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1
On a certain day in November three men sat over the remains of dinner in the Italian Roof Garden of the Elysion Restaurant.
Outside, a thin drizzle of sleet and rain was falling. It lay like glistening oil on the streets, and made the hurrying throngs of pedestrians turn up the collars of their coats against the cold, and huddle numbed hands deep into their pockets. But in the Roof Garden all was warmth and light and colour. In the high dim glass roof overhead, softly tinted lights gleamed like bright artificial stars; and an artificial moon shone in the centre of the dome. Vine-decked loggias surrounded the room, and the whole of one wall was covered with a beautifully executed fresco of a Mediterranean panorama, bathed in sunshine. The Elysion had a reputation for luxury, and its Italian Roof Garden was the most elaborately comfortable of all its restaurants.
The three men sat at dinner in an alcove. The curtains of the window beside them were drawn, and they could look onto Piccadilly Circus, a striking contrast to the sybaritic warmth of the room in which they were, with gaily coloured electric sky-signs flashing and scintillating through the wet.
The meal was over; and in front of each man were a cup of a coffee and a glass of the 1875 brandy of which the Elysion is justly proud, served in the huge-bowled bottle-necked glasses which such a brandy merits. They smoked long, thin, expensive cigars.
The man at the head of the table spoke.
"By this time," he said, "you are justly curious to discover how many of my promises I have fulfilled. It gives me great satisfaction to be able to tell you that I have fulfilled them all. Every inquiry has been made, and every necessary item of information is docketed here." He tapped his forehead with a thin forefinger, "My plans are complete; and now that you have tasted the brandy, which I trust you find to your liking, and your cigars are going satisfactorily, I should like your attention while I outline the details of my project."
He was tall and spare, with a slight stoop--you would have taken him at first glance for a retired diplomat, or a university professor, with his thin, finely cut face and mane of gray hair. He looked to be about fifty-five years of age, but the very pale blue eyes under the shaggy white eyebrows were the eyes of a much younger man.
"I'm waiting to hear the story, Professor," said the man on his left.
He was squat, bull-necked, and blue of chin; and his ready-made evening clothes seemed to cause him considerable discomfort.
The third man signified his readiness to listen by a silent expressive gesture with the hand that held his cigar. This third man was small and perky, his hair muddily gray and in the state tactfully described by barbers as "A little thin on top."
A long, scraggy neck protruded from a dress collar three sizes too large.
"It is quite simple," said the man who had been addressed as "Professor"; and leaned forward.
The other two instinctively drew closer.
He spoke for three quarters of an hour, and the other two listened in an intent silence which was broken only by an occasional staccato query, a request for a repetition, or a demand for more lucid explanation of a point which arose in the recital. The Professor dealt smoothly with each question, speaking in a low, well-modulated voice; and at the end of the forty-five minutes, he knew that the alert brains of the other two had grasped the essential points of his plan and adjudged it for what it was--the scheme of a genius.
"That is the method I propose to adopt," he concluded simply. "If either of you has any criticism to make, you may speak quite freely"
And he leaned back with a slight smile, as though he were convinced that-there could not possibly be any valid criticism.
"There's one thing you haven't told us," said the man on his right. "That is--where are we going to get hold of the stuff?"
"It cannot be bought," answered the Professor. "Therefore we shall make it."
The man appeared to continue in doubt.
"That's easy to say," he remarked, "Now consider it practically. Neither Crantor nor I know anything about chemistry. And you're clever in many ways, I know, but I don't believe even you can do that."
"That is quite true," said the Professor. "can't."
"A chemist must be bought," said Crantor.
The Professor shook his head.
"No chemist will be bought," he said. "We cannot afford to buy anybody. Bought men are dangerous. The man who can be bought by one party can be bought by another if the price is big enough, and I never take risks of that sort. We will compel a chemist to do what we require, and it will be so arranged that we shall be insured against betrayal. I have already selected the agent. Her name is Betty Tregarth. She is very young, but she has taken a degree with honours, and she is a fully qualified analytical chemist. At present she is on the staff of Coulter's, the artificial silk people. I have made all the necessary inquiries, and I know that. she, has all the qualifications for the task."
The man with the long neck turned, and took his cigar out of his mouth.
"Do you mind telling us how you are going to make her do it. Professor?" he asked.
"Not at all, my dear Marring," answered the Professor, and proceeded to do so.
This plan also they were unable to criticize, but Gregory Marring remained dissentient on one point.
"It oughtn't to have been a woman," he declared with conviction. "You never know where you are with women."
The Professor smiled.
"That remark only demonstrates the crudity of your intelligence," he said. "My contention is that with a woman one can always be fairly certain where one is, but men are liable to be obstinate and difficult."
The point was not argued further.
"I may take it, then," suggested the Professor, "that we are prepared to start at once,"
"There's nothing to stop us," said Marring.
"Thasso," said Crantor.
The Professor turned and gazed thoughtfully out of the window. It looked very cold and bleak outside, but what he saw seemed to please him, for he smiled.
Three nights later, at about nine o'clock, Betty Tregarth was roused from the book she was reading by the ringing of the telephone.
"Is that Miss Betty Tregarth?"
"Yes. Who is that?"
"I am speaking for your brother, Miss Tregarth. My name is Raxel--Professor Bernhard Raxel. Your brother was knocked down by a taxi outside my house a little while ago, and he was carried in here to await the arrival of an ambulance. The doctors, however, have decided against moving him."
The girl's heart stopped beating for a moment.
"Is he--is he in danger?"
"I am afraid your brother is very seriously injured, Miss Tregarth, but he is quite conscious. Will you please come at once?"
"Yes, yes!" She was frantic now. "What address?"
Number seven, Cornwallis Read. It is onlya few hundred yards from your front door.'
"I know. I'll be round in five minutes. Goodbye."
She hung up the receiver and dashed for a' hat and coat.
Only an hour ago her brother had left the flat which they shared, having declared his intention of visiting a West End cinema. He would have passed down Cornwallis Road on his way to the tube station. She dared not think how bad his injuries might be. She knew the significance of these quietly ominous summonses, for her father had been fatally injured in a street accident only three years before.
In a few minutes she was ringing the bell of Number seven, Cornwallis Road, and almost immediately the door was opened by a butler.
"Miss Tregarth?" he guessed at once, for there was no mistaking her distress. "Professor Raxel told me to expect you."
"Where's my brother?"
The man threw open a door.
"If you will wait here, Miss Tregarth, I will tell the Professor that you have arrived."
She went in. The room was furnished as a waiting room, and she wondered what the professor's profession was. There were a couple of armchairs, a bookcase in one corner, and a table in the centre littered with magazines. She sat down and strove to possess herself in patience; but she had not long to wait.
In a few moments the door opened, and a tall, thin, elderly man entered. She sprang up.
"Are you Professor Raxel?"
"I am. And you, of course, are Miss Tregarth." He took her hand. "I am afraid you will not be able to see your brother for a few minutes, as the doctor is still with him, Please sit down again."
She sat down, struggling to preserve her composure.
"Tell me--what's happened to him?"
Before answering, the Professor produced a gold cigarette case and offered it. She would have refused, but he insisted.
"It doesn't take a professor to see that you are in a bad state of nerves," he said kindly. "A cigarette will help you."
She allowed him to light a cigarette for her, and then repeated her demand for information.
"It is difficult to tell you," said Raxel slowly, and suddenly she was terrified.
"Do you mean--"
He placed the tips of his fingers together.
"Not exactly," he said, "In fact, I have no doubt that your brother is in perfect health. I must confess, my dear Miss Tregarth, that I lured you here under false pretenses. I have not seen your brother this evening, but I have been told that he went out a little over an hour ago. There is no more reason to suppose that he has met with an accident to-night than there would be for assuming that he had met with one on any other night that he chose to go put alone."
She stared.
"But you told me--"
"I apologize for having alarmed you, but it was the only excuse I could think of which would bring you here immediately."
At first he had been geniality itself; but now, swiftly and yet subtly, a sinister element had crept into his blandness. She felt herself go cold, but managed somehow to keep her voice at its normal level.
"Then I fail to see, Professor. Raxel, why you should have brought me here," she remarked icily.
"You will understand in a moment," he said. He took a small automatic pistol from his pocket, and laid it on the table in front of her. She stared at it in amazement mingled with fear
"Please take it," he smiled. "I particularly want you to feel safe, because I am going to say something that might otherwise frighten you considerably."
She looked blankly at the gleaming weapon, but did not touch it.
"Take it!" insisted the Professor sharply. "You are here in my power, in a strange house, and I am offering you a weapon. Don't be a fool. I will explain."
Hesitantly she reached out and took the automatic in her hand. Since he had offered it she might as well accept it--there could be no harm in that; and, as he had remarked, it was certainly a weapon of which she might be glad in the circumstances. Yet she could not understand why, in those circumstances, he should offer it to her. Certainly he could i-not imagine that she would make use of it.
"Of course, it isn't loaded," she said lightly.
"It is loaded," replied the Professor. "If you don't believe me, I invite you to press the trigger."
"That might be awkward for you. A policeman might be within hearing, and he would certainly want to know who was firing pistols in this house."
The Professor smiled.
"You could shoot me, and no one would hear," he said. "I ask you to observe that there are no windows in this room. The walls are thick, and so is the door--the room is practically sound-proof. Certainly the report of that automatic would not be audible in the street. I can be quite positive about that because I have verified the statement by experiment."
"Then--"
"You may understand me better," said the Professor quietly, "if I tell you first of all that I intend to keep you here for a few hours."
"Really?"
She was becoming convinced that the man was mad, and somehow the thought made him for a moment seem less alarming. But there was nothing particularly insane about his precise level voice, and his manner was completely restrained. She settled back in her chair and endeavoured to appear completely unperturbed. Then she thought she saw a gleam of satisfaction light up in his eyes as she took another puff at the cigarette he had given her, and her fingers opened and dropped it suddenly as though it had been red hot.
"And I suppose the cigarette was doped?" she said shakily.
"Perhaps," said the Professor.
He rose and went quickly to a bell-push set in the wall beside the mantelpiece, and pressed it.
Betty Tregarth got to her feet feeling strangely weak.
"I make no move to stop your going," said Raxel quickly. "But I suggest that you should hear what I have to say first."
"And you'll talk just long enough to give the dope in that cigarette time to work," returned the girl. "No--I don't think I'll stay, thanks."
"Very well," said Raxel. "But if you won't listen to me, perhaps you will look at something I have to show you."
He clapped his hands twice, and the door opened. Three men came in. One was the butler who had admitted her, the other was a dark, heavy-jowled, rough-looking man in tweeds.
The third man they almost carried into the room between them. He was tall and broad-shouldered, and he was so roped from his shoulders to his knees that he could only move in steps of an inch at a time unaided. His face was divided into two parts by a black wooden ruler, which had been forced into his mouth as a gag, and which was held in position by cords attached to the ends, which passed round the back of his head.
"Does that induce you to stay?" asked Raxel.
"I think it means that I am induced to go out at once, and find a policeman," said the girl, and took two steps towards the door.
"Wait!"
Raxel's voice brought her to a stop. The command in it was so impelling that for a moment it was able to overcome the panicky desire for flight which was rapidly getting her in its grip.
"Well?" she asked, as evenly as she could.
"You are a chemist, Miss Tregarth," said Raxel, "and therefore you will be familiar with the properties of the drug known as bhang. The cigarette you half-smoked was impregnated with a highly concentrated and deodorized preparation of bhang. According to my calculations, the drug will take effect about now. You still have the automatic I gave you in your hand, and there, in front of you, is a man gagged and bound. Stand away, you two!"
The Professor's voice suddenly cracked out the order with a startling intenseness, and the two men who had stood on either side of the prisoner hurried into the opposite corner of the room and left him standing alone.
Betty Tregarth stared stupidly at the gleaming weapon in her hand, and looked from it to the bound man who stood stiffly erect by the door.
Then something seemed to snap in her brain, and everything went black; but through the whirling, humming kaleidoscope of spangled darkness that swallowed up consciousness, she heard a thousand miles away, the report of an automatic, that echoed and reechoed deliriously through an eternity of empty blackness.
She woke up in bed, with a splitting headache.
Opening her eyes sleepily, she grasped the general geography of the room in a dazed sort of way. The blinds were drawn, and the only light came from a softly shaded reading lamp by the side of the bed. There was a dressing table in front of the window, and a washstand in one corner. Everything was unfamiliar. She couldn't make it out at first-- it didn't seem like her room.
Then she turned her head and saw the man who sat regarding her steadily, with a book on his knee, in the armchair beside the bed, and the memory of what had happened, before the drug she had inhaled overcome her, returned in its full horror. She sat up, throwing off the bedclothes, and found that she was still wearing the dress in which she had left the flat. Only her shoes had been removed.
The effort to rise made the room swim dizzily before her eyes, and her head felt as if it would burst.
"If you he still for a moment," said Raxel suavely, "the headache will pass in about ten minutes."
She put her hand to her forehead and tried to steady herself. All her strength seemed to have left her, and even the terror she felt could not give her back the necessary energy to leap out of bed and dash out of the door and out of the house.
"You'll be sorry about this," she said faintly. "You can't keep me here for ever, and when I get out and tell the police--"
"You will not tell the police," said Raxel soothingly, as one might point out the fallacies in the argument of a child. "In fact, I should think you will do your best to avoid them. You may not remember doing it, but you have killed a man. What is more, he was a detective.
She looked at him aghast.
"That man who was tied up?"
"He was a detective," said Raxel. "This is his house. I may as well put my cards on the table, I am a criminal, and I had need of your services. The detective you killed was on my trail, and it was necessary to remove him. I killed two birds with one stone. We captured him in the North, and brought him back here to his own house in London, a prisoner. His housekeeper's absence had already been assured by a fake telegram summoning her to the deathbed of her mother in Manchester. I then brought you here, drugged you with bhang, and gave you an automatic pistol."
She was aghast at a sudden recollection.
"I heard a shot--just as everything went blank. ..."
"You fired it," said Raxel smoothly, "but you are unlikely to remember that part."
Betty Tregarth caught her breath.
"It's impossible!" she cried hysterically. "I couldn't--"
Raxel sighed.
"You will disappoint me if you fail to behave rationally," he said, "The ordinary girl might be pardoned for such an outburst; but you, with your scientific training, should not need me, a layman, to explain to you the curious effects that bhang has upon those who take it. A blind madness seizes them. They kill, not knowing whom they kill, or why. That is what you did. Your first shot was successful. Naturally, you fired first at the unfortunate Inspector Henley, because I had so arranged the scene that he was the first man you saw at the instant when the drug took effect. I might mention that we had some difficulty in overpowering you afterwards and taking the pistol away from you. Henley died an hour later."
It was true--what Raxel had said was an absolute scientific fact. Granted that she had been drugged as he said, she would easily have been capable of doing what he said she had done.
"The terrifying circumstances," Raxel went on unemotionally, "probably hastened your intoxication. Your immediate impulse was to escape from the room at all costs, and Henley was the one man who stood between you and the door. You shot your way out--or tried to. It is all quite understandable.
"O God!" said Betty Tregarth softly.
Raxel allowed her a full five minutes of silence in which to grasp the exact significance of her position, and at the end of that time the pain in her head had abated a little.
"I don't care," she said dazedly. "I'll see it through--I'll tell them I was drugged."
"That is no excuse for murder," said Raxel, "and taking drugs is, in itself, an offense."
"But I can tell them everything about it--how you brought me here. There's proof. You telephoned. The exchange can prove that."
"The exchange can prove nothing," said Raxel. "I did not telephone--I should be a very poor tactician to have overlooked such an obvious error. Your line was tapped, and the exchange has no record of the call. I must ask you to realize the circumstances. You will be taken away from here, and the house will be left exactly as we found it. The only fingerprints will be yours on the automatic you used. Nothing has been moved, and Inspector Henley will be found lying dead here when the police are summoned by his housekeeper on her return. We have treated him very gently during his captivity; and before we leave, the ropes that bound him will be removed, so that from an examination of his body it will be impossible to prove that he was not completely at liberty, in his own house--as any man, even a detective, has every right to be. The scene will be staged in such a way that the detectives, unless they are absolute imbeciles, will deduce that Henley was entertaining a woman here, and that for some reason or other she shot him. The woman, of course, will be you. But your finger-prints are not known to the police, and there will be nothing to incriminate you unless I should write and tell them, in an anonymous letter, where they scan find the owner of the fingerprints on the gun, I don't want to have to do that."
"Then what do you want?"
"Your loyal support," said Baxel. "To-morrow you will go to Coulter's and tell them that your doctor has advised you to take a rest cure, as you are in danger of a nervous breakdown. You will tell your brother the same story. Then you will go down with me to an inn in South Wales, which I have recently purchased, and in which I have installed an expensive laboratory. There you will work for me--and it will only be for three weeks. At the end of that time, if you have done your work satisfactorily, you will be free to go home and return to your job, and I will pay you a thousand pounds for your services. Incidentally, I can assure you that you will not be asked to do anything criminal. I required a qualified chemist on whose silence I could rely--that is all. Therefore I took steps to secure you. I do not think any jury would be likely to hang you, but you would certainly go to prison for a long time--if you were not sentenced to be detained at Broadmoor during His Majesty's pleasure--and fifteen years spent in prison would rob you of the best part of your life. As an alternative to such a punishment, I think you should find my suggestion singularly acceptable."
"And what am I supposed to do in this laboratory?
He answered her question in three brief sentences, and she gasped.
"Why do you want that?" she answered.
"That is no concern of yours," answered Raxel. "You will not be asked to associate yourself with my use of it, and so you need have no fear that you will be incriminating yourself. I promise you that when you have made a sufficient quantity for my ends, I shall ask nothing more of you. Nothing shall be done to stop your return home, and no one need ever know what you have been doing. You can, if you like, adopt me as your physician, and tell any inquirers that you are taking a cure under my personal supervision. We can arrange that. Also, I give you my word of honour that no harm shall come to you while you are in my employ."
He looked at his watch.
"It is half-past ten," he said. "You have hardly been unconscious an hour, though I expect you have been wondering how many days it has been. There is plenty of time for you to give me your answer and be back at the flat by the time your brother returns. And there is only one answer that you can possibly give."
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Besides the huge flying Hirondel that was the apple of his eye, Simon Templar possessed another and much less conspicuous car which ran excellently downhill, and therefore he was able to descend upon Llancoed at a clear twenty miles an hour.
The car (he called it Hildebrand, for no reason that the chronicler, or anyone else in this story, could ever discover) was of the model known to the expert as "Touring," which is to say that in hot weather you had the choice of baking with the hood down, or broiling with the hood up. In wet weather you had the choice of getting soaked with the hood down, or driving to the peril of the whole world and yourself while completely encased in a compartment as impervious to vision as it was intended to be impervious to rain. It dated from one of the vintage years of Henry Ford, and the Saint had long ago had his money's worth out of it.
On this occasion the hood was up, and the side-curtains also, for it was a filthy night. The wind that whistled round the car arid blew frosty draughts through every gap in the so-called "all-weather" defenses seemed to have whipped straight out of the bleakest fastnesses of the North Pole. With it came a thin drizzle of rain that seemed colder than snow, which hissed glacially through a clammy sea mist, The Saint huddled the collar of his leather motoring coat up round his ears, and wondered if he would ever be warm again.
He drove through the little village, and came, a minute later, to his destination--a house on the outskirts, within sight of the sea. It was a long, low, rambling building of two stories, and a dripping sign outside proclaimed it to be the Beacon Inn, It was half-past nine, and yet there seemed to be no convivial gathering of villagers in any of the bars, for only one of the downstairs windows showed a light. In three windows on the first floor, however, lights gleamed from behind yellow blinds. The house did not look particularly inviting, but the night was particularly loathsome, and Simon Templar would have had no difficulty in choosing it even if he had not decided to stop at the Beacon Inn nearly twelve hours before.
He climbed out and went to the door. Here lie met his first surprise, for it was locked. He thundered on it impatiently, and after some time there was the sound of footsteps approaching from within. The door opened six inches, and a man looked out.
"What do you want?" he demanded surlily.
"Lodging for a night--or even two nights," said the Saint, cheerfully.
"We've got no rooms," said the man.
He would have slammed the door in the Saints face, but Simon was not unused to people wanting to slam doors in his face, and he had taken the precaution of wedging his foot in the jamb.
"Pardon me," he said pleasantly, "but you have got a room. There are eight bedrooms in this plurry pub, and I happen to know that only six of them are occupied."
"Well, you can't come in," said the man gruffly. "We don't want you."
"I'm sorry about that," said the Saint, still affably. "But I'm afraid you have no option. Your boss, being a licensed innkeeper, is compelled to give shelter to any traveller who demands it and has the money to pay for it. If you don't let me in, I can go to the magistrate to-morrow and tell him the story, and if you can't show a good reason for having refused me you'll be slung out. You might be able to fake up a plausible excuse by that time, but the notoriety I'd give you, and the police attention I'd pull down on you, wouldn't give you any fun at all. You go and tell your boss what I said, and see if he won't change his mind."
At the same time, Simon Templar suddenly applied his weight to the door. The man inside was not ready for this, and he was thrown off his balance. Simon calmly walked in, shaking the rain off his hat.
"Go on--tell your boss what I said," said the Saint encouragingly. "I want a room here to-night, and I'm going to get one."
The man departed, grumbling, and Simon walked over to the fire and warmed his hands at the blaze. The man came back in ten minutes, and it appeared at once that the Saint's warning had had some effect.
"The Guv'nor says you can have a room."
"I thought he would," said the Saint comfortably, and peeled off his coat. There were seventy-four inches of him, and he looked very lean and tough in his plus-fours,
"There's a car outside," he said. "Shove it in your garage, will you. Basher?"
The man stared at him.
"Who are you speaking to?" he demanded. "Speaking to you, Basher Tope," said the Saint pleasantly. "Put my car in the garage."
The man came nearer and scowled into Simon's face. The Saint saw alarm dawning in his eyes. "Who are you?" asked Tope hoarsely, "Are you a split?"
"I am," admitted the Saint mendaciously. "We wondered where you'd got to, Basher. You've no idea how we miss your familiar face in the dock, and all the wardens at Wormwood Scrubs have been feeling they've lost an old friend."
Basher's mouth twisted.
"We don't want none of you damned flatties here," he said. "The Guv'nor better hear of this."
"You can tell the Guv'nor anything you like after you've attended to me," said the Saint languidly. "My bag's in the car. Fetch it in. Then bring me the register, and push the old bus round to the garage while I sign. Then, when you come back, bring me a pint of beer. After that, you can run away and do anything you like."
It is interesting to record that Simon Templar got his own way. Basher Tope obeyed his injunctions to the letter before moving off with the obvious intention of informing his boss of the disreputable policeman whom he was being compelled to entertain. Of course, Basher Tope was prejudiced about policemen; and it must be admitted that the Saint used menaces to enforce obedience. There was the little matter of a robbery with violence, for which Basher Tope had been wanted for the past month, as the Saint happened to know, and that gave him what many would consider to be an unfair advantage in the argument,
Left alone with a tankard of beer at his elbow, the register on his knee, a cigarette between his lips, and his fountain-pen poised, Simon read the previous entries with interest before making his own. The last few names were those which particularly occupied his attention:
A.E. Crantor Bristol British
Gregory Marring London British
E. Tregarth London British
Professor Bernhard Raxel Vienna Austrian
All these entries were dated about three weeks before, and none had been made since.
Simon Templar smiled, and signed directly under the last entry;
Professor Rameses Smith-Smyth-Smythe..
Timbuctoo, Patagonian
"And still," thought the Saint, as he carefully blotted the page, "the question remains--who is E. Tregarth?"
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The saint went to bed early that night, and he had not seen any of the men he hoped to find. That fact failed to trouble him, for he reckoned that the following day would give him all the time he needed for making the acquaintance of Messrs. Raxel, Marring, and Crantor.
He got up early the next morning and went out to have a look round. The mist had cleared, and although it was still bitterly cold the sky was clear and the sun shone. Standing just outside the door of the inn, in the road, he could see on his left the clustered houses of the village of Llancoed, of which the nearest was about a hundred yards away. On the other side of the road was a tract of untended ground which ran down to the sea, two hundred yards away. A cable's length from the shore, a rusty and disreputable-looking tramp steamer, hardly larger in size than a sea-going tug, rode at anchor. A thin trickle of black smoke wreathed up into the still air from her single funnel, but apart from that she showed no signs of life.
Simon returned to the inn and discovered the dining room.
It contained only three tables, and only one of these was laid. In the summer, presumably, it catered for the handful of holiday makers who were attracted by the quietness of the spot, for there were green-painted chairs and tables stacked up under a tarpaulin outside; but in December the place was deserted except for the villagers, and those would be likely to eat at home. The table was laid for four. The Saint chose the most comfortable of the selection of uninviting chairs that offered themselves, and thumped on the table with the handle of a knife to attract attention. It was Tope who answered.
"Breakfast," said the Saint laconically. "Two boiled eggs, toast, marmalade, and a pint of coffee."
Tope informed him that the table he occupied was engaged, and Simon mildly replied that he was not interested.
"It's the only table that looks ready for use," he pointed out, "and I want my breakfast. You can be laying a table for the other guys while I eat. Jump to it. Basher, jump to it!"
Basher Tope muttered another uncomplimentary remark about interfering busies what thought they owned the earth, and went out again. The Saint waited patiently for fifteen minutes, and at the end of that time Tope reentered, bearing a tray, and banged eggs, toast rack, and coffee pot down on the table in front of him.
"Thank you," said the Saint. "But you don't want to be so violent, Basher. One day you'll break some of the crockery, and then your boss will be very angry. He might even call you a naughty boy, Basher, and then you'll go away into a quiet corner and weep, and that would be very distressing for all concerned."
Basher Tope was moved to further criticisms of the police force and their manners, but Simon took no further notice of him, and after glaring sullenly at the detective for some moments. Tope turned on his heel and shuffled out again.
The Saint was skinning the top of his second egg when the door opened and a girl came in. She was wearing a plain tweed costume, and Simon thought at once that she must be the loveliest thing that had ever walked into that sombre room. He rose at once.
"Good-morning," he said politely. "I'm afraid I've pinched part of your table, but the cup smasher who attends to these things couldn't be bothered to lay another place for me."
She come up hesitantly, staring at him in bewilderment. She saw a tall, broad-shouldered young man, with twinkling blue eyes, smooth dark hair, and the most engaging smile she had ever seen in her life. Simon, modestly realizing that her amazement at seeing him was pardonable, bore her scrutiny without embarrassment.
"Who are you?" she asked at length,
The Saint waved her to a chair, and she sat down opposite him. Then he resumed his own seat and the assault on the second egg.
"Me? . . . Professor Smith, at your service. If you want to call me by my first name, it's Rameses. The well-known Egyptian Pharaoh of the same label was named after me."
"I'm sorry," she said at once. "I must have seemed awfully rude. But we--I mean, I wasn't expecting to see a stranger here."
"Naturally," agreed the Saint conversationally. "One's never expecting to see strangers, is one? Especially of the name of Smith. But I'm the original Smith. Look for the trade-mark on every genuine article, and refuse all imitations."
He finished his egg, and was drawing the marmalade towards him when he noticed that she was still looking at him puzzledly.
"Now you'll be thinking I'm rude," said Simon easily. "I ought to have noticed that you weren't being attended to. The service is very bad here, don't you think?"
He banged the table with his knife, and presently Tope came to answer.
"The lady wants her breakfast," said the Saint, "Jump to it again, Basher, and keep on jumping until further notice."
The door closed behind the man, and Simon began to clothe a slice of toast with a thick layer of butter.
"And may one ask," he murmured, "what brings you to this benighted spot at such a benighted time of year?"
His words seemed to bring her back to earth with a jerk. She started, and flushed; and there was a perceptible pause before she found her voice.
"Couldn't one ask the same thing about you?" she countered.
"One could," admitted the Saint genially. "If you must know, I shall be strenuously occupied for the next few days with the business of being Professor Rameses Smith."
"The famous charlatan, humbug, and imitation humorist?" she suggested.
Simon regarded her delightedly.
"None other," he said. "How did you ever guess?"
She frowned.
"You were so obviously that sort."
"True," said the Saint, unabashed. "But in my spare time I am also a detective."
He was watching her closely, and he saw her go pale. Her hands suddenly stopped playing with the fork which she had picked up and with which she had been toying nervously. She sat bolt upright in her chair, absolutely motionless, and for the space of several seconds she seemed even to have stopped breathing.
"A--detective?"
"Yes." Simon was unconcernedly providing his buttered toast with an overcoat of marmalade. "Of course, I was sitting down when you came in, so you wouldn't have noticed the size of my feet."
She said nothing. Tope came in with a tray and began unloading it, and Simon Templar went on talking in his quiet flippant way without seeming to notice either the girl's agitation or the other man's presence.
"Being a detective in England," he complained, "has its disadvantages. In America you can always prove your identity by clapping one hand to your hip and using the other to turn back the left lapel of your coat, thereby revealing your badge. It's a trick that always seems to go down very well---that is, if you can judge by the movies."
The colour was slowly ebbing back into the girl's face, but her hands were trembling on the table. She seemed to become conscious of the way they were betraying her, and began twisting her fingers together in a fever. In the silence that followed, Tope shambled out of the room, but this time he did not quite close the door. The Saint had no doubt that the man was listening outside, but he could see no reason why Basher Tope should be deprived of the benefits of a strictly limited broadcasting service. As for the girl, it was plain that the Saint's manner had started to convince her that he was jollying her, but he couldn't help that.
"Is there any reason," he asked, "why I shouldn't be a detective? The police force is open to receive any man who is sufficiently sound of mind and body. I grant you I have a superficial resemblance to a gentleman, but that's the fault of the way I was brought up."
She had no time to frame a reply before there came the sound of voices approaching outside, and a moment later the door swung open and three men came in.
Simon Templar looked up with innocent interest at their entry, but he also spared a glance for the girl. Obviously she was one of their party; but she did not strike Simon as being the sort of girl he would have expected to find in association with the men he was after, and he had some hopes of getting a clue to her status with them by observing the way in which she greeted their arrival. And he was not unpleasantly surprised to find that she looked up furtively--almost, he would have said, in terror.
The three men, as the Saint might have foreseen, showed no surprise at finding him at their table. They came straight over and ranged themselves before him, and Simon rose with his most charming smile.
"Good-morning," he said.
The tallest of the three bowed.
"Our table, I think, Professor Smith?"
"Absolutely," agreed the Saint." I've just finished, and you can step right in"
"You are very kind."
Simon screwed up his napkin, dropped it on the table, and took out his cigarette case. His eyes focused thoughtfully on the man who stood on the left of the tall man who appeared to be the leader.
"Mr. Gregory Marring, I believe?"
"Correct. ''
"Six months ago," said the Saint, "a special messenger left Hatton Garden for Paris, with a parcel of diamonds valued at twenty thousand pounds. He travelled to Dover by the eleven o'clock boat-train from Victoria. He was seen to board the cross-Channel packet at Dover, but when the ship arrived at Calais he was found lying dead in his cabin with his head beaten in, and the diamonds he carried have not been heard of since. I don't want you to think I am making any rash accusations, Marring, but I just thought you might be interested to hear that I happen to know you travelled on that boat."
His leisurely gaze shifted to the man on the extreme right.
"Mr. Albert Edward Crantor?"
"Thasso."
"The Court of Inquiry could only find you guilty of culpable negligence," Said the Saint, "but the Special Branch haven't forgotten the size of the insurance, and they're still hoping that it won't be long before they can prove you lost your ship deliberately. The case isn't ready yet, but it's tentatively booked for the next Sessions. I'm just warning you."
The man in the centre smiled.
"Surely, Professor Smith," he remarked, "you aren't going to leave me out of your series of brief biographical sketches?"
"For the moment I prefer to," answered the Saint steadily. "At any moment, however, I may change my mind. When I do, you'll hear from me soon enough. Good-morning, my lovely ones."
. He turned his back on them and walked quietly to the door; but he opened the door with an unexpectedly sudden jerk, and the movement was so quick that Basher Tope had no time to recover his balance and fell sprawling into the room. Simon caught him by the collar and yanked him to his feet.
"This reminds me," said the Saint, turning. "There was another man skulking around when I came down this morning. I know him, too."
The other three were plainly surprised.
"Everyone here of importance is presently in this room," said Raxel. "You must be suffering from a delusion."
"The man I saw was no delusion," Smith replied. "His name is Duncarry. He's a much-wanted American gun artist who's come to England for his health. We still don't know how he slipped into the country, but he's one of the men I'm taking back to London with me when I go. There's a seat reserved for him in the hot chair at Sing Sing, and if you see him loafing around here again you can tell him I said so!"
With that parting shot he left them, and as he closed the door softly behind him he began to whistle.
"Now I guess I've rubbed the menagerie right on the raw!" Simon Templar thought cheerfully. "If my after-breakfast speech doesn't make those gay birds hop, I wonder what will?"
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Simon spent the morning reading and drinking beer. The three men and the girl sat late over breakfast, and he guessed that his arrival had been the occasion for a council of war. When they came out of the dining room, however, they walked straight past him without speaking, and ignored his existence. They went upstairs, and none of them even looked back.
They did not appear again for the rest of the morning; but at about twelve o'clock Detective Duncarry was ushered upstairs by Basher Tope. He was there twenty minutes, and when he came down again he was peeling off his coat and generally conveying the impression of being here to stay. Simon shrewdly surmised that the congregation of the ungodly was now increased by one, but Basher Tope took no notice of the Saint, and led Duncarry round in the direction of the public bar without speaking a word. It must be recorded that Simon Templar took a notably philosophic view of this sudden passion for ignoring his existence.
He lunched early, and Basher Tope returned exclusively monosyllabic replies to the cheerfully aimless conversation with which Simon rewarded his ministrations. After about the fourth unprofitable attempt to secure the observation of the conversational amenities, the Saint sighed resignedly and gave it up as a bad job.
After lunch he put on his hat and went out for a brisk walk, for he had decided that there was nothing he could do in broad daylight as long as the whole gang were in the house. With characteristic optimism, he refused to consider what particular form of unpleasantness they might be preparing for his entertainment that night, and devoted himself whole-heartedly to the enjoyment of his exercise. He covered ten miles at a brisk pace, and ended up with a ravenous appetite at the only other ina which the village boasted.
The proprietor and his wife were clearly surprised by his demand for a meal, but after first being met with the information that they were not prepared to cater for visiting diners, he successfully contrived to blarney them into accommodating him. The Saint thought that that was only a sensible precaution to take, for by that time no one could tell what curious things might be happening to the food at the Beacon.
He ate simply and well, stood the obliging publican a couple of drinks, and went home about ten o'clock.
As he approached the Beacon he took particular note of the lighting in the upstairs windows. Lights showed in only two of them, and these were two of the three that had been lighted up on the night he arrived. There were few lights downstairs--since the change of management, the Beacon had become very unpopular. The Saint had gathered the essential reasons for this from his conversation with the villagers in the rival tavern. The new proprietor of the Beacon was clearly running the house not to make money but to amuse himself and entertain his friends, for visitors from outside had met with such an uncivil welcome that a few days had been sufficient to bring about a unanimous boycott, to the delight and enrichment of the proprietor of the George on the other side of the village.
The door was locked, as before, but the Saint hammered on it in his noisy way, and in a few moments it was opened.
"Evening, Basher," said the Saint affably, walking through into the parlour. "I'm too late for dinner, I suppose, but you can bring me a pint of beer before I go to bed."
Tope shuffled off, and returned in a few moments with a tankard.
"Your health. Basher," said the Saint, and raised the tankard.
Then he sniffed at it, and set it carefully down again.
"Butyl chloride," he remarked, "has an unmistakable odour, with which all cautious detectives make a point of familiarizing themselves very early in their careers. To vulgar people like yourself, Basher, it is known as the knockout drop, and one of the most important objections that I have to it is that it completely neutralizes the beneficial properties of good beer."
"There's nothing wrong with that beer," growled Basher.


"Then you may have it," said the Saint generously. "Bring me a bottle of whisky. A new one--and I'll draw the cork myself."
Basher Tope was away five minutes, and at the end of that time he came back and banged an unopened bottle of whisky and a corkscrew down on the table.
"Bring me two glasses," said the Saint.
Basher Tope was back in time to witness the extraction of the cork; and Simon poured a measure of whisky into each glass and splashed water into it.
"Drink with me, Basher," invited the Saint cordially, taking up one of the glasses.
Tope shook his head.
"I don't drink."
"You're a liar, Basher," said the Saint calmly. "You drink like a particularly thirsty fish. Look at your nose!"
"My nose is my business," said Tope truculently.
"I'm sorry about that," said Simon. "It must be, rotten for you. But I want to see you have a drink with me. Take that glass!"
"I don't want it," Tope retorted stubbornly.
Simon put his glass down again.
"I thought the lead cap looked as if it had been taken off very carefully, and put back again," he said. "I just wanted to verify my suspicions. You can go. Oh, and take this stuff with you and pour it, down the sink."
He left Basher Tope standing there and went straight upstairs. The fire ready-laid in his bedroom tempted him almost irresistibly, for he was a man who particularly valued the creature comforts, but he felt that it would be wiser to deny himself that luxury. Anything might happen in that place at night, and Simon decided that the light of a dying fire might not be solely to his own advantage.
He undressed, shivering, and jumped into bed. He had locked his door, but he considered that precaution of far less value than the tiny little super-sensitive silver bell which he had fixed into the woodwork of the door by means of a metal prong.
He had blown out the lamp, and he was just dozing when the first alarm came, for he heard the door rattle as someone tried the handle. There followed three soft taps which he had to strain to hear.
With a groan, Simon flung off the bedclothes, lighted the lamp, and pulled on his dressing gown. Then he opened the door.
The girl he had met that morning stood outside, and she pushed past him at once and closed the door behind her. The Saint seemed shocked.
"Don't you know this is most irregular?" he demanded reprovingly.
"I haven't come here to be funny," she flashed back, in a low voice. "Listen to me---were you talking nothing but nonsense this morning?"
"Not altogether," replied Simon cautiously. "Although I don't mind admitting--"
"You're a detective?"
"Er--occasionally," said Simon modestly.
The girl bit her lip.
"Whom are you after?" she asked.
Simon's eyebrows went up.
"I'm after one or two people," he said. "Marring and Crantor, for instance, I hope to include in the bag. But the man I'm really sniping for is Bunnywugs.''
"You mean Professor Raxel?"
"That's what he's calling himself now, is it? I've heard him spoken of by a dozen different names, but he's best known as the Professor. He has a certain reputation."
The girl nodded.
"Well," she said, "you gave the gang some pretty straight warnings at breakfast. Now I'm warning you. If the Professor's got a reputation, you can take it from me he's earned it. You've bitten off a lot more than you can chew, Smith, and if you go on playing the fool like this it'll choke you!"
"Rameses is rather a mouthful, I grant you, so my friends usually call me Simon," said the Saint wistfully.
The girl stamped her foot.
"You can be funny at breakfast to-morrow, if you live to eat it," she shot back. "For God's sake-- can't you see what danger you're in?"
"Now I come to think of it," murmured the Saint, "you must have a name, too."
"Tregarth's my name," she told him impatiently.
"It must have been your father's," said the Saint, with conviction. "Tell me--what else do the family call you to distinguish you from him?"
"Betty Tregarth.
Simon held out his hand.
"Thanks, Betty," he said seriously. "You're rather a decent kid. I'm sorry you're mixed up in this bunch of bums.''
"I'm not!" she began hotly, and then suddenly fell silent, her face going white, for she realized how impossible it would be to tell him the true circumstances.
And the realization cut her like a knife, for Simon Templar was smiling at her in a particularly nice way; and she knew at once that if there was one man in the whole world whom she might have trusted with such a story as hers, it was the smiling young man with the hell-for-leather blue eyes who stood before her arrayed in green pajamas and a staggering silk dressing gown that would have made Joseph's coat look like a suit of deep mourning. And by the cussedness of Fate it had had to so happen that he was also one of the few men in the world in whom she could not possibly confide. She felt hot tears stinging her eyelids--tears that she longed to shed, and could not.
"Shake, Betty," said the Saint gently, and she took his hand.
He looked down at her, still smiling in that particularly nice way.
"Thanks for coming," he said. "But it's ho use, though--I'm staying here as long as the job takes. If you'll adopt me as a sort of honorary uncle and take my advice, you'll get out of this as quick as you can. Pack your bag to-night, and hike for the station first thing to-morrow morning. That's a straight tip. And if you do decide to get out, and the other tumours cut up queer, just blow me the wink and I'll see you through. That's a promise."
He opened the door for her, and he had to let go her hand to do it.
"Good-night," said the Saint.
"Good-night," she said, with quivering lips and an ache in her throat.
He closed the door on her, and she heard the key turn in the lock.
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He rolled back into bed again, blew out the lamp, snuggled down, and was asleep in a few minutes, The prospect of being the object of the attentions of other nocturnal visitors not so kindly disposed towards him failed to disturb his slumbers for he knew exactly how far he could trust his powers of sleeping as lightly as he wished to.
His confidence was justified; for when, three hours later, the door began to swing open under the impulse of a stealthy hand, the almost inaudible ting! of the little bell he had attached to it was sufficient to rouse him, and in an instant he was wide awake
He pushed back the blankets and slid soundlessly out of bed, taking with him the electric torch and automatic pistol which were under his pillow.
The room was in pitchy darkness. The Saint waited a moment until he judged that the intruder was right inside the room, and then switched on his torch. It picked up the figure of Basher Tope, advancing cat-footed towards the bed, and in Basher Tope's right hand was the instrument which had won him his nickname--a wicked-looking black-jack.
"Hullo, Basher!" said the Saint brightly. "Come to hear a bedtime story from Uncle Rameses?"
For answer Tope leaped, swinging his bludgeon, but the blinding beam of light that concentrated in his eyes was extinguished suddenly, and he struck empty air. He felt his way round cautiously, and found the bed empty. Then he heard a mocking laugh behind him, and spun round. The torch was switched on again, and focused him from the other side of the room.
"Blind man's buff," said the Saint's cheery voiced, out of the darkness. "Isn't it fun?"
Then Simon heard a sound from the door on his left, and whirled the beam round. The door had opened and closed again, and now Professor Bernhard Raxel stood with his back to it, and in his hand was an automatic pistol with a silencer screwed to the muzzle.
Raxel fired six times all round the light, and if was quite certain that in whatever contorted position Simon Templar had been holding that torch one of the bullets would have found its mark. But Templar was not holding the torch at all; and when Raxel's automatic was empty Simon struck a match and revealed himself in the opposite corner of the room--revealed, also, the electric torch lying on its side on the table where he had put it down.
"That's a new one on you, I'll bet!" said the Saint.
He lighted the lamp, put on his dressing gown, and ostentatiously dropped his gun into a pocket. Tope looked inquiringly at the Professor, and Taxel shook his head.
"You can go, Basher."
"You can go also, Raxel," said the Saint "It's two o'clock in the morning, and I want to get some sleep. Run away, and save up your little speech for breakfast,"
Raxel inclined his head.
"To-night was intended to be a warning to you," he said. "It was purely on the spur of the moment that I resolved to turn the warning into a permanent prohibition. It was clever of you to think of leaving your torch on the table. It is even flattering to remember that you did me the honour of crediting me with having heard before of the time-honoured device of holding the torch at arm's length away from you. But next time I may be a little cleverer than you."
"There won't be a next time" said the Saint. "You ought to know that it was a fool thing to do, to come to my room and try to put me out to-night, but it was no more than I expected. Now be sensible about it, sonny boy. I've got a little more to learn about you yet, and so you can carry on until I've learned it. But you can't kill me, and you needn't think I'm afraid of being killed. You made a bad break when you overlooked the railway ticket to Llancoed in Henley's wallet. That makes you hop!"
"You're talking in riddles," said Raxel coldly.
"You know the answer to 'em," said Simon. "I could run you in now for attempted murder, but I'm not going to because I want you for something much bigger. I'm going to give you just enough rope to hang yourself. Meanwhile, you will leave me alone. Everyone at Scotland Yard knows that I'm here and you're here, and if I happen to die suddenly, or do a mysterious disappearance, they'd have you in about two shakes of a sardine's trailing edge. Now get out--and stay out."
Raxel went to the door.
"And finally," Simon called after him, as a parting shot, "tell Basher not to put any more butyl in my beer. It kind of takes the edge off my thirst!"
The Saint breakfasted alone the next morning, but he waited about the inn for some time afterwards in the hope of seeing the girl. Crantor and Marring came down, and the cheerful "Good-morning" with which he greeted each of them was replied to in a surly mutter. Raxel followed, and remarked that it was a nice day. The Saint politely agreed. But the girl did not come down, and half an hour later he saw Basher bearing a tray upstairs, and gave it up and went out. His walk did not seem so satisfying to him that morning as it had the previous afternoon, for he was honestly worried about his first visitor of the night before. He made a point of being late for luncheon, but although the three men were sitting at their usual table (the Saint found that a separate table had been prepared for himself) the girl was not with them. He took his time over the meal, having for the moment no fear that his food might have been tampered with, and sat on for an hour after the other three had left, but Betty Tregarth failed to make an appearance.
When he had at last been compelled to conclude that she was lunching as well as breakfasting in her room, he went upstairs to his own room to think things out. There, as, soon as he opened the door, a scene of turmoil met his eye. The suitcase he had brought was open on the floor, empty, and all its contents were strewn about the place in disorder. The search had been very comprehensive--he noticed that even the lining of the bag had been ripped out.
"Life is certainly very strenuous these days," sighed the Saint mildly, and began to clear up the mess.
When he had finished, he lighted the fire and sat down in a chair beside it to smoke a cigarette and review the situation.
He ended up exactly where he had started, for everything there was to say had been said at two o'clock that morning. His entry had been staged with a deliberate eye to its effect--it would have been practically impossible to pretend to be an entirely innocent tourist for long, in any case, even if the first man he met had not put into his head the old trick of posing as a detective. And if he had to introduce himself flatly as a detective, the obvious course was to do it with a splash, and the Saint was inclined to congratulate himself on having made a fairly useful splash, as splashes go. But there it ended. Having made his splash he could only sit tight and wait.
Simon Templar was prepared to back himself against all comers in a patient-waiting competition. That decided, he raked some magazines out of his bag and sat down to read.
At half-past seven he washed, brushed his hair carefully, and went down to dinner full of hope, But once again he was unrewarded by a glimpse of the mysterious Betty Tregarth.
He sat out the other three, but they rose and left the table at last, and the girl had not joined them. The Saint stopped Raxel as he passed on his way to the door.
"I hope you have not suffered a bereavement." he said solicitously.
Raxel seemed puzzled,
"Miss Tregarth," explained the Saint,
"You mean my secretary?" said Raxel. "No, she has not been with us today."
A flicker of hope fired up deep down inside Simon Templar.
"Unfortunately," volunteered Raxel smoothly, "she has been indisposed. Nothing serious--a severe cold, with a slight temperature--but in this weather I thought it advisable to keep her in bed."
Simon watched the three men go with mixed feelings. The Professor had been just a little too aggressively plausible. His manner had indicated quite clearly that whether Simon Templar chose to believe that Betty Tregarth was indisposed or not, his interest in her was not appreciated and would be discouraged.
Not that that worried the Saint. When he went up to bed that night he made a careful search of the more obvious hiding places in his room, and found what he had expected to find, tucked into the pocket of his pajama-coat. It was a rough plan of the upper part of the house, and each room was marked to indicate the occupant. One room was marked with a cross, and against this was a scrawled note:
Kept locked. R., M., and C. go in occasionally. T. is there nearly all day.
The Saint studied the plan until all its details were indelibly photographed on his brain, and then dropped it on the fire and watched it burn. Then he went to bed.
He woke up at four o'clock, got up, and dressed. He slipped his automatic into his hip pocket, took his torch in his hand, opened the door silently, and stole out into the corridor.
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His first objective was the room which had been marked T on the plan. Trying the handle with elaborate precautions against noise, he found, as he had expected, that the door was locked. But the locks on the doors were old-fashioned and clumsy, as he had discovered by some preliminary experiments in his own room, and it only took him a moment to open the lock with a little instrument which he carried. He passed in, and closed the door softly behind him. The ray of his torch found the bed, and he stole across and roused the girl by shining the light close to her eyes. She stared, and the Saint switched out the light and clapped a hand swiftly over her mouth.
"Don't scream!" he whispered urgently in her ear. "It's only me--Smith."
She lay still, and Simon took his hand from her lips and switched on the torch again.
"Talk in a whisper," he breathed, and she nodded understandingly. "Listen--have you really been ill?"
She shook her head.
"No. They're keeping me here--I was caught coming back from your room last night. How did you get in?"
Simon gave her a glimpse of the skeleton key which he had spent part of the afternoon twisting out of a length of stout wire.
"Have you thought of getting away?" he asked. "I"ll smuggle you out now, if you care to try it."
"It's no good," she said.
Simon frowned.
"You're being kept here a prisoner, and you don't want to escape?" he demanded incredulously. ^ "I'm not a prisoner," she replied. "It's just that they found out I'd got enough humanity in me to risk something to save you. If you went away I'd be free again at once."
"And you'd rather stay here?"
"Where could I go?" she asked dully.
Instantly he was moved to pity. She seemed s absurdly young, like a child, lying there.
"Haven't you any--people?"
"None that I can go back to," she said pitifully, desperately. "You don't know how it is."
"I guess I do," said the Saint gently, even if he was wrong. "But maybe I could find you some friends who'd help you."
She smiled a little.
"It wouldn't help," she said. "It's nice of you, but I can't tell you why it's impossible. Go on with what you've got to do, if you're too reckless to get out while there's time. Don't think anything more about me, Mr. Smith."
"Simon."
"Simon."
"I never knew how revolting 'Mr. Smith' sounded until you said it just now," he remarked lightly, but he was not thinking of trivialities.
Presently he said:
"There's another room I was meaning to visit tonight, but maybe you can save me the trouble. I'm told it's kept locked, but you spend the best part of the day there. What's inside?"
Her eyes opened wide, and she shrank away from him.
"You can't go in there!"
"I hope to be able to," said the Saint. "The little gadget that let me in here--"
"You can't! You mustn't! If Raxel knew that you knew what's in there he'd take the risk--he'd kill you!"
"Raxel need not know," said the Saint. "I shall try not to advertise the fact that I'm going in there, and I shan't talk to him about it afterwards--unless what I find in there is good enough to finish up this little excursion. Anyhow," he added, watching her closely, "what can there be in that room that you can spend every day with, and yet it would be fatal for me to see it?"
"I can't tell you . . . but you mustn't go!"
Simon looked straight at her.
"Betty," he said, "as I've told you before, you're heading for trouble. I've heard of real tough women who looked like angels, but I've never really believed in them. If you're that sort, I'll eat the helmet off every policeman in London. I don't know why you're in this, but even if you are as free as you say, you don't seem to be enjoying it. I'm giving you a chance. Tell me everything you know, help me all you can, and when the crash comes I'll guarantee to see you through it. You can take that as official."
She moved her head wearily.
"It's useless."
"You mean Raxel's got some sort of hold over you?"
"If you like."
"What is it?"
"I can't tell you," she said hopelessly.
The Saint's mouth tightened.
"Very well," he said. "On your own head be it. But remember my offer--it stays open till the very last moment."
He rose, and found her hand clutching his wrist.
"Where are you going?" she asked frightenedly.
"To unlock that door, and find out what's in this mysterious room," said the Saint, a trifle grimly. "I Ji^think I told you that before,"
"You can't. These locks are easy, but there's a special lock on that door."
"And right next door is an empty room, and there's nobody else but myself on that side of the house. Also, there's plenty of ivy, and it looks pretty strong to me. I don't think the window will keep me waiting outside for long,"
He disengaged her hand, and stepped away a little so that she could not grab him again.
"I'll lock your door when I go out," he said.
He went out, and she had not tried to call him back. It was the work of a few moments only to relock the door from the outside, and then he stole across the corridor to the door of the room which he had marked down because of its window, which was separated by no more than a couple of yards from the window of the locked room.
The ivy, as he had guessed, was strong; and as he had said, there was no one but himself sleeping on that side of the house, so that the noise he made was of no consequence. Better still, the Professor, when fitting the special lock to the door of the mystery room, had clearly overlooked the possibilities that the ivy-covered walls presented to an active young man, and the catch of the window was not even secured.
Simon slid up the sash cautiously and slithered over the sill. Then he switched on his torch, and his jaw dropped.
The centre of the room was occupied by a rough wooden bench, and on this was set up a complicated arrangement of retorts, condensers, aspirators, and burners. They seemed to form a connected chain, as if they were intended for the distillation of some subtle chemical substance which was submitted to various processes of blending and refinement during the course of its passage through the length of the apparatus. The chain terminated in a heavy cylinder such as oxygen is supplied in.
Simon studied the arrangement attentively; but he was no chemist, and he could make nothing of it. In his cautious way, he decided not to touch any of the components, for he appreciated that any chemical process which had to be surrounded with so much secrecy might possibly be pregnant with considerable danger for the ignorant meddler, and the association of Bernhard Raxel with the mystery would not have encouraged anyone to imagine that all those elaborate precautions had been taken to protect the secret of the manufacture of some new kind of parlour fireworks to amuse the children. But the Saint did take the liberty of peering closely at the apparatus, and the result was somewhat startling--so startling that it was some time before he was in a condition to pass on to the examination of the rest of the room.
On another bench, against one wall, was a row of glass bottles, unlabelled, containing an assortment of crystals, powders, and liquids, none of which had an appearance with which the Saint was familiar.
This, then, was the secret. A comprehensive tour revealed nothing more, and Simon, his objective accomplished, prepared to go. He lighted a cigarette and hesitated over his departure for a few moments, but he could think of nothing that a longer stay might achieve, and presently he accepted the inevitable with a shrug. Yet that delay had certain consequences--he was so absorbed with his problem that he did not visualize those consequences that night.
He returned to his own room as stealthily as he had left it, but the house remained shrouded in unbroken silence. The Saint's careful and expert examination had revealed a neat and inconspicuous burglar alarm attached to the door of the locked room. This, he had divined immediately, worked a buzzer under Raxel's own pillow, and therefore Raxel would have no fear that the Saint would be able to make an attempt to discover his secret without automatically calling the attention of the whole house to his nocturnal prowling. In which comfortable belief Professor Bernhard Raxel was beautifully and completely wrong.
Simon climbed into bed, and for the first time in his life failed to fall asleep immediately. He wanted to know what sinister secret lay behind the mysterious laboratory in that house, and most of all he wanted to know why Betty Tregarth should spend most of her time there. Betty Tregarth wasn't likely to be a willing associate of a man like the Professor --he was ready to swear to that. Was it possible that she had some special knowledge of chemistry, and had been blackmailed or coerced into assisting the Professor? . . . And then Simon Templar suddenly remembered the curious feeling that had come over him when he was peering at the apparatus in the locked room, and gasped aloud in a blinding blaze of understanding.
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He was up early next morning, and the first thing he did was to go down to the village post office. He got a call through to London, to a friend who could help to answer some of the questions that were bubbling through his brain. And what he heard fascinated him.
It was on his way back to the Beacon that he suddenly recalled a detail of his delay the previous night, and therefore the immediate development failed to surprise him.
He had just finished breakfast when Raxel, Marring, and Crantor entered the dining room, and Simon saw at once from their bearing that they had already made an interesting discovery. Raxel came straight over to his table and the other two followed.
'' Good-morning,'' said the Saint, in his cheerful way.
"Good-morning, Mr. Smith," said the Professor. "I am sorry to hear that you walk in your sleep."
Simon looked blank.
"So am I," he said. "Do I?"
"I think so," said the Professor, and an automatic pistol showed in his hand. "Please put your hands up, Mr. Smith--I have just seen your cigarette ash on the floor of the laboratory."
Simon rose, yawning, with his arms raised.
"Anything to oblige," he murmured. "Have you put it under the microscope and discovered the brand of tobacco?"
"That is not what is puzzling me just now," said the Professor blandly. "Search him, Marring. We have already ransacked your room, Mr. Smith, and the letter which I was expecting to find was not there, so that if you have written it, it is likely to be on your person."
Simon submitted to the search without protest, and smiled at the look of savagely restrained consternation that broke momentarily through Raxel's mask of suavity when the search proved fruitless.
"Rather jumping to conclusions, weren't you?" the Saint suggested mildly.
Basher Tope stood in the doorway.
"I saw him go out before breakfast," said Tope clamorously. "He went down to the village. He must have used the telephone."
For a moment Simon thought Raxel would shoot, and keyed himself up for a desperate grab at the gun the Professor carried. But with a tremendous effort the man controlled himself, and the Saint
smiled again.
"That's where you're stung, isn't it, dear one?" he drawled. "And now let me tell you the tragic story of the mutilated onion, which never fails to melt the iciest eye. Or are tears a tender subject with you?"
The Professor shrugged, and bowed gracefully, but his eyes were flaming with fury.
"It is certainly your point, Mr. Smith," he said in an icily level voice.
Without another word he turned and went on to his own table, the other two following, and then Simon knew that the hours in which he would be able to bet on remaining at the Beacon in safety were numbered.
Immediately the three men were seated, a buzz of low-voiced guttural argument broke out. Both Crantor and Marring seemed to be advancing suggestions. They spoke in a language which was included in the Saint's extensive repertoire, and he could follow the whole of their discussion. From the glances of baffled hate that were flung in his direction from time to time, he reckoned that he had been more popular in his day than he was at that moment.
Raxel listened to the incoherent babbling of the other two men for some time with ill-concealed impatience; and then he silenced them with a wave of his hand.
"Horen Sie zu," he said, with a note of incontestable command in his voice, and spoke a few rapid, decisive sentences.
Out of these sentences Simon caught one word. The word was toten, and it did not require a German scholar to grasp the general idea. "Wir mussen ihn toten," Raxel had said, or words to that effect.
"So at last they've decided to kill me," thought the Saint, eating toast and marmalade. "Presumably my demise will be arranged at the earliest possible opportunity. Well, that means I've got them on the hop at last!" '
However, the thought failed to disturb him visibly, and in a few moments he rose and left the room. Betty Tregarth had not put in an appearance, but he had not expected that, and so he was not disappointed. The venomous eyes of the ptber three men followed him out.
In the parlour he found a tall, lean-limbed man wielding a broom.
"Morning, Dun," said the Saint.
The man turned a leathery face towards him and grinned.
"Morning, Saint."
"How are things?"
Duncarry grinned.
"O.K. so far. I haven't heard or seen anything to speak of--I don't think they're sure of me yet. You told me to lie low, so I haven't been nosing around at all."
"That's right," said the Saint. "Keep on being quiet. I've done all the nosing that need be done. But keep your eyes skinned. There's going to be trouble coming to me soon, I gather, and it's coming good and fast. So long!"
He drifted away.
There seemed to be no point in hanging about the inn that morning, and he decided to walk down to the George and have a drink. In the bar he remembered the ship which was anchored opposite the Beacon, and mentioned it to the proprietor.
"I think it belongs to one of the gentlemen up the road," that mine of local gossip informed him. "Gentleman of the name of Crantor. It came in here about a fortnight ago, and the crew all drove away in a car. I don't think there's anybody on board now.
"There's smoke comes up from her funnel," Simon pointed out, "You can't keep a fire going without somebody to look after it."
"Maybe there's a man or two just looking after the ship. Anyway, half a dozen men drove away with Crantor the day the ship came in, and he came back alone. One of the boys did ask what the ship was for--we don't get ships like that in here so often that people don't talk about it. That was in the days when some of the boys used to go up to the Beacon for their drinks, before the new boss there got so rude to them that nobody could stand it any longer. I think it was Bill Jones who asked what the ship was doing. Mr. Raxel said they were working on a new invention--a new sort of torpedo or something--and they were going to use the ship for trying it out at sea. That might easily be true, because about a month ago a lorry came in and delivered a lot of stuff at the Beacon, and the drivers had a drink here on their way out of the village. Chemistry apparatus it was, they said, and Raxel ordered it."
The Saint nodded vaguely; and then suddenly he stiffened. The proprietor also listened. That sort of thing is infectious.
Simon went over and looked out of the window. His ears had not misled him--a rickety Ford truck was crashing down the street. It stopped outside the door of the George, and two men came in and walked up to the counter.
"Couple o' quick halves, mate," ordered one of them.
They were served. The drinks were swallowed quickly. They seemed to be in a hurry.
"Got a rush order," one of them explained. "A couple of boxes to get to Southampton to catch a boat that's sailing to-morrow morning, and all luggage has got to be on board to-night. Can you tell us where the Beacon is?"
"Drive on to the end of the road, and turn to your right," said the Saint. "You'll find it on your right, about three hundred yards up. What ship are these boxes going to?"
"Couldn't tell you, mate. All I know is that we've got to get them to Southampton by nine o'clock tonight. Cheerio!"
They went out, and after that the publican felt that he had lost his audience, for the Saint was noticeably preoccupied.
Half an hour later, the lorry clattered past the window again, and Simon followed its departure with a thoughtful eye.
He went back to the Beacon at about half-past twelve, and he was having a drink in the parlour preparatory to attacking luncheon, when he saw a fast-looking touring car driven round from the garage at the rear by Basher Tope. A moment later Raxel, Marring, and Crantor came out. Crantor was wearing a heavy leather coat, and appeared to be receiving instructions. Raxel spoke, and Crantor nodded and replied. Then he climbed into the car and took the wheel. The others stepped back, and with a wave of his hand Crantor let in the clutch and went roaring out of sight eastwards along the coast road.
Raxel and Marring came in again, followed by Basher Tope, and Simon heard Raxel and Marring go through into the dining room. He banged hopefully on the bell, and felt that luck was with him when Duncarry answered the summons.
"Another half-pint, Dun," said Simon, and tendered a pound note.
Duncarry was back in a moment with the replenished tankard and the change. There was some silver, and a ten-shilling note. When Duncarry had gone Simon pocketed the silver and unfolded the note. Inside the note was a slip of paper, and on it was written one word.
"Megantic."
The Megantic, Simon knew, was on the quick run from Southampton to New York, and he guessed that Duncarry must have been called in to help carry the trunks downstairs, and had noticed the inscription on the labels. But that wasn't particularly helpful, and Simon went in to his lunch a very worried and puzzled man. Theoretically, of course, there was no reason why Raxel should not take a consignment of xylyl bromide to New York if he had to take it somewhere, but on the other hand there was also no earthly reason that the Saint could see why he should.
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"And now, my dear Marring," said Raxel, "there is very little more to delay us."
Marring moved a couple of Bunsen burners to one side and sat down on the edge of the table.
"There is Smith," he said.
"I will attend to Smith," said Raxel. "Fortunately for us, he arrived on the scene a little too late. The boxes have already been despatched, and once Crantor has returned with his crew, we can embark on his ship and disappear. The police will not hurry--I know their methods. They will see no reason to make any special effort, and I shall not expect anything to happen before this evening. By that time we shall be on the high seas, and Smith will be--disposed of. Now that this place's period of usefulness is over, there is no reason for us to move cautiously in fear of a police raid."
"That's all very well," said Marring. "But what about the girl? Do you think she's as safe as you make out?"
Raxel frowned.
"Once, I was certain," he said. "Unfortunately, the arrival of Smith has rather shaken that certain ty. I do not profess to be a psychologist, but I consider my intuition is fairly keen. The girl is now debating in her mind whether she can trust Smith s with her secret. It may seem ridiculous to you that a girl could confess to a detective that she had committed a murder, and hope that he would help her. But she is fascinated by him, and that will have altered her outlook."
"Then what are you going to do?"
"That also has been arranged--I think, very neatly. We will deal with it at once."
He led the way out of the laboratory and across the corridor. After unlocking Betty Tregarth's door he knocked, and they went in.
Betty Tregarth was sitting in the chair by the fire, reading, but she looked up listlessly at their entrance.
"Oh, it's you," she said dully.
Raxel came over and stood in front of the fire. "I have come to tell you that you have now served your purpose, Miss Tregarth," he said, "and there is nothing to stop your departure as soon as you choose to go. I promised you one thousand pounds for your services, and I'll write you a check for that amount now."
He did so, sitting down at the table. She took the check and looked at it without interest.
"Now," he said, replacing the cap on his fountain pen, "I wonder what your plans are?"
"I haven't made any," said the girl, in a tired 1 voice. "I don't know what I'm going to do."
"I understand," said the Professor sympathetically. "That was a difficulty in your path which occurred to me shortly after you'd started work, and I have given it a good deal of thought. In fact, I have prepared a solution which I should like to offer you. You may accept or reject it, as you please, but I beg you to give it your consideration." She shrugged.
"You can tell me what it is."
"I suggest that you should leave the country, and start life afresh," said Raxel. "The thousand pounds which I have given you will provide you with enough capital to last you for several months, and that should give you plenty of time to find fresh employment. With your qualifications that should be fairly easy."
"But where am I to go?"
"I suggest that you go to America. In fact, I have taken the liberty of booking a first-class passage for you on the Megantic, which sails from Southampton early to-morrow morning. You may, of course, decline to go, but I think you would be wise to take it."
The girl spread out her hands in a weary gesture.
"America's as good as any other place," she said. "But I haven't got my passport down here, and there isn't time to go back to London for it. Besides, I haven't a visa."
That also I have taken the liberty of arranging," said Raxel.
He produced a newspaper of the day before, and pointed to a paragraph. She read: "Burglars last night forced an entry into the first floor flat at 202 Cambridge Square, Bayswater, occupied by Mr. Ralph Tregarth and his sister , ., sister away in the country ... bureau broken open ". . . Mr. Tregarth said . . . nothing of value taken..."
"The report was quite correct--nothing of value was taken, except this," said Raxel.
He took a little book from his pocket and handed it over to her. It was her own passport.
"I caused one of my agents in London to obtain it," explained Raxel. "The following morning he took it to the United States Consulate and obtained a visa. There should now be nothing to stop you leaving for Southampton this afternoon. If you are agreeable, Mr. Marring will drive you to Southampton to-night. You can board the Megantic at once, and go to sleep; by the time you wake up, England and all your fears will have been left behind.
Betty Tregarth passed a hand across her eyes.
"I've no choice, have I?" she said. "Yes, I'll go. Will you let me write a couple of letters?"
"Certainly," said Raxel obligingly. "In fact, if you would like to write them now, I will post them myself on my walk through the village this after noon."
"And read them first, I suppose," said the girl cynically, "to see that there's nothing in them to incriminate you. Well, there won't be--you're quite safe. They'll be just ordinary good-bye letters."
Raxel waited patiently while she wrote two short notes--one to her brother, and one to Rameses Smith. She addressed the envelopes and pointedly left the flaps open. Raxel smiled to himself and stuck them down in her presence.
"I don't need to read them," he said. "The fact that you were prepared to allow me to do so proves at once that the precaution is not necessary."
"Will you let me say good-bye to Mr. Smith?" she asked.
Raxel shook his head regretfully.
"I am afraid that is impossible, Miss Tregarth," he said. "It is the only privilege that I am forced to deny you."
She nodded.
"It doesn't matter, really," she said flatly. "I didn't think you'd let me."
"Circumstances forbid me," said Raxel, and put the letters in his pocket. "The car will be ready for you directly after dinner, if not before. You will remain in your room until then. In any case you would be busy with your packing. Good-afternoon."
He left the room, Marring following him, and locked the door again on the outside.
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At half-past five that afternoon Crantor returned. The Saint heard the car draw up outside the hotel, and opened his window. It was quite dark, but he could hear voices below, and several men seemed to be moving about in the road. Then the car was turned so that the headlights shone seawards, and they began to flicker. Simon read the Morse message: "Send boat." The men did not go into the hotel, but walked about outside, stamping their feet and conversing in undertones. Presently a lamp winked up from the shore, and Crantor's voice could be heard gathering the men together. They set out to cross the patch of waste land that lay between the road and the sea--Simon saw the torch which Crantor carried to light the way bobbing and dipping down towards the edge of the water. He waited patiently and saw lights spring out on the ship.
After some time the light came flickering over the foreshore like a will-of-the-wisp, but it was Crantor alone who crossed the road and entered the hotel.
The Saint was about to close his window when the door of the hotel opened again, and three people came out. They could be seen in the shaft of light that was flung out into the road by the lamp in the hall. One was Raxel, the other Marring, in hat and coat; the third was a muffled figure in furs. Simon realized who it must be, and his lips hardened.
A moment later Tope came out, carrying a couple of heavy suitcases. These he packed into the back of the car. Then the girl walked to the car alone and got into the front seat. Raxel and Marring stood for a few minutes on the doorstep. Their voices drifted clearly up to the listener above their heads. Only four sentences were spoken.
"You have not forgotten to pack your revolver, my dear Marring?"
"Is it likely?"
"Then, au revoir--and a pleasant voyage."
Marring chuckled.
"I shall breakfast with you on Thursday," he said. "Au revoir. Professor"
He went round to the driver's seat and clambered in.
Simon Templar watched the car drive away. Raxel, standing on the doorstep, watched it out of sight also, and then turned and went indoors. The door closed.
"Hell!" said the Saint.
The balloon was now fairly launched, and he'd been compelled to stand by and watch the performance. And the Saint hated standing by. Yet he'd had to let the girl go, and never make a move to stop her, or even try to get a word with her before she went, because he realized quite clearly that there was nothing he could have done. She must have known that he was in the hotel--even if she didn't, and she had been taken away against her will, she could have cried for help and hoped that he would hear. But she seemed to have left quite willingly. She had walked to the car of her own accord, and although she had not joined in the conversation of Raxel and Marring, there did not seem to have been any coercion. And he realized, of course, that he had nothing to go on, anyway--to all intents and purposes she had been one of the gang. The rest was merely theory--a theory which he would cling to till the bitter end, he admitted, but at the same time a theory which the girl herself had done precious little to encourage. If she'd wanted to see him before she left, she'd have tried to. She wouldn't have gone as quietly as that.
At that moment he heard the voices of Raxel and Crantor coming down the corridor outside. Simon slid noislessly across the room and stood motionless at the side of the door, in such a position that if it were opened he would be hidden.
His intuition had served him well, for he had hardly taken up his position when the handle rattled under somebody's hand, and there was a knock.
The Saint kept silence. The knock was repeated, and then the door opened. Simon held his breath, but Raxel only took one step into the room.
"He's not here," said the Professor's voice. "We might have expected that he was out. If I have correctly diagnosed the relationship between our Mr. Smith and our Miss Tregarth, one might safely say that he would not have let her leave without trying to get at least a few minutes' conversation with her."
"Thasso," said Crantor. "He seems to spend most of his time out of doors, walking. I guess he's out on a tramp now."
"We shall be ready for him when he returns," said Raxel, and the door closed.
Simon breathed again. The ancient ruse of hiding behind an opening door had worked for the thousandth time in history. He waited a moment, and then opened the door a cautious two inches. He was in time to hear another door close farther up the passage, and crept out.
He padded down the corridor on tiptoe, listening at each door as he passed, and located the two men in the laboratory.
He paused, listening. Their voices came to him quite distinctly. Raxel was speaking.
"The Megantic makes a steady twenty-five knots. My inquiries have been very complete. Here is the route--I have marked it out in red ink for you. They sail punctually at six o'clock to-morrow morning. By six o'clock on Thursday morning they should therefore be--here."
"That's right," said Crantor. "Here, pass me those compasses. I'll just check that, and work out ithe position now."
There was a silence, and then Crantor spoke again.
"I've jotted down the position against your imark," he said, and mentioned some figures. "So that's that. We've only got to wait till Smith comes back, and then we can be off."
"I've told. Tope to watch for him and report as soon as he arrives." said Raxel.
"What are you doing about Duncarry?" asked Crantor.
"For a time," answered Raxel, "I thought of enlisting him. He seemed to me to have distinct possibilities. But I have since revised that opinion. It is just an idea of mine--I feel that Duncarry might be dangerous. We will leave him behind."
"Right," said Crantor. "My bag's packed. If yours is ready we might send them down to the boat now. Then we can beat it as soon as we've got rid of Smith."
Simon Templar turned the handle and kicked the door open. He stepped into the room. Crantor jumped up with an exclamation, but the Professor was unperturbed.
"We have been expecting you, Mr. Smith," he remarked,
"Then you've got whatyou wanted, old dear," said the Saint cheerfully. "Stick your hands up, both of you."
He showed his gun, and Crantor obeyed, but Raxel's hand went to his pocket, and Simon pressed the trigger.
Nothing happened.


"It is now your turn to put up your hands, Mr. Smith," said Raxel, and his silenced automatic gleamed in his hand. "It was careless of you to leave your gun in your bedroom when you went to your bath this morning, but it gave me an invaluable opportunity of unloading it."
Simon's hands went up slowly.
"I congratulate you," he said.
"You flatter me," said the Professor, "it was really quite easy. On the other hand, I am able to thank you for saving us the trouble of waiting for you any longer."
The Saint smiled.
"If the bit of conversation I heard before I came in hadn't been so helpful, you might have had to wait a lot longer," he murmured, "However-- since we're all happy, may I smoke?"
Raxel produced his own case.
"So," he remarked, "you are no longer mystified?"
"Well--no," admitted the Saint. "Not exactly. I never imagined you and Marring and Crantor went into partnership to discuss new ways of accelerating the growth of sweet peas. On the other hand, I definitely didn't know what was going on, though I've been watching you ever since you teamed up. Then when I took a peek at your workshop--"
"You were enlightened?"
"To the extent of four or five candlepower," said the Saint carefully. "I won't say that I jumped to the meaning of the bottled onions right away, and the diphenylcyanarsine was 'way beyond my scienitific powers, but I got some expert advice that cleared a lot of air. And now you've answered the Mother questions yourselves, so that lets me out. It was only Betty Tregarth that I hadn't one good clue about."
"Ah--you were interested?"
Simon lounged against the wall. He had no idea what turn the situation would take next; so, characteristically, he declined to overheat his brain with the problem.
"I was curious," he said. "But even that riddle is rapidly untangling itself with the help of other information recently acquired. I seem to remember that when you murdered Inspector Henley, who was also interested in you, there was a woman in the house. At least, the police found traces of her presence, though they had nothing to help them to identify her. And it appears that Betty Tregarth is your tame chemist." The Saint's eyes rested thoughtfully on Bernhard Raxel. "Now suppose-- just suppose--a trio of tough babies had figured out a dandy scheme of up-to-date piracy, using poison gas and all that sort of dope. They'd want someone to make the stuff for them, wouldn't they? Anyone out of the street can't walk into a shop and ask for half a dozen cylinders of assorted smells to be sent round right away in a plain van. And the number of crooked chemists isn't so colossal that people would be queuing up in front of your house to get the billet. But suppose you had located a very good woman for the job, full of qualifications and knowledge, but still feminine enough to be frightened-- and then suppose you framed her for a murder that you were going to commit anyway, framed her well enough to convince her even if the police never noticed it--and then demanded her services as the price of your protection? It might work--women have been blamed fools before now--and a scheme like that would just suit your kind of brain.
He read the accumulating confirmation in Raxel's eyes even while he was elaborating his theory, and laughed.
That's about it, isn't it Uncle?' He drawled.
Raxel nodded calmly.
"Your logic is admirable, Mr. Smith, If you had not been so foolish as to take up this case, your powers might have won you a high position in your profession. As it is---" He shrugged. "I fear our time is short. Will you kindly precede us to the cellar?" y "With all the pleasure in life," answered the Saint politely.
They went down the corridor and down the stairs in procession. On the ground floor, Crantor opened a door under the staircase, and went through, switching on a torch as he did so. The Saint saw a flight of stone stairs leading down into darkness.
"What's going to happen when I get down there?" he asked.
"We shall leave you," answered' Raxel. "I do not think you will live very long."
He gave the Saint a glimpse of the small glass bulb that he had carried down with him from the laboratory--and Simon could recognize the contents of that on sight. And the Saint had led too full a life to doubt that Raxel's intentions were perfectly deliberate and cold-blooded. He knew that Raxel intended to kill him. For an instrument there was the twinkling glass bowl of concentrated death in the Professor's hand. And the quiet, unemotional ruthlessness of Raxel's voice was very real. But for that, the whole situation might have seemed like the last fragment of a grotesque nightmare; but the Professor's gentleness was more convincing than any vindictive outburst could have been.
"Nice of you," said the Saint thoughtfully,
"I'm sorry," said Raxel, although his deep-set faded blue eyes showed neither sorrow nor any other trace of humanity. "I bear you no malice. It is simply that my interest in my own safety demands it."
Simon smiled.
"Of course, that's an important consideration," he murmured. "But I think you ought to do the thing in style while you're about it. There's a tradition in these matters, you know. I've never been executed before, and I'd like this to be something I 1can remember. It's too late for breakfast, and I suppose it'd delay you too much to ask you to let me eat a final dinner, but at least you can give me a couple of bottles of beer."
Crantor came up the stairs again, and was visibly relieved when he saw that the Saint was still holding up his hands.
"Why don't you send him along down," Professor?" he demanded. "We haven't got a lot of time to waste."
"The conventions must be observed,*' said Raxel. "Mr. Smith has asked the privilege of being allowed to consume two bottles of beer, and I shall let him do so. Tope!"
Basher Tope came shambling out of the bar, and the Professor gave the order. The beer was brought. Simon poured it out himself, and drank the two glasses with relish. Then he picked up the bottles.
"I'll take these with me," he said, "as mementoes. Right away, Professor!"
Crantor led the way down the stairs, and the Saint followed. Raxel brought up the rear.
At the foot of the stairs was a short flagged passage, ending in a door. Crantor opened the door and motioned to the Saint to enter. Raxel came up, and the two men stood in the doorway, Crantor lighting up the cellar with his torch.
It was fairly large, and at one end was a row of barrels. The floor was covered with stqne paving, and the roof was supported by wooden buttresses. But the house was an old one, and Simon had banked everything on the walls not being bricked up, and his hopes went up a couple of miles when he saw that there was nothing but bare earth on three sides of the room.
He turned with a smile.
"Good-bye, Professor," he said.
"Good-bye," said Raxel.
His left hand swung up with the glass globe, and the green liquid it contained caught the light of the torch, and it shone like a monstrous jewel.
The next instant the bowl had smashed on the floor, and before the light of the torch was taken away Simon saw the green vapor boiling up from the stone.
Then the door slammed, and the key turned in the lock. The footsteps of Raxel and Crantor could be heard hurrying down the echoing passage and stumbling up the stairs; and Simon Templar, holding his breath, was knocking the bottoms off the bottles he carried, and packing them with earth torn from the walls of the cellar with desperate speed.
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With the first bottle packed with earth, the Saint put the neck in his mouth, and used it to breathe through, closing his nostrils with his fingers. It had been a forlorn hope, but it had been the only thing he had been able to think of; and he remembered having read in a book that such a device formed one of the most efficient possible respirators. It was something to do with molecular velocity--the Saint was no profound scientist, and he did not profess to understand the principle. The main point was whether it would work effectively. He waited, breathing cautiously, while the luminous dial on his wrist watch indicated the passing of ten minutes. At the end of that time he felt no distress other than that caused by the difficulty of squeezing air through the packed earth, and decided that his improvised gas mask was functioning satisfactorily.
He turned his attention to the door. Hampered as he was by having to take care not to draw a single breath of air which did not pass through his packed bottle, he was not able to fling his whole weight against it, but the efforts he was able to make seemed to produce no impression. He felt all round the door, but the wall in which it was set was the only one which was bricked up. Then he went down on his hands and knees, and tested the stone flags. Two of them, right beside the door, were loose. Handicapped though he was by having only one free hand, he succeeded in getting his fingers under each slab in turn, and dislodging it, and dragging it away. The earth underneath was moist and soft.
Simon Templar began to dig.
It took him three hours by his watch to burrow under the door, but at last he achieved an aperture large enough to worm his way through. He leaned against the wall on the other side for a few moments, to rest himself, and then felt his way down the corridor and up the stairs.
Mercifully, the door at the top of the stairs was unlocked, and it opened at once. Manifestly, Raxel had had no doubt that the Saint would not live long enough to find any way out of the cellar. Simon burst through, and rushed for the nearest window. He had not even time to open it--he smashed it with his respirator bottle, and filled his aching lungs with great gasping breaths of frosty fresh air.
After a short time he was able to breathe more easily, and then he made a round of the ground floor, opening every window and door to give free passage to the sea breeze, which was soon blowing strongly enough through the house to sweep away any of the gas which filtered up from the cellar.
It was in the kitchen that he found Detective Duncarry securely trussed up and gagged in a chair. Simon cut him loose, and heard the story.
"I don't know how it happened. One minute I was cleaning up a saucepan, and then I got a sickening welt on the back of the head that knocked me right out. Next thing I knew, I was tied up like a Christmas turkey,"
"And I suppose if I'd died, as I was meant to, you'd have sat here till you starved to death," said the Saint. "It's a great life if you don't weaken,"
He lighted a cigarette and paced the room feverishly, refusing to talk. Raxel, Crantor, and Basher Tope had gone--he did not have to search the inn to know that. And the ship had gone. Looking out of the window, he could see nothing but blackness. Nowhere on the sea was visible anything like a ship's lights. But then they'd had a long start while he was sapping under that cellar door.
And now he knew exactly what the Professor's scheme was, and the magnitude of it took his breath away.
He wasted only a few minutes in coming to a decision; and then, with Duncarry to help him,, he went round to the garage and examined the dilapidated Hildebrand. It had not been touched-- but, of course, Raxel could not have foreseen that the Saint would be in a position to use it. Anyway, it didn't look up to much, as cars went, and Simon eyed it disparagingly.
"Now, why did I ever think it might be a comic stunt to arrive here in this ruin?" he wanted to know.
But certainly that car was the only vehicle which would take him out of Llancoed that night, for there would be no trains running .from a one-horse village like that, at that hour.
"Where are you making for?" asked Duncarry, as Simon let in the clutch and the car moved off with a deafening rattle.
"Gloucester," said the Saint briefly. "And Hildebrand is going to touch the ground in spots, like he's never skipped before. Now get down on your knees in front of the dashboard. Dun, and pray that nothing busts!"
Duncarry pulled his nose.
"This show will be all over before I even know what it's about," he said. "I've followed you right from the beginning without asking a single question, and I've never beefed about it. I've waltzed around looking villainous--left to starve--and you haven't heard me complain. But now--"
"Know anything about the Megantic, son?" asked the Saint; and Duncarry, who was an earnest student of the newspapers, nodded.
"Sure--she's carrying another instalment of your War Debt over to the States. Just a few million pounds' worth of gold," he said, and the Saint's eyebrows moved slowly northwards.
It was the one item of information that he lacked, and the revelation made his hair curl. "Up-to-date piracy," he had diagnosed without revving his brain up to any point where it would have been liable to seize, but that the subject of the piracy should be such a colossal sum, in the shape of such an easily negotiable metal, was a factor of which he had never dreamed.
And then he laughed.
"There's nothing much for you to know, old dear," he drawled. "It's only that the Professor has arranged to lift that little flock of ingots on the way."
Duncarry revolved his long-nosed face towards the Saint, and inhaled sibilantly.
"What's that?" he demanded.
"Exactly what I told you," murmured Simon, and passed on what he had seen and what he had overheard.
Now that he had all the threads in his hands, this did not take him long. Mysteries are long and complicated, but facts are always plain and to the point.
"The Professor has a few million cubic feet of compressed poison gas in his heavy luggage for the benefit of the strong-room guards. I'll bet any money he also has a cabin in a good strategic position for conferring the same benefit. There is also a quantity of tear gas to deal with minor disturbances. That's what they were manufacturing when I butted in--I got a whiff of it, and the mystery literally made me burst into tears. Crantor will come up in the ship we saw to take off the boodle. I can guess that, though I can't tell you how it's going to be arranged."
"And what do we do about it?" asked Duncarry, and the Saint grimaced.
"That depends upon the efficacy
If anything can be deduced from subsequent events, Duncarry was no mean intercessor. Or perhaps the Saint's magnificent luck was working overtime. At least it is a simple fact that they covered the eighty-five miles to Gloucester without a mishap, though it took them nearly five hours.
It was three o'clock on the Wednesday morning when the Saint entered the police station in Gloucester, and by some means best known to himself succeeded in so startling the sleepy night shift that they allowed him to use the official telephone for a call to Chief Inspector Teal's private address.
And the means by which he convinced Chief Inspector Teal that he was not trying to be funny may also never be known. But he passed on Teal's parting words to Duncarry verbatim.
"Leave this end to me," Teal had said, and for once in his life his voice was not at all drowsy. "I'll get through to the police at Portsmouth and tell them to be looking out for you; and after that I'll get on to the Admiralty, and make sure that they'll have everything ready for you when you arrive. You'll see the thing through yourself--it's hopelessly illegal, but I'm afraid you've earned the job."
"Does that mean we're temporary policemen?" inquired Duncarry, when the speech had been reported; and Simon Templar nodded.
"I guess it does."
A constable had already been sent round to waken the owner of the biggest local garage and commandeer the fastest car in stock, and at that moment a huge Bentley roared up and stopped outside the station. Simon took the wheel, and Dun-carry settled in beside him.
They were well on their way before the American voiced his opinion of the whole affair.
"This is a great day for a couple of outlaws," he remarked; and the Saint, remembering the almost grovelling farewell of the Gloucester police station personnel, could not find it in him to disagree.
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Passengers on the Megantic who were up early for breakfast that morning were interested to see the low lean shape of a destroyer speeding towards them. As the destroyer came nearer, a string of flags broke out from the mast, and then the passengers were amazed and fluttered, for the Megantic suddenly began to slow up.
The destroyer also hove to, and a boat put out from its side and rowed towards the Megantic.
Betty Tregarth was one of the early risers who crowded to the side to watch the two men from the destroyer's boat climbing up the rope ladder which had been lowered for them. She saw the first man who clambered over the rail quite clearly, and the colour left her face suddenly, for it was the man whom she knew as Rameses Smith.
The Megantic had got under way again, and the destroyer was rapidly dropping astern, when she received the expected summons to the captain's cabin.
Besides the captain, Rameses Smith was there, and another man with an official bearing whose face seemed vaguely familiar. Marring was also there, an unsavoury and dishevelled sight in his dressing gown, and she saw that there were handcuffs on his wrists.
"This is the other one," said the Saint. "Miss Tregarth, I don't think I need to put you in irons, but I must ask you to consider yourself under arrest."
She nodded dumbly.
Simon Templar turned to his companion.
"Dun, you can take Marring below. Don't let him out of your sight. I'll arrange for you to be relieved later." Then he turned to the captain. "Captain Davis, may I ask you to allow me a few words alone with Miss Tregarth?"
"Certainly, Mr. Templar."
The captain followed Duncarry and Marring out of the room, and Simon Templar closed the door behind them, and faced the girl. She had never imagined that he could look so stern.
"Sit down," he said, and she obeyed.
Simon took a chair on the other side of the table.
"Betty," he said, "I'm giving you your last chance. Spill all the beans you know, and you mayn't do so badly. Stay in with the rest of 'em, and you're booked for a certain ten years. Which is it going to be?"
"I'll tell you everything I know," she said. "It doesn't matter much now, anyway."
She told him the story from the beginning, and he listened with rapt attention. She expected incredulity, but he showed none. At the end of the recital he was actually smiling.
"That's fine!" said the Saint, almost with a sigh --"that's the best thing I've heard for a long time!"
"What do you mean?" she asked dazedly.
"Only this," answered the Saint. "I guessed you were framed, but the police never knew anything about it. Raxel never bothered to try and deceive them. He just wanted to make sure of you. I don't know every single idea that waddles through the so-called brains of the police, but if you're wanted for murdering Inspector Henley you may call me Tiglath-Pileser for short."
She stared.
"But you're a detective youself---your name isn't Smith, of course, but--"
Simon smiled cherubically.
"The captain called me by my right name," he said. "I am Simon Templar."
She stared.
"Not--the Saint?"
"None other," said Simon; and it is the chronicler's painful duty to record that he said it as if he were very pleased about it. Which he was.
"Then--is all this--"
Simon shook his head.
"I'm afraid it isn't," he said, almost lugubriously. "This enterprise is catastrophically respectable. You may take it that the full power and majesty of the Law is concentrated in these lily-white hands. Is there anyone else you'd like arrested?"
"Do you mean that I'm free?" she asked, with a wild hope springing up in her voice.
"Well, that's a matter for Claud Eustace Teal. You're too deeply involved to be set free without a considerable flourishing of red tape; but within a week or so, say--Here, have a handkerchief."
The Saint pushed a gaudy square yard or two of silk into her hands, and went in search of Duncarry.
"Betty Tregarth is drenching the skipper's carpet," he said. "Would you like to go and lend a shoulder?"
The destroyer returned some hours later from the task of rounding up and capturing the cooperating vessel that was Crantor's charge; and it was Duncarry who escorted the girl on board and supervised the transshipment of Gregory Marring and the two expert safe smashers who were discovered among the passengers. The Saint himself seemed to have lost interest, and his interview with Professor Raxel was very brief. ''
"I have just learned your real name, Mr.--er-- Smith," Raxel said, "If I had known it earlier, I should not have made the mistake of underestimating your dangerousness. You should have been killed the first night you arrived at the inn."
"You should have been strangled at birth," said the Saint unpleasantly.
It was evening when Duncarry found him hanging over the rail and gazing at the approaching coasts of England with the same moody countenance.
"What's wrong?" asked the American, and Simon turned and chucked his cigarette end over the side.
"We've crashed Dun," said the Saint, as if he were announcing the end of the world.
Duncarry frowned.
"What are you getting at, Saint?"
"Isn't it obvious? Here we've spent weeks of sleuthing and spadework, and seen our share of the rough stuff as well, and we're never going to see a cent out of it. Have you forgotten that I'm a business organization?"
Duncarry shrugged.
"If the authorities see it the way I do, they'll say we've paid an instalment of your national debt all by ourselves. Isn't that enough for you?"
Simon Templar lighted another cigarette and resumed his disparaging inspection of the horizon.
"I cannot live by paying national debts," he said. "We shall have to find some other bunch of tough babies, and soak 'em good and proper to make up for this. I was trying to think of some sheep who are ripe for the slaughter. There's a couple of muttons in Vienna I was thinking of shearing one time."
"Maybe I'll be taking a holiday," said Duncarry.
He had taken a place at the rail beside the Saint, and Simon looked at him suddenly.
"Why?" demanded the Saint. "Wouldn't you like a trip to Vienna?"
"I'd love one--for my honeymoon," answered the American dreamily; and the Saint groaned.



THE MAN WHO COULD NOT DIE
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Patricia Holm raised her fair, pretty head from the Times.
"What," she asked, "is an obiter dictum?'
"A form of foot-and-mouth disease," said the Saint, glibly. "Obiter--one who obits; dictum--a shirt-front. Latin. Very difficult."
"Fool," said his lady.
The Saint grinned, and pushed back his chair. Breakfast was over; a blaze of summer sunshine was pouring through the open windows into the comfortable room; the first and best cigarette of the day was canted up between the Saint's smiling lips; all was right with the world.
"What's the absorbing news, anyway?" he in-quired lazily.
She passed him the paper; and, as is the way of these things, the matter which had given rise to her question was of the most ephemeral interest and yet it interested the Saint. Simon Templar had always been the despair of all those of his friends who expected him to produce Intelligent comments upon the affairs of the day; to read a newspaper not only bored him to extinction, but often gave him an actual physical pain. Therefore it followed, quite naturally, that when the mood seized him to glance at a newspaper, he usually managed to extract more meat from that one glance than the earnest regular student of the press extracts from years of daily labour.
It so happened that morning. Coincidence, of course; but how much adventure is free from all taint of coincidence? Coincidences are always coinciding--it is one of their peculiar attributes; but the adventure is born of what the man makes of his coincidences. Most people say: "How odd!"
Simon Templar said: "Well, well, well!"
But the Times really hadn't anything exciting to say that morning; and certainly the column that Patricia had been reading was one of the most sober of all the columns of that very respectable newspaper, for it was one of the columns in which such hardy annuals as Paterfamilias, Lieut-Colonel (retired), Pro Bono Publico, Mother of Ten, unto the third and fourth generation, Abraham and his seed for ever, let loose their, weary bleats upon the world. The gentleman ("Diehard") who had incorporated an obiter dictum in his effort was giving tongue on the subject of motorists. It was, as has been explained, pure coincidence that he should have written with special reference to a recent prosecution for dangerous driving in which the defendant had been a man in whom the Saint had .the dim beginnings of an interest;
"Aha!" said the Saint, thoughtful like.
"Haven't you met that man--Miles Hallin?" Patricia said. "I've heard you mention his name."
"And that's all I've met up to date," answered the Saint. "But I have met a bird who talks about nothing else but Miles. Although I suppose, in the circumstances, that isn't as eccentric as it sounds."
He had, as a matter of fact, met Nigel Perry only a fortnight before, by a slightly roundabout route. Simon Templar, being in a club in Piccadilly which for some unknown reason allowed him to continue his membership, had discovered that he was without a handkerchief. His need being vital, he had strolled over to a convenient shop--without troubling to put on a hat. The rest of the story, he insisted, was Moyna Stanford's fault. Simon had bought his handkerchief, and the shop assistant had departed towards the cashier with the Saint's sim-oleons, when Moyna Stanford walked in, walked straight up to the Saint, and asked if he could show her some ties. Now, Moyna Stanford was very good to look upon, and there were quantities of ties prominently displayed about the shop, and the Saint could never resist anything like that. He had shown her several ties. The rightful tie exhibitor had returned. There had been some commotion. Finally, they had lunched together. Not including the tie exhibitor.
The rest of the story, as the. Saint retailed it to Patricia Holm, was perfectly true. He had met Nigel Perry, and had liked him immediately--a tall, dark, cheery youngster, with a million-dollar smile and a two-figure bank balance. The second of those last two items Simon had not discovered until later. On the other hand, it was not very much later, for Nigel Perry had nothing approaching an inferiority complex. He talked with an engaging frankness about himself, his job, his prospects, and his idols. The idols were, at the moment, two--Moyna Stanford and Miles Hallin. It is likely that Simon Templar was shortly added to the list; perhaps at the end he headed the list--on the male side. But at the time of meeting. Miles Hallin reigned supreme.
The Saint was familiar with the name of Hallin, and he was interested in the story that Nigel Perry had to tell, for all such stories were interesting to the Saint.
At that breakfast table, under the shadow of an irrelevant obiter dictum, Simon explained.
"Hallin's a much older man, of course. Nigel had a brother who was about Hallin's age. Years ago Hallin and the elder Perry were prospecting some godless bit of desert in Australia. What's more, they found real gold. And at the same time they found that one of their water barrels had sprung a leak, and there was only enough water to get one of them back to civilization. They tossed for it--and for once in his life Hallin lost. The shook hands, and Perry pushed off. After Perry had been gone some time, Hallin decided that if he sat down on the gold mine waiting to die he'd go mad first. So he made up his mind to die on the move. It didn't occur to him to shoot himself--he just wouldn't go out that way. And he upped his pack and shifted along in a different direction from the one that Perry had taken. Of course he found a water hole, and then he found another water hole, and he got out of the desert at last. But Perry never got out. That's just a sample of Hallin's luck."
"And what happened to the gold?"
"Hallin registered the claim. When he got back to England he looked up young Nigel and insisted on giving him a half share. But it never came to much--about a couple of thousand, I believe. The lode petered out, and the mine closed down. Still, Hallin did the white thing. Taking that along with the rest, you can't blame Nigel for worshipping him."
And yet the Saint frowned as he spoke. He had a professional vanity that was all his own, and something in that vanity reacted unfavourably towards Miles Hallin, whom a sensational journalist had once christened "The Man Who Cannot Die."
"Are you jealous?" teased Patricia; and the Saint scowled.
"I don't know," he said,
But he knew perfectly well. Miles Hallin had cropped up, and Miles Hallin had spoiled a beautiful morning.
"It annoys me," said the Saint, with what Patricia couldn't help thinking was an absurd pettish-ness. "No man has a right to Hallin's reputation."
"I've heard nothing against him."
"Have you heard anything against me?"
"Lots of things."
Simon grinned abstractedly.
"Yes, I know. But has anyone ever called me 'The Man Who Cannot Die'?"
"Not when I've been listening."
"It's not a matter of listening," said the Saint. "That man Hallin is a sort of public institution. Everyone knows about his luck. Now, I should think I've had as much luck as anyone, and I've always been much bigger news than Hallin will ever be, but nobody's ever made a song and dance about that side of my claim to immortality."
"They've had other things to say about you"
The Saint sighed He was still frowning.
"I know," he said. "But I have hunches, old darling. Let me say here and now that I have absolutely nothing against Hallin. I've never heard a word against him, I haven't one reasonable suspicion about him, I haven't one single solitary fact on which I could base a suspicion. But I'll give you one very subtle joke to laugh about. Why should a man boast that he can't die?"
"He didn't make the boast."
"Well--I wonder. . . . But he certainly earned the name, and he's never given it a chance to be forgotten. He's capitalized it arid played it up for all it's worth. So I can give you an even more subtle joke. It goes like this: 'For whosoever will save his life shall lose it. . . .'"
Patricia looked at him curiously. If she had not known the Saint so well, she would have looked at him impatiently; but she knew him very well.
She said: "Let's hear what you mean, lad. I can't follow all your riddles.'"
"And I can't always give the answers," said the Saint.
His chair tilted back as he lounged in it. He inhaled intently from his cigarette, and gazed at the ceiling through a cloud of smoke,
"A hunch," said the Saint, "isn't a thing that goes easily to words. Words are so brutally logical, and a hunch is the reverse of logic. And a hunch, in a way, is a riddle; but it has no answer. When you get an answer, it isn't the answer to a riddle, or the answer to a hunch; it's the end of a story. I don't know if that's quite clear."
"It isn't," said Patricia.
The Saint blew three smoke rings as if he had a personal grudge against them.
"My great tragedy, sweetheart," he remarked modestly, "is that I'm completely and devastatingly sane. And the world we live in is not sane. All the insanities of the world used to worry me crazy, without exception--once upon a time. But now, in my old age, I'm more discriminating. Half the things in that newspaper, which I'm pleased to say I've never read from end to end, are probably of-fenses against sanity. And if you come to a rag like the Daily Record, about ninety-eight percent of its printed area is devoted to offenses against sanity. And the fact has ceased to bother me. I swear to you, Pat, that I could read a Daily Record right through without groaning aloud more than twice. That's my discrimination. When I read that an obscure biologist in Minneapolis has said that men would easily live to be three hundred if they nourished themselves on an exclusive diet of green bananas and vaseline, I'm merely bored. The thing is a simple of tense against sanity. But when I'm always hearing about a Man Who Cannot Die, it annoys me. The thing is more than a simple offense against sanity. It sticks up and makes me stare at it. It's like finding one straight black line in a delirious patchwork of colours. It's more. It's like going to a menagerie and finding a man exhibited in one of the cages. Just because a Man Who Cannot Die isn't a simple insult to insanity. He's an insult to a much bigger thing. He's an insult to humanity."
"And where does this hunch lead to?" asked Patricia, practically.
Simon shrugged.
"I wish I were sure," he said,'
Then, suddenly, he sat upright.
"Do you know," he said, in a kind of incomprehensible anger, "I've a damned good mind to see if I can't break that man's record! He infuriates me. And isn't he asking for it? Isn't he just asking someone to take up the challenge and see what can be done about it?"
The girl regarded him in bewilderment.
"Do you mean you want to try to kill him?" she asked blankly.
"I don't," said the Saint "I mean I want to try to make him live."
For a long time Patricia gazed at him in silence. And then, with a little shake of her head, half laughing, half perplexed, she stood up,
"You've been reading too much G.K. Chesterton," she said. "And you can't do anything about Hallin to-day, anyway. We're late enough as it is."
The Saint smiled slowly, and rose to his feet.
"You're dead right, as usual, old dear," he murmured amiably. "I'll go and get out the car."
And he went; but he did not forget Miles Hallin. And he never forgot his hunch about the man who could not die. For the Saint's hunches were nearly always unintelligible to anyone but himself, and always very real and intelligible to him; and all at once he had realized that in Miles Hallin he was going to find a strange story--he did not then know how strange.
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Miles Hallin, as the Saint had complained, really was something very like a national institution. He was never called wealthy, but he always seemed to be able to indulge his not inexpensive hobbies without stint. It was these hobbies which had confirmed him in the reputation that Simon Templar so much disliked.
Miles Hallin was so well known that the newspapers never even troubled to mention the fact. Lesser lights in the news, Simon had discovered, were invariably accounted for. They were "the famous cricketer" or "the well-known novelist" or perhaps, with a more delicate conceit, "the actor." Simon Templar always had an uneasy feeling that these explanations were put in as a kind of covering each-way bet--in case the person referred to should become well known without anyone knowing why. But Miles Hallin was just--Miles Hallin.
Simon Templar, even in his superlatively casual acquaintance with the newspapers, had bad every opportunity to become familiar with the face of Miles Hallin, though he had never seen the man in the flesh. That square-jawed, pugnacious profile, with the white teeth and crinkled eyes and flashing smile, had figured in more photographs than the Saint cared to remember. Mr. Miles Hallin standing beside the wreckage of his Furillac at Le Mans-- Mr. Miles Hallin being taken on board a tug after his speedboat Red Lady had capsized in the Solent --Mr. Miles Hallin after his miraculous escape during the King's Cup Air Race, when his Eiton "Dragon" caught fire at five thousand feet--Mr. Miles Hallin filming a charging buffalo in Tanganyika--Simon Templar knew them all. Miles Hallin did everything that a well-to-do sportsman could possibly include in the most versatile repertory, and all his efforts seemed to have the single aim of a spectacular suicide; but always he had escaped death by the essential hair's breadth that had given him his name. No one could say that it was Miles Hallin's fault.
Miles Hallin had survived being mauled by a tiger, and had killed an infuriated gorilla with a sheath knife. Miles Hallin had performed in bull fights before the King of Spain. Miles Hallin had gone into a tank and wrestled with a crocodile to oblige a Hollywood movie director. Miles Hallin had done everything dangerous that the most fertile imagination could conceive--and then some. So far as was known, Miles Hallin couldn't walk a tight rope; but the general impression was that if Miles Hallin could have walked a tight rope he would have walked a tight rope stretched across the crater of Vesuvius as a kind of appetizer before breakfast.
Miles Hallin bothered the Saint through the whole of that week-end.
Simon Templar, as he was always explaining, and usually explaining in such a way that his audience felt very sorry for him, had a sensitivity for anything the least bit out of the ordinary that was as tender as a gouty toe. The lightest touch, a touch that no one else would have felt, made him jump a yard. And when he boasted of his subtle discriminations, though he boasted flippantly, he spoke no less than the truth. That gift and nothing else had led him to fully half his adventures--that uncanny power of drawing a faultless line between the things that were merely eccentric and the things that were definitely wrong. And Miles Hallin struck him, in a way that he could not explain by any ordinary argument, as a thing that was definitely wrong.
Yet it so chanced, this time, that the Saint came to his story by a pure fluke--another and a wilder fluke than the one that had merely introduced him to a man whose brother had been a friend of Hallin's. But for that fluke, the Saint might to this day have been scowling at the name of Miles Hallin in the same hopeless puzzlement. And yet the Saint felt no surprise about the fluke. He had come to accept these accidents as a natural part of his life, in the same way that any other man accepts the accident of finding a newspaper on his breakfast table, with a sense (if he meditated it at all) that he was only seeing the inevitable outcome of a complicated organization of whose workings he knew nothing, but whose naturally continued existence he had never thought to question. These things were ordained.
In fact, there was an unexpected guest at a house party at which the Saint spent his week-end.
Simon Templar had met Teddy Everest in Kuala Lumpur, and again, years later, at Corfu. Teddy Everest was the unexpected guest at the house party; but it must be admitted that he was unexpected only by the Saint.
"This is my lucky day," murmured Simon, as he viewed the apparition. "I've been looking for you all over the world. You owe me ten cents. If you remember, when you had to be carried home after that farewell festival in K.L., I was left to pay for your rickshaw. You hadn't a bean. I know that, because I looked in all your pockets. Ten cents plus five percent compound interest for six years--"
"Comes to a lot less than you borrowed off me in Corfu," said Everest cheerfully. "How the hell are you?"
"My halo," said the Saint, "is clearly visible if you get a strong light behind me. , . . Well, damn your eyes!" The Saint was smiling as he crushed the other's hand in a long grip. "This is a great event, Teddy. Let's get drunk."
The party went with a swing from that moment.
Teddy Everest was a mining engineer, and the Saint could also tell a good story; between them, they kept the ball rolling as they pleased. And on Tuesday, since Everest had to go London on business, he naturally travelled in the Saint's car.
They lunched at Basingstoke; but it was before lunch that the incident happened which turned Teddy Everest's inexhaustible fund of reminiscence into a channel that was to make all the difference in the world to the Saint--and others.
Patricia and Simon had settled themselves in the lounge of the hotel where they pulled up, and Everest had proceeded alone into the bar to supervise the production of cocktails--Teddy Everest was something of a connoisseur in these matters. And in the bar he met a man.
"It's extraordinary how people crop up," he remarked, when he returned. "I've just seen a bloke who reminded me of a real O. Henry yarn."
And later, over the table, he told the yarn.
"I don't think I bored you with the details of my last job," he said. "As a matter of fact, this is the only interesting thing about it. There's a gold mine somewhere in South Africa that was keeping me pretty busy last year--it was going down steadily, and I was sent out to try and find a spark more life in it. Now, it happened that I'd come across that very mine the year before, and heard all about it, and I was rather bored with the job. Everyone on the spot knew that the mine was a dud, and it seemed to me that I was just going to waste my time. Still, the pay was good, and I couldn't afford to turn my nose up at it. I'd got into jolly low water over my last holiday, to tell you the truth, and I wasn't sorry to have something to do--even if it was boring. It was on the train to Marseilles, where I caught my boat, that I met this guy--he on his way to a luxurious week at Antibes, rot him! We got talking, and it turned out that he knew a bit about the game. I remember telling him about my dud mine, and asking him if he held any shares, because I said a rag-and-bone man might give him a price for them. He hadn't any shares, which rather spoils the story."
"Because the mine wasn't a dud," murmured Simon; and Everest nodded.
" It was anything but. Certainly the old borings were worked out, but I struck a new vein all on my own, and those shares are going up to the sky when my report's been passed. I gave Hallin the tip just now--I felt he deserved it."
The Saint sat still.
It was Patricia Holm who put the question.
"Did you say 'Hallin'?" she asked.
"That's right." Everest was scraping at his pipe with a penknife. "Miles Hallin--the racing chappie.
Patricia looked across at the Saint, but the overflow she was expecting did not take place.
"Dear me!" said the Saint, quite mildly.
They were sitting over coffee in the lounge when Hallin passed through. Simon recognized him at once--before he waved to Everest, s - -
"One of the world's lucky men, I believe," Everest said, as the clamour of Hallin's car died away outside,--
"So I hear," said the Saint.
And once again Patricia looked at him, remembering his discourse of a few days before. It was a characteristic of the Saint that no idea ever slipped out of his mind, once it had arrived there: any riddle that occurred to him tormented him until he had solved it. Anything that was as wrong as Miles Hallin, to his peculiar mind, was a perpetual irritation to him, much as a note out of tune on a piano would be a perpetual irritation to a musician; he had to look round it and into it and scratch it and finger it and jigger about with it until he'd got it into line with the rest of the scheme of things, and it gave him no peace until it was settled.
Yet he said nothing more about Miles Hallin that day.
Still he knew nothing. Afterwards ...
But those are the bare facts of the beginning of the story.
They are told as the Saint liimself would tell them, simply put forward for what they are worth. Afterwards, in the light of the knowledge to which he came he could have fitted them together much more coherently, much more comprehensively; but that would not have been his way. He would have told the story as it happened.
"And the longer I live," he would have said, "the more I'm convinced that there's no end to anything in my life. Or in anyone else's, probably. If you trace the most ordinary things back to their source, you find they have the queerest beginnings. It's just one huge fantastic game of consequences. You decide to walk home instead of taking a taxi, one night, and ten years later a man commits suicide. And if you had taken the taxi, perhaps ten years later the same man might have been a millionaire. Your father stayed at one hotel instead of another, in the same town, and at the age of fifty you become Prime Minister. If he had stayed at the other hotel you would probably have ended your life in prison. . . . Take this very story. If we hadn't lunched at Basingstoke that day, or if we'd never gone to that house party, or if I hadn't once gone out without a handkerchief, or even if I'd never gone to Kuala Lumpur . . . Leave out the same flukes in the lives of the other people involved. Well, I've given up trying to decide exactly in what year, 'way back in the dim and distant past, it was decided that two men would have to die to make this story."
This is exactly the point at which Simon Templar would have paused to make his philosophical reflection.
And then he would have told how, on the following Saturday evening, the posters of the Daily Record caught his eye, and something made him buy a copy of the paper; and he went home to tell Patricia that Miles Hallin had crashed again at Brooklands, and Miles Hallin had escaped again with hardly a scratch, but his passenger, Teddy Everest, had been burned to death before the whole crowd.
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You see," Nigel Perry explained simply, "Moyna's people are frightfully poor."
"Yeah," said the Saint
"And Miles is such a damned good chap."
"Yeah," said the Saint.
"It makes it awfully difficult."
"Yeah," said the Saint.
They lay stretched out in armchairs, masked by clouds of cigarette smoke, in the bed-sitting-room which was Nigel Perry's only home. And Perry, bronzed and clear-eyed from ten days' tramping in Spain, was unburdening himself of his problem.
"You haven't seen Moyna yet, have you?" said the Saint.
"Well, hang it, I've only been back a few hours! But she'll be in later--she's got to have dinner with an aunt, or something, and she'll get away as soon as she can."
"What d'you think of your chances?"
Perry ran brown fingers through his hair.
"I'm blowed if I know, Templar," he said ruefully. "I--I've tried to keep clear of the subject lately. There's such a lot to think about. If only I'd got some real money--"
"D'you think a girl like Moyna cares a hoot about that?"
"Oh, I know! But that's all very fine. Any sensible girl is going to care about money sooner or later. She's got every right to. And if she's nice enough to think money doesn't matter--well, a chap can't take advantage of that, . . . You know, that's where Miles has been so white. That money he paid over to me as my brother's share in the mine--he's really done his best to help me to make it grow. 'If it's a matter of Ł s. d.,' he said, 'I'd like you to start all square.' "
"Did he?" said the Saint.
Perry nodded.
"I believe he worked like a Trojan. Pestered all his friends to try and find me a cast-iron investment paying about two hundred percent. And he found one, too--at least, we thought so. Funnily enough, it was another gold mine--only this time it was in South Africa--"
"Hell!" said the Saint.
"What d'you mean?"
"Hell," said the Saint. "When was this--last week?"
The youngster looked at him puzzledly.
"Oh, no. That was over a year ago. . . . But the shares didn't jump as they were supposed to. They've just gone slowly down. Not very much, but they've gone down. I held on, though. Miles was absolutely certain his information couldn't be wrong. And now he's just heard that it was wrong---there was a letter waiting for me--"
"He's offered to buy the shares off you, and make up your loss."
Perry stared.
"How did you know?"
"I know everything," said the Saint.
He sprang to his feet suddenly. There was an ecstatic expression on his face that made Perry wonder if perhaps the beer ...
Perry rose slowly; and the Saint's hand fell on his shoulder.
"Moyna's coming to-night, isn't she?"
"I told you--"
"I'll tell you more. You're going to propose, my lad."
"What?"
"Propose," drawled the Saint. "If you've never done it before, I'll give you a rapid lesson now. You take her little hand in yours, and you say, huskily, you say: 'Moyna, d'you think we could do it?' 'Do what?' she says. 'Get fixed,' says you. 'Fixed?' she says. "How?' 'Keep the party clean,' says you. 'Moyna,' you say, crrrushing her to your booosom-- that's a shade north of your cummerbund-- 'Moyna, I laaaaaaave you!' . . . That will be two guineas. You can post me a check in the morning-- as the actress used to say. She was a perfect lady. ... So long!"
And the Saint snatched up his hat. He was halfway to the door when Perry caught him.
"What's the idea. Templar?"
Simon turned, smiling.
"Well, you don't want me on the scene while you shoot your speech, do you?"
"You don't have to go yet."
"Oh, yes, I do."
"Where?" .
"I'm going to find Miles!"
"But you've never met him."
"I haven't. But I'm going tot"
Perry blocked the doorway,
"Look here. Templar," he said, "you can't get away with this. There's a lot of things I want to know first. Hang it--if I didn't know you pretty well, I'd say you'd gone clean off your rocker."
"Would you?" said the Saint gently.
He had been looking at Perry all the time, and he had been smiling all the time, but all at once the younger man saw something leap into the Saint's gaze that had not been there before--something like a flash of naked steel.
"Then," said the Saint very gently, "what would you say if I told you I was going to kill Miles Hallin?"
Perry fell back a pace.
"You're crazy!" he whispered.
"Sure," said the Saint. "But not so crazy as Miles Hallin must have been when he killed a friend of ', mine the other day."
"Miles killed a friend of yours? What in God's name d'you mean?"
"Oh, for the love of Pete!'
With a shrug, the Saint turned back into the ' room. He sat on the edge of a table; but his poise was as restless as his perch. The last thing that anyone could have imagined was that he meant to stay sitting there.
"Listen, and I'll tell you a joke," he said. "I'm full of jokes these days. . . . Once upon a time there was a man who could not die. Joke."
"I wish to heaven you'd say what you meant"
"If I did, you wouldn't believe me."
"Not if it was about Miles."
"Quite! And it is about Miles. So we'd have a first-class row--and what good would that do? As it is, we're getting damn near it. So why not let it go?"
"You've made suggestions--"
"Of course I have," agreed the Saint wearily. "And now I'm going to make some more. Lose your temper if you must, Nigel, old dear; but promise me two things first: promise you'll hang on to those shares, and propose to Moyna to-night. She'll accept--I guarantee it. With lots of love and kisses, yours faithfully."
The youngster's jaw tightened.
"I think you're raving," he said, "But we're going to have this out. What have you got to say about Miles?"
The Saint's sigh was as full of patience and long-suffering as the Saint could make it. He really was trying to be patient; but he knew that he hadn't a hope of convincing Nigel Perry. And to the Saint it was all so plain. He wasn't a bit surprised at the sudden blossoming of the story: it had happened in the way these things always happen, in the way he subconsciously expected them to happen. He had taken the blossoming in his stride; it was all infinitely past and over to him--so infinitely past and over that he had ceased to think about coincidences. And he sighed.
"I've got nothing to say-about Miles." ^"You were saying--''
"Forget it, old dear. Now, will you do what I asked you to do about Moyna?"
"That's my business. Why should you want to dictate to me about it?"
"And as for those shares," continued the Saint calmly, "will you--"
"For the last time," said Perry grimly, "will youexplain yourself ?"
Simon looked at him over a cigarette and a lighted match, and then through a trailing streamer of smoke; and Simon shrugged.
"Right!" he said. "I will. But don't forget that we agreed it was a waste of time. You won't believe me. You're the sort that wouldn't. I respect you for it, but it makes you a damned fool all the same."
"Go ahead."
"Do you remember that fellow who was killed at Brooklands yesterday, driving with Miles Hallin?"
"I've read about,"
"He was a friend of mine. Over a year ago he told Miles Hallin about some dud shares. You bought them. Under a week ago he met Hallin again and told him the shares weren't so dud. Now Hallin's going to take the shares back off you. He killed poor old Teddy because Teddy knew the story--and Teddy was great on telling his stories. If Hallin had known that the man he saw with Teddy knew you, I should probably have had my funeral first. Miles is such a damned good chap. 'If it's a matter of Łs. d.,' he'd have said, 'I'd like you to start all square'''
"By God, Templar--"
"Hush! . . . Deducing back from that joke to the joke about another gold mine--"
Perry stepped forward, with a flaming face.
"It's a lie!"
"Sure it is. We agreed about that before I started, if you recall the dialogue. . . . Where was I? Oh, yes. Deducing back from that joke--"
"I'd like Miles to hear some of this," Perry said through his teeth.
"So would I," murmured the Saint. "I told you I wanted to find him. If you see him first, you may tell him all about it. Give him my address." The Saint yawned. "Now may I go, sweetheart?"
He stood up, his cigarette tilted up in the corner of his mouth and his hands in his pockets; and Perry stood aside.
"You're welcome to go," Perry said. "And if you ever try to come back I'll have you thrown out."
Simon nodded.
"I'll remember that when I feel in need of some exercise," he remarked. And then he smiled. For a moment he gripped the boy's arm.
"Don't forget about Moyna," he said.
Then he crossed the landing and went down the stairs; and Nigel Perry, silent in the doorway, watched him go.
The Saint went down slowly. He was really sorry about it all, though he had known it was inevitable. At least, he had made it inevitable. He was aware that he asked for most of the trouble that came to him--in many ways. But that couldn't be helped. In the end . . .
He was on the last flight when a man who was running up from the hall nearly cannoned into him.
"Sorry," said the man,
"Not at all," said the Saint politely.
And then he recognized the man, and stopped him with a hand on his sleeve.
"How's the trade in death?" murmured the Saint.,
Miles Hallin turned, staring; and then he suddenly knew where he had seen the Saint before. For an instant the recognition flared in his eyes; then his face became a mask of indignation.
"What the devil do you mean?" he demanded. Simon sighed. He always seemed to have something to sigh about in those days.
"I'm getting so tired of that question," he sighed. "Why don't you try it on Nigel? Perhaps he doesn't have so much of it as I do,"
He turned, and continued on his way. As he opened the front door he heard Hallin resuming his ascent at a less boisterous speed, and smiled gently to himself.
It was late, and the street outside was dark and practically deserted. But in front of the house stood an immense shining two-seater that could only have belonged to Miles Hallin.
For a space of seconds the Saint regarded it, fingering his chin, at first thoughtfully, and then with a secret devil of merriment puckering the corners of his eyes.
Then he went down the steps.
He found the tool box in a moment. And then, with loving care, he proceeded to remove the nuts .that secured the offside front wheel. . . .
Two minutes later, with the wheel-brace stowed away again as he had found it, and the nuts in his pocket, he was sauntering leisurely homewards, humming to the stars.
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The saint was in his bath when Inspector Teal arrived in Upper Berkeley Mews the next morning; but he presented himself in a few moments arrayed in a superb pair of crepe-de-Chine pajamas and a dressing gown that would have made the rainbow look like something left over from a sale of secondhand mourning.
Mr. Teal eyed him with awe.
"Where did you hire that outfit?" he inquired.
Simon took a cigarette.
"Have you come here to exchange genial back-chat," he murmured, "or is it business? I have an awful suspicion that it's business."
"It is business," said Mr. Teal.
"Sorry," said the Saint, "my office hours are twelve noon to midday."
Teal shifted his gum across to the east side of his mouth.
"What's your grouse against Hallin?" he asked. "Hallin? Who's Hallin? Two attches."
"Miles Hallins car was wrecked last night," said Teal deliberately.
The Saint raised his eyebrows.
"Really? Was he drunk, or did he lend the divisional surgeon a fiver?"
"The offside front wheel of his car came off when he was driving down Park Lane," said Teal patiently. "He was driving pretty fast, and he swerved into a taxi. He ought to have been killed."
"Wasn't he?" said the Saint.
"He wasn't. What have you got to say about it?"
"Well, I think it's a great pity."
"A great pity he wasn't killed?"
"Yes. Probably he wanted to die. He's been trying to long enough, hasn't he? , . . And yet it mightn't have been his fault. That's the worst of these cheap cars. They fall apart if you sneeze in them. Of course, he might have had a cold. Do you think he had a cold?" asked the Saint earnestly.
The detective closed his eyes.
"When Hallin looked at the car," Teal explained, "he found that someone had removed the nuts that ought to have been keeping the wheel on."
The Saint smoothed his hair.
"Well, really, dear old broccolo," he drawled, with a pained expression, "is that all you've come to see me about? Are you going to make a habit of coming to me to air your woes about everything that happens in London? You know, I'm awfully afraid you're getting into the way of thinking I'm some sort of criminal. Teal, you must not think that of me!"
"I know all about last night," Teal replied, without altering his weary tone. "I've already seen Perry."
"And what did Perry tell you?"
"He told me you said you were going to kill Hallin."
"Beer, beer!--I mean, dear, dear!" said the Saint. "Of course he was a bit squiffy--"
Teal's eyes opened with a suddenness that was almost startling.
"See here. Templar," he said, "it's time you and me had a straight talk."
"I beg your pardon?" said the Saint.
"You and I," said Teal testily. "I knowwe've had a lot of scraps in the past, and I know a lot of funny things have happened since then. I don't grudge you your success. In your way, you've helped me a lot; but at the same time you've caused disturbances. I know you've had a pardon, and we don't want to bother you if we can help it, but you've got to do your share. That show of yours down at Tenterden, for instance--that wasn't quite fair, was it?"
"It wasn't," said the Saint generously. "But I'm afraid it appealed to roy perverted, sense of humour."
Mr. Teal rose ponderously.
"Then do I take it you're going on as before?"
"I'm afraid you do," said the Saint. "For the present, anyway. You see, I've got rather a down on Miles Hallin. He killed a friend of mine the other day."
"He what?"
"At Brooklands. Since you're making so many inquiries about funny things that happen to cars, why don't you investigate that crash? I don't know if there was enough left of Teddy Everest to make an investigation profitable; but if it could be done, I expect you'd find that he was thoroughly doped when he got into that car. I expect you'd find, if you were a very clever investigator--or a very clever clairvoyant, like I am--that the dope took effect while they were driving, Teddy just went to sleep. Then it would be quite an easy matter for an expert driver like Hallin to crash the car without hurting himself. And, of course, it could always catch fire."
Teal looked at him curiously.
"Is that the truth?" he asked.
"No," said the Saint. "I'm just making it up to amuse you. Good morning."
He felt annoyed with Chief Inspector Teal that day. He felt annoyed with a lot of things--the story in general, and Miles Hallin in particular. There were many things that were capable of annoying the Saint in just that way; and when Mr. Teal had departed the Saint sat down and smoked three cigarettes with entirely unnecessary violence.
Patricia Holm, coming in just after the third of these cigarettes had been hurled through the open window, read his mood at once.
"What is it this time?" she asked.
Simon broke a match into small pieces as if it had done him a grievous injury.
"Teal, Nigel Perry, Miles Hallin," he answered, comprehensively. "Also, an old joke about death,"
It was some time before she secured a coherent explanation. The incidents of the night before she had already heard; but he had stated them without adornment, and his manner had encouraged the postponement of questions. Now he told her, in the same blunt manner, about Teal's visit; but she had to wait until after lunch, when the coffee cups were in front of them and the Saint was gently circulating a minute quantity of Napoleon brandy around the bowl of an enormous glass, before she could get him to expound his grievance.
"When I first spoke about Miles Hallin--you remember?--you thought I was raving. I don't want to lay on any of the 'I told you so' stuff; but now you know what you do know, I want you to try and appreciate my point. I know you'll say what anyone else would say--that the whole thing simply boils down to the most unholy fluke. I'm saying it doesn't. The point is that I'm going back far beyond that share business--even beyond poor old Teddy. I'm going back to Nigel's brother, and that little story of the great open spaces that I've heard so much about. I tell you, this just confirms what I thought about that."
"You didn't say you thought anything about it," Patricia remarked.
"I wasn't asking to be called a fool," said the Saint. "I knew that as things stood I had rather less chance of convincing any sane person than I'd have of climbing the Matterhorn with my hands tied behind me and an elephant in each pocket. But you ought to see the joke now. What would you say was the most eccentric thing about a man who could not die?"
Patricia smiled at him patiently.
"I shouldn't know what to say," she answered truthfully.
"Why," said the Saint, with a kind of vast impatience, "what else should be the most eccentric thing about him but the fact that he can die, and always could? Don't you understand that whatever jokes people make about death, they never make that kind of joke? There are impossibilities that are freakish and funny,-and impossibilities that are freakish and unfunny; pigs with wings belong to the first kind, but men who cannot die belong to the second kind. Now, what could induce a man to pursue that second kind of joke with such a terrible eagerness?"
The girl shrugged.
"It's beyond me, Simon."
"The answer," said the Saint, "is that he knew it wasn't true. Because he'd once looked death in the face--slow and deliberate death, not the kind that comes with a rush. And he found he was afraid of it."
"Then that story about Nigel's brother--"
"Perhaps we shall never know the truth of it. But I'm as certain as I've ever been about anything that the story we're told isn't the truth. I'm certain that that was the time when Miles Hallin discovered, not that he could not die, but that he couldn't bear to die. And he saved his life at the expense of his partner."
"But he's risked his life so often since--"
"I wonder how much of that is the unvarnished truth--how much he engineered, and how much he adorned his stories so as to give the impression he wanted to give? , . . Because I think Miles Hallin is a man in terror. Once, he yielded to his fear; and after that his fear became the keynote of his life, which a fear will become if you yield to it. And he found another fear--the fear of being found out. He was afraid of his own legend. He had to bolster it up, he had to pile miracle upon miracle--only to make one miracle seem possible. He had to risk losing his life in order to save it."
"But why should he have killed Teddy?-"
The Saint took another cigarette. He gazed across the restaurant with eyes that saw other things.
"One fear breeds another," he said. "All things in a man's mind are linked up. If one cog slips, the whole machine is altered. If you will cheat at cards, you will cheat at snakes-and-laddders. Hallin cheated for life; it was quite natural that he should cheat for love. Because Nigel was Moyna's favourite, Hallin had to try and take away the one little thing that gave Nigel a chance. Because Teddy could have discovered the swindle, he killed Teddy. His fear drove him on, as it will keep on driving him on: it's the most ruthless master a man can have. Now, because he saw me with Teddy at Basingstoke, and then saw me last night leaving Nigel's, he will try to kill me. If he thought Nigel believed me, he would try to kill Nigel--that's why I had to tell the story in such a way that I know Nigel wouldn't believe it Even now, Hallin is wondering...."
"But if Nigel had given up the shares without suspecting anything, and then they'd soared up as Teddy said they would--"
"What would that have mattered?"
"Nigel would have known."
"Known what? Hallin would have said that he sold the shares for the best price he could get, and Nigel would never have thought that it might be a lie. . . . But now--do you remember how I said I wanted to make Hallin live?"
"Yes."
"That was the test--before I knew any of this. I wanted to see what would happen to him if he put aside his joke. I wanted to know what he. would be like if he became an ordinary mortal man--a man to whom death might not be a terror:, but to whom death was still no joke. And now I know,"
With her chin on her hands, Patricia regarded him. Not as she had regarded him when he had spoken of Miles Hallin before; but with a seriousness that wore a smile.
"I shall never get to the end of your mind, lad,'' she said; and the Saint grinned.
"At the moment," he murmured, "I'm enjoying my brandy."
And he actually did forget Miles Hallin for the rest of that afternoon and evening; for Simon Templar had the gift of taking life as it came--when once he knew from what quarter it might be coming.
His impatience disappeared. It seemed as if that talk over the coffee and brandy had cleared the air for him. He knew that trouble was coming; but that was nothing unusual. He could meet all the trouble in the world with a real enjoyment, now that he had purged his mind of the kind of puzzle that for him was gloom and groping and unalloyed Gehenna. Even the reflection that Miles Hallin had still failed to die did not depress him. He had not loosened that wheel in high hopes of a swift and catastrophic denouement, for he had known how slight was the chance that the wheel would elect to part company with the car at the very moment when Hallin was treading the accelerator flat down to the flooring; the thing had been done on the spur of the moment, more in mischief than anything else, just to pep up the party's future. And it would certainly do that.
As for Teal, and Teal's horrific warnings of what would happen if the Saint should again attract the attention of the law--those were the merest details. They simply made the practical problem more amusing....
So the Saint, over his brandy, swung over to a contentment as genuine and as illogical as his earlier impatience had been, and was happy for the rest of that day, and nearly died that night.


He had danced with Patricia at the May Fair, and he had thought that Patricia looked particularly beautiful; and so presently they strolled home arm in arm through the cool lamplit streets, talking intently and abstractedly about certain things that are nobody's business. And the Saint was saying something or other, or it may have been Patricia who was saying something or other, as they crossed Berkeley Square, but whoever it was never finished the speech.
Some instinct made the Saint look round, and he saw the lights of a car behind them swerve suddenly. An ordinary sight enough, perhaps, on the face of it; but he knew by the same instinct that it was not ordinary. It may have been that he had not forgotten Miles Hallin so completely, after all.
He stopped in his stride, and stooped; and Patricia felt herself swept up in his arms. There was a lamp-post close behind them, and the Saint leaped for it. He heard the screech of brakes and tires before he dared to look round; even then he was in time to see the pillar that sheltered him bend like a reed before the impact of the car; and he moved again, this time to one side, like lightning, as the iron column snapped at the base and came crashing down to the pavement.
Then there was a shout somewhere, and a sound of running feet; and the mutter of the car stopped.
Quietly the Saint set Patricia down again.
"How very unfortunate," he remarked. "Dearie, dearie me! ... Mr. Miles Hallin, giving evidence, stated that his nerves had been badly shaken by his smash at Brooklands. His license was suspended for six months."
A constable and half a dozen ordinary citizens were rapidly congregating around the wreckage; and an unholy glitter came into the Saint's eyes.
"Pardon me one moment, old darling," he murmured; and Patricia found herself standing alone.
But she reached the crowd in time to hear most of his contribution to the entertainment.
"Scandalous, I call it," the Saint was saying, in a voice that trembled--possibly with righteous indignation. Or possibly not. "I shall write to the Times. A positive outrage. . . . Yes, of course you can have my name and address. I shall be delighted to give evidence. . . . The streets aren't safe . . . murderous fools who ought to be in an asylum . . . Probably only just learned to drive . . . Disgraceful . . . disgusting . . . ought to be shot. . . mannerless hogs....
It was some time before the policeiman was able to sooth him; and he faded out of the picture still fuming vitriolically, to the accompaniment of a gobble of applause from the assembled populace.
And a few minutes later he was leaning helplessly against the door of his flat, his ribs aching and the tears streaming down his cheeks, while Patricia implored him wildly to open the door and take his hilarity into decent seclusion.
"Oh, but it was too beautiful, sweetheart!" he sobbed weakly, as at last he staggered into the sitting room. "If I'd missed that chance I could never have looked myself in the face again. Did you see Miles?"
"I did."
"He couldn't say a word, He didn't dare to let on that he knew me. He just had to take it all. Pat, I ask you, can life hold any more?"
Half an hour later, when he was sprawled elegantly over an armchair, with a tankard of beer in one hand and the last cigarette of the evening in the other, she ventured to ask the obvious question.
"He was waiting for us, of course?" she asked; and the Saint nodded.
"My prophetic report of the police-court proceedings would still have been correct," he drawled. "Miles Hallin has come to life."
He did not add that he could have prophesied with equal assurance that Chief Inspector Teal would not again be invited to participate in the argument--not by Miles Hallin, anyway. But he knew quite well that either Miles Hallin or Simon Templar would have to die before the argument was settled; and it would have to be settled soon.
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Nevertheless, teal did participate again; and it may be said that his next intrusion was entirely his own idea.
He arrived in Upper Berkeley Mews the very next evening; and the Saint, who had seen him pass the window, opened the door before Teal's finger had reached the bell.
"This is an unexpected pleasure," Simon murmured cordially, as he propelled the detective into the sitting room. "Still, you needn't bother to tell me why you've come. A tram was stolen from Tooting last night, and you want to know if I did it. Six piebald therms are missing from the Gaslight & Coke Company's stable, and you want to know if I've got them. A seventeen-horse-power saveloy entered for the St. Leger has been stricken with glanders, and you want to know--"
"I didn't say so," observed Mr. Teal--heatedly, for him.
Never mind," said the Saint peaceably. ""We won't press the point. But you must admit that we're seeing a lot of you these days." He inspected the detective's waterline with a reflective eye. "I believe you've become a secret Glaxo drinker," he said reproachfully.
Teal gravitated towards a chair.
"I heard about your show last night," he said.
Simon smiled vaguely.
"You hear of everything, old dear," he remarked; and Teal nodded seriously.
"It's my business," he said.
He put a finger in his mouth and hitched his chewing gum into a quiet backwater; and then he leaned forward, his pudgy hands resting on his knees, and his baby blue eyes unusually wide awake.
"Will you try not to stall. Templar--just for a few minutes?"
The Saint looked at him thoughtfully; Then took a cigarette and sat down in the chair opposite.
"Sure," he said.
"I wonder if you'd even do something more that that?"
"Namely?"
"I wonder if you'd give me a straight line bout Miles Hallin--and no fooling."
"I offered you one yesterday," said the Saint, "and you wouldn't listen."
Teal nodded, shifting his feet.
"I know. But the situation wasn't quite the same. Since then I've heard about that accident last night. And that mayn't mean anything to anyone but you and me--but you've got to include me."
"Have I?"
"I'm remembering things," said the detective. "You may be a respectable member of society now, but you haven't always been one. I can remember the time when I'd have given ten years' salary for the pleasure of putting you away. Sometimes I get relapses of that feeling, even now."
"So you do," murmured the Saint,
"But this isn't one of those times," said Teal, "Just now I only want to remember another part of your record. And I know as well as anyone else that you never go after a man just because he's got a wart on his nose. Usually, your reason's fairly plain. This time it isn't. And I'm curious."
"Naturally."
"Hallin's right off your usual mark. He doesn't belong to any shady bunch. If he did, I'd know it. He isn't even a borderline case, like I knew Lemuel was.
"He isn't.''
"And yet he tried to bump you off last night,"
The Saint inhaled deeply, and exhaled again through a Saintly smile.
"If you want to know why he did that," he said, I'll tell you. It was because he's always been terribly afraid of death."
"Do you mean he thought you ere going to kill him?"
"That's not what I said. I certainly did say I was going to kill him; but whether he believed me or not is more than I can tell you at present."
"Then what do you mean?"
Simon raised his eyebrows mournfully, but he checked the protest that was almost becoming a habit. After all, Teal was only a detective. One had to make allowances.
"Miles Hallin thought no one in the world knew the truth about him," said the Saint. "And then he found that I knew. So he wanted me to die."
Teal compressed his lips.
Then he said: "And what was this truth?"
"Simply that Miles Hallin is a coward."
"Would he try to kill you for that?"
The Saint gazed at the ceiling,
"Did you take my tip about that Brooklands affair?" he asked.
"I made some inquiries," Teal shrugged. "I'm afraid it wasn't much use. I'm told no one could Improve anything."
"And yet you've come back to see me."
"After that business last night. On the level, Templar, I'd be glad of a tip. You know something that I don't know, and just this once I want you to help me. If it had looked like one of your ordinary shows, I wouldn't have done it."
"Where is the peculiar difference between this show and what you call my 'ordinary shows'?"
"You know as well as I do--"
"I don't!"
The Saint uncurled from his chair like a steel spring released, and his eyes were of the same steel. The detective realized that those eyes had been levelled unwinkingly at him for a long while; but he had not realized it before. Now he saw his mistake.
"I don't know anything of the kind," snapped the Saint, with those eyes of chilled steel; and the laziness had vanished altogether from his voice. "But I do know that I can't swallow the joke of your coming to see me just because you want to take one of my feathers and put it in your own cap. I've got a darned good swallowing apparatus. Teal, I promise you but it simply won't sink that one!"
Teal blinked.
"I only wanted to ask you--"
"Shucks!" said the Saint tersely. "You've told me what you wanted to ask me. My yell is that you haven't told me the real reason. And that's what I'm going to know before we take the palaver any further. You asked me not to stall; now I'm telling you not to stall. Shoot!"
For a space of seconds they eyed one another in silence; and then the detective nodded fractionally, though his round, red face had not changed its expression.
"All right," he said slowly. "I'll come clean--if you'll do the same."
The Saint stood tensely. But he hesitated only for a moment. He thought: "Something's happened. Teal knows what it is. I've got to find out. It may or may not be important, but--"
The Saint said curtly: "That's O.K. by me,"
"Then you start," answered Teal.
Simon drew breath.
"Mine's easy. I suspect that the story of Hallin's luck in Australia is a lie. I know that Hallin's crazy about the same girl that Nigel Perry's in love with. I know that Hallin tried to push Perry out of the running by persuading him to put the little money he'd got into a mine that Hallin thought was a dud. I know that Teddy Everest told Hallin the mine was a dud, and later told him that it wasn't a dud after all. I know Hallin faked that crash because Teddy might be dangerous. I know Hallin had planned some story to get those shares back from Perry; and I know Hallin tried to kill me, because I told Perry the truth--even if Perry didn't believe me. That's all there is to it. Your turn."
Teal's chair creaked as he moved; but his eyes were closed. He appeared to have fallen asleep. And then he spoke with a voice that was not at all sleepy.
"Moyna Stanford was kidnapped this afternoon," he said; and the Saint swore softly
"The hell!
"That's all I know."
"Tell me about it."
"There's very little to tell. She'd been down to lunch with some friends at Windsor--she walked alone to the station--and she hasn't been seen since."
"But, burn it!--a grown girl can disappear for two or three hours without being kidnapped, can't she?"
"Ordinarily, she can," said Teal, "I'm just telling you what's happened. She was due to have tea with some friends of her mother's. They rang up her mother to ask why she hadn't come. Her mother rang up Windsor to ask the same question. And as soon as her mother grasped the facts she went flying to the police. Of course, Mrs. Stanford didn't get much satisfaction--we haven't got time to attend to hysterical parents who get the wind up as quickly as that--but I heard about it, and it seemed to link up. Anyway--"
"She might have run away with Perry," said the Saint, with a kind of frantic hope that he knew instinctively to be the hope of a fool.
And the detective's reply came so pat that even Simon Templar was startled,
"She might have," said Teal grimly, "because Perry's also disappeared."
The Saint stood like a statue.
Then when he spoke again his voice was strangely quiet.
"Tell me about Perry," he said. . "Perry just went out to lunch in the ordinary way, but he never went back to the office."
The Saint removed his cigarette from his mouth. It had gone out. He gazed at it as if it's extinction was the only thing in the world that mattered.
Then he said: "At the police court this morning, Hallin was remanded for a medical examination. Was that the beak's idea--or yours?"
"Largely mine," said Teal,
"Would Hallin know?"
"He might have guessed."
"And what happened after that?"
"Probably, he lunched with Perry. The identification isn't certain, but--"
"Has Hallin been seen anywhere since?"
"I've had men making inquiries. If you'll let me use your telephone--"
"Carry on."
The detective moved ponderously over to the instrument; and Simon, lighting another cigarette, began to stride up and down the room.
He was still pacing the carpet when Teal hung up the receiver and turned to him again.
"Hallin hasn't been seen since lunch."
The Saint nodded without speaking, and set off on a fresh route, his hands deep in his pockets. Teal watched him with exasperation.
"Haven't you got anything to say?" he demanded.
Simon raised his eyes from the floor.
"I've made a big mistake," he said, as though nothing else concerned him; and Teal seethed audibly,
"For heaven's sake!"
"Er--not exactly."
The Saint stopped abruptly on those words, and faced about; and Teal was suddenly amazed that he could ever have associated that dark, rakish profile with trivialities.
"My mistake," said the Saint, "was in underrating Hallin's intelligence. I don't know why I did it. He'd naturally be quick on the uptake. And he'd realize that when those shares went up he'd be damned. Perry would have to believe me. And the rest follows."
"What follows?"
"He got Perry away with some yarn--probably about Moyna. Then he rushed down to Windsor, caught Moyna at the station, and offered to drive her to London. But I know where they went--Perry may be there too."
"Where?"
"Wales."
"How d'you know that?"
"Hallin's got a place there. Damn it, Teal, d'you think you're the only durned General Information Bureau in this gosh-blinded burg?"
Teal brushed his hat on his sleeve.
"I can get a police car round here in five minutes," he stated.
"Do it," said the Saint; and Teal went again to the telephone--very quickly.
When he had given his instructions, he put his hat down on the table, and came and stood in front of the Saint. And suddenly his hands shot out, and moved swiftly and firmly over the Saint's pockets. And the Saint smiled.
"Did you think I was carrying the missing couple around with me?" he murmured, in the mildest of expostulation; but Teal was not amused.
"I'm remembering Lemuel," he said briefly. "You may be coming with me, but you're not carrying a gun."
The Saint smiled even more gently.
"Miles Hallin is terribly afraid," he said, addressing the ceiling. "Once upon a time, he was just afraid of dying; but now he has an even bigger fear. He's afraid of dying before he's finished with life. ... I think someone had better carry a gun."
Teal understood perfectly,
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"So there you are'" Nigel Perry flung open the door of the cottage as Hallin's car pulled up outside. ."I was wondering what on earth to do. Moyna isn't here--"
"She isn't far away," Hallin said.
He climbed stiffly out of his seat. Perry could not see his face clearly in the gloom, but something in Hallin's tone puzzled him. And then Hallin took him by the arm with a laugh.
"Come inside," he said, "and I'll tell you all about it."
Inside, in the lighted room, Hallin's heavy features seemed drawn and strained; but of course he had just driven nearly a hundred and sixty miles at his usual breakneck pace.
"Heavens, I'm tired!"
He sat down and passed a hand across his forehead. His eyes strayed towards the decanter on a side table, and the younger man hurried towards it.
"Thanks," Hallin said.
"I've been bothered to death, Miles!" said Perry, boyishly, splashing soda water into the glass. "I didn't dare leave the place, in case Moyna arrived and found nobody here, and I didn't know how to get in touch with you."
"And now I expect you're wondering why I'm here at all.'
"I am."
Hallin took the tumbler and half emptied it at a gulp.
"That's better! . . . Well, everything's gone wrong that could go wrong."
"Don't you know any more than you knew at lunchtime?"
"I don't know any more, but--well, I've told you it all. Moyna rang me up--she said she was in frightful trouble--your office number was engaged, and she couldn't wait. She'd got to get out of London at once. I asked her where she was going, and she didn't seem to have any idea. I said I'd leave the key of my place in Wales with my valet--"
"But you gave it to me!"
"I've got more than one key, you idiot! Anyway, she jumped at the chance; and I promised to send you by the first train. It was much later when I started to think that I might be able to help you, whatever your trouble was--and I got out the car and came straight down."
"But I can't understand it!" Perry couldn't sit down; his nerves were jangled to bits with worry. "Why should Moyna have to run away out of London? She couldn't be mixed up with any crime--"
Hallin took another pull at his drink. ""I wish I could be as sure of that as you are."
"Miles!"
"Oh, don't be silly, Nigel. D'you think I'd believe she was in on the wrong side? There are other ways of being mixed up in crime."
"What did you mean when you said everything had gone wrong?"
Hallin lighted a cigarette.
"I discovered something else on my way here," he said.
"You said Moyna wasn't far away--"
"I don't think she is. I'll tell you why. As I came up the hill, I had to stop for a moment to switch over to the reserve petrol tank. While I was out of the car I heard someone speaking over an improvised telephone beside the road. He said:
'Hallin's just come by.' Then he said: 'I'll leave him to you. I'll be waiting for Templar--' "
"Templar?"
"That's what he said."
"But he must have known you were there."
"He must have thought I couldn't hear. It was a pure fluke that I could. I moved a couple of steps, and I couldn't hear a sound. Some trick of echoes, I expect. However, I followed the sound, keeping in the line it seemed to move in, and I almost fell over the man. He fired at me once, and missed; and then I got hold of him. He--went over the cliff. You remember--it's very steep there."
"You killed him?"
"Of course I did," said Hallin shortly, "unless he can fall two hundred feet without hurting himself, It was him or me--and he was armed. I got back into the car and drove on. Farther up the road a man stepped out and tried to stop me, but I drove right at him. He fired after me twice, but he didn't do any damage. And that's all."
Perry's fists clenched,
"By heaven, if that man really was waiting for Templar--"
"Why shouldn't he have been? Remember all that's happened. We don't know what Templar's game is, but we know his record."
"But he was pardoned a long time ago."
"That doesn't make him straight. A man like that--"
Perry swung around. He caught at Hallin's arm.
"For God's sake, Miles--we've got to do something."
Hallin stood up.
"That's why I came to fetch you," he said.
"But what can we do?"
"Get back to that telephone--find where the line leads to^''
"Could you find the place again?"
"I marked it down."
"But those men who fired at you--
"We can go another way. I know all the roads around here backwards. Are you game?"
Perry set his teeth.
"You bet I am. But--if you'd had a gun or something--"
Hallin looked at him for a moment. Then he went to the desk, unlocked a drawer, and took out two automatics. One he gave to Perry, the other he slipped into his own pocket.
"That's a good idea," he said. "Now are you ready?"
"Yes--come on!"
It was Perry who led the way out of the cottage, and he had already started the car when Hallin climbed in behind the wheel.
They moved off with a roar, and Perry leaned over and yelled in Hallin's ear,
"They'll hear us coming!"
Hallin nodded, and kicked the cut-out over. The roar was silenced.
"You're right," he said.
They tore down the hill for a quarter of a mile, and skidded deliriously round a right-angle turn; then they went bucketing down a steep and narrow lane, with the big car brushing the hedge on either side.
"This is the only way to get round them," Hallin said. .
The huge headlights made the lane as bright as it would have been at noon; even so, it was a nightmare path to follow at that pace. But Hallin was a perfect driver. Presently the lane seemed to come to a dead end; Hallin braked, and put the wheel over;
and they broadsided into a clear road.
"It's close here," Hallin said.
The car slackened speed; after a few moments they almost crawled, while Hallin searched the side of the road. And then he jammed on the brakes, switching off the engine and the lights as, he did so.
"This is the place."
He met Perry in the road and led off at once. For a few yards they went over the grass; then they threaded a way between rocks and low stunted bushes. On his right, Perry heard a distant murmur of water. Then Hallin stopped him.
"It was just here."
Perry heard the scrape of a match; and then he saw.
They stood beside a slight bump of ground; and there was a shallow cavity in the side of it, which seemed to have been worn away under a flat ledge of stone. And in the cavity was a telephone.
The light went out.
"I've got an idea," Hallin said.
"What is it?"
"Suppose you took the place of the man I heard at the telephone--spoke to the man at the other end --told them some story? I'll follow the wire. I don't think the other end is far away. Give me ten minutes, and then start. You could distract their attention--it'd give me a chance to take them by surprise."
"But I want to get near the swine myself!"
"You shall. But to start with-- Look here, you know you aren't used to stalking. I could get up to them twice as quietly as you could."
Perry hesitated; and then Hallin heard him grop- ^ ing down into the hollow.
"All right." The youngster's voice came up from the darkness. "Hurry along. Miles, and shout as soon as you can."
"I will. Just ten minutes, Nigel."
" Right-ho!"
Hallin moved away.
He did not follow any wire. He knew Just where he was going.
In ten minutes he was squatting beside a heavily insulated switch. Beside him a trellised metal tower reached up towards the stars. It was one of many that had not long since sprung up all over England, carrying long electric cables across the country and bringing light and power to every corner of the land.
That Miles Hallin had left London late was only one of his inventions. He had, as a matter of fact, been in that spot for several hours. He was an expert electrician--though the job he had had to do was fairly simple. It had been the digging that had taken the time. . . .
He had an ingenious mind. The Saint would have been sheerly delighted to hear the story that Nigel Perry had heard. "If you must have melodrama, lay it on with a spade," was one of the Saint's own maxims; and certainly Miles Hallin had not tyrannized his imagination.
There was also a thoroughness about Hallin which it gave the Saint great pleasure to recall in after years. Even in murder he was as thorough as he had been in fostering the legend of his charmed life. A lesser man would simply have pushed Perry over the very convenient precipice,
"But even at that time," the Saint would say, "Hallin clung to the idea that after all he might get away with something. If he'd simply shoved Nigel off the cliff he'd have had trouble with the body. So he dug a neat grave, and put Nigel in it to die; so all our sweet Miles had to do afterwards was to come back and remove the telephone and fill up the hole. You can't say that wasn't thorough."
Hallin pulled on a thick rubber glove; and then he struck a match and cupped it in his other hand. He looked once at his watch. And his face was perfectly composed as he jerked over the lever of his switch,
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"We'd better walk from here," said the Saint.
Teal nodded.
He leaned forward and spoke a word to the driver, and the police car pulled into the side of the road, and stopped there.
The detective levered himself out with a grunt, and inspected the track in front of them with a jaundiced eye.
"We might have gone on to the top of the hill," he said; and the Saint laughed without mirth.
"We might not," said the Saint. "Hallin's place is right by the top of the hill, and we aren't here to advertise ourselves."
"I suppose not," said Teal wistfully.
The driver came round the car and joined them, bringing the electric flashlights that were part of their outfit, and Teal took one and tested it. The Saint did the same. They looked at each other in the light.
"You seem to know a lot about this place," Teal said.
The Saint smiled.
"I came down from London last week especially to have a look at it," he answered, and Teal's eyes narrowed.
"Did you bring any bombs with you?" he asked.
Simon turned his flashlight up the road. "I'm afraid I forgot to," he murmured. "And now, shall we proceed with the weight-reducing, Fatty?"
They set off in a simmering silence, Teal and the Saint walking side by side, and the chauffeur bringing up the rear. As they went, the Saint began to sing, under his breath, some ancient ballad about "Oh, How a Fat Girl Can Love"; and Teal's breathing seemed to become even more laboured than was warranted by the steepness of the hill. The driver, astern, also sounded as if he were having difficulty with his respiratory effects.
They plodded upwards without speaking for some time, preoccupied with their respective interests; and at last it was Teal who stopped and S broke the silence.
"Isn't that a car up there?" he said.
He pointed along the beam of his torch, and the Saint looked.
"It surely is something like a car," admitted the Saint thoughtfully. "That's queer!"
He quickened his pace and went into the lead. Then the other two caught him up again; he was standing still, a few yards from the car, with -his flashlight focused on the number plate.
"One of Hallin's cars," said the Saint.
He moved quickly round it, turning his light on the tires: they were all perfectly sound. The petrol gauge showed plenty of fuel. He put his hand on the radiator: it was hot.
"Well, well, well!" said the Saint.
Teal, standing beside him, began to flash his torch around the side of the road.
"What's that tin doing there?" he said.
"I do not know, my chubby cherub," said the Saint,
But he reached the tin first and lifted it up. It was an empty petrol can. He turned it upside down over his palm, and shook it.
"Did he fill up here?" said Teal, and the Saint shook his head.
"The can's as dry as a successful bootlegger's politics. It's an old one. And I should say--Teal, I should say it was put here to make a place. Look at the mark in the grass!"
He left Teal to it, and moved along the road, searching the turf at the side. Then he came back on the other side. His low exclamation brought Teal trotting.
"Someone's doing a midnight cross-country," said the Saint.
He pointed.
"I can't see anything," said Teal.
"You wouldn't," said the Saint disparagingly. "Now, if they'd only thought to leave some cigarette ash for you to put under a microscope, or a few exciting bloodstains---''
Teal choked.
"Look here, Templar--"
"Teal," said the Saint, elegantly, "you drip."
He sprang lightly over the ditch and headed into the darkness, ignoring the other two; and after a moment's hesitation, they followed.
The assurance with which the Saint moved over a his trail was uncanny. Neither of the others could see the signs which he was able to pick up as rapidly as he could have picked up a plain path; but they were townsmen both, trained for a different kind of tracking.
Perhaps they travelled for fifty yards. And then the Saint stopped dead, and the other two came up on either side of him. His lighted torch aimed downwards, and they followed it with their own; but again neither of them could see anything remarkable.
"What is it this time?" asked Teal.
"I saw an arm," said the Saint, "An arm and a gun. And it went into the ground. Put your lights out!"
Without understanding, they obeyed.
And, in the darkness, the Saint leaped.
His foot turned on a loose stone, throwing him to %his knees; and at the same time he heard a metallic click that meant only one thing to him: an automatic had been fired--and had failed to fire.
He spun round. Holding his torch at arm's length away from him, he switched it on again. And he gasped.
"Nigel!"
The boy was wrestling with the sliding jacket of the gun. It seemed to have jammed. And he bared his teeth into the light.
"You swine!" he said.
The Saint stared.
"Nigel! It's me--Simon Templar--"
"I know,"
The automatic reloaded with a snap, and Perry aimed it deliberately. And then Teal's hand and arm flashed into the beam of light, caught Perry's wrist, and twisted sharply upwards. Another hand snatched the gun away.
"You devils!"
Perry got his wrist free with a savage wrench, and rolled out of the hole where he had been lying. He gathered himself, crouched, and leaped at the light. Simon put out one foot, and brought him down adroitly.
"Nigel, don't be a big boob!"
For answer the youngster squirmed to his feet again, with something like a sob, and made a second reckless rush.
The Saint began to feel bored.
He switched out his torch and ducked. His arms fastened about Ferry's waist, his shoulder nestled into Perry's chest; he tightened his grip decisively.
"If you don't stop it, Nigel," he said, "I'll break your back."
Perry went limp suddenly. Perhaps he had never dreamed of being held with such a strength. The Saint's arms locked about him like steel bands.
"What's the matter with him?" inquired Teal lethargically, and Simon grunted.
"Seems to have gone loco," he murmured.
Perry's ribs creaked as he tried to breathe.
"It's all right," he said. "I know all about you. You--"
"I've got him," said Teal unemotionally; and the Saint loosened his hold and straightened up.
He had dropped his torch in the scuffle. Now he stooped to grope around for it; and it was while he was stooping that another light came. It came with a sort of hissing crackle--something like blue lightning.
"What the kippered herring was that?" ejaculated Teal.
The Saint found his torch and turned its rays into the hollow where Perry had been lying. And the blue lightning came again. They all saw it.
And then the Saint laughed softly.
"Good old Miles," he drawled.
"Electric," Teal said dazedly.
"Electrocution," said the Saint, mildly.
There was a long silence. Then;
"Electrocution?"
Perry spoke huskily, staring at the hole in the ground, where the beams of three flashlights concentrated brilliantly.
"Good old Miles," said the Saint again.
He pointed to the blackened and twisted telephone, and a dark scar on the rock. And there was another silence,
Teal broke it, sleepily.
"Some fools are born lucky," he said. "Perry, what yarn did Hallin tell you to get you there?" "Miles didn't do that--"
"I suppose I did." Teal tilted his torch over so that it illumined his own face. "You know me, Per-' ry--you met me yesterday. I'm a police officer. Don't talk nonsense."
It was an incisive speech for Teal.
Perry said, in his throat: "Then--where's Moyna?"
"That's what I want to know," remarked the Saint. "We'll ask Miles. He'll be coming back to inspect the body. Shut your faces, and douse those glims!"
The lights went but one by one, and darkness and silence settled upon the group. Without a sound the Saint stepped to one side. He rested his torch on a high boulder and kept his finger on the switch.
Then he heard Hallin.
At least, he heard the faint soft crunch of stones, a tiny rustle of leaves... He could see nothing. It was an eerie business, listening to that stealthy approach, But the Saint's nerves were like ice.
A match flared suddenly, only a few yards away. Hallin was searching the ground.
Then the Saint switched on his light. He caught Hallin in the beam, and left the light lying on the rock. The Saint himself stepped carefully away from it.
"Hullo," said the Saint unctuously.
Hallin stood rooted to the ground. The match burned down to his fingers and he dropped it.
Then his hand jerked round through his pocket. ...
"Rotten," said the Saint calmly; and his voice merged in the rattle of another shot.
From a little distance away two more lights sprang up from the darkness and centred upon Hallin. The man twisted round in the blaze, and fired again--three times. One of the lights went out. The other fell, and went out on the ground as the bulb broke. Hallin whipped round again. He sighted rapidly, and his bullet smashed the Saint's torch where it lay.
"Teal, did he get you?"
The Saint stepped swiftly across the blackness and Teal's voice answered at his shoulder, "No, but he got Mason."
The Saint's fingers touched Teal's coat, so lightly that the detective could have felt nothing. They crept down Teal's steeve, jumped the hand, and closed upon the torch....
"Thanks," said the Saint. "See you later."
He jerked at the torch as he spoke, and got it away. The detective made a grab at him; but Simon slipped away with a laugh. He could hear Hallin blundering through the darkness, and he followed the noise as best he could. Behind him was another blundering noise, and a shout from Teal; but the Saint was not waiting.
Simon went on in the dark. He had eyes like a cat, anyway; and, in the circumstances, there might be peculiar dangers about a light. ... Then it occurred to him that there might be other live wires about, and he had no urge to die that way. He stopped abruptly.
At the same time he found that he could no longer hear Hallin. On his right he heard a muffled purl-? ing of water; behind him Teal was still stumbling sulphurously through the gloom, hopelessly lost. The detective must have been striking matches, but Simon could not see them. A rise of ground must have cut them off.
Warily the Saint felt around for another boulder, and switched on his torch as he had done before. The result startled him. Hallin's face showed up instantly in the glare, pale and twisted, scarcely a yard away; then Hallin's hand with the gun; beyond Hallin, the ground simply ceased....
"Precious," said the Saint, "I have been looking forward to this."
He hurled himself full length, in a magnificent standing tackle; his arms twined around Hallin's knees. Over his head, the automatic banged once, but the light did not go out. Then they crashed down together.
The Saint let go, and writhed up like an eel. He caught Hallin's right wrist, and smashed the hand against a stone. The gun dropped.
Simon snatched it up, scrambling to his feet as he did so; and one sweep of his arm sent the weapon spinning far out into the gulf.
The Saint laughed, standing up in the light.
"In the name of Teddy Everest," he said, "this is our party. Get up, Miles Hallin, you dog!"
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Hallin got up. He was shorter than the Saint by three or four inches, but twice as heavy in the bone, with tremendous arms and shoulders. And he came in like a charging buffalo.
Simon sidestepped the first rush with cool precision, and shot in a crisp left that caught Hallin between the eyes with a smack like a snapped stick;
but Hallin simply turned, blinking, and came again.
The Saint whistled softly through his teeth.
He really wasn't used to people taking those punches quite so stoically. When he hit a man like that, it was usually the beginning of the end of the fight; but Hallin was pushing up his plate tor a second helping as if he liked the diet. Well, maybe the light was bad, thought the Saint; and accurate timing made a lot of difference. . . . And again he sidestepped, exactly as before, and felt the blow which he landed jolt right up his arm; but this time he collected a smashing drive to the ribs in return. It hurt him; but Hallin didn't seem to be hurt. . . .
The Saint whistled even more softly.
So there was something in Hallin, after all. The man fought in a crouch that made scoring difficult. His arms covered his body, and he kept his chin well down in his chest; he wasn't easy. . . .
The Saint circled round to get his back to the-light, and for the third time Hallin rushed at him. Simon went in to meet him. His left swung over in a kind of vertical hook that stroked down Hallin's nose, and Hallin raised his arms involuntarily. Lashing into the opening, the Saint went for the body--right, left, right. He heard Hallin grunt to the thud of each blow, and he smiled.
They closed.
Simon knew what would come next. He was old in the game. He wrenched his body round, and took the upward kick of Hallin's knee on the muscles under his thigh. At the same moment he jerked Hallin's other leg from under him, and they went down together.
Hallin fought like a fiend. His strength was terrific. They rolled over and over, away out of the light of the torch, into the darkness, with Hallin's hands fumbling for the Saint's eyes. . . . The Saint knew that one also. He grabbed one of Hallin's fingers, and twisted; it broke with a sharp crack, and Hallin screamed....
The Saint tore himself away. He was rising to one knee when his other foot seemed to slip into space. He clutched wildly, and found a hold on the roots of a bush; then Hallin caught him again. With a superhuman heave the Saint dragged himself another foot from the edge of the precipice; and then his handhold came clean out of the ground, bringing a lump of turf with it. He dashed it into Hallin's face.
They fought on the very brink of (he precipice. Simon lost count of the number of blows he took, and the number he gave. In the darkness it was impossible to aim, and just as impossible to guard. One of them would get a hand free, and hit out savagely at the dark; then the other would do the same; sometimes they scored, sometimes they missed. The rocks bruised them at every movement; once they crashed through a bush, and the twigs tore the Saint's face.
Then he landed again, a pile-driving half-arm jolt that went home, and Hallin lay still.
Gasping, the Saint relaxed....
And at once Hallin heaved up titanically under him, and something more than a fist struck the side of the Saint's head.
If it had struck a direct blow Simon's skull would have been cracked like an eggshell; but Hallin had misjudged his mark by a fraction. The stone glanced from the Saint's temple; even so, it was like being kicked by a mule. It shook the Saint more than anything else in the whole of that mad struggle, and sent him toppling sideways with a welter of tangled lights zipping before his eyes. He felt Hallin slip from his grasp, and slithered desperately away to his left. Something went past his cheek, so close that he felt it pass, and hit the ground beyond him with a crunching thud....
He touched another bush, and crawled dizzily round it. On the other side he dragged himself up-- first to his knees, then, shakily, to his feet. He could hear Hallin stumbling about in the blackness, searching for him; but he had to rest. Every muscle of his body ached; his head was playing a complete symphony....
Then he heard the bush rustle; and he had not moved.
He strained his eyes into the obscurity. The steady beam of the torch was a dozen yards away; suddenly he saw Hallin silhouetted against it. Hallin must have seen him at the same moment. The Saint ducked instantaneously, and the rock that Hallin hurled at him went over his head. Simon saw that rock also, for the fraction of a second, in the same silhouette; it was the size of a football.
Hallin came after it without a pause. Simon could see him clearly. With a gigantic effort the Saint gathered his strength and met the rush with a long straight left that packed every ounce of power he could muster. Hallin was coming in carelessly now: the blow took him squarely on the mouth and sent him flying.
The Saint stood still. As long as he could keep his position he had a precarious advantage. He saw Hallin's silhouette again, for a moment--but only for a moment. Then nothing. He realized that Hallin had also seen the point....
He began to edge away, with his ears alert for the slightest warning sound. And then he saw another light--the light of a match, moving through the darkness a few points from his torch. At the same time Teal's shout reached him faintly.
Without hesitation Simon plunged towards the electric torch,
Again he guessed exactly what Hallin would do --and he was right. The man had already crept around behind him--that gave the Saint a lead-- but, as he ran, Simon heard the other coming up behind. A hand touched his arm; then Hallin cursed, and the Saint heard him fall.
Simon reached the light, switched it out, and swerved away. He heard Hallin running again, but the man went right past him and did not turn back.
"Where are you, Templar?"
He heard Teal's voice, closer at hand; as "the Saint blundered after Hallin, his path took him towards the voice; presently he switched on his light again, and Teal himself showed up, red-faced and perspiring.
"Have you seen him?" rapped the Saint.
"No," said the detective shortly. "Didn't you kill him?"
Simon answered with the ghost of a laugh.
"Unfortunately I failed. But there's still time. He must have gone between us. Come on!"
He started off again, and Teal had to follow.
As they ran the Saint said: "This'll take us towards the road, anyway. He's sure to make for that. Where's Perry?"
"I sent him back to the car," said TealShort-windedly. "With Mason."
"Which car?"
"Hallin's."
"You sap! That's where Hallin'll be making for."
"Perry's got his gun back."
"Oh! . . . How's Mason?"
"Shot through the lungs. Perry carried him."
"Learn anything from Perry?"
"Not much. I didn't wait."
They went on quickly. Hallin could no longer be heard, but the Saint was certain about the road. And the road would take Hallin to something else...
They came out of the scrub onto level turf, where the going was easier. Down to his left the Saint saw a pair of headlights. He turned, hurrying on.
"Mind the ditch."
He lighted the detective over, and followed with a leap. As his feet touched the road he heard Perry's challenge.
"Stop where you are!"
"But this is us," said the Saint.
The car turned a little, and the headlights picked him up. In a moment the car itself swept up beside them.
"You haven't seen Miles?" demanded Simon, with one foot on the step.
"Not a sign."
"And you haven't; heard anything?"
"Only you. I thought--"
"Damnation!" said the Saint, in his gentle way.
He looked up and down the road, listening intently, but he could hear nothing. Then he swung onto the running board.
"He's sure to have struck the road somewhere," he said crisply. "Teal, hustle yourself round the other side. . . . Can you put this thing along, Nigel?"
"I'll do my best."
"Off you go, then."
Teal climbed onto the step at the other side, and the car started again with a jerk, and gathered speed. Teal leaned over to be pessimistic.
"He'll see us coming a mile away if he is on the road," he said.
"I know," said the Saint savagely. "Perhaps you'd rather run."
He did not care to admit how pessimistic he himself felt. He was certain that Hallin must make for the road sooner or later; but he also knew that Teal's remark was perfectly justified. In fact, if it had been merely a question of capturing a fugitive, the Saint would have given it up forthwith. But there was another reason for the chase, and this very reason also gave it a faint chance of success. It was Perry who made the Saint speak of it.
"He told me Moyna wasn't far away," Perry said. "Have you any idea what he meant?"
"What he said," answered the Saint grimly. "He brought Moyna with him, but he didn't take her to the cottage. I don't know where he took her; but I'll bet he told you the truth. She won't be far away."
Perry said, in a strained voice: "Oughtn't we to be looking for her, instead of chasing him?"
"We're doing both at the same time," said the Saint quietly. "Wherever she is, that's where he's gone. Miles Hallin is going to have his life."
"I--I can hardly believe it, even now," said the youngster huskily.
Simon's hand rested on his shoulder.
"I hope you won't see it proved," he said. "But I know that Hallin has gone to find Moyna."
Teal cleared his throat.
"He can't have got as far as this, anyway," he remarked.
"Right as usual, Claud Eustace." The Saint's voice was preternaturally calm. "He must have gone down the hill. Turn the car round, Nigel, and we'll try the other line."
Teal understood, and held his peace. Of course Hallin might easily have gone up the hill. He would have stepped off the road, and they might have passed him. , . . But Perry could b% spared the argument. . . . And yet Teal did not know how sincerely the Saint was clinging to his hope. Simon himself did not know why he should have clung to the hope as he did, against all reason; but the faith that spurred him on was above reason. The Saint simply could not believe that the story would end--the way Teal thought it must end....
"This is where we started from." The Saint spoke to the lad at the wheel in tones of easy confidence. "We could stop the engine and coast S3 down, couldn't we? Then wed hardly make any noise..."


They went on with no sound but the soft rustle of the tires. Simon did not have to mention the headlights. Those would give their approach away even more surely than the drone of the engine; but Simon would have invented any fatuous remark to save Perry's nerves.
They reached the bottom of the hill, and Teal was the first to see the police car standing by the road where they had left it. He pointed it out as Perry applied the brakes.
"He can't have come this way, either," Teal said. "If he had, he'd have taken that car."
"I wonder if he saw it," said the Saint.
He dropped off into the road, and his flashlight Spilled a circle of luminance over the macadam. The circle moved about restlessly, and Teal stepped from the car and followed it.
"Looking for footprints?" inquired the detective sardonically, as he came up behind the Saint; and at that moment the light in the Saint's hand went out.
"Blood," said the Saint, very quietly.
"That's a nasty word," murmured Teal.
"You everlasting mutt!" Simon gripped his arm fiercely. "I wasn't swearing. I was telling you something!" He turned. "Nigel, turn those, headlights out!"
The detective was fumbling with a matchbox; but the Saint stopped him,
"It's all right, old dear," he drawled. "This gadget of yours is till working. I just thought we'd better go carefully. Hallin's been past here. He didn't take the car, so he can't have had much farther to go."
"But what's this about blood? Did you use a knife?"
"No," said the Saint, smiling in the darkness. "I hit him on the nose."
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Moyna Stanford had been awake for a long time.
She had roused sickly from a deeper sleep than any she had ever known; and it had been more than half an hour before she could recall anything coherently, or even find the strength to move.
And when her memory returned--or, rather, when she had forced it to return--she was not much wiser. She remembered meeting Miles Hallin at Windsor station. He had insisted on driving her back to London, and she had been glad to accept the invitation. In Slough he had complained of an intolerable thirst; they had stopped at a hotel, and she had been persuaded to join him in an early cup of tea. Then they had returned to the car. . . .
She did not know how long she had slept.
When she awoke, she was in darkness. She lay on something soft, and, when she could move, she gathered that it was a bed. She had already discovered that her wrists and ankles were securely bound....
Presently she had learned one or two other things. That it was night, for instance, she learned when she rolled over and saw a square of starlight in one wall; but her hands were tied behind her back, and she could not see her wrist watch to find out what hour of the night it might be. Then she lay still, listening, but not the faintest sound broke the silence. The house was like a tomb.
She had no idea how long she lay there. She did not cry out--there would be no one to hear. And she could see no help in screaming. Later, the sound of a car passing close by told her that she was not far from a road--a country road, or there would have been more cars. There was never such a silence in London. Later still--it was impossible to keep track of time--she scrambled off the bed and hobbled slowly and laboriously to the window. It was very dark outside; she could see nothing but a black expanse of country, in which no particular features were distinguishable, except that the" horizon was ragged against the dimness of the sky, as if it were formed by a line of hills. She might have been anywhere in England. The window was open, and she stood beside it for a long while, wondering if another car would pass, and if the road would be near enough for anyone in the car to hear her if she called; but no other car came. After a time she struggled back to the bed and lay down again; it was difficult and wearying for her to stand with her feet tightly lashed together, and her head was swimming all the while.
Then the drug she had been given must have put forth one final kick before it was finished with her; for she awoke again with a start, though she had no recollection of falling asleep. The sky through the window looked exactly the same: she was sure that she had only dozed.
She was shivering---she did not know why. Strangely enough, when she had first awoken she had been aware of no fear; that part of her brain seemed to have stayed sunken in sleep. But now she found herself trembling. There was a tightness about her chest; and she waited, tense with a name-less terror, hardly breathing, certain that some distinct sound had roused her.
Then the sound was repeated; and she would have cried out then, but her throat seemed paralyzed.
Someone was coming up the stairs.
A faint light entered the room. It came from under the door and traced a slow arc around half the floor. The creak of another board outside sent an icy qualm prickling up her spine; her mouth was dry, and her heart pounded thunderously. . , . The next thing would be the opening of the door. She waited for that, too, in the same awful tenseness: it was like watching a card castle after a sudden draught has caught it; she knew what must come, it was inevitable, but the suspense was more hideous than the active peril. . . . The rattle of a key in the lock made her jump, as if she had been held motionless by 'a slender thread and the thread had been snapped by the sound, . . .
Involuntarily she closed her eyes. When she opened them again Miles Hallin was relocking the door on the inside, and the bare room was bright with the lamp that he carried.
Then he turned, putting the lamp down on a rough wooden chair, and she saw him properly. She was amazed and aghast at his appearance. His clothes were torn and shapeless and filthy; his collar had burst open, and his tie was halfway down his chest; his hair was dishevelled; his face was smeared and stained with blood.
"Are you awake?" he said.
She could not answer. He advanced slowly to the bed, peering at her.
"You are awake. I've come back. You ought to be glad to see me, I've nearly been killed."
He sat down and put his head in his hands for a moment. Then he looked at her again.
"Killed!" His voice was rough and shaky. "One of your friends tried to kill me. That man Templar'. I nearly killed him, though. I'd have done it if I'd been alone. We were on the precipice. There's a two-hundred-foot drop. Can you imagine it? You'd go down--and down--and down--down to the bottom--and break like a rotten apple--Ugh!" He shuddered uncontrollably. "It was terrible. Have you ever thought about death, Moyna? I think it must be dreadful to die. I don't want to die!"
His hand plucked at her sleeve, and she stared at him, fascinated. His quivering terror was more horrible than anything she had ever imagined.
"I can't die!" he babbled. "Don't you know that? It's in all the newspapers. Miles Hallin--The Man Who Cannot Die! I'm big, strong--Templar couldn't kill me, and he's strong--I can't--go down --and lie still and--and get cold--and never move any more. And you rot. All your flesh--rots. ... In the desert, I thought about it, D'you hear about Nigel's brother? We tossed for who was to die, and he won. And he didn't seem to mind dying. I pretended I didn't mind, either. And I walked with him a long way. And then---I hit him when he wasn't looking. I took the water--and left him. He --he died, Moyna. In the sun. And--shrivelled up. He's been dead--years. Sometimes I can see him...."
The girl moistened her lips. She could not move.
"Ever since then I've been dead, too. I've never been alive. You see, I couldn't tell anyone. Acting-- all the time. So--I've always been alone. Never been able to tell anyone--never been with anyone who knew all about it--who--who was frightened, like I was. Until I met you. I knew you'd understand. You could share the secret. I was going-- to tell you. And then Templar found out. I don't know how. Or he guessed. He sees everything--his eyes--I knew he'd try to take you away from me. So I brought you here. I'm going to---live. With you. He won't find us here. I bought this place for you--long ago. It's beautiful. I don't think anyone's ever died here. Moyna! Moyna! Moyna!"
"Yes?" Her voice was faint.
"I wish you'd speak. I was--afraid--you might be going to die. I had to drug you. You know I drugged you? I couldn't explain then--I had to bring you here, where we could be alone. Now I'll untie you."
His fingers tugged at the ropes he had put on her. Presently her hands were free, and he was fumbling with her feet, crooning like a child. She tried to master her trembling. : " Miles, you must let me go!"
"I'm letting you go." He held up the cords for her tosee. "And now--we're all right. Just you and me. You'll be--nice to me--won't you, Moyna?"
His arms went round her, dragging her towards him.
"Miles." She strove to speak calmly, though she was weak with fear. "You must be sensible! You've got to get me back to London. Mother will be wondering what's happened to me--"
"London?" He seemed to grasp the word dully.
"Why?' "You know I can't stay here. But you can come and see me to-morrow morning--"
His blank eyes gazed at her.
"London? To-morrow? I don't understand." Suddenly he seized her again. "Moyna, you wouldn't run away! You're not going to--to leave me. I can't go to London. You know I can't. I shall be killed. We've got to stay here."
She was as helpless as a babe in his hands. He heard nothing more that she said,
"Moyna, I love you. I'm going to be good to you. I'm going to look after you--tell you--every-thing--''
"Miles," she sobbed, "oh, let me go--"
"Just--you and me. And we'll stay here. And we
--won't die--ever. We won't--die--"
"Oh, don't--"
"You mustn't be afraid. Not of me. We won't be afraid of anything. We're going to stay here--years--hundreds of years--thousands of years. Moyna, you mustn't be frightened. It'll be quite all right--'
"Take your hands off me--"
"But you do love me, don't you? And you're not going to leave me alone. I shan't be frightened of anything if you're here. In the dark, I can see Perry--sometimes. But I shan't mind--"
She fought back at him desperately, but against his tremendous strength she felt as weak as a kitten.
She screamed aloud.
Somewhere a shout answered her. She heard a splintering crash, then someone leaping up the stairs.
Another shout:
"Moyna, where are you?"
She cried out again. Hallin let her go. She fell off the bed and flung herself at the door. He caught her again there.
"They're coming," he said stupidly.
Then his eyes blazed. He dragged her away with a force that sent her flying across the room. In an instant he had reached her. She stared in horror at his face, pale and twisted under the smears of blood, only a few inches from her own.
"They're going to kill me," he gasped. 'I'm going to die! Moyna, I'm going to die--die! .., And I haven't lived yet. Love you--"
She half rose, but he threw her down again. The strength that she had found went from her. She felt that she would faint at any moment. Her dress tore in his hands, but the sound seemed to come from an infinite distance.
There was a mighty pounding on the door.
"Open it, Hallin!" someone was shouting. "You can't get away!"
Hallin's whole body was shaking.
"They can't kill me!" he croaked. "Moyna, you know that, don't you? I can't be killed. No one can ever kill me."
"You fool!" came a voice outside. "You won't break the door down that way. Why don't you shoot the lock out?"
Hallin raised himself slowly from the bed. His eyes were like a babe's.
"Shoot out the lock," he said dreamily. "Yes-shoot out the lock--"
With her hand to her mouth Moyna Stanford watched him reel across the room.
He spoke again,
"It's dreadful to die," he said.
On the landing outside, the Saint was focusing his flashlight on the door, and Teal's automatic was crowded against the keyhole.
The lock shattered inwards with a splintermg crash, and Simon hurled himself forward.
Inside the room he heard a heavy fall, and the door jammed half open, Then Teal and Nigel Perry added their weight to the attack, and they went in.
" Nigel!''
The girl struggled up and stumbled, and Perry caught her in his arms.
But Teal and the Saint were looking at the man who lay on the floor, very still, with a strange serenity on his upturned face.
"He wasn't so lucky after all," said the detective stolidly.
Simon shook his head.
"We never killed him," he said.
He fell on his knees beside the body; and when he stood up again his right hand was red and wet, and something lay in his palm. Teal blinked at it. It was a key.
"How did that get there?" he demanded.
"It was in the lock," said the Saint.
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In the full panoply of silk hat, stock, black coat, flowered waistcoat, gold-mounted umbrella, white gloves, striped cashmere trousers with razor-edged crease, white spats, and patent leather shoes (reading from north to south), Simon Templar was a vision to dazzle the eyes; and Chief-Inspector Claud Eustace Teal, meeting the Saint in Piccadilly in this array, was visibly startled.
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"I have already been," said the Saint. "They do these things at the most ungodly hours. If you want to know, an infant has this day been received into the Holy Catholic Church. I personally sponsored the reception."
The detective was suitably impressed.
"Moreover," said the Saint, "it was christened Simon, Now I call that real handsome."
"What does Perry call it?" inquired Teal; and the Saint was shocked.
They walked a little way together in silence, and then Teal said: "The Commissioner's been waiting for an answer to his letter.''
"I have meditated the idea, "said the Saint. "As a matter of fact, I thought of beetling down to see him this afternoon."
"What were you going to say?"
Simon's umbrella swung elegantly in his hand.
He sighed.
"The idea is amusing," he murmured. "And yet I can't quite see myself running on the side of Law and Order. As you've so kindly pointed out on several occasions, dear old horseradish, my free-lance style is rather cramped now that you all know so much about me; but I'm afraid--oh. Teal, my bonny, I'm terribly afraid that yours is not the only way. I should become so hideously respectable before you finished with me. And there is another objection."
"What's that?"
The Saint removed his shining headpiece and dusted it lovingly with a large silk handkerchief.
"I could not wear a bowler hat," he said.
Teal stopped, and turned.
"Are you really going to refuse?" he asked; and Simon nodded.
"I am," he said sadly,: "It would have been a hopeless failure. I should have been fired in a week anyway. Scotland House would become a bear garden. The most weird and wonderful stories would be told in the Old Bailey, Gentlemen would write to the Times--Teal, I don't want to be a wet blanket, but I might want that arm again--"
"Templar," said the detective glumly, "that's the worst news I've heard for a long time!"
"Is it?" drawled the Saint, appearing slightly puzzled. "I thought everyone knew. It's the arm I drink with."
"I mean, if you really are going on in the same old way--"
"Oh, that!"
The Saint smiled beatifically. He glanced at his watch.
"Let us go and have lunch," he said, "and weep over my wickedness, I'm such a picturesque villain, too." He sighed again. "Tell me, Teal, where can a policeman and a pirate lunch together in safety?"
"Anywhere you like," said Teal unhappily,
Simon Templar gazed across Piccadilly Circus.
"I seem to remember a very good restaurant in the Law Courts themselves," he remarked. "I lunched there one day just after I'd murdered someone or other. It gave me a great sensation. And this, I think, is my cue to repeat the performance. Come, Archibald, and I will tell you the true story about the Bishop and the Actress."
WATCH FOR THE SIGN OF THE SAINT. HE Will BE BACK ON OTHER CHARTER BOOKS.
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