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A HAPPY CHRISTMAS AND A PROSPEROUS NEW YEAR
TO BACH AND EVER{ ORE

YOUR EDITCR IN REMINISCENT MOOD:

This is the end of Volume One. When, just
over a year ago the first number of "The Collectors
Digest" appeared, I little thought I should be 88y -
ing this so soon, for the intention then - of
course, was to publish every two months. The in-
terval, however, a&s you all know was very soon red-
ueed. Anyhow, here is & milestone, so let me
take the opportunity to look back.

I well remember that November Sunday after-
noon, when, thanks to our good friends of the type-
writing ageney working overtime, 'I went along to.
. pick up the parcel oontaining the copies of the
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then unkmown C.D., how, when I got home, I tore op-
en thet parcel, seized & copy, - &anxiously serut-
inized it, and how a little thrill of satisfaction
and relief ren through me for it seemed to be all
we had hoped for.

Then, after a meal, a 1list of hoped for
subseribers (many of the names ‘then unlmown to me)
and & pile of wréppers before me, I set to work. A
dey or two of anxious waiting - what would the -
verdict be ? I need have had ne fear. First =a
call from Maurice in far off Cardiff, end his voim
gaying jubilemtly "It's wizerd! Cheers!h. Then
next morning, quite a pile of Jletters =waiting me
Heart in Mouth, I opened them. From one after &mn-—
other a postal order was revealed and & letter in
congratuletory terms. Ch, happy day!

Yes, we were proud, and still are, with thet
now modest looking INo.l.

Well, quite & lot has happened since then.
Sketeches, illustrated mnd coloured covers, severel
additionsal pages; once B month despite all kinds of
difficulties; contributions from & host of steunch,
splendidly helpful supporters, of whom meny were
entirely unknown to us that November desy a year ago
There are dozens of others,too,both at home and over
sees,who, though they have not actually contributed
ertinles,have become some of ourmost reguler ond in-
teresting correspondents.

Then, just when the C. D. had settled down
came whispers of a mysterious "Ledy of Ieicester"who
was telling of & wonderful hoard of popular papers
Investigetions,and the sure fact that we were on the
track of a trickster. Then came on the scene too
thet other spiv-like character with the string of ar
istocratic names &and an 0ld oak chest leaded with
"Magnets" and "Gems". The story of those exposures
including thet fruitless and hagardous journgr thrah
the blizgard by Roger Jenkins, mseke drametic reading
to browse over in Vol. One in after years. How well
I remember when, morming after morming, I received-
& letter from someone who had heard from the orooks
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snd how,when opportunity offered,I instantly remmed
in a plug to issue warning with o long distance ocdll
Whet exciting days; with finally a protest to thé
Ieicester police. Well, Pearson is spending o 1lo%
of time in a prison cell,and the C.D. can claimsome
of the credit for pu him there. Perhefps it is
& pity he never had mny "Magnets",if he had, and he
had read them,he would, mgrbe, never have become ane
of His Mejesty's guests.

Yes, of & truth it has been a memorable ye&ar
It has meent mach herd work & many headaches, but I
em sure my collesgue joins with me when I sgy we bless
the dey we decided to start the C.D. ind we are
richer by the experience, not in coin of the realm,
vut by the finding of a host of friends, oand
knowledge that we have given a 1little plessurein
these austerity dgys. And now, pn with Vol.No.2

4 finel word or two sbout the Ammunl. We are
hoping to be able to despatch ot the seme +time o8
this issue,but,if this is not possible we shnll do
our utnost to get it to the hends of our British -
readers in good tinme for Christnns. Since our Ilsst
nunber we heve received the design for the cover.If
you have to wait n little tine to see it, we will
just sey it is & real work of art. If we have any
qualns &t all it is thot when you set your eyes on
it you will expect the contents to live up to ths
high stondard set. Still, we feel pretty confident
your verdiot will be "Good, from cover to cover!®

tnd, let me add, there certainly will be =&
lot between those covers, probebly nenrer 100 pnges
thon the 60 first com: emplated, Well,when we at the
beginning fixed the price we cut it very,very fLine,
consequently we shall be well on the wrong side of
the ledger. ' If, however, when you have exarined our
efforts you say "Well, its sure worth much more" and
help to reduce the loss that wey, we shall not be

- ungrateful. But its entirely optional.

OOMING SOON: "“Frenk Pettingell Looks Back"-
Don't miss it!
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Here is something of interest +to all Nelson
Lee enthusiasts. IIr.. Robert Blythe, =uthority on
that Idibrary,and the only collector possessing scom
plete set of all series, hes kindly volunteered to
enswer eny questions concerning the stories.We pro-
pose, therefore, to start a Nelson Lee colum. So
send your questions along as soon &s you like. MNr.
Blythe is also plemning a series of articles. Iee-
ites, you're in for & good time!

Yours sincerely,

~,
) %, :
"The Collectors' Digest” Subscription Rates:-—
copies .1ld pos 8. e copies
(on publication) 3s.3d post free. Six coples Ka.hd
post free. Postal Orders to be made paysble +o -
H.Ileckenby at York, Uncrossed.

Advertisement Rates:

Small Ldvertisements -~ 1d per word (néme snd
eddress inserted free of charge).

I SEE THE HOME OF FRANK RICHARDS

by
Robert Whiter
The Isle of Themet hes always been my usual
holiday resort, but little 4id I lmow until compar-
atively reoen'biy that it was also the home of Frenk
Richsrds, my favourite author.

This year saw wife and I once agnin at
Cliftonville for a week, and on the Wednesdsy in
Kingsgote - our destination, the house of the im-
mortal men who had gripped my interest since the
age of eight with his marvellous tales of those
ggh%glboy characters, whose fame has encircled the

obe. E

Getting off the 'bus we walked but Fifty
lyerds when I gripped my wife's arm and pointed to &l
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roed on our left which bore the legend, Percy Ave.
Getting very exeited I led the way with the nsme of
"Rose Lawn" on my lips, you see I'd forgotten the
number. Very disappointed we reached the see front
end the end of the Avenue without seeing our object.
Leaving my wife on the front, I made my way back up
the long Avenue, & 'phone box half wey down catching
my eye; here I would £ind the number surely. Before
long, however, I stood outside the master's home and
saw vhe front gate was .
open and realised why we
hadn't seen the name.Iost
in thought I gezed fascin-
ated until I noticed =
lady looking at me from
the window, presently she
spoke. "Did you want emy- | ', .
thing?". Begging her par-
don, I stepped into the .
garden and told her the
object of my presence and
asked whether it wes pos-
gible to see Mr.Richards.
She explained that this
was not possible owing to
the fact that so many peo-
ple called and if Mr.Rich-]
ards seaw one he would have
to see all. Five hundred
she estimated, had ecalled
that season. I was natur-
ally disappointed, but
fully understood. Miss Wood, which I later found to
be the ledy's name, proved 1o be n very pleasont
berson, eand I enjoyed the short talk T hnd with her.
1 finished the conversation by nsking permission to
snfp the house which was readily granted. So wishing]
oy kind friend & very good morning, I rejoined my
wife and after taking photo's of the esteemed res-
idence, took my lemve, toking with me ever lasting
memories of my gremnd visit to the nbode of the King
of Schoolboy Writers.
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A CHRISTMAS DOUBIE NUMBER OF THE GOIDEN AGE

by
Herbert Leckenby

*Pig the month of Christmas! Um! In this
year of grace, 1947, I can heer someone saying, sar-
donieally, "Huh! A Orippsian Ohristmas! The only
touch of Christmes will be if there's snow on the
ground. Well, there's no room for politics in the
pages of the C.D., but I can venture to ssy that so
far as the bookstalls are concerned papers with &
youthful flavour will look as mesgre £s8 the present
bacon ration, This being the Christmzs number of
the C.D. let us, then, teke & dose of nostalgia end
trevel back through the years to the golden deys
when there WERE Christmes numbers, in frnet Uhristmag
DOUBLE numbers! Some members of our clan, Messrs.
Lewson, Steele, Daniel and others, omn recall Chrisd
masses made memorable in the 80's and 90's, but I
will pesuse at 1901, which was just nfter the stnrt
of my "purple period". I have seleocted from my col-
lection of "Boy's Friends" (my first love) the
Christmes Double number for thot year. Even now it
gives me & thrill as I look et it. I ocsn remember
when it Pirst s~ppesred ns though it were but yester4
dey afternoon. -

I was ~ boy of twelve then, the eldest of =
smell fomily. When this double number wes snnounced
No.2h of the penny series, December Tth, 1901, ths
very first twopemny nmuamber for boye issued by whnt
was known later es the Amnlgrmated Press, I wns set
8 problem. My income than was one penny per week
(some times less). therefore I had at lenst to
double it. I reecall how I got into the good grrces
of my mother by cheerfully taking the youngest
nenber of the family for a long ride in his pren (oF
wes it peil-cort), clemning the knives, forks snd -
spoons, going a few errands, snd then, ot long last
being rewarded by two of the large eize copper coins
of the refln., My weslth clutched in noist paln,
I set off hot foot to the nenrest newsegent rnd
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agked eagerly for "The Boy's Friend", please. "Two-
pence to-day my lad" said the men behind the countex
"Yes, I lmow", I replied plonking down the necessary
amount. He handed the paper over with & gruff "See
him chucking his money about. Twopence for a kid's
peper. Don't Imow what things are coming to." Heed-
lessly I went out, walking on air, my eyes glued to
the gorgeous coloured cover. Yea! -How well I rem-
ember it now, over 40 years on, as.I turn the pages
over agfin. Let me describe it to you.

There were 28 pages, 10f" x 143" plus a fine
coloured cover in red and grecen. This had a large
border of holly surrounding sn almost full page
picture drawn by A.H.Olarke of a scene from "Grind-
ley's Ghost Hunt" the first long complete stoxy.
tlongside the title "Boy's Friend" (this in vivid
red) was @ small sketch of a boy with & cricket bat
defending o wicket composed of n snow mfm. There wo
no misteking the price - 2d — for it was d:laplzwed
in & circle two inches in diometer. "

Ghost Hunt" (how suitable for Christmos) wns ertten
by Henry St.John, star school story writer ‘of the
time. It oocugied four poges. Then came "Your Edit-
or's Xmes Ohat" with the familiar picture of the
great man himself. One of the pnragraphs hod the
heading "The Boy's Friend ot the Front" - the Front
being the Boer Wexr then still in progress. This wos
the only reference to the campnign in the whole
issue. Right scross the bottom of the page ro &
greeting in the editor's own hemdwriting "4 Merry
Christmes to ell ny boys amd girls" - Your Editor.
On the next page came the conclusion of one Nelson
Lee story by Maxwell Scott, "Birds of Prey” and the
starting of & new one "The Silver Dwarf". What a
grand story that proved to be. It too, was illus-
trated by A.H.Olasrke, the best of 211 $he Nelson
Lee artists (it was he, of course, who, in later
yeara, wes to be the first to make Billy Bunter
femilier, end who sotually died whilst na)dnﬁ
sketch for the “Mﬂgne‘t") "The Silver Dwerf" ran
over three pages. Next came a short complete story,
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by & reader of the "Boy's Friemd". This proved to
be Thomas E.Knowles, and in connection with this
there is an interesting referemce to Mr.R.A.H.Good-
year who had also got his first start in fiction
some years earlier in "The Boy's Priend", the same
Mr.Goodyear whose delightful reminiscences have
appeared in the pages of this magazine.

‘Next, the first story of a series "The Gal-
].an,t 44" which concerned the war with Spein in 1739,
L page for this (artist Vincent Daniel). Followed a
page of Christmes +tricks, then threeﬁagea of &
serisl by Allen Blair, "Pluck Will Tell" another
ﬁami ﬁuﬁ I gloried in.  Once egain A.H.Claerke was
ab.

We have now reached half-way. St on thg
right-hand centre e was another new serial -
"Through Trackless Tibet" by Sidney Dreéw in which
Perrers Lord, Ching Tung, Rupert Thurston and the

crew of the "Lord of the Deep" were re-intro-
duoed. Pictures by H.M.lewis. Then & page of comics
they look very much like Tom Brown's, & famous art-
ist of the dey. Next we find a page article "How to
Make & Line of Battleships". Following this ceme
enother long complete gtory "4 Traitor to His %
& tale of Cherles II by Arthur S.Hsrdy, pictures
Vincent Dapiel. This occupied three pages. We have
now reached an instalment:of one of the most fam-
ous stories ever to appesr in "The Boy's Friend" -
"Cherles Gordon's Schooldays" by Hemry St.John, srt+
ist T.W.Holmes. This gives me & real touch of nost-
algia. I recall how my school chums John snd Sid
used to gravely discuss with me the tribulations of
Gharlie &t the hends of the rsscally master Collier
John now holds & good post on the L.N.E.R., Sid,
when I last heard of , was & draughtsmen wi'l:h. a
femous chocolate firm. I wonder if they gtill rem-
ember that story.

Well, we've nearly reasched the emd. Another
page of articles, the concluding instalment of -
Beyond the Etermel Ice", another of Sidney Drew's
Perrers Lord stories, adverts on the bowk cover and
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thet is the lot.

Verily, what a lot for twopence, what o gol:
of talent of the day, Henry St.John, Maxwell Scott,
Allen Bledi#, Sidney Drew, Arthur Herdy, Arthur Clar]
H.M.Iewis, T.W.Holmes, fmd Vincent Daniel.  The

fly in the ointment was it wos published three
weeks before Christmas and head all been read long
before the festive doy. No wonder we tre@isure with
affection the story papers of our youth and tolk of

the golden days.

EXCHANGE: 40 Magnets and Gems, olso 30 ear School
oy 8 for Megnets 1910 to 1913. Send titles amd
numbers to J.Shepherd, 3 Priory Place, Sheffield,7.

FOR SLIE: -50 Populars, 1921-24, 53 Marvels, .1921-22
75 Young Britein, 1923-24. 124 Nelson Tees, 1927-29.
A3 Gems, 1938-39. A1l good condition. Stamp for
Iist. W.H.Neate, Wenlock, Burnham, Bucks. :

WANTED: Boys Friend Libraries by Charles Hemilton,

and Mertin Clifford; also early Megnets. For SAIE,

Boys Own Paper end Oomrades, dated 1892-3, What

gifeis? S.F.Bryen, A City Rood, Peterborough, Nor-
ents.

WALNTED: Nelson Lees and Schoolboys Owns; would buy
or exchange for Maegnets or exchange for Modern Sets
of Stamps; also Holiday Ammuals wented. H.A.Smith,
13 New Roed, Secole, Diss, Norfolk.

WANTED: Early issues of Gem, Megnet, Pluck, Dread-
nought, early 1914 and 1915, Eric Payne, 23 Grove
Road, Surbiton. ¢ :

WANTED: Magnets in perfeot condition, to gomplete
volumes for binding. Nes.1223,1225,1226,1228,1230 tq
1233,1242,1245,1250,1268,1287 to 1290,1295,1383-4,
1577. Roy W.Sudborough, 27 Milton Street, Highem
PFerrars, Northente. !

WANTED: Nelson Lees, Magnets, Gems. Good condition
only required. Please state price. Robert Blythe,

81 Alsen Road, Hollowey, London, N.7.
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Letlek Box

17th November, 1947.
Dear Herbert Leckenby,

Thank you for the ever-welcome snd ever-in-
tereating C.D. and your letter therewith. It is
very good of you to promise me Robert Whiter's
sketoh, which I shall be very glad to have, amnd
which w;l.ll in due course sdorn my study well, next
to the photograph of a dekightful littje kid with
&8 gorgeous smile which eame from & Birminghem read-
er. I note on your cover that Robert hesn't dis—
remembered about Bunter's checks as our artist did!

I must thank you specizlly for your extreme-

g pleasent snd gratifying article hended. "The

ent of the Season". The last pars caused me
to lean back and think. As a rule my thoughts turn
to the future, not the past: I don't know why, un-
lesa becrnuse Ian=a born optimist. But this time
I couldn't help rlm:n:l_ggeovur in my mind the inter-
vening years between first mumber of the Magnet|
end '!:he first Greyfriars book - -nine yefrs
in all! What hes ~ - or rather what not - hap-
pened in that space of time? Two big wars, =md &
few little ones: and a world so changed and un-
stable, that hardly anything seems as it used to be
except Bi Bunter! It hardly seems possible now
that Frenk Richards, when the spirit moved him,
oould pack & bag and a typewriter, emd catch =
train or a bost - writing a few MAgnet chapters in
Parig, a few more in Iausfmme, snd finishing the
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story in Venioce, - no permits or visas, not alweys
even bothering about a passport! I hear people now
sometimes speaking of the "bad old deys", bubt I
can't help thinking that the world went very well
then. And think of newsprint - at £10 8 ton, end as
.|much as you wanted! They were jolly old days when
the Megnet and Frenk Richerds were both young. Act-
uallyy I had been writing for less than twenty yenrs
when the firat Magnet osme out. Curiocusly en ;
I don't feel a day older while sitting at the type-
writer — though when I get up, I om reminded ot
once that Time has marched on!

I liked Erio Faeyne's article too. I had an .|s
idea that it was going to be critical: but if this
be criticism, it %a & very agreesble medicine: and
the patient can "take it", and even ask for more!
Mr.Fayne as a critic reminds me of Byron's pirete
chief - "He was the very mildest-mennered men that,
ever scuttled ship" Only on one point I demur - Mr.
Richards DID feel thet it was a great occssion -
for him it was a tremendous occasion. Mr.Richards ..
was feeling , when he wrote that story, like n sch-
oolboy just let out of detention into the fresh
air and sunshine, But no achoolboy was ever so glad
to get off for a holidsy, as Mr.Richarde was to get
back to Greyfriars.

John Shew puts his finger on this in the fold
lowing article, John is, as Alan Breck usged to ssy,
& gentleman of mmch penetration, One or two pass-
ages in his article really made me wonder whether
he is 8 mind reader.

I was glad to see the mention of Thomns John-
son's "Greyfrisrs Suite". This really is one of
the greatest compliments I hove ever received. You
¢en guess with what pleessure I heard this played
it;:i-. gﬂ iih goggr at‘t:\mf from the first bar to the

H e 8% movement especially ‘dbrought
pictures before mind almost like a]'gj;lm. I have
tried over several of Mr.Johnson's published works,
and I like the "greyfriars Suite" best.so far.
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On the whole, I think this is the best C.D.
though perhaps this view may be founded upon the
circumstences that it is so agreeable to me person-
elly. It is &lways good, Long may it wave!

With kKind regards,
2 Yours sincerely,
Pranikc Richeards.

FOR SAIE: Books by Goodyear, Richard Bird, Hayens,
Gilson, etc. Chums 1925, fiction by Oppenheim, Iea-
cock, Wallace, etc. L.M.Allen 3 Montgomery Drive,
Sheffield, 7. /

WANTED: 0dd copies olf Magnets, Boys Friend Idibs.,
Greyfriars Annual, Dreadnought, complete. Henry
J.H.Bartlett, Peas Hill, Shipton Gorge, Bridpart,
Dorset.

GOOD PRICES offered for Bound Volumes of early Mag-
nets, also loose liagnets between 1908 and 1929.
Eric Fayne, 23 Grove Road, Surbiton.

IF ITS MAGNETS AND GEMS you're after, send your num-
bers required along o William Mertin, 93 Hillside,
Stonebridge Park, London, N.W.10. 'Phone, Willesden
4474. flways & large selection in stock, both early
end late numbers. Prices upon application. If I
have not gut what you want, names put on weiting
list. Strict rotation. Satisfaction assured.

WANTED: Sexton Blake Idibs., Union Jack, snd Det-
ective Weeklies. W.Colcombe, 256 South 1venue,
Southend on Sen, Essex.

MAGNETS WANTED, urgently, between 1922 and 1930.
price paid. Have Memgnets 1936 to 1940 for ex—
chenge. Corbett, 49 Glyn Parm Road, Quinton, Birm-
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Here is a graphie nocount of how the Bunter
Book sppeared to one reader.’ This is Mr.Snell's
first contribution to our poges. We hope it won't
be the last. (Ed.)

SATURDAY MORNING - 25TH OCTOBER, 1947.
b

Yy
Prank Snell

The dey of days! The joy of Joys! The long
awaited, blessed dey of great events.

What's all this about? You might say, that
is, if you are interested. "Somebody 's birthdey? 4
great historical event like 1066 amd all thst or
the opening lines of & new pleay 2"

"No, my friend, it is not. Something far sup-
erior, but then of course, you wouldn't know would
you, unless I explained the whole thing from the
very beginning. The amewer in a few words would con.
vey nothing to you at all, so let me tell you just
what happened on that particular morning”.

I zwoke as usual about 8 a.m. It was a cold,
origp morning, in faet, the coldest of the sutumn fd
yet. Hopping out of bed, I lost very little time
in reaching the bathroom. I carefully pleced the
Plug in the wash-basin, turned the cold water tap,
but nothing happened. I tried the hot water tap;
81111 nothing doing. Then, I suddenly remembered
that the water hed been turmed off the previous
evening.

"Oh, blow!" I seid to myself. "This mesns
trotting down end getting hot weter, "

My lendlady must have heard me tripping down
the steirs, for when I arrived in the kitchen, she
was in the act of filling a jug with hot watex.

"Sorry shout the water" she srid, passing me
the jug, "but it should be on any moment now".

"Oh, thet's quite alright" I replied, "it
should be through by the time I've Pinished sheving.
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I eventually got through that del:!ghml 2
iness =nd than tried the tap once more. a 8el-
itary drop. "Heavens!" I gpaid to myself. 'I ahl.'ll
have to be content with a lick and a promise this
morning, just like old Bunter! Funny I. should be
thin.k:h:g sbout that fat porpoise on a morming like
this. I qui completed the task of washing in
true Bunter faghion; slipped into the bedroom and
put on the rest of my olot!ns.

Breskfast was 1aid as usual. Two or three
letters and & smell parcel. I opened the letters.
Nothing very atu-hling I picked up the parcel. Now
what's this, I wonder! Feels like n book' A BOOK!
Why, surely, it's....it's.....BONTER!

T , L 8m very caretu.lwith string, es-
pecially in these hard times, but to-dgfy, I simply
oouldn't be bothered to untie the knots. In less
time thet it takes thme to tell, I ceught up & knifg
dlaghed the string., snd opened the parocel.

My intuition nbout Bunter wes correct. There
staring at me from the front cover, wna our old
fpmilier friend, Bunter! Hé hedn't changed a bit.
Seme old figure; seme 0ld g}asses; same old expres—
sion, and in the same spot of bother. /nd Quelchy,
too! The same,; tall, scholastie, tlemen, com-
plete with gown and mortar board. ﬁ;ulm- features;
acid expression; gimlet-eyes boring through. the
portly substance that was Bunter's.:

Don't ask me what I had for breskfast. I rem
ember I endeavoured to pour out & second cup of tea
es I thought, 'bm:tharewaacm:lya leak left. I'd
hain a gecond sup g:l.’ ten alright, but hadn_-‘l;_bﬂm
fa teat recollection of dr:.nld.n.g it. My TATY

unheeded., for here was .simply devour-
1ng upjy Bunter of Greyfriars Sehool".

I turned over the. cover, smd there on the
fly-leef, wes James Agate's query, "Who is Billy
Blmte:.'?" Whet's the man talking about for odnesa

= a8 who. Billy Bunter was — Educs
sadJ;y‘ neglected, I should s&y. Now, what's this?
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Ah, yes! Some of the Remove grnthered sround the Not-
ice ‘v & ®"notiss" by ter ... rnd there's
Bunter, well to the front as ususl ... Inky, too!..
But where's the rest of the Prmous Five? I engerly
scanned the remaining faces, but apart from Bunter
and Inky, I wns completely whncked.:

Over on the other page, were the long awnited
words — "Billy Bunter of Greyfrinrs School" by Frrn}
Richards; illustrated by R.J.Mncdonrld. Turning
over once more - First Published 1947 (10,000). 24
quick run through the contents - Bunter Knows: Jrm
for Bunter; Where is Bunter? - Quelchy: Coker's Hrmd
per (Good old fethesd, Coker); Six for Smithy (The
Jolly old Bounder in for six this time with » ven-
gemnce). One more chapter desnling with Quelchy, mnd
the remeinder nll about Bunter. And so on to CGhap-
ter 1 ... "Bunter Enows". A

"Bunter!" Mr.Quelch's voice wns not loud,
but deep. It wns heard distinetly by nll enrs in
the Remove form-roum mt Greyfrinrs School; except-
ing, apparently, one pair of very fat emrs. -Billy
Bunter did not amswer ... I indulged in = sip of"
ten now end again, and had r bite or two of .. well,
whotever it wes, I sinmply cem't rermerber. I wng too
engrossed. I rend on ... "BUNTER!" ,. This was the
fifth time, rnd now Quelehy simply romred .. "Still:
Bunter did not reply. Still he did not stir. But,
as if in snswer to his form-master, a sound came:
from Bunter. Snore!

I felt the years slip asway from me. I wag
back once more in the happy daye of care-free youth
with no cares or worries, no wars; no restrictions.
Frank Riohards was here again practically in the
flesh, so with eyes Tixed, I was agnin trav-
elling the corridors of dim opd misty past.

I flipped over amother pnge. Bunter is still
snoring. how Skinmer pops into the nrems mnd owok )
our fat friend in the woy we noturelly assoc-
iete with Skinner. Ingredients - r finger snd thumb
in very fat enr, snd then & sudden twist. It certn
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woke Bunter. "Yaroooh! Ow! Leggo my ear, you beast

<.« Ah, yes. The old, old Bunter. Listening to every

word ... "The Royal Oak‘?“ ves: "Oh, yes, sir! Cert-

" ... "My fother wouldn't like it...I've never
been near it, sir, except to pamas it". Mr.OQuelch
gazed at him. "Banter! Is this intended for im-
pertinence, or what? inswer me at onoe - what is
the Roysl Osk?".

"It's A pub, sir". And so I read on to the
end of the chapter.

I sat back rnd brenthed n.sigh of contented
relief. Although the clock had mede hundreds mmd
hundreds of revolutions, the lapse of time had mede
no difference. Frank Richerds wrs still the same.
And Quelchy ns roid as ever. No, the mmny yesrs of
the turning of the clock hnd mrde no difference
and ... "Good hesvens! The clock! What time ig 1t?
Looking at my watch, I was horrified to discover
that 1t wos 9 a.m.. ot which time I was due to open
up the office. Hurredly plrcing awsy my precious
poasession, I raced away to the office and, thanks
to the fates that be, found thet I wes the first
on the scene after 9.11

I hed & very busy morning. Sa‘turda,y mornings
usually are, but to-dey was more so, at least, it
appeered to me. I think this was probably due to
5 exciting words "Meny hands make light work" which
commenced the reading of Chapter.2. "Oh, dear!"™ I
thought, "if only I had a few more hands, then,
perhaps, I should get through this tedious work a
jolly sight quicker.

After =2 long, long time, 1 o'clock duly ar-
rived. Packing awsy my books, I soon made for home
quickly got through the business of feeding, smnd
was onoe more deeply immersed in the thrilling
advertures of the one and only Billy Bunter.

Was I right when I sald it was the dey of
days? PFor me, at emy rate, it was the Joy of joys,

and. the long a\vaited blessed day of g-eat eventa.

"
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Sitting in a nice comfortable armcheir; warmed by
the glow of a cheery fire, end wafted away into the
exciting moments of my long-lost youth, I wns at
peace with the world.

I read on and on. Fleeting glimpses of old,
but not forgotten ocharacters - Coker; Mauly ; Smithy j
PFishy; Skdnner; Snoop; Seott; Wingate; Loder; Gywnne
Gosling; Unole Olegg; - a few of the familiar placeg
Priardale Lone; Idttle Side; Cross Keys ... and so
I entered into a world apert. Sudd ; I came to
with a stert. 4 cold, wet nose rubbed against my
hand. I looked down ond gagzed into on rppealing
pair of brown eyes. It was Timo,,nmy rough-heired
terrier. He hed oome to renind me that it wns tine
to go out. "Alright, Tino, 0ld boy!" I maid, strokd
ing his head. "Don't worry, I'll take you out. If
Frank Richards could only see you now, I'n sure he'l
forgive the discourtesy in oasting hin aside." Timo
hes his walk end enjoyed hinself in his ususl doggr
way, whilst I, with ny nind full of old smd Pregrent
nenories, hastened round the Pork, up the river
benk, past the football field, with no eyes for the
natch in progress, completed the round end landed
honie ezain in elnost record tine.

"Sorry, T™Mno, old scout, but it's all for &
good cause!"™ With this spology of appensememt, I
re—occupied iy chair, and was quickly whisked ey
into the scenes of long ogo ...

Yes, I an glad to soy I conpleted the "nnster—
plece" that very sone day, but on page opposite the
end I found the first smag - “Charles Skilton Ltd.
have great pleasure in announeing that Mr,Frank
Richards has in preparation another Billy Bunter
Story". A very pleasant announcement, no doubt,but
nevertheless a very definite snag. Oonsidering the
long wait we have had for this present book, how
dlong will it be before the next instalment sees the
light of day? And so, for the present I must be ocorl~
tent with a8 o they are, hoping ngainst hope,
I am afredd, that the Govermment in their present

=]
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obauure policy, will moke = mistake ﬂmi issue paper
nd 1ib
‘,Ehmka e lot, Mr. .‘Er‘.nﬂ.lton, for a very pleas-
ent day. A dey which will certa be ‘ndded to
list of dates mpd duly noted as B5TH OCTOEER, 1o47.
* ® %

Extreot from Letter:

Dunter - the Imvincible: I have read the
Bunter Book with all the feelings expressed by my
fellow contributors in the Digest. I would like to
add & few lines reminiscent of a great Stateamen,
namely - Never in the history of schoolboy liter-
ature wes so much owed by so meny Bunter fams to

onid Bonter wrdter. Jack Corbett, Birminghrn,32

PCETS CORNER
Stephenie - The 014 Boy's Tune:

Sweet rmsic that cem never pell on

Soft strains. that like Spr:l.ng—-bloasons fall on me
Fragrant 7md fresh, recalling happy days,

Seen now through wiatful Men'ry's golden haze!
"Stephanie", sweet accompaniment of Christmas-timg
When book or journal, nagnzine or rhyne

Cene 0ll as one to eager boyish eyes, .

To whish aught granted print wes e'er a prisze!

"Boys of the Empire", "Scraps" and "Little Folks"
"Fun", "Punch" ﬁ md "Judy", pecked with piotured
"Boys lender"."Schoolboys Own" & "Union Jack" jokd
Of heslthy thrills they seldon had a lack.
"Pluck" "Magnet" "Gen" "Young Britain & "Boys Pridn
It seened their chorns for us would never end!
"Sloper's Hnlf-Holiday", "Tootaie', "Dook" & "Bob'|
411 Ally's giddy, frivol-lov:i.ng nob!

"Boys Own" the book to place on Christnmd tebles
(Dear T.Baines Reed & ogat Gordon Stebles);

d!l

"Young Folks" (since "Old & Ymmg“) & bold Tim Piﬂ

pin
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fhrice welcome ome & all - we thought you ripping!
1ater, "Chdmg Ching's Own" and "Handsome Harry'
ﬁmmwmmm:

THOSE WERE THE DAY S
s

y
E.W. Webd

I have recently received = copy of the old
half-permy Boys Friend, dated 1898, from a fellow

reader of this fine paper for msny years. In the
above number the Editor is full of apologies, as us-
ual, to various complainrnts of gqueries rmd letters
unenswered either in the paper or by post. That was
8lso my own experience of the Editor. In & fit of
enthusiasm I was induced to Forward sixpence to be-
oome a member of The Ieague of Boy Friends, for
which sum I should receive & hrmdsome certificaote
worthy to freme and heng on ome wnll. Said cnsh disd
patcheg I weited with boyish impatience for the worl
of art?

I waited o week or more for the certificate -
none arrived ~ weeks passed, I wrote to our dear
Editor (whose begnign eormtenomce ndorned his page
every week) twice. No reply or ncknowledgement in
his columns. Nothing drunted I determined to berrd
the liom in his den. I trudged to the office in »
gide street off Fleet Street, no palatial offices in
those deys; up three flights of dinly 1it steirs; on
B door; Boys Priend. There was o cord on the door —
gme to lumeh. Several tines I nade the seme jour-
ney. He was either &% hmmeh or would be bock in half]
;& hm:r% 1 never succeeded in my object. He d%dn't

tend to refund my sixpence. Pully a yetr afterwn
Jthe long sought certifiente nrrived, nyﬂinw washed
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out thing which I had at one time longed to frame.
My elder brother, looking over my shoulder, jeered
at the sentiment expressed thereon. There was an

unholy scuffle, the work of art was torn to shreds
end I was ocnce more diggrdce through my love of
these bloods as my folks insisted on calling them.

. My mother was the daughter of a Weslyen Min-
ister, and the conditions nt home were not too
bright for a lively boy. She was bent on my being
a Minister whereas myself, I yearned to be a Pirnte
or & Highwaymean at least. I visited Dick Turpin's
Cave in Epping Forest - decidedly damp I found it.
I hope Dick didn't get rheumatism or bronchitis
when he sojourned there, but it was wet. I was dis-
aouraged at every turn and had to make & den in the
0ld summerhouse at the bottom of the garden, o seq-
uestered spot, festooned with virginian creeper and
greape vine., It weos sn idesl spot away from the par-
ental eye. Here I could indulge in reading my fav-
ourite ha'penny Marvel, Deadwood Dick, Springheeled
Jack or anything of thet nature I oould lsy my handd
on, and there were some sticky ones being published
sbout that time. Gweeny Todd, Gharles Rece, Jack
Sheppard, Duvels and Turpins were in full spate, and
I bought, borrowed or exchanged everything of the
kKind I could get hold of.

Meny of our old collectors bemotn the fact
that the old stories of their boyhoodno longer grip
es they used to, end find more interest in the ill-
gitratigni. There ighmore than one reason for that,

e mind is mature, ere is no mystery in anything
but they also forget the conditions and &
under which these old things were resd. DNyself,
when my parents happened to be out on & winter's
night, I could read ngefwcmrite by the glow of the
kitchen fire, or by the soft lamplight. The rest of
the room beyond the cirele of light in deep shadow.

There !ﬁeth.e fire, alone with Sweeny Todd, I
could y was waiting in the shadows to pol-
ish me off, Perhaps I heard a sound, it wes only =
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mouse scratching in the wainscot, or the wind blow-
ing the Ivy across the window, or the steirs creak-
ing after someone had gone up, but it was enough to
meke Iy little heart beat fester amd I would stir ug
the fire and the wind would rumble in the old chim-
ney.

My Mother would never have gas, although most
of the neighbours had & penmy in the slot:

"Talk about the people in their mansions
We're as proud as any, grand,
We have got the gos laid on -

Five hours a penny."

No, my Mother stuck to the old lamps as long
as she lived. Lamplight, that is the atmosphere
in which to read em 0ld ha'pemny blood. Solitude,
a roaring fire, end the wind rumbling in the chimey|
ag the sparks fly upwerds.

To-dry, glaring cold eleotric light, flooding
every corner of the room; @ neighbour's bloring wird
less; plemes overhetd; motors rushing by. Thnts it
The mtmosphere is 21l wrong. We wrnt to put the
oclock beck 50 yenrs.

Yes, those were the doys.

~pAo——ZENITH @
~FRED-U-E--0M : 2

PAT-SPLASH pa | Solution [ 7 :
-R-B-EUSTAGE- | for: 4 M
POUR-R——L—D o
L-NICOFINE—R | Soxton /,/
SHADOW- I SSUE s S

Cross- ‘W
P~ GUNS-H-W-~8 :
S-IBT2CTIVE-§ | word ¥ 4 % _

-IAST-0-T4D-I | No. 11 Lons
JEV-SHOT-LEON Y /
BRIM——T--D-—G /
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- ALL CORRESPONDENCE TO
H.M.Bend, 10 Erw Wen, Rhiwbine, Cardiff.

THE OHRISTMAS ROUND TABIB

Prom & literéry and artistic stamdpoint,thres
things combine to make my Christmas really enjoyabls
Thoge three things sre:- (&) the unforgettable Xmas
stories by the late Gwyn Evens; (b) the inimitable
seasonable drawings to illustrate those stories by
Erie R.Perker; amd (¢) the memory of & human and

understanding man, & men who, in the true traditiong

of Mr.Piekwick (even if he did not resemble him phy
sically) always celebrated the Yuletide with gusto
and who remembered those who were less fortunatie
thsn himself. I refer, of course, to the real, pre-
war, old fashioned Sexton Blake of Beker Street.
About the beginning of December each year I run
through m%rcollection of "Union Jecks" and select
verious Christmes Numbers. I must confess that
these numbers usually range between 1923 and 1932
for it was during those ten years that I fully real-
iged the fact that Blake was my very own favourite
character. I studied each story, every week, amd
gsoon built up in my mind's eye a character who re-
meins with me to this day despite the changes that

have taken plase in the fortunes of the dear old
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U.J. end it's succeasor D.W. But ever,g year it was
the Gwyn Evens Xmas story that thrilled me most of
fll, emd little wonder. What more could one nsk
thot that one's favourite ochrracter, surrounded hy
subsidiary choracters, should spend a happy, yet
alweys mysterious Yuletide. Thot frmous room in
Baker Street, so well described by Mr.Eveans and so
well illustrated by Mr.Parker alvways seemed gry snd
homely on Christmes day, yet I emd nl1l the other
readers knew that something would crop up to tempor-
arily dampen the spirit of £ll those who srt round
that other Round Table. Of course, everything =11
come right in the end and we, like Blake mmd his
friends, could relex emd enjoy our own Xmns fore
knowing thet right hed once agzin overcome wrong fnd
thet our famous Baker Street investigotor had ndded
yet mmother to.his list of successfully solved
crimes. This yeor, the first Xmns of the C.D. I
have taken ALL those Xmas "Union Jncks" fron their
usual place on the shelf and feel that T should
briefly desoribe them to you. It was not until 1925
thet Gwyn Evens came to the fore ss the U.J. Xmams
story writer, consequently the Xmms numbers of 1923
and 1924 were not quite so attractive to me as most
of those that followed., In 1933, for instance, it
was Edwy Searles Brooks who tried to bring us seasonl
able fare. Yes, you have guessed right, Waldo was in|
the story. Now I kmow that all my Nelson Lee fan
friends will immedietely say thet Mr.Brooks was an-—
other past mester in the art of writing the Yuletide
story. They are right, he wns, how well I know that
from reading such stories 2s he used to write wound
the St.Franks boys in the N.L.L. Mr.Brooks hod Juat
returned from a lengthy stsy in the U.S.A. when he .
wrote this 1923 ¥mas number story "The Flsaming
Spectre of Cloome". What = peach of a yorn:it weas
too, all the ingredients of thrills, eerieness amnd
the usual Xmas spirit. Yes, our Xmas with Waldo wns
far from qull, smd enywny it was E.R,Parker who il-
lustrated this story even though he had not yet
reached that meturity which we appreciated in after
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years. 1924 saw. George Hamilton Teed as the suthor
of the Xmas yson. Now Teed IS my favourite author,
but somehow cammot give him first place because of
that faot. His story was unique snd the spirit of
the yarn was grend for it told how Sexton Blske and
YTvonne mode & temporary truce with that ace criminal
Huxton Rymer ond his attractive woman accomplice,
Mary Trent. Another most enjoyable yarn and once
egain E.R.P. wes to the fore as artist, this time
his drawings more like those of the men who designed
the S.B. Bust. On to 1925. 4h! Here was the Pirst
of a series that renlly breathed the spirit of the
senson. "The Mystery of Mrs.Bardell's Xmes Pudding",
it was called, and as you hrve guessed, fentured the
lovable housekeeper to Scxton Blake. Mrs.B., togeth-
er with her sister Mary Ann Oluppins, provided us
with 2 moat unique story, smd there, around thot
table for the first time set Blake, Tinker, Splash
Page amd Inspector Coutts, voven Pedro having o place
for the ocengion. This yarm certainly whetted one's
appetite for more =nd so it was grand in December
1926 to see once agnin the title "Mrs.Bardell's
Xneg Eve", But it was the cover of U.J.No.1210 con-
taining that story that impressed me. It atill does.
Mr.Parker has never excelled himself as regards
Christmassy drawings. Mrs.B. had the centre of the
stage and I, for one, have never forgotten that
cover, in foot I have it before me as I write =md
cem still appreciste it. Like Xmas itself it comes

p fresh erch year. "Mrs.Bardell's Imes Eve™ was the
story of the grent Brker Street Hoax. Mrs.B., wrs
dnapped smd what & jolly problem was set Sexton
[Blake in getting her baek. If the cover of U.J. No.
1210 impressed me — DID impress me so very much, it
did not heve the effect of cutting down my enjoyment
of the whole issue. It was to my mind the best of
Bll the U.J. Xmas mumbers. Eric R.Parker wes at the
top of his form. On page two he illustrated the Xmns
iDinner at Beker Street with Blake raising his glsss
in & toast to Mrs.B. 4 mrsterly drawing which I hope
one dny to be able to reproduce. On pege three was f
inset "The Toast is: 'Sexton Blske' ~ (see pnge 12)""T

—~
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and on turning to page 12 we find the report of n -
speech made by Blalke himself at a representative
gothering of U.J. readers. The toast of "Sexton
Bloke" which Blake rises to reply after insistent
demands from those present. Unfortunntely I cromot
reproduce his reply here but I emn cssure 211 of you
who have not read this prrticulsr issue thnt that
reply did more to make the detective n real charnctefr
then hundreds of stories could have done. It wos
witty, topieal and in every way just as we should
heve inmgined the greet man to spenk. I st quote
the closing sentences of Blnke's speech though, for
%;tmig nogt fitting to the occasion of this issue of

"My best thenks, then, for your tonst. Moy
your Christnasses now fnd to come, be everything
thet you cem wish them; and if the periodionl (The
Union Jock) with which ny neane is unworthily sssoc-
isted con succeed in adding to your enjoynment of
this festive season, I an honoured indeed".

Agtually U.J.No.1210 was not the 1926 Xnns
munber. This was No.1208, but os it appefred sonme
three or four weeks before the greot dny one could
not renlly appreciste it to the full. The renl
Christors nmunber for thot yenr feotured another Teed
|yorn, this tine in the farous Tinker/Nirvenn geries.
I1lustrated by Parker yet ngmin, it wos n seasoneble
yorn end one which I have rend over nany tines with
undininished enjoyment. I only wish I could repro-
duce sone of the delightful little asketches and
drewings in both these cherished 1926 U.J's. Yes,
E.R.P. was and still is n naster of his nrt.

The 1927 Evans/Parker story waes in true Dick-
ensian style. Not only did Mr.Evens feature the yarn
in line with scenes from "Pickwick Papers" but Mr.
Parker once again excelled himself and sketched some
superd old English scenes, including a real old
stnge coach loaded with popular U.J. charscters. I
mist quote from the paragraph underneath the
conceyped. "None were too busy or pre-oeccupied to
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to turn and smile end wave their hands as the cosch
rumbled by. Somewhere the kindly shade of Charles
Dickens smiled down on the incamation of his immord
tal dream children - Splash Page's Dickensisn party,
bound for the delights of Christmes at den Manor
In this story if was = delight to find our fav-
ourites taking on the personalities of the famous
Dickens characters. Splash Page as Alfred Jingle.
Sexton Blake as Sidney Carton. Tinker as Sam Weller.
Inspector Ooutts as Tracy Tupman and Ruff Remson o3
Bill Sykes (smd who could have fitted the part bet-
ter). Of course Mrs.Bardell had no need to chamge
HER personality, although maybe we should not place
her on quite the sfme pleme as that scheming widow
of Pickwick fame. Yes, in very truth Charles Dickens
could heve looked down s#nd smiled for here indeed
was something that wes really worthy of the senson.
It was certeinly o most worthy issue to adorn the
Xmas bookstrll.

In 1928 it was the turn of yet smother famoug
old favourite to give Gwyn Evans ideas. Robin Hood.
Yes, he ereated the "League of Robin Hood" nnd to
make it sound all 0.K. let me say that the old mmnod
this year was oalled Huntingley Manor." All our
favourites were there zgain.

The cover of U.J. No.1313 which was the
Christmas number containing this story "The Ciime of
the Christmzs Tree" was of a very pleasing nature.
Once again Mr.Parker memoged to convey the spirit
of Christmas and the predominence of green was
rather fitting to the character of Robin Hood on
whom one of the central charncters of the story was
based. In faet his neme wns Robin. It zx-st be
stated here, however, that the inside drawings were
rot quite up to previous standards. Somehow thore
did not seem the same ‘polish smd finish ns hitherto.
In the light of subseguent happenings perhaps it is
not surprising for the old U.J. was drawing ever
closer to it's end, although none of us would have
even dared tg think of such a thing at the time.

- §
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1929 saw two topical Gwyn Evans stories in-
stead of the usual one. This, of course was a very
welcome innovetion snd we revelled in the second
helping of Blske, Tinker, Coutts, Bardell, Page and
League of Robin Hood. Yes, thet modern band of "rob
the rich and pgy the poor" individusls was again in
the limelight Xmes 1929. Once £gnin Mrs.Bardell
was kidnapped, or rather doped snd abducted, coming
to to find herself supposedly in medireval Englend,
and dressed for the part too. Of course there wes o
logicrnl explenotion and all worked out well. Some
grand chats between Mrs.B smd Mary Amm Cluppins (whq
incidently wes her sister) mande us loucgh when rend-
ing this story. The titles were "The Mistletoe-
Milk Mystery" emd "The Masque of Time". The second
title rother well describes Mrs.Bnrdell's experien-
ces, or rother elludes to them.

The 1930 Xmas story "The Memn who Hated Christi-
mes" was not in the same street as it's predecessord
I am sorry to say. I think thet at the time poor old

Evans was rather ill, for his story did not
have the wit and did not satisfy to the same extent
ag his others. Not much effort wes made to make
the issue Christmassy either. Of course Parker was
good, but once egain there seemed to be something
missing. I sighed for the older issues even then.
Unfortunstely we were to be even more disappointed
for Xmas 1931. Gwyn Evens was missing nltogether!
An entirely new suthor came to the fore for the
ocoagsion, Wm.J.Elliott. His story "The Phantom of
the Pantomime" was good but certainly did not satis-
fy. @11 those grend little Xmas sketches by Mr.Par—
ker hed feded away too.

Imag 1932 saw the return of Gwyn Evans with
"The Masked Garrollers". 4 good ysrn this but some-
how thet 0ld spirit was egain missing. Once again
I turned to 1925 and 1926 for solace. Acturlly three
stories were featured this year, for on the two sue-
ceeding weeks we were offered Xmas fare by G.Malco
Hincks and Donald Stusrt. Even three such yarns
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ceuld not make up for thot real Yuletide spirit.

From the sAbove you will observe that I eon-
sider the esrlier Xmas numbers of the 1923%/1932 per
iod by far the best. They were; I don't think enyong
derdssthat, but despite that fact I cammot ssy that
I wee ever dissppointed with a U.J. Xmas number.
Would that we could wnlk into our newsagents this
Xmas and pick up one of them for that modest two-
pence which thrt newsagent mentioned in this issue
by Mr.Leckenby considered excessive in 1901! We
still have the S.B.L. with us smd probably should
be thenkful for small mercies in such times as -I:heaJ .
But nothing osm ever trke the plece of those superb
X¥mes numbers of the past. It is in the pages of
the old U.J. that Sexton Bleke really lives. It is
with great relief that I pick up my old copies and
think to myself - "well, at lemst I cem rend = REAL
Blake story when I feel like .it."

In conclusiocn, may I express a hope thet I
have brought back a few memories with this Round
Table chat and using the words of Sexton Blake him-
self, through the medium of the late Mr.Gwyn Evans,
"My best thanks, then, for your co-operation. Nay
your Christmasses now and to come, be everything
that you can wish them; and if that section of an
ameteur magezine (The Collector's Digest) with
which my name is unworthily associated, con succeed
in adding to your enjoyment of this festive sesson,
I am honoured indeed."

. . .
H

A right Merry Xmas and & Happy and Prosperous
New Year to 81l my Fellow Sexton Blake Lovers.

e
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