, encouraging them to be honourable and moral and perhaps even ‘upright citizens with furled umbrellas.’2 Undoubtedly these type of stories would influence his later work.

When his parents split up, shortly after the end of World War I, he accompanied his mother and brother back to England, where he was sent to Rossall School in Fleetwood, Lancashire. Rossall was then a very stereotypical English public school, and it struggled to cope with this multilingual mixed race boy, just into his teens, who’d already seen more of the world than many of his peers would see in their lifetime. He was an outsider.

He left Rossall in 1924. Keen to pursue a creative career, he decided to study art in Paris – after all, that was where the great artists went – but soon found that the life of a literally starving artist didn’t appeal. He continued writing, firing off speculative stories to magazines, and it was the sale of a short story to Windsor Magazine that saved him from penury.

He returned to London in 1925 as his parents – particularly his father – wanted him to become a lawyer, and he was sent to study law at Cambridge University. In the mid-1920s Cambridge was full of Bright Young Things – aristocrats and bohemians somewhat typified in the Evelyn Waugh novel Vile Bodies – and again the mixed race Bowyer-Yin found that he didn’t fit in. He was an outsider who preferred to make his own way in the world and wasn’t one of the privileged upper class. It didn’t help that he found his studies boring, and decided it was more fun contemplating ways to circumvent the law. This inspired him to write a novel, and when publishers Ward Lock & Co. offered him a three book deal on the strength of it he abandoned his studies to pursue a writing career.

When his father learnt of this he was not impressed as he considered writers to be ‘rogues and vagabonds’. Charteris would later recall that ‘I wanted to be a writer, he wanted me to become a lawyer. I was stubborn, he said I would end up in the gutter. So I left home. Later on, when I had a little success, we were reconciled by letter, but I never saw him again.’3

X Esquire, his first novel, appeared in April 1927. The lead character, X Esquire, is a mysterious hero, hunting down and killing the businessmen trying to wipe out Britain by distributing quantities of free poisoned cigarettes. His second novel, The White Rider, was published the following spring and in one memorable scene shows the hero chasing after his damsel in distress only for him to overtake the villains, leap into their car…and promptly faint.

These two plot highlights may go some way to explaining Charteris’ comment on Meet – the Tiger!, published in September 1928, that ‘It was only the third book I’d written, and the best I would say for it was that the first two were even worse.’4

Twenty-one-year-old authors are naturally self-critical. Despite reasonably good reviews, the Saint didn’t set the world on fire, and Charteris moved on to a new hero for his next book.

This was The Bandit, an adventure story featuring Ramon Francisco De Castilla y Espronceda Manrique, published in the summer of 1929 after its serialisation in the Empire News, a now long-forgotten Sunday newspaper. But sales of The Bandit were less than impressive and Charteris began to question his choice of career. It was all very well writing – but if nobody wants to read what you write, what’s the point?

‘I had to succeed, because before me loomed the only alternative, the dreadful penalty of failure...the routine office hours, the five-day week...the lethal assimilation into the ranks of honest, hard-working, conformist, God-fearing pillars of the community.’5

However his fortunes – and the Saint’s – were about to change. In late 1928 Leslie had met Monty Haydon, a London-based editor who was looking for writers to pen stories for his new paper, The Thriller – The Paper of a Thousand Thrills. Charteris later recalled that ‘He said he was starting a new magazine, had read one of my books and would like some stories from me. I couldn’t have been more grateful, both from the point of view of vanity and finance!’6

The paper launched in early 1929 and Charteris’ first work appeared in issue 4 (dated 2 March 1929): ‘The Story of a Dead Man’, featuring Jimmy Traill. That was followed just over a month later by ‘The Secret of Beacon Inn’, starring Ramses ‘Pip’ Smith. At the same time Leslie finished writing another non-Saint novel, Daredevil, which would be published in late 1929. Storm Arden was the hero; more notably, the book saw the first introduction of a Scotland Yard Inspector by the name of Claud Eustace Teal.

The Saint returned in the thirteenth issue of The Thriller magazine. The byline proclaimed that the tale was ‘A Thrilling Complete Story of the Underworld’; the title was ‘The Five Kings’; and it actually featured Four Kings and a Joker. Simon Templar, of course, was the Joker.

Charteris spent the rest of 1929 telling the adventures of the Five Kings in five subsequent Thriller stories: ‘It was very hard work, for the pay was lousy, but Monty Haydon was a brilliant and stimulating editor, full of ideas. While he didn’t actually help shape the Saint as a character, he did suggest story lines. He would take me out to lunch and say, “What are you going to write about next?” I’d often say I was damned if I knew. And Monty would say, “Well I was reading something the other day...” He had a fund of ideas and we would talk them over, and then I would go away and write a story. He was a great creative editor.’

Charteris would have one more attempt at writing about a hero other than Simon Templar, in three novelettes published in The Thriller in early 1930, but he swiftly returned to the Saint. This was partly due to his self-confessed laziness – he wanted to write more stories for The Thriller and other magazines, and creating a new hero for every story was hard work – but mainly due to feedback from Monty Haydon. It seemed people wanted to read more adventures of the Saint.

Charteris would contribute over forty stories to The Thriller throughout the 1930s. Shortly after their debut he persuaded publisher Hodder & Stoughton that if he collected some of these stories and rewrote them a little, they could publish them as a Saint book. Enter the Saint was first published in August 1930, and the reaction was good enough for the publishers to bring out another collection. And another…

Of the twenty Saint books published in the 1930s, almost all have their origins in those magazine stories.

Why was the Saint so popular throughout the decade? Aside from the charm and ability of Charteris’ storytelling, the stories, particularly those published in the first half of the 30s, are full of energy and joie de vivre. With economic depression rampant throughout the period, the public at large seemed to want some escapism.

And Simon Templar’s appeal was wide-ranging: he wasn’t an upper-class hero like so many of the period. With no obvious background and no attachment to the Old School Tie, no friends in high places who could provide a Get Out of Jail Free card, the Saint was uniquely classless. Not unlike his creator.

Throughout his formative years Charteris’ heritage had been an issue. In his early days in Singapore, during his time at school, at Cambridge University or even just in everyday life, he couldn’t avoid the fact that for many people his mixed parentage was a problem. He would later tell a story of how he was chased up the road by a stick-waving typical English gent who took offence to his daughter being escorted around town by a foreigner.

Like the Saint he was an outsider. And although he had spent a significant portion of his formative years in England, he couldn’t settle.

As a young boy he had read of an America ‘peopled largely by Indians, and characters in fringed buckskin jackets who fought nobly against them. I spent a great deal of time day-dreaming about a visit to this prodigious and exciting country.’7

It was time to realise this wish. Charteris and his first wife Pauline, whom he’d met in London when they were both teenagers and married in 1931, set sail for the States in late 1932; the Saint had already made his debut in America courtesy of the publisher Doubleday. Charteris and his wife found a New York still experiencing the tail-end of Prohibition, and times were tough at first. Despite sales to American magazine and others, it wasn’t until a chance meeting with writer-turned-Hollywood-executive Bartlett McCormack in their favourite speakeasy that Charteris’ career stepped up a gear.

Soon Charteris was in Hollywood, working on what would become the 1933 movie Midnight Club. However Hollywood’s treatment of writers wasn’t to Charteris’ taste and he began to yearn for home. Within a few months he returned to the UK and began writing more Saint stories for Monty Haydon and Bill McElroy.

He also rewrote a story he’d sketched out whilst in the States, a version of which had been published in American magazine in September 1934. This new novel, The Saint in New York, published in 1935, was a significant advance for the Saint and Leslie Charteris. Gone were the high jinks and the badinage. The youthful exuberance evident in the Saint’s early adventures had evolved into something a little darker, a little more hard-boiled. It was the next stage in development for the author and his creation, and readers loved it. It became a bestseller on both sides of the Atlantic.

Having spent his formative years in places as far apart as Singapore and England, with substantial travel in between, it should be no surprise that Charteris had a serious case of wanderlust. With a bestseller under his belt, he now had the means to see more of the world.

1936 found him in Tenerife, researching another Saint adventure alongside translating the biography of Juan Belmonte, a well-known Spanish matador. Estranged for several months, he and Pauline divorced in 1937. The following year he married an American, Barbara Meyer, who’d accompanied him to Tenerife. In early 1938 Charteris and his new bride set off in a trailer of his own design and spent eighteen months travelling round America and Canada.

The Saint in New York had reminded Hollywood of Charteris’ talents, and film rights to the novel were sold prior to publication in 1935. Although the proposed 1935 film production was rejected by the Hays Office for its violent content, RKO’s eventual 1938 production persuaded Charteris to try his luck once more in Hollywood.

New opportunities had opened up, and throughout the 1940s the Saint appeared not only in books and movies, but in a newspaper strip, a comic book series and on radio.

Anyone wishing to adapt the character in any medium found a stern taskmaster in Charteris. He was never completely satisfied, nor was he shy of showing his displeasure. He did, however, ensure that copyright in any Saint adventure belonged to him, even if scripted by another writer – a contractual obligation that he was to insist on throughout his career.

Charteris was soon spread thin, overseeing movies, comics, newspapers and radio versions of his creation, and this, along with his self-proclaimed laziness, meant that Saint books were becoming fewer and further between. However, he still enjoyed his creation: in 1941 he indulged himself in a spot of fun by playing the Saint – complete with monocle and moustache – in a photostory in Life magazine.

In July 1944 he started collaborating under a pseudonym on Sherlock Holmes radio scripts, subsequently writing more adventures for Holmes than Conan Doyle. Not all his ventures were successful – a screenplay he was hired to write for Deanna Durbin, Lady On A Train, took him a year and ultimately bore little resemblance to the finished film. In the mid-1940s Charteris successfully sued RKO pictures for unfair competition after they launched a new series of films starring George Sanders as a debonair crime fighter known as The Falcon. But he kept faith with his original character, and the Saint novels continued to adapt to the times. The transatlantic Saint evolved into something of a private operator, working for the mysterious Hamilton and becoming, not unlike his creator, a world traveller, finding that adventure would seek him out.

‘I have never been able to see why a fictional character should not grow up, mature, and develop, the same as anyone else. The same, if you like, as his biographer. The only adequate reason is that – so far as I know – no other fictional character in modern times has survived a sufficient number of years for these changes to be clearly observable. I must confess that a lot of my own selfish pleasure in the Saint has been in watching him grow up.’8

Charteris maintained his love of travel and was soon to be found sailing round the West Indies with his good friend Gregory Peck. His forays abroad gave him even more material and he began to write true crime articles as well as an occasional column in Gourmet magazine.

By the early 50s Charteris himself was feeling strained. He’d divorced his second wife in 1943 and got together with a New York radio and night-club singer called Betty Bryant Borst, who he married in late 1943. That relationship had fallen apart acrimoniously towards the end of the decade and he roamed the globe restlessly, rarely in one place for longer than a couple of months. He continued to maintain a firm grip on the exploitation of the Saint in various media, but was writing little himself. The Saint had become an industry, and Charteris couldn't keep up. He began thinking seriously about an early retirement.

Then in 1951 he met a young actress called Audrey Long when they became next-door neighbours in Hollywood. Within a year they had married, a union that was to last the rest of his life.

He attacked life with a new vitality. They travelled – Nassau was a favoured escape spot – and he wrote. He struck an agreement with the New York Herald Tribune for a Saint comic strip which would appear daily and be written by Charteris himself. The strip ran for thirteen years with Charteris sending in his hand-written storylines from wherever he happened to be, relying on mail services around the world to continue the Saint's adventures. New Saint books began to appear, and Charteris reached a height of productivity not seen since his days as a struggling author trying to establish himself. As he and Audrey travelled, so did the Saint, visiting locations just after his creator had been there.

By 1953 the Saint had already enjoyed twenty-five years of success, and The Saint Magazine was launched. Charteris had become adept at exploiting his creation to the full, mixing new stories with repackaged older stories, sometimes rewritten, sometimes mixed up in 'new' anthologies, sometimes adapted from radio scripts previously written by other writers.

Charteris had been approached several times over the years for television rights in the Saint, and had expended much time and effort during the 1950s trying to get the Saint on TV, even going so far as to write sample scripts himself, but it wasn’t to be. He finally agreed a deal in autumn 1961 with English film producers Robert S. Baker and Monty Berman. The first episode of The Saint television series, starring Roger Moore, went into production in June 1962. The series was an immediate success, though Charteris himself had his reservations. It reached second place in the ratings, but he commented that ‘in that distinction it was topped by wrestling, which only suggested to me that the competition may not have been so hot; but producers are generally cast in a less modest mould.’ He resented the implication that the TV series had finally made a success of the Saint after twenty-five years of literary obscurity.

As long as the series lasted Charteris was not shy about voicing his criticisms both in public and in a constant stream of memos to the producers. ‘Regular followers of the Saint Saga…must have noticed that I am almost incapable of simply writing a story and shutting up.’9 Nor was he shy about exploiting this new market by agreeing a series of tie-in novelisations ghosted by other writers, which he would then rewrite before publication.

Charteris mellowed as the series developed and found elements to praise too. He developed a close friendship with producer Robert S. Baker, which would last until Charteris' death.

In the early sixties, on one of their frequent trips to England, he and Audrey bought a house in Surrey which became their permanent base. He explored the possibility of a Saint musical and began writing some of it himself.

Charteris no longer needed to work. Now in his sixties, he supervised the Saint from a distance whilst continuing to travel and indulge himself. He and Audrey made seasonal excursions to Ireland and the south of France, where they had residences. He began to write poetry and devised a new universal sign language, Paleneo, based on notes and symbols he used in his diaries. Once Paleneo was released he decided enough was enough and announced, again, his retirement. This time he meant it.

The Saint continued regardless – there was a long-running Swedish comic strip, and new novels with other writers doing the bulk of the work were complemented in the 1970s with Bob Baker's revival of the TV series, titled Return of The Saint.

Ill-health began to take its toll. By the early 1980s, although he continued a healthy correspondence with the outside world, he felt unable to keep up with the collaborative Saint books and pulled the plug on them.

To entertain himself, Leslie took to ‘trying to beat the bookies in predicting the relative speed of horses’, a hobby which resulted in several of his local betting shops refusing to take 'predictions' from him as he was too successful for their liking.

He still received requests to publish his work abroad but had become completely cynical about further attempts to revive the Saint. A new Saint Magazine only lasted three issues, and two TV productions – The Saint In Manhattan with Tom Selleck look-alike Andrew Clarke, and The Saint with Simon Dutton – left him bitterly disappointed. ‘I fully expect this series to lay eggs everywhere…the only satisfaction I have is in looking at my bank balance.’10

In the early 1990s Hollywood producers Robert Evans and William J. Macdonald approached him and made a deal for the Saint to return to cinema screens. Charteris still took great care of the Saint's reputation and wrote an outline entitled The Return of The Saint – in which an older Saint would meet the son he didn't know he had.

Much of his last year was taken up with the movie. Several scripts were submitted to him – each moving further and further away from his original concept – but the screenwriter from 1940s Hollywood was thoroughly disheartened by the Hollywood of the 90s: ‘...there is still no plot, no real story, no characterisations, no personal interaction, nothing but endless frantic violence...’ Besides, with producer Bill Macdonald hitting the headlines for the most unSaintly reasons, he was to add ‘How can Bill Macdonald concentrate on my Saint movie when he has Sharon Stone in his bed?’

In 1992, the Crime Writers' Association of Great Britain presented Charteris with a Lifetime Achievement award in a special ceremony at the House of Lords. Never one for associations and awards, and although visibly unwell, he accepted the award with grace and humour (‘I am now only waiting to be carbon-dated’, he joked). He suffered a slight stroke in his final weeks, which did not prevent him from dining out locally with family and friends, before he finally passed away at the age of 85 on 15 April 1993.

His death severed one of the final links with the classic thriller genre of the 1930s and 1940s, but he left behind a legacy of nearly one hundred books, countless short stories, and TV, film, radio and comic-strip adaptations of his work which will endure for generations to come.

‘I was always sure that there was a solid place in escape literature for a rambunctious adventurer such as I dreamed up in my youth, who really believed in the old-fashioned romantic ideals and was prepared to lay everything on the line to bring them to life. A joyous exuberance that could not find its fulfilment in pinball machines and pot. I had what may now seem a mad desire to spread the belief that there were worse, and wickeder, nut cases than Don Quixote.

‘Even now, half a century later, when I should be old enough to know better, I still cling to that belief. That there will always be a public for the old-style hero, who had a clear idea of justice, and a more than technical approach to love, and the ability to have some fun with his crusades.’11
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