


Arizona





Chapter 1

Simon Templar checked the fit of the specially built silencer on his 357 Magnum for the last time, and settled more snugly into the screen of tumbled rocks from which he was watching the road below. The crisp Arizona sun baked down on him out of a sky of such brilliant blue that it would have seemed artificial if it had not been so certain that no artifice on earth could have copied it; and his blue eyes that matched the sky as closely as anything could match it were narrowed slightly against the glare that came up from the open desert. A grey lizard lay and watched him from a little distance with one cold flat eye, its soft stomach pulsing with quick breaths, but otherwise as motionless and as much a part of the landscape as he had become since he had seen the lazy billow of dust creeping along the twisted ribbon of dirt trail that wound past the foot of the knoll where he was lying.

There were many men in the world who would have been surprised to see him there, much as they had learned to accept Simon Templar’s sudden and disturbing appearances in all kinds of unlikely places: men in the variegated police uniforms of a dozen European and South American countries, as well as a staidly bowler-hatted Chief Inspector of Scotland Yard, and a certain gruff grey-haired detective in New York city, men who could have met at any time and talked lengthily on one common ground apart from their professional interest in the enforcement of the Law – namely, their separate and individual reminiscences of the impudent outlawries which had blazed Simon Templar’s trail around the earth. There were also an even larger number of public enemies from just as many places, who could have joined in the chorus with no less indignation, who would have been equally surprised to find him in a setting so different from the urbane backgrounds against which he was usually tracing his debonair and dangerous saga of adventure. But these surprises would have been purely geographical: there would have been no surprise that he lay there on the threshold of more trouble, for trouble was a thing that clung like an aura to the presence of Simon Templar, whom some imaginative newspaperman had christened the Robin Hood of modern crime, but who was much better known to police files and the unwritten records of the underworld as The Saint.

The dust-cloud lengthened sluggishly towards him, churned up by the wheels of a well-worn car whose labouring engine sent a faint grumble of protest to his ears through the great stillness; and the Saint waited for it with the infinite patience of any Indian who might have lain in the same ambush more than a hundred years before, watching a covered wagon crawl through the scrub-sprinkled valley below his eyes. You might have seen something of the same Indian, too, in the intent lines of his tanned reckless face; but that would have been an easy illusion. The same lines would have fitted as naturally into the picture of a conquistador scanning the shore of a new world, or of d’Artagnan mocking the courts of France: they were only the heraldry of a character that would have been the same in any age or place, the timeless brand of the born buccaneer. Perhaps that was another reason also why he seemed as much at home there as he would have been against the shining sophistication of a city boulevard – because it was inevitably right that he should fit in wherever adventure offered, because he himself was the living embodiment of adventure . . . But the Saint himself would never have thought about it so romantically as that, being strictly concerned at the moment with the mechanical job that he was there to do.

The car rattled around another curve, with the driver nursing it gingerly over ruts and washboard, and then it was as close to where he was hiding as it would ever be. At that, he estimated the range at a little more than a hundred yards, and rested his brown right hand on a rock in front of him as coolly as if he had been trying a trick shot for his own amusement. Judgment of distance, speed, and elevation merged into one imperceptible co-ordination as he squeezed the trigger. The Magnum jarred in his grip with a discreet flup! but he still held the aim until he saw the car swerve on one flattened front tyre, bump a little way off the road, and come to a grinding stop. It had never had enough speed to be in any danger of overturning, and he had had no such fate in mind for it anyway.

Satisfied that he had done no more and no less than he meant to do, he slid away down the other side of the hillock, straightened up as soon as he was safely below the skyline, and walked quickly to the big Buick parked in the sandy arroyo below the sheltering slope, unscrewing the cumbersome silencer as he went; and a few minutes later the long sedan jounced out of the wash on to the dirt road half a mile south, turned back, and battered its way north again over the tracks left by the car which he had just brought to an effective standstill.

Simon braked as he came up with it, and a white-haired man in a neat but incongruous business suit eased his back from a pained and unprofitable scrutiny of the deflated tyre. Simon leaned out and grinned amiably at him.

‘Anything wrong?’ he inquired.

The white-haired man gazed back at him through silver-rimmed spectacles with the peculiarly sadistic tolerance reserved by all right-minded voyagers for those persons who ask futile questions in unspeakable situations.

‘We had a blow-out,’ he said, with admirable restraint.

‘Maybe I can help,’ said the Saint cheerfully.

He swung out of his car and inspected the evidence of his marksmanship with concealed satisfaction. His single bullet had done its job as neatly as he could have desired, ripping through tube and casing without leaving any evidence of its transit except for an expert. But the Saint only said: ‘Do you have a spare?’

‘You could help me to get it out,’ said the girl.

She backed her head out of the trunk to say it; and Simon placed a cigarette between his lips as he turned to look at her with a casualness that was only another concealment. For this was a part of the encounter which he had irrelevantly looked forward to all day – in fact, since he had first caught a passing glimpse of her the evening before.

She was only a minor character in the business that his mind was on, and yet he had been hoping that the impression he had been saving wouldn’t be destroyed. Now he saw that he need not have worried. Even with her brown hair a little scattered, her face a little flushed, she had the same quality that had caught in his memory. It was not the standard prettiness of blue eyes, of a smiling generous mouth, of a small nose that was still a cameo of classic modelling, but something much more, much rarer, and yet so simple that the only words for it seemed inadequate. You could only say that in one glance at her you knew that without being naïve or stupid she was utterly without guile or coquetry or deceit, that her mind was as clean-cut and untrammelled as her sapling figure in its plain white shirt and blue slacks, and that whatever she did would be as real and honest as the friendly hills. But to the Saint, who had known so many other fascinations, this was one of the most arresting certainties that he had ever known.

‘I’d love to,’ he said.

He struck a match and put it to his cigarette as he strolled over, but he didn’t throw the burnt stem away. As he wrestled the spare wheel out, and carried it around the car, he kept working the match-stem into the valve, letting the air escape whenever there were other noises to mask the hiss of it, so that a few minutes later he could press the tyre flat with his hand and say: ‘It’s too bad, but this seems to be another dead one.’ 

‘Now, that’s perfectly swell,’ said the girl.

Simon let the wheel drop, and philosophically revived his cigarette.

‘The nearest garage is back at Lion Rock,’ he remarked. ‘I’ll leave word there later if you like. Or could I take you anywhere?’

The man said: ‘We were heading for the Circle Y – it’s three miles further on, off this road.’

‘Visiting?’

‘No. I – er – I happen to own it.’

‘When were you going to be back at Lion Rock?’ asked the girl. ‘We don’t want to take you out of your way, but it’s getting late. I mean . . .’

The Saint smiled down at her, rumpling his dark hair with apparent thoughtfulness. It was indeed getting late, as he had hoped it would be: bright as it still was, the sun was already dipping towards the high range to westward, and under the slanting light the barren battlements that ringed three of their horizons were putting on soft chiffons of rose and purple against the promise of an early twilight.

He said: ‘It might be quite a while before I see Lion Rock again. Perhaps I’d better take you to the Circle Y, and you can send in to the garage tomorrow.’

‘We hate to trouble you,’ said the white-haired man half-heartedly.

‘Don’t give it another thought,’ said the Saint. ‘Have you got any parcels or things you want to take along?’

Five minutes later the Buick was rocking and rolling north again with two extra passengers, and the older man was making conversation from the other end of the front seat.

‘I suppose we ought to introduce ourselves. My name is Don Morland, and this is my daughter Jean.’

‘I’m Simon Templar,’ said the Saint.

The name meant nothing immediately to them, and was not meant to. But he had known who they were before he lay down to wait for them not long after breakfast, behind the pulpit of erupted boulders which had already merged into the violet-shaded diorama behind.

‘I’m sure glad you happened along,’ Morland went on. ‘I wouldn’t have enjoyed trying to find my way home from there if we’d been caught after dark.’

‘That doesn’t sound like a rancher talking,’ Simon remarked lightly.

‘I’m not really a rancher – of course you could tell that. I just happen to own a ranch. As a matter of fact, we’ve only been here a couple of days. It’s all quite an accident.’

Simon grinned.

‘You won the Circle Y in a raffle?’

‘It belonged to my brother.. He died just recently, and I inherited it. I was a dentist in Richmond, Virginia. I’d been thinking I was about ready to retire, and Jean always wanted to see the West. So we thought we’d give it a trial.’

‘Too bad it had to happen that way,’ said the Saint. ‘I mean through your brother.’

Morland began filling a stubby pipe.

‘Yes. It was very sudden. His horse threw him and kicked him – fractured his skull. He only bought the place himself about eighteen months ago . . . Well, if he could turn himself into a rancher I expect I can.’

‘You think you’ll keep the place.’

‘Probably. Our next-door neighbour, from the J-Bar-B, made me a rather attractive offer as soon as we got here, but I don’t think I’ll sell. I think I might get to like it here. Jean is going to buy me a big hat and some high-heeled boots and try to make me look like the real thing.’

The Saint’s strong hands worked on the wheel with imperturbable skill, his calm eyes picking the smoothest path over the derelict track as nonchalantly as though his role had actually been as fortuitous and disinterested as it was meant to seem. But into his mind went just a little more information than he had had before, and with it a repetition and revival of one grim question that he had already asked himself a great many times. Yet no one could have guessed that there were such things as murder in his thoughts.

Jean Morland was studying him with straightforward interest, taking in his quietly checkered blue shirt, his well-worn levis, and coming back again to his lean tanned face with its hint of mockeries and mischief that must have known even wider fields than those traditionally great open spaces.

‘I don’t think you’ve lived around here all your life, either,’ she said.

He smiled at her.

‘That isn’t really very hard to guess. As a matter of fact, I haven’t really been around here for about ten years. But I can still give a working imitation of the genuine article. I was riding herd in the Panhandle when you weren’t any further than the fourth grade. You need a good hand on the Circle Y?’

‘You’ve got a nice car to look for work in,’ she said.

‘That’s part of the build-up. All of us cowboys ain’t bums. We seen ourselves in the pitchers, an’ we know better. Next time I’m going to be a straw boss, at least.’

She laughed.

‘Seriously, what are you doing now?’

‘You might call it vacationing. Wandering here and there, and seeing what may turn up. I haven’t a plan from one day to the next. But I love this country.’

‘So do I,’ she said. Then: ‘What do you think of doing right here?’

The Saint lighted a cigarette, taking his time.

Presently he said: ‘I thought I might do some hunting.’

It seemed to him that this might be a truthful way to put it, even though she would never guess what a deadly kind of quarry he was thinking of. Even though she might never know that the spoor he was following had been started months before, when a certain Dr Ludwig Julius paddled out of his office on the Wilhelmstrasse and set off on an odyssey that had already taken him more than half-way around the world, by way of the Trans-Siberian railroad to Vladivostok, from Vladivostok to Yokohama, from Yokohama to San Francisco, and from San Francisco, after a pause at the Nazi consulate there, to the peaceful Arizona county where Simon Templar was on the trail of bigger game than his state hunting licence had ever been intended to include.





Chapter 10

‘This had better be good,’ said Condor dispassionately.

He sat beside the Saint with a fresh toothpick between his teeth and a gun in the hand on his knee, while Simon zig-zagged his big Buick down on to Beverley Boulevard. He glanced once over his shoulder at the lights following behind them, and added: ‘Dunnigan’s right on your trail, so I hope you weren’t thinking of pulling any fast ones.’

‘I’m hoping to save you a hell of a stink and a lawsuit for false arrest,’ said the Saint. ‘Have you read that note?’

Condor looked at it again under the dashboard lights.

‘And this is supposed to be why you went there.’

‘That’s why I went there.’

‘When did you write it?’

‘I knew you’d say that. That’s why I got the hell out. I walked in, and there was Ufferlitz with his brains all over the desk. Then the cops came. I knew I was being framed, so I went away quickly.’

‘You didn’t even say anything about it when I talked to you this morning.’

‘Of course not. Nothing had been changed. You’d still have thought I was trying to put over a clever story. But you can check on it yourself now. I did. According to the night man at the Château Marmont, that note was delivered by a medium-sized man in a buttoned-up tweed overcoat and a bushy red beard. A disguise, of course. And of course it sounds phoney as hell. I could just as well have done it myself, with my knees bent to cut my height down. I knew you’d think that, and I’d have been crazy if I’d told you.’

Condor chewed audibly on his flake of timber.

‘I like having my mind put straight for me,’ he said. ‘So you played secrets. Did you know who the murderer was, then?’

‘No,’ said the Saint honestly. ‘I had to get away and think and investigate for a bit. But I had to find him. I had to find him before he got me into some more trouble that I wouldn’t be able to get out of so easily. I knew it must have been somebody who hated my guts. Somebody who was tough enough to kill Ufferlitz in the first place, and vicious enough to try and frame me for it. A guy with two motives.’

‘And you found him all by yourself.’

‘Yes,’ said the Saint. ‘Orlando Flane.’

They stopped for a traffic light. Simon shifted into low gear and held the clutch out. He kept his eyes ahead, but he knew Condor was still watching him.

‘You tell it,’ said Condor. ‘It’s your story.’

‘There wasn’t much to it. I’d taken a part away from Flane. He was on the skids, and that part might have saved him, but I took it away. I didn’t mean to. It was Ufferlitz’s idea. Flane was just letters in lights to me. But he didn’t understand that. His brain was all rotten with alcohol, anyway. He was drunk at Ciro’s last night when we were there. You can check on that, too. And I guess he was just too mad to have any sense.’

‘But why did he kill Ufferlitz?’

‘Because Ufferlitz was blackmailing him. Flane wasn’t always a glamour boy for cameras. There was a time in New Orleans when he was charming feminine hearts for a much less romantic racket. He was in a bad spot once, and there was a girl who was a witness. She died – very conveniently. But Ufferlitz had the goods on him.’

‘How do you know that?’

‘You forget,’ said the Saint gently. ‘Crime is my business. And I’ve got rather a phenomenal memory. Only sometimes it’s a little bit slow. But you don’t have to take my word for it. You can confirm it with New Orleans.’

They were rolling eastwards on the boulevard again.

‘Why didn’t you tell me that this morning?’

‘It just hadn’t come into my head then. I got it after I left you this afternoon. Going off on a wrong tack after Groom – that business about the girl – girls – dirty work with girls – and suddenly the gates were open and it all poured in. I was in the Front Office then; and by God, Flane was there. Well, I’m just not a good citizen. I never could see why policemen should have all the fun. I just have to stick my own nose in. So I did. I told Flane I was wise to him. I told him the whole story, and invented what I wasn’t sure of. But I made it good. Just to see if I could make him break.’

‘And then—’

‘Then he broke. I don’t have to try and convince you about that. Here’s my first witness.’

He braked the car to a stop outside the neon façade of the Front Office, and the prowl car slid tightly in behind. Simon opened his door and got out with careful leisureliness; and the detective put his gun away and got out after him.

They went into the crepuscular discretion of the bar, where a sizeable clientele was now dispersed through shadowy corners; and Simon beckoned the bartender over.

‘Will you tell Mr Condor what happened this afternoon?’

The bartender looked surprised to see the Saint again so soon, and along with his surprise there was a habitual wariness.

‘About what?’ he said innocently.

‘About Flane,’ said the Saint.

‘It’s all right,’ Condor put in soothingly. ‘There’s no beef. Mr Templar just wanted me to hear it.’

The bartender wiped his hands on his apron.

‘I guess Mr Flane had just had one too many,’ he said. ‘He was talking to this gentleman, and I couldn’t hear what they were saying. Then it looked as if Mr Flane was getting tough – he does that sometimes, when he’s had a drink – or I should say he used to do it—’

‘Go on,’ Condor said.

‘Well, I tried to hear something then, but I couldn’t hear anything, and then he must have slugged Mr Whatyou-calledhim, because he fell off his stool, and Mr Flane beat it out of here, an’ I got the gentleman up again an’ bought him a drink an’ he went out. That’s all I know.’

‘Thank you,’ said Condor.

Then they were outside again.

‘After that,’ said the Saint, ‘I went back to the studio to see if you were still there, but you’d left. We can walk over and you can check that. If the same gatekeeper isn’t on now, he’ll know where we can find the guy I spoke to.’

Condor gazed moodily across the street, like a dyspeptic crocodile on a river bank watching succulent game cavorting on the other side.

‘I’ll believe you,’ he said. ‘You wouldn’t want me to check it if I wouldn’t get the right answers. But why didn’t you call me at Headquarters?’

‘I meant to,’ said the Saint. ‘But I – well, I had a date. You know how it is. And I got drinking, and sort of put it off. Then I heard the news on the radio. Then I was just scared to stick my neck out. I figured the case was washed up anyhow. I’d as good as told Flane he was sunk, and he’d bumped himself off. So – justice was done, even if nobody got any medals.’

Condor massaged his long melancholy nose.

‘You want me to believe a helluva lot,’ he said. ‘And a guy in my job eats medals.’

‘Don’t believe any more than you want to,’ Simon said nonchalantly. ‘Just convince yourself. Flane had it in for Ufferlitz. He’d threatened him before—’

‘He had?’

‘Right in that bar. The first time I ever saw him. He was drunk, and he was shooting off his mouth about how Ufferlitz couldn’t do things to him and he was going to show him where he got off. The bartender was trying to calm him down. Go back and ask him.’

The detective shook his head.

‘If you had that bartender primed with one story, you’d have him rehearsed in all of ’em,’ he said unenthusiastically. ‘Who else heard Flane say he’d get Ufferlitz?’

The Saint thought: and a picture came into his mind.

‘Ufferlitz’s secretary heard him – Ufferlitz threw him out of his office yesterday, and Flane said then that he’d fix him. Didn’t she tell you?’

‘No.’

‘She should have. She was there.’

Condor hunched his shoulders.

‘We’ll see if she’s home,’ he said.

So they were in the Saint’s car again, heading north across Hollywood Boulevard to an address that they looked up in the phone book in the corner drug store. The prowl car followed behind them like a shadow.

But the Saint was hardly aware of it any more. Certainly it had no more sinister implications. Condor was sold, even though he hadn’t admitted it aloud. It was only a question of a little more time and some routine verifications. The detective’s mournful passivity and the dejected downward angle of the toothpick in his mouth were their own acknowledgments. In the end it had been as simple as that. And Simon was only wondering why he had never thought of that scene before, when Flane had come hurtling out of Ufferlitz’s office and the Saint had picked him up and steadied him while he made his threat – the scene that Peggy Warden had omitted to tell Condor about. Simon thought he had been very slow about that. But it was all taken care of now . . .

And they were in Peggy Warden’s apartment, and she was a little frightened and wide-eyed, but she said: ‘Yes, Mr Flane did say that, but—’

And Condor said: ‘Do you remember his words?’

‘It was something like—’ She wrinkled her brow. ‘Something like “When I fix you, you’re going to stay fixed.” ’

‘That was it,’ said the Saint.

She said: ‘But he was drunk – he didn’t really know what he was saying—’

Condor turned away from her with a movement of glum separation whose superficial rudeness had less to do with any deliberate intention than with his congenital inability to loosen his official armour.

His bright black eyes circled down on to the Saint like tired dead crows.

‘Okay, Saint,’ he said. ‘You’re good. I don’t know how good yet, but good.’

‘Then what happens?’

‘I can’t say. I just work for a living. It’ll all have to go to the D.A. Probably the Big Shots ’ll go to work on him to push it away without any scandal. Another Hollywood mystery dies a natural death. That’s my guess. I’m only a cop.’

‘But you’re satisfied?’

‘I’m going to have to be. I’ll do some more checking up, but if you’re as good as you sound, it won’t make any difference.’ His mouth turned down one-sidely. ‘If you’re not worried any more, you don’t need to be.’

The Saint sat down in the nearest chair and prepared himself a cigarette with unwonted deliberate fingers.

‘I think,’ he remarked judicially, ‘that I could use a drink.’

‘I’ve got some Scotch,’ said the girl.

‘With ice,’ said the Saint, ‘and plain water.’

‘What about you, Lieutenant?’

Condor shook his head.

‘Thanks, miss. I’ve got to worry about my report. I won’t take any more of your time.’ He looked at the Saint. ‘You’ve got your car, so I’ll be on my way.’

He pulled the toothpick out of his teeth, inspected it, and









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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