


































































































































































































H. Louis Diamond's slap-happy cartooning style hardly pl.
the top drawer. Here are a couple of his unmemorable characters, Larry Laff and
Nipper Newsboy.

One was called “Hot Potato Man” and the other
was “In a Hole”. The first concerned a boy who
did a good turn for an old man who sold hot
potatoes in the street. I have a copy of it, dated
January 23 1937, and I can’t think why this
unremarkable story stayed in my mind. Possibly
it was merely because the old man was named
Tony!

I know well enough why “In a Hole” made
its impact. It scared me.

In this yarn which I also have - the date is
February 19 1938 - two boys decide to dig a hole
in a garden and dig deeper and deeper. One
begins to feel that they are digging so deep that
they will not be able to get out but his chum
laughs at the idea. Eventually, the boy with cold
feet makes an excuse of going to buy sweets to
scramble out of the hole, leaving his friend still
digging. The doubter returns to find that earth
has slithered back into the hole, burying his
friend, and there is a frantic rescue. Eventually,
the buried boy is brought out unconscious but is
finally revived and, over comforting mugs of
Ovaltine, the two chums reflect on how their folly
almost brought disaster.

The chilling central idea of this yarn, that of
digging so deep that might not be able to climb
out of the hole, smote me as powerfully as Edgar
Allen Poc’s tale of a man buried alive. I enjoyed
digging holes at the seaside and in the garden of
the council house into which my family moved in
1936 but this not particularly literate yarn curbed

any ambitions of digging to Australia [ might
have entertained.
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Something prophetic
occurred in the expensive
reaches of the twopenny
range of comics in 1936.
A brand new comic,
printed in sparking full

colour by the
photogravure  process,
was launched. It was

Mickey Mouse Weekly,
the first issue of which
dazzled me with its shiny
rainbow brilliance.

Walt Disney’s
animated cartoon
enterprise was branching
out into what we now call
“merchandising” and this
comic was part of the
advance upon the British

scene. The comic
contained a variety of
laced the comics he edited in strips featuring the

Disney characters and I
particularly enjoyed the
back page compilation of
the “Mickey Mouse” daily comic strips from
American newspapers in which Mickey and his
chums had non-stop adventures. There were,
however, a number of strips drawn by British
artists, one of whom was the young Basil
Reynolds with a strip, “Skit and Skat”, featuring
a youngster billed as “The World’s Smallest
Cabin Boy”. It was yet another comic rendering
of seafaring life and a major character was the
Captain. It eventually took on the title “Skit,
Skat and the Captain”. Skat was the ship’s cat
and this strip, drawn in a style quite different
from the usual run of artwork in British comics,
was a great favourite of mine. Basil Reynolds
who, elsewhere in Mickey Mouse Weekly, was
showing that he was mastering the Disney style of
drawing, was on the way to becoming a versatile
cartoonist.

Mickey Mouse Weekly, with its mingling of
American and British work, was a lively hybrid
and, as the thirties moved towards a close, yet
more new comics were launched. In fact, the
various publishers were vying with each other for
our pennies and twopences.

In 1937 came an orange tinted new arrival,
galdelx, published by the AP but of particular
Importance that year was a new twopenny comic,
Dan‘dy, radically different in style and the first
comic shot from the Scottish firm of D.C.
Thomson, They would become the AP’s major
rivals in the field. Before war was declared in
September 1939, the AP had produced Happy
Days, a sparklingly coloured photogravure


















never received her proposal, although she an.d
Charles remained friends until the ends of their
lives and had a great mutual respect for one
another.

There was one occasion when Charles
deliberately set out to be a naughty boy 'in a very
mild way. He felt a grudge towards his cousin
Steve because of his teenage romance with Dol!y.
When Steve got engaged, just after Dolly dld:
Charles took Steve’s fiancée to the theatre by tgxn
and on the way thought he would try to flirt with
her. As he explained to Percy, rather limply, ‘It
was no good, Percy, every time I got a bit too
close, she pushed me away.” That was the only
occasion when Charles tried to assume the role of
the wicked seducer. He did, once when he was
slightly inebriated, tell Percy, very wisely and
knowingly, that ‘There are no bachelors, Percy.’
He did not elaborate and Percy wisely changed
the conversation. But he did report it to Dolly
who hadn’t the faintest idea what her brother
meant.

Dolly and Percy were married at St
Stephen’s Church, Haverstock Hill, Hampstead
on the 8th June 1911. All the arrangements
flowed like silk. Dolly’s uncle Stephen gave her
away as her father was dead. He also made the
speech as Charles was too nervous to do so.
Back in England Charles’s shyness returned. The
reception was at Frascati’s - very popular with
the happy couple and with Charles. The
following day Percy and Dolly left for Paris.
From there they travelled via Lausanne,
Montreux and Chamonix to Zermatt, where they
stayed at the Hotel de la Poste. Two months after
their marriage they received a letter from Charles
asking whether he could come and join them.
They both agreed and the twosome became a
threesome. They all visited Kandersteg and
Interlaken, then Grindelwald and Brienz and then
Lucerne, whence they turned south and went to
Italy - Lugano, Milan, and Florence - in time for
Christmas.

The trio intended settling on the Continent.
They no longer had a base in England, the
Hampstead flat had been given up, the furniture
stored: Charles had got exactly what he wanted -
a Continental, roving existence; no marriage ties
but a female relation to take care of the domestic
side of life. Really, he had several points in
common with his creation, Billy Bunter. He
packed good things into his life like Bunter
stuffing himself at a feast. He had good
companions who shared his interests, He still
had time to read and discuss. He could indulge
his whim to be taken for a Frenchman - he
attended the Carnival of Nice dressed in a
monk’s habit made of pink satin and wearing a
black mask. He could hire boats and row them
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on lakes. Everything he wanted to do he could
do. But whereas before 1909, when he first went
abroad, freedom had meant .plenly of work and
plenty of money to afford his chosen pleasures,
now an either-or situation began lovdevclop: he
could have exactly what he wanted |_f l}(: l}:ﬁd the
time to enjoy it. A tussle between discipline and
freedom ensued. He now had to give up the idea
of having a completely uncluttered holiday, work
now invaded the mornings and he was ‘ex-
dividend® as he called it, only in the afternoons.
He signed himself ‘Click-click’ in his .lcuers to
Percy. Sadly, that is how he was beginning to see
himself - as someone glued to the typewriter.
The pressure built up so that he began to think it
would be the perfect solution to win a fortune at
the roulette tables at Monte Carlo. Roulette was
not played elsewhere on the Continent. La
Boule, simpler and for lower stakes was generally
the game in the other countries of Europe.
Gambling had always attracted him, but now he
had a purpose in playing - to win his freedom so
that he could write only when he wanted to, and
could experiment with other types of literary
work - novels, for example, and the travel book
that he and Percy were working on. Thus began
his gambling habit which never quite left him
although he did manage to bring it under control.
In the meantime, however, he was very much in
need of Percy’s restraining influence to keep his
gambling fever within bounds.

Charles’s technique for keeping his gambling
within pre-set limits was to give his wallet to
Percy to mind for the evening, Charles having
taken out the pre-agreed sum. Percy was
enjoined on no account to part with any of the
money to Charles whatever impassioned pleas
emanated from his brother-in-law. Percy made a
very good prefect. He withstood all requests and
demands for just a little bit more to complete this
system. Charles operated on a system and there
were many to be bought from the touts that hung
round the casinos. Dolly pointed out that if the
systems were any good the touts would have
grown rich on them themselves. Charles could
see the logic of this but he could not act on it. To
Percy, Charles seemed to be in the grip of an evil
spirit: his expression and posture gradually
changed, he appeared to shrink and his eyes
became glazed. But he did not grow rich. Percy
stood his ground until the evening’s ration of
cash was exhausted and then he piloted his
charge back to the hotel. Gambling fever never
engulfed Percy, it left him utterly cold. He hated
to see his brother-in-law make such a fool of
himself. Years later, in the Yellow-jacket Bunter
Books, Charles was to give a telling account of
gambling fever and its effect on its victim. In
this story, ‘Billy Bunter’s Beanfeast’, it is
Herbert Vernon-Smith - the Bounder - who is the






























“Ah...yes. Ididindeed. It was almost exactly
in every detail like my own case.”

“It was unlocked then?”

“No, I opened it with my own key.”

“Despite the fact that you knew it was not your
case?”

At this point Sir Oliver interrupted. “Robert,
the offending case is indeed an exact twin of Mt
Quelch’s, I can vouch for that. I suggest that they
have similar locks.” Dearing nodded, his manner
relaxed. “Quite so. I have no doubt that I should
have done the same.”

For once Mr Quelch felt out of his depth.

Elizabeth broke the tension. “Don’t let Robert
get to you, Henry. He is only using his normal
official tactics.”
“I’'m sorry, but the situation calls for solid facts
and exact reasoning” said Dearing. Elizabeth
looked at him questioningly. “Robert, if the files
are genuine and there is some spying afoot, don’t
you think it a little amateurish to carry such
documents about in a briefcase that can so easily
be opened? If this business stems from German
roots it is unlike them to take such a risk. There
would be far too much at stake. Is it all a hoax, I
wonder?”

Robert Dearing sat back with a sigh. “A
worthy assessment, Elizabeth my dear. It is
indeed unlike our enemies to underestimate
anything.”

“Surely the real owner of the briefcase must be in
a panic to secure its return” suggested Sir Oliver.
All eyes were on the Chief Constable who was
looking at each of them in turn, deep in thought.

“Right, this is the plan of action. I suggest that
Mr Quelch telephone Canon Dursley and explain
that he has the wrong briefcase. No more than
that. He then makes an appointment to return the
offending item as early as possible tomorrow
morning. I of course will accompany you, sir.”

Mr Quelch nodded. “Very well, I will do as
you ask. I presume you do not feel that the
Canon is in any way implicated?”

“No,” came the reply. “But at this stage we must
keep an open mind. In wartime one cannot
overlook any possibility. Meanwhile I must have
the files ex: d and authenticated, and try to
establish their source.”

“By tomorrow morning?” Elizabeth quericd.
“Indeed, by tomorrow morning! It will mean a
considerable number of people working through
the night, so, with regret, I must ask you to make
my apologies to Mrs Mayhew.” With this Robert
Dearing took possession of the briefcase and left
without further comment, except saying to Mr
Quelch: “T will return tomorrow morning with the
case. Sir Oliver will let me know the time and
place of the meeting.”

Sir Oliver rose to see his friend out. Sensing
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s discomfort, Elizabeth said: “'I'hcl:e
is no need for you to get so worried, Henry. Itis
all very perplexing but I feel sure th?l your fn.cnd
the Canon is blameless. Robgr‘l, will sort things
ou can rest assured.

gll:l, ?sf lI:::yvery well Elizabc}h, .but" I feel
responsible for this unfortunate situation. o There
was a hint of a giggle from his hostess. Indec.d
you are, but think what might have happened 1‘f
there is something sinister about this affair and it
had not been discovered.”

At that moment Dawson announced dinner.
Elizabeth and Mr Quelch joined Sir Oliver in the
dining room. The meal was cheerful with the
Olivers setting the tone by not referring to the
evening’s events. Just before retiring Mr Quelch
made his call to Canon Dursley making an
appointment for ten o’clock the next morning.
As his hosts sat together mulling things over
Elizabeth said “You know, Oliver, one point
puzzles me about this affair. Why did Henry not
notice the difference in weight between the two
cases?”

There was a moment’s silence. “I wonder if
that is of any real importance, my dear.”

Elizabeth nodded. “Perhaps you are right. I
find it strange though. Henry is like a magnet; he
seems to have attracted adventure ever since
we’ve known him.”

Her husband laughed. “There are times, my
dear, when I despair of your ever growing up.
Adventure indeed! Some of the situations have
been tinged with danger for all concerned,
including yourself.”

“So,” she replied, “what is adventure without its
share of danger? And who wants to grow up?”

Oliver Carstairs sighed. “So be it. Still, I

like Henry’s company. And you sometimes seem
able to twist him round your little finger.”

Mr Quelch’

Meanwhile, in his bedroom, Mr Quelch was
in a very thoughtful mood. It was some time
before he prepared for bed, and then sleep did not
come easily. The next day dawned cold but fine.
Soon after breakfast Robert Dearing arrived to
escort Mr Quelch to Canon Dursley’s. On their
way the Chief Constable said that he would make
the explanations to the Canon no fuller than was
necessary. On arrival they were greeted by the
Canon himself who, although surprised to see Mr
Quelch’s companion, ushered them in without
undue fuss and listened to Robert Dearing’s
f:xplanation. Without hesitation he grasped the
import of this and went immediately to the
cfilhcdml with the briefcase. While they awaited
his return, having refused Mrs Dursley’s offer of
coffee, Mr Quelch said “May I ask what exactly
was done with the files during the night?”

“Quite a lot,” Dearing answered. “The contents
were genuine and from a very confidential






chind his spectacles.
fool around. It’s been
after you. Ask for the

Bunter's eyes glinted bl
“Look, you fellows, don’t
a trying day, trailing about
Manager.”

“W -i _a-a- t2” came a howl from the rest of
them. e

“Well, tell him I’m special, or sometl?lng. "
“Ha, ha, ha!” The chums were enjoying the joke.

At that moment tea arived. On a plate
reposed six cakes. A groan came from Bunter.
“Look here . . 2 He was ignored as Harry
Wharton with slow deliberation poured the tea
and Frank Nugent handed round the cakes until
only one was left. This he presented to Bunter.
“Don’t eat it all at once.”

“Beasts!” Bunter ate his offering in silence.

Suddenly Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who

had been looking out of the window, tapped
Harry Wharton on the shoulder and pointed. On
the opposite side of the road, looking into the
window of a second-hand bookshop, was the
back view of a familiar figure.
“] don’t believe it! Look, you chaps, it's Henry.”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Inky and Harry having queer
turns again?”’ sang out Bob Chemy. They
followed Harry’s pointing finger. “It is Quelch;
well spotted, Inky!” The Nabob grinned. “The
spotfulness is terrific!”

They all watched as their form master
entered the shop. “Wonder what brings him into
this part of the world.” Harry Wharton said.
“Hang on. Don’t the Carstairs live around here?
I think I heard uncle talking about them the other
evening.”

“I say, you chaps, do you think he would buy
Bunter another round if he saw him looking so
poorly?” suggested Johnny Bull. There was
renewed merriment as the chums consumed their
second cups of tea. “Plenty of time” said
Wharton. “Another half an hour before our bus
leaves.” Bunter groaned again. “If we went by
taxi we might be back in time for tea. I can’t last
out till dinner.”

“In funds, Bunter?” enquired Frank Nugent.

“No, you ass,” came the reply. “I thought we
might have a whip round.”

“Good idea” agreed Harry Wharton, laying his
cap on the table. “All donations gratefully
received.” His cap remained empty. “Sorry old
bean, no takers.” There was more laughter and
from Bunter continued groans. Soon afterwards
they paid for their teas and quitted the café.
“Any of you chaps seen Henry leave?” asked
Wharton. .

“Why the sudden interest?” said Nugent.

“Well, some fellow is putting up the shutters over
the road.”

“Blackout time?”

Harry shook his head. “Almost another hour yet.
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Inky, you spotted him going in. Have you seen
him leave?”
“No, I have not seen our esteemed masle\j leave.”
“Oh, come on Harry, just because we didn’t see
him leave it hardly constitutes a mystery” said
Johnny Bull.

They moved off towards the bu§ station, and
Harry Wharton almost collided with a woman
who seemed to be in a hurry. As he made his
apologies he realised that it was Lady Elizabeth
Carstairs. “Oh, Lady Carstairs!” he said. She
stared at him for a moment. “I remember you,
Harry Wharton, Colonel Wharton’s ward. We
met the other Christmas at the children’s party.”
Harry explained that he and his friends were
staying in Sherringham over Christmas.

“Quite a coincidence! We have Mr Quelch
staying with us at the moment.”
“As a matter of fact we saw him a short time

ago.”
“And he disappeared!” Frank Nugent said with a
grin.
“Disappeared!”  Elizabeth looked suddenly

serious. “You are joking, I hope.” Wharton
realised that she was concerned and explained
exactly what they had seen. Without more ado,
Elizabeth took charge of the situation. “What are
your immediate plans?” she asked. Wharton
looked at his friends. *“To catch a bus to
Sherringham” he replied.

“Back to my uncle’s place, William Cherry’s”
Bob said.

“Ah! Sir William Cherry, the merchant banker.
My husband knows him well. In that case I
suggest that the main of you do just that. But I
would like Harry and one other of you to stay
with me. I'll explain why later, and I’ll telephone
Mr Cherry.”

“I'll stay with Harry” said Bob Cherry.

“Good.”

The rest of the chums went, leaving Harry
and Bob rather puzzled. Elizabeth said: “I must
make some urgent phone calls. What I want you
to do is to watch the front of that bookshop and
note anyone who tries to enter or leave. It is
possible that your form-master is in some kind of
danger. I will be as quick as I can, but I am
afraid it will be a cold wait for you.”

“All seems a bit queer to me” Bob Cherry said, as
they were left to keep vigil. Wharton agreed.

“A bitssilly, if Quelch did leave.”

By this time it was getting dark. There were no
street lights and most of the shops were putting
up their shutters,

Meanwhile Elizabeth had entered the
tea'shop and, after a word with one of the
.wanresscs, was welcomed by a man who took her
nto a side room. The weather as well as the
darkness had now closed in. Wharton and Cherry
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Mr Westlake leaned back in his chair,
His mind had flown back to that time W
school, and from the top of the coach ha

The World Of Greyfriars
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thoughtfully pulling his grey moustache.

hen he himself had been started off 10
d heard his father’s parting address:

“Now boy, be a man; goodbye, and God bless you.”

When, so early in the twentieth century, Colonel
Wharton, standing before the fire in the library at
Wharton Lodge, removed the cigar from his mouth
and uttered the significant remark: “That boy must
g0 to school”, did he have any inkling of the career
he would be instigating for his nephew (who was
somewhat recalcitrant and undisciplined) or to what
vista of adventure he would be exposing him?

Many years have passed since that momentous
announcement: an entire way of life has waned and
passed into history. A vast empire, which the
Colonel himself had helped to maintain and direct
during his Indian service, has now disintegrated and
gone into the shadows. But the records remain. The
written word has brought down to us the aura of
romance and the stirring atmosphere of those far-
distant times.

It was against such an imperial background that
Harry Wharton prepared for and embarked upon his
career at Greyfriars school. Immaculate, we must
assume, in all the glory of Eton clothes, at that
period the required dress of the junior forms, and in
a possibly less than amiable frame of mind.

Thus did the odyssey begin. To many, the year
1908 belongs to another age, an early time when
manners and customs were more graceful and
civilized. Somewhere along the road to 1999 we
have shed many cherished and worthwhile traditions
and habits. It was a very different world in which
Harry Wharton made his debut. Quite possibly in
the recesses of his waistcoat pocket there reposed a
small gold coin, a sovereign, bearing the head of
either Queen Victoria or King Edward VII. A
handsome little coin with an exchange value of
twenty shillings anywhere in the wide, wide world,
and purchasing possibilities which, to a schoolboy,
would seem almost endless. This coin would have
been a parting ‘tip’ from the Colonel.

Although it is not recorded, it may be supposed
that Wharton's Aunt Amy, in the privacy of her own
room, indulged in the relief of a few tears at her
nephew’s departure for the rough and tumble (and
the character-building discipline) of a public school.
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Harold Avery. Frank’s First Term.

The Colonel saw vividly the necessity of a
curbing factor if his nephew was to develop into
anything resembling a “chip off the old block” of his
father and himself. Thus the command “to school”.
After a less than dignified scene from which the
Colonel had emerged triumphant, his strategy being
much superior to that of his nephew, preparations
were soon afoot for Harry Wharton to proceed to
Greyfriars.

From this moment the world seems to freeze
into immobility. Time ceases to be. The world of
Greyfriars was crystallised, and within this timeless
frame began the Greyfriars story. Momentous public
events are referred to in the progress of the saga, but
they in no way indicate any changes in the time-
honoured ways and customs of the school. Henry
Newbolt sounds a familiar note in The School at
War which seems to epitomise the essence of that
suspended world.

We played again the immortal games,
And grappled with the fierce old friends,
And cheered the dead undying names,
And sang the song that never ends;

Till, when the hard, familiar bell

Told that the summer night was late,
Where long ago we said farewell,

We said farewell by the old gate.

Did his creator have any idea of the impact that
Harry Wharton was to have upon generations of
schoolboys, implanting modes of thought which
revealed remarkable tenacity in surviving and
developing in these young minds? These remained
too when the boy reader attained adulthood and
became that particular type of fellow - a ‘gentle’
man, still retaining in his make-up the ethos and
traditions of Greyfriars which defy complete
definition.

) Events and fashions evolved, waxed and waned,
giving way to more progressive tendencies. Wars,
global and minor upheavals, tragic affairs in far-
flung places all took place. Thus did the world spin
merrily (?) on its way. All these momentous changes
























“Of course we believe you,” Babs said gently.
“You. .. what's the matter, Pippa?”

“What's the matter?” Pippa almost screamed.
“She’s pinched my room! The awful rotten b - - - =1”"

“Now now,” Jemima shuddered. “No college
language here. Ahem. Our dainty ears are not
accustomed to it.”

Stifled laughter broke out but Pippa was serious.
“Look at this. Red lace pyjamas! And a black satin
negligée. 1It’s like something out of a thirties
movie.”  Furiously Pippa grabbed armfuls of
shimmering gauzy fabrics and flung open the
wardrobe doors. She began throwing clothes on the
floor. “She’s not getting away with this!”

Guessing that Martina’s thirties wardrobe was
about to be slung outside the room, Babs shook her
head. “Calm down, Pippa, while we decide what to
do.”

“I've decided!” Pippa snarled. “This is the best
bedroom in the place. It was my mother’s until she
married and it’s mine for whenever I want it.” A
large soft-topped white case under an Empire table
near the window caught Pippa’s notice. She hauled
itout. “I'm going to pack for that . . .”

Mabs began to chuckle. “Who does she remind
you of, Babs?”
“Our one and only Diana. Di would have

revelled in this.”

The case dumped outside, Pippa proceeded to
sort out her own belongings from the other
wardrobe, setting aside nightwear as she did so.
“Help yourselves. I'm going to get some bed linen.”

Soon she was making up beds in two other
bedrooms, filling hot water bottles for them and
taking the precaution of pocketing all keys from the
three rooms. Then it was time to return downstairs
and see what the fridge would yield in the way of
supper, for which Bessie was awake and more than
ready. There was cold chicken and some apple pie,
and Bessie’s mince pies. “And if they’re hungry
they’ll have to make do with tins.” Pippa said with a
certain malicious satisfaction. “Unless they raid the
freezer. It seems to be well stocked.” She sighed
heavily. “I wish I knew where Nanny Jenks is.”

They couldn’t find the answer to that. Nor to
what lay behind the unwelcome presence of Pippa’s
unpleasant relations. With Bessie snoring at her
side, Babs lay wakeful long into the night,
wondering about Clara and Jack. Had they reached
the castle safely? There was no means of knowing,
and no way Clara and Jack could make contact.
Would the morning bring some of those desperately
awaited answers?

Ghapter 4
Bnow Trek to Bisaster

Babs secemed to have scarcely closed her eyes
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before a hand touched her shoulder and startled her
into full wakefulness. Pippa’s voice whispered
through the gloom: “Cup of tea, Babs . . . I've got to
talk to you . . . I've found something dreadful.”

Babs struggled up to grope for the bedside
lamp. But Pippa had already reached the switch.
Her face was strained with worry. “I’ve called
Jemima and Mabs,” she whispered, “they’re in my
room next to this one.”

With an anxious glance at the still sound asleep
Bessic Babs thrust her feet into unfamiliar slippers
and put on her watch; it was not yet seven and no
light showed from beyond the heavy curtains.
“We’d better leave Bessie.”

Pippa nodded and the two girls stole from the
room. Mabs and Jemima were seated on Pippa’s
bed, clutching mugs of tea and munching toast.
Pippa seemed to have prepared for a siege. A big
tray nearby held milk and mini packets of cereal,
several boiled eggs in a dish and a rack of toast
besides the pot of tea and a jar of marmalade.

“I do enjoy these surprise dorm feasts,
especially at the crack of jolly old dawn.” Jemima
decided to top an egg and butter some more toast.
“Is Bess going to miss this conference?”

“Yes,” said Babs firmly, “she’s a dear old duffer
but you know what she is . . . always gives the game
away to the wrong person. Now give, Pippa.
What’s happened?”

“I've just had a fearful row with Martina.
That’s for starters.”

“Well you did throw her out in the cold cold
snow,” chuckled Mabs, then sobered as Pippa’s
mouth hardened.

“She must have heard me moving about . . . I
couldn’t sleep, not knowing what happened to
Grandpop and Nanny and them being here. The
range was out in the kitchen and I'd got into supplies
first . . . serve them right. There’s about two crusts
left for her and I hope they starve. This is the last
carton of milk as well.” Pippa drew breath. “But
how I didn’t challenge her with what I'd found I’ll
never know.”

“What?” Babs breathed.

“I was still awake at half past five so I decided
to get up and go down to Grandpop’s study just to
see if I could find anything to explain all this. But it
was locked, and the key was missing.” Pippa gulped
a mouthful of tea then went on: “I'd also
remembered Grandpop’s phone extension in there
and I just hoped it might be working. I knew there
was a spare key in the library, in an old tobacco jar
on the mantelpiece. I found it, then couldn’t believe
what I saw. The glass cases with his jade collection
and netsuke - some of them very rare and valuable -
were empty.” Pippa’s voice broke. “I - I thought I
must be imagining things, but I wasn’t. And some






never saw his first grandchild. He just turned more
embittered and sort of turned in on himself. I was
the only one who could ever get through to him.”
Pippa sighed. “He has always spoilt me rotten. And
then the boating accident happened. Aunt Laura was
drowned and Grandpop refused to go to the funeral.
He sent flowers, and that was it . . . until now.”

Pippa fell silent. They could hear the boom of
the sea now and suddenly the sun emerged, gilding
winter’s landscape with a fiery gold. The path was
more discernible now as it widened and its stony
pattern showed under snow that had drifted. The
trees thinned and the beach house lay ahead,
enjoying a supreme view of the bay with Curranwick
Castle standing proud on the headland.

Pippa hurried towards the attractive square
white bungalow with its red pantiled roof, low stone
walling surround and an old swing hanging from a
sturdy frame at the far side of the garden. Tensely
Pippa thrust the key into the lock and pushed open
the front door. It led into a tiny hall and Babs was
surprised at the warmth that met her. She had
expected the chill damp of an unlived-in building at
such a northerly exposed place. Then she heard
Pippa cry out as she entered the room to the right.
Heard a gasp and then a frail, tremulous cry from
within.

A white-haired man lay on a recliner chair, one
foot encased in plaster, and near him a plump old
lady was getting unsteadily from a chair by the
fireside. She stared incredulously at Pippa and held
out her arms. Pippa’s face crumpled between joy
and tears as she cried, “Oh, darling Nanny . . . why
...how ... ? and flung herself into those open
arms. And then she dropped to one knee beside the
elderly man who struggled to stand up, and
embraced him fiercely. “Oh, Grandpop . . . I thought
I’d never find you! I...”

“So, you’ve come to find your old grandad,
have you?”

The unpleasant voice and the big shadow
casting into the room brought instant shock. He
stood in the doorway, his features as unpleasant as
his voice, and sneered at the white-faced girl. His
glance shifted to Babs, who had drawn protectively
close to Pippa. “Brought your friend to rescue him,
have you? Well,” suddenly the drawling voice
became clipped and threatening, “Now you’re here
you can make yourself useful and persuade him to
sign that!”

‘That’ was a stiff cream and black document
lying on the table by the window. Even from across
the room the words ‘Will’ and ‘Testament’ stood out
like letters of black fire.

The stranger spun a key between his fingers, and
now Babs could recognise him as either brother or
close relative to Gerald Mallis. He glared at them.
“Yes, it’s settling up time. My brother is entitled to
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half the Currangate estate. Due to him through his
late wife. And Martina is your granddaughter, sir!”
His lips curled on the word that should have been an
address of respect. ‘“And don’t try to kid us the
estate is entailed in any way. We know it’s not. In
the meantime,” he added, “we would like regular
cheques on account.”

“And you think you’ll get them! Just .like that!”
Pippa flared. “Not when we tell the police what’s
happened. You'll..."

Babs put a warning hand on Pippa’s arm. “No

. not this way,” she whispered. “You’ll make
things worse.”

Babs faced the man. Her pretty face looked
calm but inwardly she was seething, and it took a
great deal to make Babs so angry. “I think you've
forgotten something,” she said quietly. “Mr Searle
can’t do any Will signing here.”

The man frowned. “And why not?”

“Because we’d all be beneficiaries, except me.
All Wills or codicils need two witnesses to the
signing.”

For a moment he looked shaken, then he
blustered, “I'll soon sort that little problem out.”

“Also,” Babs went on as though he had not
spoken, “we could be witnesses to a Will signed
under duress, which is illegal.” Secretly, Babs
crossed her fingers that this was so, and added
calmly: “There’s something else you ought to
know.”

“And what’s that, Miss?”
*“What your brother and his daughter are up to.”
“What do you mean?” he snapped.

“Well, Martina had her case packed this
morning before we left. And a whole lot of stuff as
well as the jade has gone.”

“Why, you interfering little chit!” He seized her
shoulders roughly, ignoring the protesting cries from
the other three people in the room. “How do you
know about that?”

“Thieves always fall out.” Babs wrenched free.
“We were too late to stop your Uncle Gerald,
weren’t we, Pippa, when he packed all that jade and
stuff away while he left you to do the dirty work up
here.”

His face twisted with rage as though for a
moment he believed that his brother and niece were
two-timing him, then his slower reasoning took over
and he exclaimed, “But it’s all out there! If you
think I'm going to be taken in by a couple of stupid
schoolgirls you’re wrong. You'll be sorry for this,
and don’t get any bright ideas about rescue, The old
man’ll break his other ankle if he tries to hobble in
that snow, and she won’t get far at her age,” he
dismissed the lame Lionel Searle and Nanny Jenks
with a contemptuous gesture and spun the keys in his




































home. Mellish spent the later years of his shortened
life living on the fortune of his wife while he went in
for cattle-breeding. Percy of the St. Jim's Fourth
had the Mellish gambling streak, developed to a high
degree, but he lacked the cash to emulate his
notorious namesake.

6. The PRATTS, nephews of the great Fred
Archer, were a racing family. Willie and Charles
were trainers; Fred was a good jockey who won the
1000 Guineas in 1895. The New House Fourth
Former may have originated here. Another New
House boy (who was rarely mentioned in the Gem)
may have owed his existence to Jem ROBINSON,
the great 19th century jockey who rode six Derbys.

7/8. Two other New House characters who rarely
appeared in the stories were prefects, George WEBB
and Shell-Former, FRENCH. Fred Webb was Lillie
Langtry’s trainer; Tom French was a brutal rider
who was sacked by his stable to make way for Fred
Archer. Racing history was a natural plundering
ground when Hamilton needed convincing names for
minor characters.

9. The vacuous Arthur ST. LEGER was a crony of
Gerald Cutts. Easily led, St. Leger had several
anxious encounters with book-makers.  Cutts
generally, but not always, ‘saw him through’. The
connection of his name with the fifth of the great
Racing Classics gave St. Leger a more prominent
place in the St. Jim’s saga than his weak character
deserved. It is a name not easily forgotten.
Hamilton used it on several occasions, e.g. in stories
of St. Kit’s, Oakshott etc.

10. All of which brings us to ‘The Terrible Three’.
John HENRY MANNERS (1778-1857), 5th Duke of
Rutland, attained racing fame by lodging an
objection to Running Rein, winner of a two-year-old
race at Newmarket in 1843. The subsequent
scandal, when Running Rein, having won the 1844
Derby, was found to be a 4-year-old, vindicated him.
Harry Manners of the Shell probably owed his
existence to Martin Clifford’s knowledge of this
major racing fraud.

11. Hugh Cecil LOWTHER, the famous Lord
Lonsdale, enjoyed a richly varied career. At
seventeen, he ran off and joined a circus. MONTY
LOWTHER ran away from St. Jim’s on two or three
occasions to go ‘on the stage’ or ‘into films’. The
similarity did not end there. Lonsdale was a great
patron of boxing (Lonsdale Belts), athletics, and
horse-racing. He entertained lavishly and tended to
boastfulness: like Monty, he had a high opinion of
his own abilities, and, though good-humoured, was
not pleased by jokes at his expense. Lonsdale liked
to be noticed: his yellow coach, magnificent horses
and liveried servants were the cynosure of all eyes at
race meetings. Unfortunately, the Earl’s
extravagance dissipated his wealth and he ended his
days living in what had been his stud groom’s house
in Rutland. One could see Monty coming a similar
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cropper. Hard-headed husbandry of resources would
not have been in Lowther’s line.

12. The most surprising of these connections is
JAMES MERRY (1805-77). Any similarity, except
for the surname, between this ill-educated, uncouth,
suspicious Scot and the cheerful, open, honest Tom
is impossible to find. James was a hard, mean man.
Money, cock-fighting and horse-racing were his
chief interests. A quarrelsome man, Merry was
always changing his trainers. He employed Tass
Parker, an ex-pug, as his ‘minder’. There is some
indication that Merry's horse, Hobbie Noble, was
‘got at’ for the 1852 Derby by the notorious
poisoner, Dr W Palmer (a heavy gambler). In 1860,
Merry won £85,000 when his horse, Thormanby,
won the Derby. He ‘rewarded’ his trainer with
£1,000 and the jockey with £100.

A number of Merry's horses were guilty of ‘in
and out’ running. He tended to blame his trainers for
this; sometimes hinting that the poor performances
were deliberately induced. This led to frequent
friction and minor scandals: it is significant that
Merry was never elected to the Jockey Club. I
believe that this Scot’s chequered career not only
gave Martin Clifford the name for the Hero of St.
Jim’s, but also provided the background for a
number of his yarns about seedy racing-men and lost
wagers.

Rylcombe and Wayland

The WOOTTON brothers, Jack and Harry, at
Rylcombe Grammar School formed a link with the
contemporary racing world. Richard WOOTTON,
an Australian trainer, opened stables at Epsom in
1906. His sons, Frank and Stanley, became his
jockeys. Frank started riding at 13; was Champion
Jockey at 16; remained Champion for four scasons
(1909-12); became too heavy and retired, with 882
winners to his credit, in 1913.

‘Old Man’ WOOTTON was the plaintiff in an
unsavoury libel case against The Winning Post. He
was awarded judgment - with one farthing damages.
1 am sure that Hamilton was abreast of all this: it is
too much of a coincidence that the Woottons, major
and minor, joined Gordon Gay in the Empire Library
in 1910 when their namesakes were the talk of the
racing world.

The Champion Jockey of 1902 was W M
LANE. He also rode Pretty Polly (of which more
anon) to the Triple Crown in 1904. Frank Monk’s
chum, Eddie Lane, appeared regularly in early
Gems. There was also William GRIGGS, a jockey
circa 1907, who may have begat Mr Griggs, the
Socialist firebrand of several Skimpole/D’Arcy
stories.

4. St. Winifred’s

Two of the ‘Bucks’ of the Benbow in these
Owen Conquest yarns (Gems 1588 - 1649) were
FENWICK and CHETWYND. Mr Noel Fenwick’s















