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Blake. The detective is about to arrest a certain Prince Larinski, forger
and swindler, when that individual removes his disguise and;

"Would you arrest your own brother, Sexton?" he asked.

Slowly, painfully, the answer came from the great detective.

"You - are - my - brother?" he said.

Prince Larinski rose to his feet and faced the detective, and the
likeness was obvious. There was the same slender build, the slightly
drooping shoulders, the intellectual face, the lids half veiling the grey
eyes. The only difference was that he was older - much older - and
his hair was iron grey with the extra years.

Later, Henry Blake tells his story:

"1 was fifteen," Henry Blake continued, "and you weren't old
enough to be a comparmion to me; in fact, as you have admitted, you had
forgotten me. Well, 1 was as other boys, though perhaps a little
wilder - 1 think it was the restraint of our home that put it into my
blood - and I kicked over the traces a trifle, though without doing any
real harm. "

The man paused, a sullen look in his eyes, but not for long.

"You don’t remember your parents, Sexton," he went on, "but
1do. They were good people, no doubt, but their minds were narrow,
and they forgot that 1 was a boy, with a boy's blood and love of adventure
in my veins. 1 tried to forget it, too, aided by a frequently applied
strap, but could not. Several times 1 got into trouble, then I was
accused by our father - our father, mark you - of stealing money
from him!"

Henry Blake rose to his feet, and paced up and down the room,
his eyes flashing angrily.

"It was a lie)” he cried - "a foul lie, and I left home."

Sexton Blake, following his brother with his eyes, in which there
was a look of profound pity, motioned him ro continue.

"] was fifteen,” Henry Blake said bitterly, "and 1 knew nothing
of the world. 1 set out brightly enough, quite convinced that T should
make a fortune - just like the people in books do - only to find that a
lad of fifteen does not seem to be wanted particularly."” He shrugged his
shoulders wearily, bitterly, like a man who has given up a hard race.
"1 fell among thieves, and slowly, not without a struggle, 1 became -
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NELSON LEE COLUMN

EARLY STRUGGLES
THE_UNION JACK

Back eventually answered and, although no concrete offer was
made, the fact that the adventure synopsis was to be passed to other
editors, was a step in the right direction. The synopsis mentioned was,
in fact, the basis for his story "Scorned by the School" which later
appeared in the "Dreadnought, " and which, incidentally, was the same
plot E. 5. B, used for the Castleton Twins series in the "Nelson Lee" and
the "Gem" in 1927,

by Robert Blythe (continued)

Fleet St. February 16th, 1912.
Dear Hr. Brocks,
I am sorry 1 have mot yet been able Lo do anything with the adventure story
synopsis, At present | have no opening In the Boys' Friend for a stery of this type.
I will pass the synopsis on to other editors in the department.
I do not care for the wireless-telephone Idea for a Sexton Blake. Flease send along

a list of suggestions.
Yours sincerely, W. H. BACK

Bures, February 21st, 1912,
Dear kr. Back,

Thank you for your letter of the !'6th inst. Sorr¥ ycu haven!t an opening for the
adventure serial - and thanks for passing the synopsls on to other editors. With regard
to the Sexton Blake, how would cne of the fellowing vocations sult him: Harine Store
Keeper, Steeplejack, Werkhouse Master, Newspaper Editor. Has Blake been in any of these
positicns; if not, perhaps | could do a Story with Blake cccupying one of Lhese pesis.
Until ! know what my groundwork 1s golng to be 1t's not much use getling out a synopsis.
1 shall be in London Lomorrow, Thursday, so will glve you a call.

1 am, etc., E.5.B.

E.S.B. now makes one of his perennial requests for an advance
payment, which illustrates, 1 think, the difficulties of trying to make a
living by writing when one is unknown. 1t must be remembered that the
standard rates of pay by the A.P. in those days was 10/- (50p Sorry.)

per thousand words. The Kingston stories were about 5,000 words each.
Bures. February 28th, 1512,
Dear Mr. Back,

Would you be gocd enough te let me have £10 advance payment on "THE COFFEE-STALL
HMYSTERY?" i dislike making this request - especlally as [ received Lhe same amount in
advance cn the previous story - but I feel sure you will accede to IL.

As you know, I have a Triumph motor-cycle, and It goes without saying that [ am
buylrg {t out of my Income. It happens that just over eight pcunds are now due on it,
and as my regular cheques are very small ones (Kingston storfes in GEM) I find [ haven't
got encugh cash to meet the payment, I had been hoping to get a serial going, but
everyone seems to be well stocked at the moment. 1 have promised to pay the two
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DO _YOU REMEMBER? by Roger M. Jenkins

No. 98 = Gem No. 1035 — "The White Cavalier"

By 1927 the Gem was past its prime, about to begin its headlong
descent into a morass of substitute stories. The few tales written by the
real Martin Clifford at this time stand out all the more brightly because
of the contrast, but many of them were only mediocre in quality, "The
White Cavalier” is a case in point.

No. 1035 was the last real Christmas story that Charles Hamilton
ever wrote for the Gem. It would be pleasant to record that it was an
outstanding success, but the story was episodic and unexciting, Despite
a picture of a ghostly cavalier in the snow, no phantom was ever seen.
The only phenomenon was a light in the deer park at Eastwood House.
When it is added thar the story of twelve chapters began at Reckness
Towers and ended at Gussy's home, it is not difficult to understand why
it never had the chance to create any real atmosphere or excitement.

As usual, the Eastwood House stage was overcrowded, with fifteen young
people mentioned by name. Nevertheless, despite so many willing and
active youngsters about, it is interesting to note that Lord Conway saw
fit o ring for the butler to switch on the electric lights after Gussy had
made a mess of telling his ghost story.

The interest of "The White Cavalier" is centred whelly upon
Cardew, and this was his last star part in the Gem. For some reason,
when Charles Hamilton began writing new St. Jim's stories again in 1939
he concentrated on the characters who had been the leading lights of the
blue Gem, and quite neglected study No. 9. So this story is really
Cardew's swan-song, and it certainly displays all the facets of his com-
plicated personality: his anger when a dingy acquaintance assumed he
was a rogue, his quick recovery of his cool drawling manner, his
physical endurance in carrying D'Arcy's unconscious body through the
snow back to Eastwood House, his perspicacity in solving the mystery,
and his airy persiflage when asked to explain - all these constituted a
complete study of one of Charles Hamilton's subtlest and most intriguing
characters. Cardew was on stage for only about one third of the Gem's
long run, but it can be safely asserted that he added a distinction and
lustre to all the stories in which he was allowed to play a large part,
and for that reason, at least, "The White Cavalier" will always have an
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history - and those marks are ineradicable.

Of the later substitute writers, 1 dislike Francis Warwick the
most of all, for he, obviously believing that the Gem had become his
particular province, abandoned tradition.

Because we disliked the substitute stories so much, not without
very good reason, we have tended to believe those writers capable of
anything underhand, and 1 am sure that we have done them less than
justice. I have said before that I believe we should accept with some
reserve some of the things which Charles Hamilton wrote to us in that
brief period just after the war when he was so bitter against the
Amalgamated Press. He never repeated them in the last dozen years of
his life, and, 1 feel sure, wanted them forgotten.

Common sense tells us that, at least after the Magnet began,
he must have known that substitute stories would have to be used
occasionally to keep the series running. It was a physical impossibility
that one man could write them all, and he must have known it.

There is nothing anywhere, in the appropriate period, to show
that he was not working in perfect harmony with Pentelow.

Last month Roger Jenkins observed: "It has been said that
Pentelow issued an ultimatum to Hamilton: either co-operate with me or
1 shall write all the Magnet and Gem stories myself. "

It has been said - but by whom? 1, myself, have no idea where
that old report originated. On the face of it, it is absurd. The total
number of Pentelow sub tales was not, comparatively, very large. He
cannot have thought that he could write all the tales for both papers any
more than Hamilton could. In any case, Pentelow was only the editor.
There must have been people above him - people who could tell a good
story from a bad one - to whom any disgruntled writer could have
appealed if he felt himself unjustly treated,

Beyond that, if Pentelow actually said anything of the sort he was
a rogue and a fool. On the very meagre evidence that we have, I could
not believe it of anyone.
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