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SPECIAL ISSUE 
TO THE MEMORY OF 

FRANK RICHARDS 

D T O R A L 

~· 
This tasue of COIJ.ECTCIU3• DIGmT ts dedicated to the memory ot Frank Rtebards. It 

Is our trtl>Ut41 to htm, end we hope tt 1s a ttttt~ one. 
Our mual regular teatt.res are 3\1.apended this month, together with adnrtlaeme nt s. 
Hy grateful tbtf\ka to readers mo sent me a.long IIEf\1' hmdreds ot iress outttngs oon­

cemlna the pa.sslng or our author. 
! ban to otrer llf apologies to large mmbers of you - 1n the put month or two I 

ae• to ban done so mch apologizing. In recent weeks 70ur l et ters have flooded 1n to 
Utb of f ice. The death of our old fri end caused read ers to mburden their grtef to 
Collect.ors • Digest - a thousarxt letters, tn fact, since early Deced>er. I a.uure Jou 
that every letter l\a.s been Nad 800 re-read, but It bec81118 a ab&er llll)Oss lbt ltt.T to get 
per,onal replies BRlO'. I can onl,1 beg 70UI"' toleranc e and t.lldentemtng. 

J. rt1gt JAL TO fRANE R JCHAR[87 

Nany or our readers are mizlous that aocne .sort or IDlllm(;l"lal iflould be rai s ed to 
Frank Rtcbarde • tie1110ry. 1bl s 11 a sentt•mt lllbtoh will llnd. an ecb:I ln all our hearts. 
flle pot nt , ot oourse, ta What rona tt could take . Some han suquted a plaqu e, a 
statue , t.hl fomdatton or a scholar!b tp at some pt.1bltc school. It "IY reader haa tdeaa 
ot bts ONl on t.he s UbJeet we cflall be pleased to hear troll bt m, end t o g in c,ace ln our 
0011.1111\S tt n tbtnk tt lllgbt prove t eu tbl e . 

~· DIGEST bel i eves tbat. th e t lnest memorial t.o f'rd Rtchanla - and me 
wltlltn t.bl .oope or o.s.s.c. organtsatt on - WOUl.d be a donation to the Pla,yl,- Fie lds 
J.uoota tton . If tile pres.sand the B.e .c. would gin a tc1 with put,Uo t t,, lhere-, nll 
be laqe nlillbera of people ~ fl:IUld Uke to cmtrtbUte. OUr clubs , of COUM1e, ~ 
han t o ton a comtttee ,or .,pacp1e , NX>se, enY1ustw ts not .. or,..t1111 ...... htre ~,.f<Ul t.- .... 



io-morrow "Yarlet.J. u. would 1111an plenC.:, or wort Ind organlatlon . 
It a ,uftlclentlY llt,.stantlal am could be raised , St •tcht well bt possible - and 

tha t, or course , would be the bll aim - tor tb t P. P.A. to purchase land - III0)1)e tn ht1 

bel oved Kent - tor a play tnc rt tld to be namd thl •Pr ank Rlchprd.s ~ !.!!lQ.• flwroe , 

mdoubted11, a eomemrattn plaque could be placed . 
11 n no t possible to laa&lnt our old trttnd l<K&tns do1'ft with a happJ •tle ac. 

generations or t,oya pla,Lng th e gam cm dl e rnnt Richard.a Field? Could an,Uttng bt more 

approprlau to Che memor, or the m.,n tilho JtM'ICI so well tht 7outh or th t nation? 

ff\at ls cierely the vtew ot thi s maaa.zln, . w, bope that Bll branches or the o. e. e. c. 
wtl l consider tt and - 'fltlat ever ts decided - aot speedllJ. 

In tb t meetJtlM , tacb m 1 ot us can do our bit - ne.11 or 1&r&1 - to keep alt'Yt 

tb e aemory or bla wcrt, Let u., au>por1. bts boob - bQJ tbc t or ourselns , aid 1tn 
tbec u presents , aoeordln& to Our' means. (I p"Yt acorn ot awi.ter booCs aa prtr.es 1n 

'l:ff ,chool , and I still 1tve Uleo to trtenc1s end nlatlns as presents.] 
Nu ara . Charl es Skilton are publlahtn,: soon a tine new, blgger edition ot ''nle 

J.utoblogrt\PhJ or Frank Richards . • Let us atn It our tull IUJ)part - a O' tllt back.Ing . 

Buy It - act't'trtlse It u we cs,. - alk our llbrvtes tn our hor:ie to,m.a to at.ock tt , 

~· Dllitl3T readers tore a nucleus fer teepln& al ln the MaX7 or Cbarlu 
Bmllton and all hi s srtat schools. Let u., proTe Wt we are also a ponrtul nucleus. 

It !f ta ll , then ft)o will Nces t>er wt tb tbe paufna of tl1187 tt t a tc, to us. 

THE EOl!al , 

•Know )'e not U\at there ts a pr ince and a gNat man 
tallen th is d81 In Isra el? ' 

AVE ATQUE VALE 
By IRIC 1'.lJliE 

ilA1L AND FAREWELL. Sane years 880 I wrote an article , under that title , 

for Collectors' Digest Annual, 'ii thin a few days of t hat publication of 

t hat Annual, I received the following le tter from Frank Richards: 

"I feel t hat I must write ju.st a line to tell you bow much 
I have enjoyed reading your article in the C.D. Annual. It 

was like re-living a writing life of thirty - three ye<II'S over 
again , in one pleasant hour , 

Maey thanks , 111¥ dear boy, for that happy hour . " 

That was all , Just a few words - yet how much he said in those 
,t~.lf ... lf9.r.M., ___ l ... lM!l~-AlllllY.3 .. ~ll,IJ.~ll ... 11!At .. .l~.UQ,., .... l:t. ... l!M .• ~.Q ... JY.Pi,Q.ll,),,_ .. , ..... 
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He was a sens itiv e man. A fev words of praise for his work 

deli8b te d him; a f ew words of adverse criticism would dish earten him 
greatly . Ile did not suffer foo l s gladly . In spi te of bis inherent 
kindliness , t here were times when he would deflate a critic who, fran 
ignorance or pomposit y, had written sanethi.ng stupi d. 

He had the rei:utation, a f ew years ago , of being difficul t to 
approach. Many thought that a vi sit or t o Rose Lawn might receive a 
cold reception. I am quit e sure that this was a fal~e picture , True , 
with an el derly man who was still working hard , it was e:q:edient to 
disc ourage casual cal l ers. But I know many people who visited him, 
and I have yet to hear of anyone who was not received with courtesy , 
kindness, and understanding . My personal contacts with him over 
twenty years have l eft me a memory I shall ever cherish , 

Am I i:utti ng a foot out of step when I aay that I shall re mem­
ber him as A Very Gallant Gentlema n? I think that the thought mey 
cause a chuckle in tha t Heaven to which all good writers go. 

What a wonderful life ! Always doing ·the very thing he wanted 
to do! Vri ting for young people . And ,,"ri. ting for young people till 
the time when life I s chapter cl osed; · 

He was easy-going . Re wrote easily - and people who write 
easily can be r ead easily . The charm of the · man himself inevita bly 
percolated into so many of hi s stories . He made money easily - arxl 
he s pent it just as eas ily . He never prepared for th e rsiny dsy -
possibly be cause his world was one of sunshine , and it never occurred 
t o him tha t there could be a rsiny day . 

Between th e wars he enjoyed a four - figure inccxne. Some years 
he earned over i:3(XJO with his wri t ing - a lot of money in t he days 
when a pound was worth a pound . This does not mean that he was part ­
icul arly well pa.id .for his work - but so l ong as he had plenty on 
which t o live he did not bother about t hat s ide of th e matt er, 

In 1947, when he wrote hi s first post - war Greyf ri ars story , 
"Billy Bunt er of Greyfriars School ", he informed · his new J:Ublisher 
most emphati call y that his charge was YJ/- per thousand words, He 
would accept nothing more. His publisher , like most publishers , was a 
straightfo rward man, With difficulty he managed to persuade the 
author t o se ll t he sto ry on a royalty basi s . 

It is pleasan t t o be able to record tha t "Billy Bunt er of Grey ­
friars School" so l d in its t ens of thousands. At t he time of bis 
death, thi s st ory '!lone had brought it s autho r well over £1000 in 
royalties. 

Probably the re is but one writer in a thousand writ ers who is 
_...,., ....... '" ..... - ....................................... -.................... _ .. _.. .................................................. ., ..................... ,. ....................................... .. 
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able t o live, and live well , on t he re sults of his lll"iting alone . 
Frank Richard s was one who could and did , All th e same, his high in ­
come was due entirely to his prodigious outi:ut . 

In t he past few weeks, many newspapere have stated t hat "at the 
peak of his career he had an output approacbi.ng 25,000 words a week." 
That , of course , i s th e underet~ t ement of th e century , In 1939 , when 
he was be tween s ix ty and seventy years of ·age, he waa wr;iti ng , every 
week, 55,000 words of Greyfriars and St, J im' s, and proba bly a seri al 

instalment or two in addition , In earlier times , his output was far 
higher , 

The usual way for an author to prepare his manuscripts for a 
publi sher i s to type them in bla ck, on quarto siz e paper , in double 
spaci ng, le aving ample margins . Frank Richards ' manuscrip t s , th ough 
models of their kind , were entir ely unconventional. He always typed 
in J'lTple on f ool scap s iz e paper, in single spacing, This undoubt edly 
was for the sake of speed . Fool scap paper and s i ngl o s pacing meant 
l ess waste of time i n changing paper - and time meant everything to an 
author with an outpu t like hi s . His Rookwood stories , and oth ere of 
simil ar l ength, were usually completed at one s itting , 

Furthemore , he never typed a manuscript more than once . His 
stor i es came as he want ed t hem th e first time . His accur acy was 
amazing - and, of course , his memory, Messrs . Casse)l ' s , who p.1blish 
th e Billy Bunt er books, say of him: "He was thoro~ businesslike , 
utterly relia ble , and al ways on time . " 

For a great many years , then , he earne d what th e average man 
would regard as a high inc ane , Yet , in 1940, when t he Magnet came to 
its abrupt and regrettab l e finish without warning, Frank Richards 
found himself suddenly without income, wit h no chance of making an 
incane , and , apparently , with very littla saved, 

Inevitab l y, the t hought occurs t o one tha t a man who had enjoyed 
a l arge incane for so long should never have found himself in this 
posi tion , He should have had ample saved to that he could retire can­
f ortab l y unt il the time came when he cruld se ll hi s stories again . But 
it i s all t oo eSPy for us to adopt a "holier than thou" at ti tude in 11 

mat t er of t his kind . 
Certainly Frank Richards was rueful over what happened , but he 

was i nt ens el y human, and , if he could have live d some of the pre - war 
years over agai n with the knowl ed8e of what lfas to come, i t is . a 
question whether he would have lived th em any diff erently , 

In his sto ri es he always presented gambling in any fom as "a 
mug' s game." He wrot e_ pl enty . of .. _stories in which the . "bad .hats " ............... . 
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gambled, and , invariably , gambling, whet her on t he gaming tables or on 
horses , l ed to misery , ruin and disgrace . Be taught t hat gambling was 
evil in every way. 

In consequence it was sooething of a shock t o l earn that t he 
man who condemned gambling so soundly in his sto ri es , was , in private 
life , a gambl er himself. 

We know that in hi s ear l y presentation of Frank Nugent t he author 
was putt i ng himself on paper. Bis niece has to ld me that "Frank" :r.:.s 
always hi s favourite name for a boy, But, for a long time, I have 
be lieved tha t in sket ching the charac t er of Ralph Reckness Cardev of 
St , Jim's, Martin Clifford was portraying himself as he knew himself. 
The Cardew whimsicalities were the Hamilton whimsicali ti es . The fellow 
vl\o knew the evi l s of gambling yet could not r esist it was the autho r 
tapping out himself on the Remington, It was "Pretty Fanny' s way," es 
Martin Clif ford made Cardew say , It i s a most odd circumstance t hat , 
i n l a t er years , when th e aut hor no longe r got n kick out of gambling , 
or, perhaps , had learned one of lif e ' s hard les sons , Cardev became l ess 
of the fascina t ing charac t er study which he had been years earl i er. 

In 1921 or thereabouts Charles Hamil t on le st the copyrj.gbt of 
most of the famous charac t ers he had cre at ed, This l oss was t o cos t 
him dearly more than twenty years l ater . Be must have regret t ed t o the 
end of his life that he had parted vi t h t he ri ght s to contro l his own 
brain childre n, 

We can only guess at the hards hil" which, be tween 1940 and 1945, 
came to tho auth or who had, t i ll then , enj oyed a lar ge and st eady 
income, 

Be may well have thought that tho days of Greyfri ars ar.i St. Ji.m' s 
were fini shed . II.iring the war he typed a very large number of s t ori es 
about a character whoo, he called "J ack of All Trade s ," probably with 
t he ide a that they might make a long series in some paper when the var 
was over. 

But Billy Bunter came back - and so Jack was never to win the 
poJ'l larity which the author may, a t one t ime, have envisaged , Several 
stories of t hi s character vere p.1blished, and in(the les t of th em Jack 
was shown being carried away in a foreign s teamer, We vai te d for a 
sequel vhich never came. The mystery of Jack of All Trades was never 
so l ved, It i s likely that th e solut i on lie s i n a great heap of WlUSed 
manuscript s i n t he Grand Old Man• s study , 

It is, of oourse , quite imposs i bl e, to pass a:ey opinio n here on 
th e atti tude and actions of the Amalgamated Press , Evidence shovns 
quit e 

0

clearly .. that Cha'.;,'.'• 11:imilton was ... the fino ' s .. st ar writer . over . a .... 
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great many years . He "made", without question, many of their !'lbli ­
cations , including the Gem, Magnet, Pop.,.lar, Schoolboys ' Own Library, 
Holiday Annual . His Rookwood sto ries sold th e Boy's Friend for eleven 
years , and be also con t ri buted Cedar Creek to that paper . His hundreds 
of stories in Modern Boy were the mainstay of that periodical. 

lie know that during the war years, and for a few years after 
the war ended, Charl es Hamil ton was bitter about his old !'lblishers. 
As success came t o him again , his attitude so ftened and mellowed, and 
it is pleasant to know that the hatchet was buried at last . 

Fame soon came t o him . As a young man, and in Cliddle 08" , he 
had been beloved from a great distance for the work he di.d . He had been 
seen "as through a gl ass darkly . " Now, late in his life , th e searching 
lim eli ght of real fame was turned upon him . Fame, as I commented last 
month, came to him when the peak of bis powers was passed . 

But he still had plenty t o offer the nation ' s youth - and the 
nation • s adults who remembered; He saw thirty Greyfriars s tories 
!'lblished between stiff covers, as well as a number of Tom Merry books, 
plus , of course, a dozen or more Annuals. 

Tel evision carried Bill y Bunter into a million hemes . Frank 
Richards saw bis beloved character port rayed by the perfect Bunter -
Gerald Campion. lie are told that t he Billy Bunter programme was the 
only television show that the author ever watched. 

He saw bis Greyfriars transferred with equal success to the 
stage . He saw bis own name quoted of ten in hundreds of newspaper and 
magazine artic l es !'lblished all over the world . 

He died in harness. There are at least three more of bis 
stories still to be !'lb l i shed by Messrs . Casse ll ' •· They are "Bunter 
the Caravanner , " "Billy Bunter I s Bodyguard, 11 and "Big Chief Bunter . 11 

There may even be more. 
It is a canfort to know t hat he did not suffer at the end . He 

did not linger . The man of millions of words , thousands of sto ries , 
hundreds of wonderful characters, a dozen ever-las t i ng schools - the 
men whcm generations upon generations had loved - the man who was the 
grea t est j uvenile writer of th e century was called frcm bis sleep to a 
higher life in t he early hours of Christmas Eve , 1961. 

Years ago, Charles Hamilton almost always ended bis story with 
the tit le of the story. lie can do no better •• • 

CHAR= HAROLD St . JOHN !IAMILTOII - Prince among school story 
writers - THIS IS YOUR LIH: - AVi, ATQUE VALE. 

* * * * * * * * * .... -'"'"~ ..... ,.~ .................... ,, ............... -..... , ................................................................................ ,-............................................................. ., ....... . 
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THE roJIERAL OF rnANK RICHAJIDS 

"Wharton Lodge glistened white under a mantle of 
snow, It was a snowy Christmastide, Wells, the 
butler , stood at the open doorway of the Loa.;e, looking 
out into the br i ght, cold , keen December morning . Wells 
looked pl ump and ccmfortable and cheerful," 

That, of course , is an extract fro., one of Frank Richards I 

Christmas stories in the Magnet. It seeced a st r ange irony of fate 
that , at Christoas time, the last word should have been written in the 
book of this great man •s life-story. For Frank Richards always wrote 
so wonderfully about Christens . His best loved s t ories told of ances ­
tral halls , log fires, holly , mistletoe , wind whining in the wide 
chimneys, jo ll ity and happiness a t Yuletide - with the snow flakes 
falling softly outside , covering the coontryside. Nobody over doubt ed 
that Frank Richards loved Christmas . 

And it was at Christmas that he died . 
The weather on the day of his funeral was something which might 

have come out of one of his stories . It was hard , bitter - with 
stinging white roads - snow and ice everywhere. The funeral cars were 
due to leave Kingsgate at 2.30, to reach the crecatorium at Charing at 
4 o ' clock - a journey of aoce 30 miles . Whether they would ever make 
t he journey I did not know. That day 1 all day , I felt strangely that 
I was playing a cinor part in one of his stories . 

I t was dry, but freezing hard . Frost and snow hung on the gaunt 
branches of the trees . The footpatha were slippery, the roads were like 
an ice - rink. Friends told me that I was mad to set out - that I should 
never get there - and , if I got there, I should never get home again 
that night . But somehow I knew that I must get there - to be with him 
at the finish . 

The di scooforts of that long journey , thrOU8h the fairy -l and that 
was Kent on a snowy day in mid-winter, were never very much in my mind 
as the different trains jogged along, carrying me slowly but surely on 
my way. I thought and thought - of the old Christmas stories. 

I thought of the time when Ji.tmzy' Silver was sn9W-bound on t he 
rail journey to the Priory - I thought of the Faoous Five in a tr ain 
crash i n t he snow when they were on their way to Scotland . I 1m sure 
I heard Tom Merry say "li'eep smiling." 

I t was afte r three when I reached the cotta,ies, the SI!lall church , 
the villa,ie green that was Charing, I asked a rustic the way to t he 
' ............ -................................. , ... -............................................................................... ~ .. , ........ ,~ .. , .. , ... ~ ......................... ~ .................................... . 
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Crematorium, and he pointed, way out t o the hills. 
The countryside was a magnificent sight. Tlie roads, the banks 

beside the roads, th e hedges , the fields, the trees , t he five - barred 
gates - all were clo th ed with snow. Frost , frozen snow and i ce -
everywhere - as far as th e eye could see . 

On th e right-hand side , at t he slllll!li.t of a steep hill , stands 
th e crematorium . It is situa t ed, far back from the roadway in the 
mids t of ro l ling park land . It is a modern building, but it l ooks lik e 
a lovely old country mansion from the distance . 

I thought of Wharton Lod&e· I went through the large , open, 
high iron gates. I walked up the wide, snow-covered drive . It was 
quite a walk to the house. On either side of mo was vast, sweeping 
park l and , dotted with lovely old trees. Trees , majes t ic and beau t i ­
ful in the ir glitt eri ng whiteness, lined th e drive . A bird landed on 
a branch , and a shower of icy flakes of snow tumbled around in the pale 
suns et . 

It was not difficult t o see the Faraous Five among t he t rees . 
Bob Cherry kneading snowballs; Inky, ouffled up against the bitter 
winte1· of a country which is so different from his nat i ve llhani)W' ; 
Frank Nugent breaking a l ong icicle fran a low-hanging bough; Johnny 
Bull growling "I t old you so !" Harry Wharton, th e youthful host, with 
his dark eyes gleaming with happiness to have his pals with him. 

Billy Bunter was not th ere , of course . He would be fast asleep 
in a chai r before the fire in Wharton's den. 

I walked on, Two men were bl'll$hing snow away from the front 
of the building . Wells and Thanas; perhaps - or two gardeners. 

A gentleman came out of the house. Kindl y , smypathetic - I 
tried to think it was Colonel Wharton. 

"The waiting rooc is on the right, 11 he said . 11It is warm and 
cosy there -" 

It was, too. A bright gas fi r e was burning . Vases of flowers 
stood on t he t abl e . There were coofortable chairs . 

I did not sit down. I went to the windo w. I could watch the 
long drive, with the iron ga te s in the distance . Presently I went in­
t o the carpeted hal l. I exchanged a few words with the clergycan who 
woul d conduct the service . 

The daylight was fading in the sky when the funeral cars 
arrived. The members of Frank Richards' family joined me in the 
waiting r0001. I talked in low tones to Mrs. Harrison, Frank Richards' 
si s ter - sweet , gentle, kindly . The facial lik eness between the 
brother and, sis teri, s ... strikin,s; , ....... She ,,,had .. ,rec~ive<l .,a,,lettei; .. ,frpm .her ........ 
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brothe r on the ds,y after Boxing Day. Wit h it CSI:le t he t elegram 
announcing his death . This brothe r and sister always exchanged let te rs 
twice a week . 

I said : 11Your brother was a very wonderful man. 11 

11Yes, 11 she echoed softly , "a wonderful man. " 
I met Mrs. Wright, Frank Richards ' n.iece, who had spent maey 

holidays with her much- loved "Uncle Charli e" at his home by the sea . 
She and her family had been with him last sui:mer - it seemed like 
yesterday - the weather was so different then • • • 

I spoke for a moment or two with Miss Edi th Hood - "Deedy" - who 
had looked after Frank Richards ' welfare fo r thirty years. She will 
miss him cos t of all. For these three ladies a li ght had gone ou t -
a light which would never shine again . 

lie were called into the peaceful Chapel, with it s rows of pews. 
Before us , on a most beautiful t abl e of carved wood stood the 

coffin. The mortal remains of the greatest boys I author of all time . 
On the cof fin , the flowers of his nearest and dearest • ••• 

The se rvi ce began . Not an i ntitlate servic e , but sil!lple , peaceful , 
re stful , soleon, dignifie d • , • • 

For a while I felt a grief su rging within me that , for thi s man 
who had entertained and (:Uidod l!lillions , there were not hundreds of his 
ol d boys present when "The End" was written at the close of t he book. 

Suddenly - and I can I t explain it - I f el t that I was th ere t o 
represent the millions who had loved hill down the years . I, who had 
followed his stories for so long - I, who had been an insignificant 
unit among the millions all over tho world who found joy in his s torie s -
I Wll3 her e alone with him at the end, representing t hem all . 

The clergyman':. voice came softly: 11Let us kneel and pray. 11 

lie knelt . For a mocent I gazed at the coffin , aumowi t ed with 
its glorious flowers . I l owered r,y head . I don 't think I heard the 
prayers which were being said • • • I was thinking of Too Merry , dea r old 
Arthur Augustus, Harry Wharton, Henry Saouel Quelch, the Rio Kid , Putty 
Grace • •• • 

When I r aised my head the coffin had sank out of sight . Silently 
the mortal retlains of this great man had left us while our heads were 
bowed. But his spirit 11 ves on - his influence for al l that i s good . 

Out on t he verandah all the beautiful floral tributes had been 
placed . The winter darkness had fallen , the artificial li ght on the 
verandah was not good. lie walked at1ong the wreaths , and r ead the cards . 
In low voices we talked t ogether for a while •• • the family which was 
mourning. the . loss .or .a. good .. = .. .-.·· .. and r,. who """ .~ne!T'~ .. ~ .. ~~ .. !~ .. ~l li o'f' • 
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At last , under the shadowy uees, through the whispering country ­

side , I crunched av~ through the sno w, the w~ I had come 

* • • * * * * • • 
COLLECTORS I DIGEST - on behalf of the members of all 
branches of the Old Boys ' Book Clubs and of its readers 

all over th e world - expresses deepest Syl:lpathy t o Mrs. 

llarrls on, Mrs . Wright, Mias llood, and th e family of "the 
late Mr. Charles Ba::iilt on. 

* * * * * * * * * 
THE FLOWERS 

Froc Billy Bunt er and all ycur new fri ends at th e Victoria Pal ace . 

I r. loving memory , Rona B. 

In deepest Syl:lpethy - Mr. and Mrs. St evenson , Helen and Martin Cory, 

Jea n and Sheila . 

A Token of our lov e and re spec t from the Old Boys Book Cl ub, Nort hern 

Sec ti on. 

Vi th deepest sympathy - Bruce Parle, Bett ina and Edi t h . 

The Directors of FJ.eetway Publications. 

In gratitude for enchantme nt in youth , hel p in middle age . Maurice 

McLoueb].in. 

With deep affection and sincere appreci ati on from Deody (Miss Hood) . 

In beloved memory of one whose like we ne ' e r shall see again, from 

llerseyside Section O. B. B. c . 

In loving memory from Una (his nie ce) and Brian . 

In affectionate mecory from th o members of t he London Branch of t he 

O.B.B.C. 

Fra:i Rev. and Mrs. A. Pound and Mr. and Mrs. J . Cor bett, in fond !!leCOry 

from four old readers . 

In fondest meJ:lOry from all members of the Midland O. B.B.C. 

No= , Kathleen and Mary Franks , Folkestone. 

In grateful and loving memory from Eric Fayne. ___ .... ,.. ........ , __ ._ .......... -............. _ ... _ ..... , ................................................................................................................................. ... 
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In loving oemory fr oo Dolly (sister) , 

In affectionate memory from members of the !1orthem Secti on of th e 
O,B, B.C, 

Sincere =embrance and many thanks for happy manories frO!!I Charles , 
Ella and Virginia Skilton, 

With S,}'Dpathy, P, and S. Geldard • 

..,.i th si ncere sympath y from Dr, and Mrs, R, Wylie-&i t h, Cullingworth, 
Broadstairs , 

Dr, lliward E. Oddie, 48 Riverway, Christchw:ch - I first oet Billy 
Bunt er in 1912, 

****** * ** 
ACKNOWLEJ:Gi-1ENT 

Mrs. Una Harrison and Mrs. Una Haoilton Wright (si s ter and niece 
of Charles Haoil ton ) wish t o thank all those branches of the Old Boys ' 
Book Club who so kindly sent flowers in rnenory of Mr. Haoil ton, Their 
sympathy was deeply appreciated . 

* * * * * * * * * 
A FAMILY MOURNS 

The Pac!Gaan Family mourns the passing of "Fronk Richards," We 
shall never for get th e wonderful eveni ng spent with him in 1949 . The 
autographed photograph he gave us at that ti.J:le will always be one of 
our r:iost treasured possessions. 

others cay and will rightly laud his praises; for us , i t i s 
just "God Bless You, Charles Hamilton. 11 

Sorrowfully , 

Leonard, Josephine and El eano r 
Peckman, 

* * * * * * * * * 

,.,,.,,.,.,.,.,,.,..,,_, . .,.,,,,,,.,,,..,..,_,.,..,, .. ,., .... ,,.,.,,,,_,,,,.,,.,. ,,.,,.,.,..,.,,_,.,..,.,,.,,,.,.,,.,..,.,,..,,,.,..,.,,,,.,,.,H .... 'f,,..,..,.,.,..,.,.,,, .. , .. .,,.,,,,. .. .,, .. ,.,,,,,,,.,,,.,.,,.,,, 
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COLLECTOOS' DIGEST is pri vileged and proud to present to 
its readers the fo llowing artic l e by l'.r . l!Bmilton ' s niece. 

CHARLES HAMILTON 
A BACKGROUND NOTE ON HIS EARLY DAYS 

by his niece 

UNA HAMILTON WRIGHT 

Did Charles Hamilton go to a Public School? How was he educated? 
What was he like as a boy? Count l ess times have I been asked these and 
simila r questions by those who l ove the work of t he Grand Old Man of 
Schoolboy Fiction . I am sure such querie s occur very naturally about 
one whOde life ' s work was devo t ed t o giving innocent pleasure to youth 
and to swee t ening the pill of educatior, . 

When asked about his school days Charles Hamil t on would rep l y that 
he was l ike the man in Who I s Who who entered his school as Eton and 
his education as "self 11

• For fear of hurting the feelings of ol d 
friends he would decline to specify which school it was , as many of 
hi s charac te rs owed some of their traits to his classm ates and masters . 

As a boy my Uncle l oved literature and he l oved language s . Very 
early his predilection for Latin showed it self and he soon discovered 
that his Latin master was only one chapter ahead of t he c l ass in 
Kennedy I s Primer and so he took it upon himself to get ~ chapters 
ahead and catch the maste r out with Wl awkward quest i on for which he 
was not prepared . He was a voracious reader and when he was only 11 
he had learned the whole of the "Lay of the Last Minstrel" by heart 
because he liked it. He mopped up all the tales of the llild \lest 
which in th ose days did duty for the space fiction devoured so heartily 
to-day, and he used to read for hours t o his little sister , When he 
ran out of printed material he would invent his own Wild \lest stor ie s 
and t hen he crea te d a fam in Canada , His very own farm with a speci ­
men of every known type of animal on it , for when his siste r asked had 
it a giraffe? oh yes, it had a giraffe . And did it have a camel? oh 
yes , it had a cec al. Reminscent of Old MacDougal ' s farm , i n fact. But 
the in t eresting point that emerges i s that even when so young his 
imagination was equal to aeything demanded of it , 

His imagination could , on occas i on, make life a little disquieting 
for his younge r brother and s i ster when they played the family game of 
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11burgl ars" . The idea was to rush upstairs i nto the dark , armed with a 
poker , and to rattle this weapon in t he empty grate of each of tl,e bed ­
rooms at the top of the house , My uncle would make the most ee ri e noises 
in the darl< thus providing convincing evidence of the supposed i nt ruder 
and the little ones would hurtle downst airs , terrified , to land in a 
heap on the hall floor, 

On the other hand there were certain tasks that hi s il:lagination would 
not tackle , One of them was Mathen:atics in any shape or form, Ho used 
to say that he simply could not add up a col= of figures and get it 
right , and that if he were to add it up more than once he would get a 
different answer each time, One of the earliest luxuries he afforded 
himself ws an account ant to "sort the figures out 11

• For this reason 
IncOll!e and Super Tax were always malevolent myst eries to him, Perhaps 
it explains the delight he took in gambling when on t he Conti nent - it 
was all a catte r of luck whether the numbers were for you or agains t you, 
no natter whet her they were the numbers on a Roulette Tabl e , t he figures 
i n a Tax Return, or arithmetical exercises in a schoolbook . 

As one of a group of boys at school cy Ur.cle was never the l ea der but 
always pop.Llar as a "trusty" follower because he was ever wi l l ing t o do 
odd jobs and stooge for those who plaan ed the schoo l boy explo i ts . His 
brothe r, Dick, two yea rs ol der but in the sane cl ass , used t o include him 
in his own gro up of bigger boys as a sort of favour and he was known as 
"Dick ' s young broth er" , who could be counted on to offer an int elligent 
sui;gestion when required and to shut · up in the meantime , Dick "as very 
gregari ous and always had a gang of boys about him, but Charles would 
dodge them if he could politely, and find a quiet spot and read a book , 
not, as he would explain , because he did not like Dick' s fri end , but be­
cause ho found the people in books more i nt eresting compacy, 

As a child ~:y Uncle was well known to be polite and courteous and all 
through his life he set a high val ue on good canners . I think he set out , 
consci ously, to be a good lit tle boy, He sought t o please and valued the 
appr oval of his elders and I cannot imagine bin ever losing his t emper, 
He could not bear arguments and quarrelling and was known as "Charlie t he 
peacemaker", He used to say that nothing on this earth was worth quarrel ­
ling about, and that life was too short anyway, He valu ed t he gift of 
life very highly and hated to see peopl e "wasti ng" their lives doing 
thi ngs they found unpleasant . School was a place for making the acquain t­
ance of the greatest ninds our vari ous civi l isations had produced , not 
for hard grinding at indigestible facts fo r examinati on pur poses . · He saw 
education as an enlargecen t of one ' s knowledge of people and the ir t hink ­
ing processes , not as a cra.cining course. 
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After he l eft schoo l my Uncle I s formal educ ati on was ~ontinued by a 
priv at e tut or i n the shape of a highly cul t ured e l derl y , l ady who t aught 
him Italian and poli sh ed up hi s Latin . She becaoe a friend of hi s fami ly 
and he enj oyed an int ell ec tual canpanionship with her which l as t ed nany 
years. She provided an out l et fo r all th o~e cre at ive i deas of his which 
were ta, hi ghbrow to be used in boys ' fiction , 

The home i nfl uences on Charles Hamilt on ' s ear l y life are in t erestin g. 
"B:igs11 - as he was known t o hi s brothers and sisters - was the sixth in 
a f amily of five br ot hers and thre e s i sters living in Chiswick and his 
father died when Charles was onl y seven, Of Scottish ext racti on and very 
proud of it, his f at her was stern and strict and very much Ll8.Ster in his 
own house . None of th e wooenfolk were allowed to cut their hai r in a 
fringe because such fashions were friv ol ous . He was "nae mean but 
carefu 1 " - not hing eight be discarded t hat could possibly be mended , and 
th er e was a saying in t he f amily when anything was broken tha t "Father 
would 1:1end it wit h hi s glu e -po t". His family were in such awe of this 
Moul to n Barrett type fathe r that their noth er used to advise th em befo r e 
t hey embarked on sane childish exploit "Wait til l your fath e r ' s been i n 
and gone out again" . My Uncle used t o tell a sad sto ry about how I when 
a sc hool friend conf id ed that hi s father had just died, be r eplied "I 
wish mine had", rauch to his friend 1s horro r. 

My Uncle's mothe r - rr.y grandl:lot her - was kin d and gey by te:npera ­
ment and a good hostess - a gift kept in suspense until he r widowhood. 
She came from a well - to-do land owning faoil y i n Oxford - a family f amous 
for its teetotal sympathies. When as a young nan my Uncle was asked by 
a rela t ive t o sign the ple dge , he said tha t he had bett er s i gn !:!£ 
pled ges in case he broke one . After r:iy grandfather died a weight see<iled 
to ha ve lifted from hi s f ani ly and the wooen went and had their fringes 
cut . 

Chi l dhood shou l d be a happy sta t e , r:iy Uncl e used t o say . He lo ved 
chi ld re n and could always be r el ied upon to entert ai n the younger ones 
at fami l y parties , To hear a baby cry woul d li t eral l y hurt him, "I 
don't s uppose" - I reiileober his sayill6' on one occasio n, "that that i g­
norant young woman (the baby ' s mother) really !l!2!!!l!!, to be cruel to that 
poor child , but she shouldn ' t leave it to c ry like that. " He believe d 
tha t no ef f ort should be spared to make chi l dhood coopl etel y happy , and 
he also believed that chil dren were happy bei ng good provided th ey were 
amused. Any child that came int o his life was to him a little challenge 
t o be made as happy as was humanly poss ibl e . I think he sought to make 
u,p in ot her chil dre n I s live s for that which was missing from , his own , 
ear ly years - th ose austere years when , by Father ' s (co nt ' d on ~ 39) 

, ...... ~ ......... -................................................................................................. -............................ .,.. ...... , .................. ..,. ... _ ............................. .. 
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Memories of Charles BamiltoI 
b7 _B.O OBB. J E!fl'. I II S 

I first wrot e to Charles llamlton in the dreary October of 1943, 
having seen a paragraph in the . Eveni_ng Standard about t he auth orship 
of th e Magnet and Ge,, s tori es . It must have been a l ong, enthusiastic 
l e tt er , l abori ously written in a schoolboy hand, but it pr obably 
ple ase d it s rec ipi ent, for almost by r et urn of pos t. I rec eived four 
si des of quarto pa par typed with t he well-kn own p.irpl e ribb on, The 
l e tt er was full of f asc inating inf omation which most coll ectors ncr, 
know so well: how he had writt en hi s aut obiogra phy, had accid ent all y 
sent it for sal vage , and -was t hen engaged in re-writing i t: how ho 
was surpris ed to hear that t he Briti sh MuseWJ had copies of th e Gee 
and the 14ai!net, and that I was th e only reade r who had t old him of 
caking an expedition there t o inspe ct th ee ; how most of his own 
colle cti on bad gone fo r salvage in 1940 , but he still had a few 
nunbors , and if ther e were any I particula rly wanted ,,,,! Needless 
t o any , thero were , and I was soon in possess i on of the Coffyn seri es 
from th e author ' s own colle c tion , a nota bl e ac t of generosity t o a 
corres pondent who was a complete s tranger t o him. 

We all know that the end of t he Magnet was a great bl ow t o 
Charles Hamil ton and , young as I then was , I could sense this in hi s 
l e tte rs , ·He seemed extrunely pleased t o re alis e that hi s old readers 
had far fran for gotten him: "I t was very pleasant to read your l et ter 
over again t oday ," "I don't think I have ever f orgotten a corre spon­
dent!" "It is not t he easiest thing in the world to begi n life again 
at seventy, and every time I ge t a kind fri endly .letter fran an old 
reader it he l ps." 

Naturally enough, when the war ended th e letters grew shorter 
and fe wer, Not only was hi s circl _e of corresponden ts increasing, but 
he ,-as writing stories f or publicati on again: his days of lei sure had 
di sappea red, and I think that as a result no one . was happi er than he 
was, Yet the letters always remained friendly, inf omativ e , cheerful 
and opt i.Glisti c , even in hi s seventies and eighti es . He was continual ly 
l ooking forward t o th e future with quiet confidence , As I now re -
rea d t he fi le of l ett ers I have had from him, I em more t han ever 
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iopressed by this. Despite all his difficulties he never despaired. 
In the winter of 1952 I paid my one and onl y visit to 'Rose 

Lawn 1 , In a quiet ro oo overlooking a quiet averrue sloping down to the 
sea , I spent nearly two pours in engrossing conversation . Wearing 
skull-cap , dressing gown, and carpet slippers, he sat in an armchair 
opposit e mine, chuckling over mutual reminiscences from hi s work, all 
the while filling his pipe from a large jar of tobacc o, and contirrually 
atriking I:latches which he dropped all about him . At the other end of 
the ro oc was his desk , on which s t ood his typewri ta r and pens - one of 
which I hsd to fetch so thst he could autograph my copy of the first 
Rookwood s t ory. It was ind eed one of the n,qst delightful afternoons 
I hsve ever spent , and the enjoyment was heightened by the fact that I 
knew that a repetiti on of t he visit was unlike ly; I know now. alas , 
that it is impossible. 

furing the late 1920s , Charles llaoilton suffe red an accident to 
his eyesigh t which put an end t o hi s foreign travels. He frankly 
acknowledged that his work improved by leaps and bounds as a re sult. 
I had vivid proof of his defective vision when I visited hin, for he 
asked me to come within a foot of hio so that he could see oo . "I shall 
memoris e your features ," ho explained , "so that when you sit talking in 
the annchair Opposite I can imagine you there." He t old ce that as a 
result of his extreme short - sightedness his characters seece d t o coce 
to life more than ever as he typed the stories . When he sat a t his 
desk he could not even see the wall clearly , and so he visualised his 
characters. He could hear the int onation in their voic es an:l see the 
expression on their faces as they utt ered th e words he typed. When 
an author so utterly beli ved in hi s characters, it was not strange that 
his readers shoul d find thee equally alive and credible . 

It is sad t o think of the tragedy thst befell hie at t he end . 
Charles Skilton has phrased it so well that I need do no mor e thon 
quote him verbatio: -

'Earlter thi s month I suggested that a new edit ion or hts autob iography 
was called t or bY pers i stent demand and could tie re vt sed up to date , By 
return or post , still tn hts ~ typtne, he accepted wtth pl easw-e, but 
stated that a Clreadrul calscitey had overtaken him suddenlY, and that n.e 
was blind. He would rtte again shortl.1 . klar'llied, even In these e lrclllD'"' 
atanees, bV not hearing again, t t elephoned last week- end. niere was no 
repl.7. Frank Rtdlard s , the auf.bor on tlt\011 publlshers never called In Taln 
ror a t otal or six ty million words or cow, was wrtt tne no Cl)re.• 

I t is unlikely that we shall ever sec another chi ldren ' • author 
who can approach Charles l'.ar.,il ton both in output and quality. We can 
only fee l thankful that he has left behind so much that we can all enjoy. 
""""'"""'"'" """"'"'"'""'"''~""'"'-""""" '"""'" " '""'" '"'"' " """ '"" "" "'"""'""' -·- ·-"'"''"'"''"'" "' '" " "'" " "" '"'""'"'"""'"' ' "''"" '" ' 
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OO!'r OF LETTER SENT TO FRANK RICIW!J:6 

3rd JlECOOlER I ] %] • 

Dear Frnnk Richards , 

On Saturda,y next , Dococibor 9th , the Nort hern 
Sect i on of the Old Boys • Book Club, vill hold their 
twelfth Annual Party in the room vhero a meeting 
hllS been hold every conth since April , 1950. 

On behalf of all the mmbora of tho Club I 
would lik e to send you our ' loyal gr ee tings', as 
they ao.y on the wireless, and also our heartfelt 
love . 

You, dear Frank Richards , can quite truth!Ully 
be called ' '!be Founder of th e Feast . • Nothing is 

Mro certain tha t , without yaur vondor1'ul and do­

ligh t ful writings ovor th o past sixty years and 

core , there would never havo been such clubs as 
ours and all the happy til:lcs we have had would not 
ho.ve boon. 

In our opinion , you have brought c:ore joy , 

pleasure nnd happiness int o this world of ours than 

any other person now living . 

So please accept , still once agni il , tho vory 
best viehoe of us oll for your cont i nued good 

heal th and well-being . i'o o.ll lock forward t o 
reading nbout "Billy Buntor th e Caravanoor", which 
is pranieed for the Spring, and caey core advonturos 
of our Grofriors friends , 

Yours cost sinc oroly , 

GERRY ALLISON. 

* • • • * 
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BUNTERIUS NOSTER 
By Max M. Lyne 

I t is no secret that in the last dozen yea.rs of his l ong lif e , 
F .R. turned again to one of the subjec ts that had docinated his own 
school days . Ls tin does not nomally stand high on the list of a 
schoolboy ' s 'likes ' ; i t is a stern and uncOiilpromising lallgusge, and 
its literature is defici ent in jokes. F .R., however . had a liking for 
Latin and a proficiency in the use of i t . He als o felt that the aver­
age schoolboy would have the same liking and pr ofi ci ency if its li t er­
aturc could be made core attr active . Aft er all , we had r ecen tly aeon 
t he i:ublication of ~ in It al,y:. · and Winni- ille - Pu in this 
country: uhy not Bunteri Stul ti ti a? How far he had gono in the compo­
s ition of his Ls tin epic hi s lit erary executors will no doubt t ell us 
in due course. One instalment of i t had appeared in a rec ent i ssue of 
the Lat in newspeper Acta Diurna, and others would no doubt have f ollowed 
if F. R. had lived longer. 

As far as I :mow, F .R. ' s first venture i nto print as a Latin 
auth or was in 1958 , with a lively transl ati on of Sir J oseph Porte r ' s 
song in H.M. S. Pinafore . Nobody who has neve r tri ed to turn Gilbert ' s 
lyrics into Latin can properly apprecia t e the difficulty of thi s exer ­
cise . F .R. scored a bull ' s eye with his first at tee pt ; not only was 
it r oll icking Latin , but it went perfectly to Sullivan ' s tun e . Tho 
editors of Acta Diurna , in which this gey contribut i on appeared , would 
have welcoced more froo th o same pen . 

* *** * 
GATEWAY 

by W. H. Gander ( Canada) 

I n the yea:r 1910, a lad of twelve discovered a door t ha t led in­
t o Frank Richards count ry and the world of St . Jir.l ' s and Grcyfriars , 
and 1s1ter of Rookwood. That it was a side door did not n,att er a great 
deal: it was THE EMPIRE LIBRARY. He would have done better to go 
through one of th e main ga t eways: THE GO! or THE MAGNET. But a half ­
penny was eas ier t o come by in those days than was a penn,y. 

That was in England, in Croydon, which is not so vory far from 
Frank Richards country. In Canada, in 1911 , the raain gateways were dis ­
covered. (They had been known ear lier, but not acutally discovered .) 
... ~ .... , .................... , ...... _ ............................................................ ._ ........ , ............................................ ,. ... , ................... ,. ........ ,,., ... ,,. ..... ,., .... , ..... . 
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lm-ing th e yoars sinc e , that lad, a lnd no l onger, has wnnderod 

in and out of Frank Richards country , soce t icoa at will, but aODOt imes 
tho coming out was duo to his l oca t i on, where THE G.!l!I and THE MAGNE'l' 
and other "gateways" could not be obtain ed except on subscription , 

It is now nore than 25 years since be last ent ere d by way of 
THE G.!l!I and THE MAGNET, and ho has no int enti on of ever l eaving that 
entrancing l and again, The Frank Richards country is a wordor ful 
country , not the lo ss so becaus e it is in a part of Engl and of which 
I ( t o change the pronoun) had personal knowledge, 

And now Frank Richards , th e man who crea t ed that wonderful 
world and country , has left us , Tho everyday world is th e poore r for 
his passing, but wo bavo froo him a pric eless l egacy , a legacy of 
sto ri es thllt arc not only ent ertaining but also inspiring: I llJ:1 sure 
that no-one Clln rea d Frank Richards ' st ories without bei ng not only 
ent ertained but nlao inspired t o aim at least a littl e hi8her in 
everyday li ving, 

I have personal iaecorics fomod by the kindly and inf ormative · 
l e tt ers that Mr, Richards wro te t o mo during tho last war, but what I 
have writt en here will se rvo as my tribut e to a mnn who endoare d hio­
se lf t o naey th ousands of re aders , To othe rs , be tt e r qualified and 
better inf omed than I ao, I ::i ll l eave the writing of more lengthy 
tributes, 

* *** * 

FRANK RICHARD3 
An Appreciati on 

by 
Thogas Arnold Johnson 

Tho greatest master of schoolboy ficti on has gone , I was in,. 
deod fortunat e i n being one of th e very few t o l!leet Frank Richards 
personally , 

Never shnl l I for got thi s great experience , 
I ::ad writt en a Sui t o of pieces for piano based on Greyfriars 

School and its boys, and had dedicated it t o Mr, Richards , who was 
deli ght ed vi th th e contents , 

He asked co t o mako a privat e recording for hiJ:l in order t hat 
he could ploy t he pieces over whenevor he bad th e des ire t o do so, 
Having Iil8.do a se t of rec ords , I jo urn eyed t o his hooe on April 5t h, 
1.948 .in orde r . t o. deli ver . the n personal l ~ as he ... was ... !'~d .! ~l:' ... 9!:g,!l.,: 



f*24. ................................................... ,,., ......................................................................................................................... - ........ .. 
ge t dal:ulgcd in t he post . 

A pl easan t afternoo n it was that I spent with thi s grand person . 
We discussod crusic (an ort which he to ok a,· deep int erest in), his 
books and many other subjects, during which t iJ!le his pet ca t Lady Jano 
sa t on ny shoulder . He spo ke about cusic :ind lyrics he hil:lself had 
wri tten and discussed the Greyfriars boys at great l ength , He referred 
t o theo as if they really did exi st , and his re ply t o my question as 
t o what had become of dear Alonzo Todd , he r eoarked , "Ah ye 3, poor 
Alonz o - of course you know that he was always a rather delicate boy, 
I cust bring him back t o the sch ool on a visit one day . He i3 wit h 
his uncle Benjaoin y ou know." I do not think Alonzo ever did return , 
however , but he see med t o have an a ffecti on for this character despite 
the fact he no longer appeared in t he s tories , He to l d ""' that Alonzo 
was a great fav ourite with the more th oughtful readers . 

Froo 1948 unt il the middl e f if tie s , I cor res ponded with Mr. 
Richards regularly , and still possess about 50 of his i:iost valuab l e and 
interesting le t ters . 

His kindness and generosity I shall nev er fo r get , f or he willing l y 
gave candid and helpful criticise of oy literary work during those 
years . 

The master has gone, but his work and his dream children sti ll 
live on and are lik el y t o do so for oany year s , 

It is i ndeed nice t o kn ow tha t th e sunset of his life was nade 
happie r and riche r by his cany friends both her e and abroad and by the 
knowledge that he was remembered, honoure d and loved by oi lli ons of 
people both young and old , 

* *** * 

IN m.lORY 
llyJ ~ nnard 

Goodbye , old fri end . In man' s l i fe ther e cooes a t iJ!le when God 
write s Finis t o a life , and now Gcd has call ed you Home, It is not 
that you were different froo other r,en that we re.'l!eober you , yet how 
could we who li ved in your over- yow,g world ever forge t you? 

I t hink if we could have said one thing as the cur t ain went 
down fo r the last tio e i t would be "Thanks f or all those happy hours 
you gav e us over the years, Thanl<i for Harry Wharton and his merry 
chUl!IS, Thanks for all the others , but thanks a million fo r the 
,., __ ,,,,, ... ..,_,N_,.,, .. ,,, .. , ..... - ............ ,..,. .. ,,.,,,. ... ,.,. ..... _ ... ,.,.,..,,,...., ............. ,.,.,,. ... ,.,,, .. .,,, ... .,., ...... ,, .. ,,.,, ,,m.,,. .,., .,.,,..,,.,., .,,. ,,,,,,,,,,,m 
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laughable , lovable charac t er Billy fun t er . You have gone , my f ri end, 
but t he memories you loave behind in our hearts will liv e on fo r ever. " 
11Not for an hour, not for a day , not f or a year but f or alw9¥s .. 11 

So as we sey our l as t goodbye , maybe with tears in our eyes , a 
tugging at the heart-strings , and a li ttle sigh at the pass i ng of an 
old fri end, we pray that you find an everl asting JJ0ace, 

* *** * 
CHARLES HAMILTON - THE MAN 

By II. 0. G. Lofts 

About ei ght een months ago, I s t ood outside t he house i n which 
Charl es Jla!;,ilt on was born; I gazed at t he very old and snall building 
with avid int e rest and wondered what the present inha bitant s would 
have thought , if they knew, that in thi s vecy house , sooe 86 years ago, 
t he greatest and best l oved of all school stocy writers onoe li ved , 

I t ook quite a few phot ographs and a filn of thi s ancient house 
and als o of places of i nterest in t he close di s trict - i ncluding a 
s chool, I believe that they are of -historic intere s t, Surely Charle s 
Haail t on - who crea t ed Billy funt er deserves a pla ce in Engl i sh 
Litereture , Like Robin Hood, Di.ck Turpin, Olive r Twist and Sher l ock 
Holmes, he i s iwortal , 

Probably nany other colle cto rs. are bet t er qualifie d than i,yself 
t o write in tribute about his writ i ngs , and on this point I couldn ' t 
agree core with Roger Jenkins who wrote soi::e years ago ' that Charl es 
Haailton was probably the gre atest wri t er since Charle s Dickens , 1 

Although the ca j orty of collect ors are aware of !Ir , ll&ulton 1s tre ­
cendous output, I feel sure t hat they have not as yet heard half the 
story , In hi s early years , our fav ourite auth or bad an output t hat 
was alnos t unbeli evable, and this inf ormati on, and oth er data is 
awaiti ng publ icati on for a future ' Collectors ' Digest, ' 

Alt hough I have net Jl0rsonally a consid erable Dllllber of 11Uthors 
in re cent years - i t was never r,y pleasure t o ceet Charles llar:ri.l t on, 
lie certainly corres ponded a great deal , and one of the cain points 
which always inpresse d ce , was his extrene courtesy in replying t o 
corres pondent s , Apart fron receiving several hundred le t t ers a week , 
in recen t years he suf f ered f roo failing eyes igh t . 

Extre,:,e kindness was anot her strong facto r with !Ir , llar:ri.l ton. 
Only a .very short ... while ... ago, 

0
he. not •. only aut ographed ... a copy .. of , a ............... . 
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Bunt er Annual for the son of an edit or f riend of nine ( connec t ed wit h 
a riva l t o hi s creation Ferrers Locke) , but also wrot e a sca ll cessage 
in Latin for hi.Iil, This he hoped would be of soce assistance t o hin, in 
starting a tero at his new schoo l in the ' seco nd. ' 

Thanks a ci ll ion Mr. HBDilton for the count l ess hours of pleasure 
you have given oe with your writings - especially Greyfriars . Most 
certainly ot her enthusiasts l ike r,yse lf will never forget you. 

* *** * 
VALE 

By S~Sraith 

On Black Boxing Day, when the wireless announced t he death of 
Frank Richards , I knew that cy deep sorrow was echoed in th e hearts of 
almost every body who heard t he sad news. There can be hardly a man 
over thirty in t he Briti sh I sl es or t he Coor.onwealth who does not know 
of Frank Richards - or I if he does not know the actual naoe , knows of 
the wonderful characters that he cr eated , Frank Richards did far core 
than cos t people heve ever been able t o do - he gave happy hours to 
nilll ons . And he will continue t o do so! Alth ough the very old ren -
and I quot e his own words the r e - who had suffe red disabil i ties that 
would have f ini shed off cos t of us l ong befo re , has now passed on to 
a well earned rest, the stories and the world that he created will 
never die. Frank Richards , i n his l ife tine, pBSsed i nto the ranks of 
the i.l!Dortals . Writ ers who create people who becooe core f aoous than 
t hecselves are few A!ld far between . Fr abk Richards was one , He be­
cooes a l!lecber of that se l ect band - Cervantes , l!ark Twain , Conan Doyle , 
Shakespe are and Dickens are so,:ie of hi s col!lpanions - who brought fort h 
greater t han thecselves . W'e mourn Charles Hal:lil t on , but we know that 
Frank Richards , Martin Clifford, Owen Conquest and the re st will be 
always with us, 

I have tried t o find t he ri ght words t o express ey feelings , I 
knew that I have coopletely failed, 

Eric Fayne said it so well :-

And now he has gone , God bless hin . God Rest His Soul. Meybe 
he is i n a special heaven , surrounded by all t hose char ac t ers which he 
brought to life, They will never be forgotten, Neithe r will he • 
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THE ?ASSING 
By A, G. P, 

(The Rev, A. G. Pound) 

11.Frank Richards" is no core, 
And for the present I have no desire 
To feed cyself on those f&liliar scenes 
Which he conceived: t he ivied greystone walls , 
The Rag, the quadrangle, the pleyi ng fields , 
The Priory , River Sark and Friardale Woods -
Wherein we witriessed Wharton's chanei.ng ::mods, 
The Bounder 's daring , Cok.er1s clmmishness , 
And th e Fat Owl I s fant astic escapades -
In such , just now, I cannot seek delight 
-

11Frank Richards" is no core. 

11Frank Richards" is no more 
Ob yes , No doubt I shall in t ii;ie return 
To Magnet, Schoolboys I Own or Bunter Book, 
And find enj oycient, in late evening hours, 
iii th all t hose •c,en" who are forever young, 
iii th all those jests which are forever f:resh 
D.it it can never , never be the saci.e 
For I have met their maker in the flesh , 
And with his going I have l ost a friend 
- Yes, like so "8IIY, I have l os t a friend, 
"Frank Richards " is no Iilore. 

11Frank Richards" i s no oore 
His spirit passed - not in the bl aze of dey -
When the Retiove was out-of-d oors, at gaoes , 
Or cla.ssrooo-confined , under Quelch I s eye -
But in the darlc of night, when all was still, 
!!or yet in SUII!Der - when the adventurous Five 
Journeyed up.river or in rural lanes -
But in cddwinter . On that Holiest Eve -
When c,en are late awake, and worshipping -
Silently , unperceived , his spirit passed , 
0 Frank Richards" is no r.Jore. 

continued ••• 
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"Frank Richards" i s no e1ore 
The cheery soul t hat was Charle s Hacilton 
Has gone , as all souls go , t o meet his God -
Inmortal gathered to t he fuc ortals • Realm. 
And we are left with f i gaents of hi s Thought, 
In vol ume, paper and in o e.:iory -
To treasure , till we, t oo, are taken hence 
For even the youngest - hearted Lmst gr ow old , 
And. by each taller the last tale is t ol d , 
And, with the ligh t gene , all is strangely cold, 
- ••Frank Richards " is no more . 

"Frank Richards" is no more . 

FAMOUS SERIES llo 1 16 

Cousi n Et hel was perhaps Charles Hacilt on's ao s t su cces sful gi rl 
charact er. "Cousin Ethel ' s Schooldays" was net really a series . It 
appeared as a serial in 1910 i n t he "&!pire Library ", and was r eprint ed 
as a serial in the Geo two years later . Every Geo r eader l oved Cousin 

Ej;jlel , ...... -- ....................................... '"."'""'"""'-""""'"""'""""'"'"'"""-'"""""'"'"""'""'"'"""'""'"""""'""'"-"'"""' 
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!II TRillUTE 
By Maurice McLoughlin 

How maey of us in niddle age =t have fol t a cord t hat reached 

back t o our youth sna p when we heard of the death of Charles Haal.l ton , 

or Frank Richards as cost of us knew hil:>, 

How cacy of us must have re mecbered the thrill of a "Magnet " or 

"Goa" lying cl ean cut on a llevsagent 'B counter? Tbs debt that ve owe t o 

this can can never be measured in words of tribut e; each of his read ers 

hes hi s ovn Hamiltonian Cle!.lOri es which defy expression , He gave us a 

world which reason t old us vss a fiction but in our hearts becane a 

reality, Harry llhart on, Bob Cherry , "Gussy", T<JJ Merry , Jia:\Y Silver 

and the imortal funter - which of us would have denied their exi s t ence 

t o ourselves , Their adventure s each veek vere part of our live s and 

with the deat h of Charl es Hamilton l!l8Jly crust feel a part of th eir lives 

hes gone f orev er. 
There have been att ecpts in the past t o belittl e the vorl< of 

Charl es 8'.:ailt on; notably th e frequently quoted Orwell Essey . Yet bov 

can.y school st ories have establish ed such affecti on 81:long their read ers? 

Of the chara cters in school ficti on fi fty years ago bov Cl8l\Y are s o 

widely l'e<IOObered as th oae of Charles Hamilton? They have been trans ­

l ated froc Ma&azine to book fom; t o televis i on and the stage . Can 

such characters be the card board types that Orwell and the intellectu ­

als would have us beli eve? I woold hazard a guess that when George 

Orwell i s no l onger a cecory t he charac t er of funte r will be trash in 

the cinds of all Engli sh speaking peoples , 
Al though Frank Richards has gone , his characters have not; they 

will be with us and our children for Cl8l\Y years , As a boy vhen I e889rly 

read the "llsgnet" each veek I had no thought that I should play 81111 part 

in t he adventure s of the characters of Greyfriars School . In later 

years when I vas coCDissi oned t o drat18.ti se these chara cters and bring 

thee t o li f e on the stage for the first tice I had no need t o grope f or 

t hem, t hey were still with me , The c ost stimulating tribute in 13/1 work 

vith thee was vhen Charles llac11ton wrote t o ce on reading the script 

that he vss "8!il8Zed at the fidelity with which I ;18d reproduce d the 

~reyfriam set -up" l!Dd that I •must have ste eped myself in Greyfriars 

l ore , " :a>t then hov caey of us are not s teeped in Greyfriars l or e? I 

f eel honoured t hat togethe r vi th the •·c.D. edi t or , Eric Fa.Yne, and so 

can.y cecbers of the O. B.B, C, I have played soce part i n perpe tuating 

the Greyfriars dreac tbs t becace our reality, 
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GOODBYE, MR, CHIPS 

By Brian Doyle 

How deeply shocked I was t o hear of the death of Charles Hanilton 
on T.V.; it really spoil t the Christmas holiday f or me and, I should 
think, f or 08.J\Y oth ers . 

Many will say , perhaps: ''What a pity he left no chi l dren to carry 
on hi s Il!Emory, no sons t o write as he did." But we all know t hat no 
one could write as he wrote; and as f or that faoi l y ••• I ' m recinded 
rather of the closing passages of that great school story by Jaoes 
Hilt on "Goodbye, Mr. Chips" , Here is a bri ef quotati on (with names 
more faro.liar t o us substi tuted): 

(Old Chips i s dying peacefully in his bed and t ells two visitors 
he has overheard the m saying i t was a pity he never had children). . 

"I th ought I heard one of you saying it was a pity I never had -
a pity I never had - 8Illf childr en ••• eh?. ,.But I have , you know • •• I 
have • • • " 

The others sni l ed with out answering and after a pause Chips began 
a faint and palpita ti ng chuckle. 

11Yes - um}il - I have , " he added with quavering cerricent . nThou­
s ands of ' em, •• and all boys ... " 

And t hen the chorus sang in his ears in final ham oey , co re 
grand l y and sweetly than he had ever heard it bef ore , and core comf ort­
ingly t oo . . • •• Blundell , Bols ovor, Brown, Bull , Buls trode , Bunter ... 
Cardew, Carthew, Cherry, Clive, Coker ••• come round me now, all of you , 
f or a last word and a j oke ••• Hanners, Meulevere r, Mellish, Mont eith , 
Merry , Norgan, Morningt on .. . oy l ast j oke • • ,did you hear it? ... did it 
make you l augh? .. . Silver, Singh , Skimpole , Skinn er, Snoop, St ott •••• 
Wharton, llibl ey , Wingate, Wynn . .. wherever you are , what ever has happ­
ened , give ce this oooont with you ••• thi s l as t IJorJent, . , oy boys ••• r;zy 
boys ••••• •• " 

And soon Chips was asleep . 

And how right the "Daily Mail" uas ,men it said in its Leader on 
the 28th December: "The vast untidy expanse of English le t ters has a 
place for all and sundry. The might y figures hol d the centre of the 
stage , but th o Bunters and th eir ilk have a good right t o froli c at 
thei r feet." 

* *** * 
,,._,,.,,,., ....................................... _.. .................. ., ..................... ,, ................................................. ,,..,,., ......................................................... .. 
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JACK HUGHES 'iRITES rnOM .AUS'ntALIA 

The evening of Decenber 27th becaoe a sad one. Just at sunset 
the news"89nt I a man had thrown t wo papers on t o oy l awn as he tra vell ed 
qui ckly by on his bike . 

The first I opened was the lates t ( f or us ) issue of Knockout, and 
I saw that the Rookwood st ory concluded with a final "The End", ins tead 
of the customary "contimied. 11 

Then to t he evening paper : and on page three the thi ck double 
colUIJII heading "Billy ainter ' a autho r dead , " 
~ te frankly I l!IUSt adni t t o a feeling of acut e personal di s t ress 

and mocorie s =• fl ooding t o mind,, . 
That first for me Gem in 1932; oy hero worship of Tom Mercy f or 

so cany youthful years , I can never deny tha t t here was an 1:lfluence 
for good exercised on r;zy characte r t hrough r eadi ng the GeIJ, The excit e­
ment of discovering th e truth of the i denti ty of Martin an:I Frank , and 
subsequent personal lett ers fr oo this dear man, letters carefully pre­
served . T:10 disappointtlent of a ::iissed vis it t o Broadstairs i n 1955 
owing to heavy snow st ems, 

The cont iru ed enjoyoont for oe through the years of readi ng 
yes t erday ' s Gec.1s and Magnets; the delight in t he magic of St . J iIJ1s 
and Greyfriars, Now with Frank ' s going , I wonder at t he future of 
amter . Could ]'lblishers Cassell s be asked t o secure pemission t o 
J>lbli sh in th eir ainter seri es the grea t Magnet and St . Ji IJ1s se ri es 
of t he past? This would be a fi tti ng menorial t o the genius of the 
greates t of all school st ory writers, 

* *** * 
TRIW E FROM "OOWN UNDER" 

]ly Syd Smyth 

I was very sad t o read i n our corning paper of dear old C. H. 1s 
death, I had no id ea , and thought i t was j ust anot her half bake d 
reporter.'susual twaddle about Bunter but , when I read it , I was wishing 
I had been righ t , I' r; afraid it was on oy oind all that day , a t least . 
C.H. had been a very large part of oy lif e s in ce oy t eens and hardly 
a day went by without some s ort of thought about his wri tings . Aft er 
1945, as you will have experienced t oo, he beca.ne a real pers on through 
his letters and ~icles in C.D. and als o per pers onal correspondence , 

He seeced >.ndestructible with his s plendid out]'l t of books and 
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scripts , etc. which would have done credit t o a cuch younger cian . He 
was a wonderfUl old can. His characte r cane through during the next de­
cade or so , and , al though always sooething of a mystery ( even to his 
conte cporaries and fellow contributors) a pleasing pi cture was presented 
of a man int ense ly proud of his writings f or younger people and over 
rilling to discuss his well -l oved characters with his admirers. He 
was a man sure of his ground and confident of his talent. This, com­
bined with a bulldog - like asperity towards half baked cri ticisc of 
his writings , made it an easy task for hie t o demolish his critics. Not 
that hi s '-'Ork vas above crit ici so . Net ~t all. But let it be criticised 
by th ose who are deepl y read in t he best of Bc.milton (as it has been 
many title s ) but not by th e all too faciliar chuckle - headed r eporter 
who can ' t get past th e lowest denOl!linator catch line. Even cleve r 
George Orwell cculdn 't got away with a specious half - baked presentation 
of a poorly r ehearsed j oke . Alright fo r the entertainment of th e non­
H:\Clil tonian, but useless for the special ist . 

To me it was a final poignancy f or C.H. t o die on C,:risb:u:ls Eve. 
How can we read those marvell ous Chris teas ser i es now with out sadness. 
Bo pain ted t o ir.e , out here in hot Australia , the perfect atcosphere of 
a seasonal Er.glish Christcas as well as having the characters present 
we couldn ' t do with out . 

So we have t o say our farewell t o Charles Hamil ton . He le ft a 
l egacy t o evel'J'.one of us. 

* *** * 
A TRIBUTE TO CHARLES HAMILTON 

By Jack Corbett 

On Christr:.as Eve a great c:an died, this s il ent , holy night , 
His spir it heard the angels sing and rose in heavenly flight . 
A cian we l ove , Charles Banilton , whose world of sch oolb oy l or e 
Gave happiness t o cilli ons , with s t ories by the score. 

Ho riade a wor l d ri thin thi s sphere , where righ t always prevailed , 
Where fun and fro li cs had their place , where evil always f ailed . 
The characters so deftly drawn, are real and true to lif e , 
They live with us for everymore , in t imes of peace and s trife . 

contiIUJed • • • 
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The caste r hand wrote s t ories grand , i n bright or s ober mood, 
The manliness of Wharton i n self sac ri fice or feu1 . 
The happy, gay Bob Cherry , or the cynic , Vernon-Smith , 
The languid Lord Mauleverer , are r eal , not just a myth. 

The Falstaff of this schoolboy worl d, a hannless rogue, just Bunter , 
Made cilli ons laugh as he would say "I 1m hungry as a hunt er " . 
And there are maey more we know, like D'Arcy and TOI'! Merry, 
These characters inspired us all , and time will never bury . 

Alas ! the gates of Greyfriars , of Rookwood and St . Jim' s 
lhve gently closed in silence and the light within now dims . 
In sadness now we meditate on gol den hours long past , 
And O, t o think thet roster hand halJ really penned i ts last . 

Yet those of us who own rare books of "sere and yell ow leaf ", 
Can enter still thet golden sphere f or hours or cinutes brief . 
So now we say with gratitude, goodbye our autho r friend , 
You gave more than you real i sed and made t he world your friend . 

lie cannot now expr ess our t houghts in speech or written word , 
lie simply rnurour "Thank you" and pray thet you have heard. 
There is a t r easured place for you in countless hearts today , 
Your 11f&2ily 11 wil l just live on, they cannot fade away. 

. * 
********* * 

TRIBUTES 
GEOFF HOCKLEY (llew Zealand): Probably l ike cany others the t hought 

of Frank Rich...rds passing away had never even occurred t o rae - he 
seeced t o be going on for ever . I was shocke d and eaddened when I 
read the news of his death . My cost af fectionate oer.iories of his 
work are of the days of the red Magnets, when the week seemed lik e 
a month whil e I waited for the next i ssue - espec i ally the series 
which culminated in "Bob Cherry ' s Barring-Out " , which , by t he way, 
I ' d gi ve pounds t o read a¢n . 
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PETER HANGER (Northacpt on): In spite of his great age the news of 
Charles Hamil t on ' s dea th . caoe as a great shock t o oe. I e:r:pect the 
O.B.B. C. will plan some pemanent oemorial t o him, and I would like t o 

j oin " in somehow .or " other . ........ ., .......................... ,..,., .... , .... - ............ ,. .............. .,,., .. ., ... , ...... , .... ,.. .... ,.. ...... - ......... ..,. 
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V, H. !WANS (llomouth) : The Suppler:,ent touched ae so deeply that I was 

in tears. It was a grand tribut e to a vondorful Bllthor . I ac not 
one vho remembers him by Bunter or Coker, but by his human t ru o- to ­

life stories about Karle Linley . 
TEX RICKARD (Canada): Rarely bas one aan 1s genius , 

Kept pulsing 
For so long 
The Youth in hicself , 
In his works 
And in his ID8J\Y friends. 

IXlN lll:BS'l'ER (Kav): In one ' s life tine there comes a Red Letter ~. llim 

came in 1912 when a copy of the Ger.! was passed on t o "" · The ~lagnet 

nsturally follow ed. In ~ opinion Frank Richards was unsurpassed as 
a writ er of school stories throughout the last 60 years , and his l oss 

t o t he youth of t hat ers i s il'retrievable . I doff Oil cap t o hill in 

re spec tful cemory, 
"He was a = , take hie for all in all , 
Ve shall not look upon his like 8&"in, • 

ROSS Sl'ORY (Vcrthing ) : Another part of "old England " bas gone - and 

will never be replaced , The only consoling thought is the fac t that 

his stories vill be reoec,berod long afte r th e pr esent-day stuff has 

receded into limbo , 
~ (!my St. F.dnunds): It has seeaod lik e losing a personal ftiend , 

It was his books among other things that helped me when I lost rI/f 

soall son Dennis three years ago. 
ARTliUR CARBIN (Rll8by): The master has gone, It ' s unbelievable . No 

more nev stories of Greyfriars and St . Jim ' s . What a l oss tc us vho 

loved him and his s t cries . furi.ng hi s l ong life he has gl.ven 
happiness to countless th ousands of boys and gl.rls , and to not a fev 

adults , I only hope that ve vbo have adcired him so cuch can do 

socething t o koep alive his ceoory . 
GEORGE llcROBER'l'S (Cregagb) : I remember the ol d Ma.;net froc its very 

firs t DUI1ber. I feel t hat I have l ost a very dear friend , and I ID 

sure that many of your readers will feel the sar.,e. 
FIIED BOTTC»ILEY (Tottenhac): It is hard to believe ve have l ost lili:l . 

One sort of ~d him going on f or ever , writing his grand stories . 

I think it is disgraceful that one vho bas , during his lifetime , 
brought such pleasure to so many people vas not given an honour or 

re cognition of sa:ie kind, He was undoubtedly the greatest wri te r 

of school stories ever . Thank you, Frank Richards , f or all the 

happiness you gave us • 
.... ,- M, .. _, __ ., ......... __ ,_.., ................ - .... -.,--..--- ------ ·----- ·--· 
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ROBERT l!ORTIMER (East Mole sey): I was saddened by th e news of hi s 

pass i ng . He was ol d in years and we knew he could not last fo r 
ever, but, as you say , his passing has l eft a ga p that can never be 
filled. He will never be fo r gott en , am we collect ors will treasure 
iOOre than ever the fruits of his worl<. 

RON HOIXJSON (Mansfi e l d) : We r.JUSt be t hankful that he was spare d t o us 
s o l ong , and he oust have died a cont ented = , knowing how happy he 
has made countless t housands of people t he worl d over fo r such a 
long ti.r:le. His nai:1e will paver fade. 

JOHN ROBYNS (Southwiclc ) : I cannot he l p but feel hi s death pers onally , 
for he was a tre mendous influ ence for good i n oy early li fe - and 
when one was s o alone and adrift as I was when a boy , such influ ence 
was of extreme valu e . I n addit i on to thi s , I have been in spr i ghtly 
correspondence wit h h.ir:! for some years and he was so in t eres ted .,.i n 
oy chi idr en . In f ac t he wrote "Bi lly Bunt er I s Barring Out" for 
Blaine, oy eldest daughter, when I t ol d Frank Richards of the j oy 
she derived from reading t he original "Bob Cherry ' s Barri~t" so 
cany t il:los . In re d Magnet da,ys he oean t so r,uch t o ce - and I am 
grate ful t o him for years of great happin es s. 

ALEX PARSONS (Tr awere) : All of us owe a debt of grat itud e t o a nan 
who has not only ent ertained us for a li fetime I but has a l so con­
tribu te d t o a code of behav i our as pcrtr ayed in t he r el uc t ance of 
his sc hoolb oy characters t o do th e wrong thi ng • 

.,rg~ (Bournemouth) : When I cons i der th e unt ol d hours of pl easure 
hi s worl< gavo me I ao left wit h a sense of gratitude for hi s l abours . 

LES ROl/LEY (Warsaw): The winds r ound Wharton Lodge must sure l y · be 
sounding a oournful requi eo at the passing of Frank Richards, and 
the house par t y at Eas t wood House will be qui et in it s rer.,ecbrance 
of Martin Cli ff ord. I cann ot agr ee with some of t he di smal j ohnni es 
who are alre ady boooaning t he pass ing of an e ra . The &mil t on era 
i s by no means past , and I f ee l t hat our bel oved auth or woul d have 
been · th e last t o have wanted us t o bemoan his l eaving us . He has 
lef t , f or us of t he past generat i ons - for thos e of t he prese nt -
and , l e t us hope, for th ose of future year s , a vast s t or e of l aughter. 
Nov~r t heless th er e i s a gap which canno t be filled, and th e r eal 
"boys " of Greyfri ars and St . Jim ' s - that i s you, me , and the others , 
wil l feel an acute sense of loss . 

F. STURDY (Middlesbr ough) : Vale Haoilton . Without doubt irrepl acea bl e . 
Unique in hi s fi eld. At th e exact 1Jooent on Boxing Day when the 
dea t h was announced on televis i on I had t he much neglected Tra cey 
aeri es on cy knee. A coincid ence and a sad cooen t. , ..................................................................... .., .......... _ .. , .............. _ .............. _ ....... .., ................. ..,. .................... ,.,.., ....................................... ... 
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ERIC LAWRENCE (Wokingha,J): His like we shall never know again 1 the 

mould fra:l which he was cade must surely have been broken , A grea t 
l oss to the world of youth , 

CHARLES DAY (Keighl ey) : I was vrofoundl.y affected by the news of 
Charles llaililton's passing, It was an event which , we all knew, 
must happen sooner rather than later, I think we all DJlll have 
prayed t hat he ~t be spared to give jus t one more novel or just 
one aore Annual. 

JOIDl STOKE'! (D.iblin ) : I have l earned with verJ deep sorrow of the 
passing of Frank Richards , the kindly, gentl e, wise old can t o 
whoo so macy of us, both old and young, owe so &iuch, I shall al­
ways re mDber him with gratitude and affection, not alone for the 
raany hours of happiness he gave me thr ough the vri tten word, but, 
also , for many acts of pers onal kindness and generosity , MB¥ he 
alee p in peace, 

J. YORKE ROBINSON (Herne Bay): It was with a deep feeling of personal 
l oss that I heard of the death of Frank Richards, My 15 year-old 
daughter , who shares cry love of the old paper s , was greatly coved 
when the news ceJllet hrough , I still remember what pleasure his 
sto ries gave ce as a schoolb oy, Happy days - beautiful yarns . 

FRED GRIFFIN (New York): To cie, Frank Richards was the finest writer 
of beys I st ories of this century , His pass i ng will be courned by 
all his ol d and new r eaders alike . He was the pers onification of 
eternal youth, 

ll . J. A. HUBBARD (Keeya): The sudden passing of Mr, Charl es i!acilton 
coo,es as a profound shock to all book l overs and , in parti cular, 
to the adcirers of the school s t ory of which he was s o brilliant 
an exponent , for he al.i!,os t sewed iJ:Dortal , His literary abi lity 
in his own •!"ere was remarkable, and as a charac ter painter he 
had few equals and scarcely any superiors , To cry cind, however , 
his greatest achie ve!J<lnt was that fo r i:,aey years he gave countless 
hours of pleasure t o ci lli ons of people a ll over the worl d . That 
was an achiev001ent of which any great author eigh t well be proud , 

RONALD HUMMELL (Holloway) : lie was truly the king of school s t ory 
authors , more people than ever would have accl aimed hie had his work 
been published in hard covers between the wars . 'ie shall bot see 
his like again , of that I aa sure . 

GroRGE BURGESS {ROC1Sey) : So we have l ost at last th e best friend of 
our youth, Thank you for the l ovely 3upple ::ient in oenory of our 
dear pal , There will never be another Frank Richards, 
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STANLEY !IICHOLIS (Australi a): No doubt we feel now as people do whose 
loved parent has died at a fine old age . The advance of years was seen, 

and the end known t o be ia:dnent . But when it cace we f elt the blow 
as keenly as if it were unexpected. Frank Richards ' oeoorial is in 
t he hearts of his renders. I'c sure you feel as I do that it is the 
kind of monument he liked best . 

ARTHUR V. HOLLAND (Australia): I f eel that I have l os t a very dear 
fri end. For over fifty years he has given ce naey hours of pleasure. 
But t o live on i n t he hearts of th ose who love us i s not t o di e . Tho 
nar.ie of Frank Richards will be very preci ous t o a countless nuober 
through out the world for caey years t o cone . It has been said that 
"Whoo t he gods l ove die young!" This applies t o Frank Richards, fo r 
he died a boy at heart . God be with hk. 

GEORGE SELLARS (Sheffield) : Frank Richards, our dear kind friend - one 
of the greates t authors that ever li ved - has gone . I a.; not ashaned 
t o confess that I sat down and sbbbed lik e a kid . There is a glealil 
of light in the fact t hat his great work will live on. I thank God 
for this, for, often in the past , Frank Richards ' stories have helped 
c e t o win t hrough when the outlook was dark. Yes, we have l ost a 
great friend. God bless hie . 

j1\
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R. WllSON (Glasgow ) : The deat h of our bel oved and revered Frank 
Richards 1JUSt have caused oacy a peng i n t he hearts of his devoted 
adoirers . I think we all had decided that , lik e Greyfriars 
characters , he woul d grown no older. Many eloquent tribute s have 
been and will be peid t o his oeoory . 

JACK COOK (Newcastle-on-Tyne): With the passing of Frank Richards we 
have lost not only a good writer but a guiding hand, a proopter of 
all that wa.s good; a oan who, through his writings , becar.;e the 
friend of thousands. God bless hie in his new life . 

KENNETH KIRBY (South Africa) : The great batsoan has played a l ong and 
brilliant innings and has retained his . own peculiar brand of wiz­
ardry t o the end. My son, Oswald, and I , fr oo South Africa , welcoce 
this opportunity t o J>!1Y tribute t o the great departed. We owe t o 
hie, not only oaey hours of the highest pleasure spent in the cagic 
wor l d which he created, but a profound inspirati on t owards a higher 
code of behaviour. Harry Wharton and Bill y Bunter will never cease 
t o fom part of our daily conversati on nor are they by ~ ceans an 
insignificant part of the link which binds us in spiri t t o the , 
Cotrtonweal th we have left in nace - that COl:l:lonweal th which Charles 
llacil t on clearly valued so highly . His proopt and charoing replies 

.... - t o .. our __ inj><>rlunate,,_letters _ are . cherished .. he irl o0t1S~ ........ ,,,.,,,,.,,,_.,.,., .. ,,, ..... ,,,. 



____ .. __ ....... -..... _ .. __ ,. ................. ------··-·····-·-.. ·-··· .. ·---··· .. -··-· ·-... - ... ~21. ~= VAii Rlllili (Sout h Africa) : My entire fam ly was deeply dis ­
tre ssed to learn of the pass i ng of our dear old friend, Charles 
llamil t on. For the past fifteen years we have spent r.iany , cany 
winter evenings t ogethe r in that mos t beloved of worlds - llacil ­
t onia . lie mourn his l oss very sincerely . 'le find it hal'd t o 
realise that that grand old can , the creato r of that world of 
happiness , has passed on , but we find consolation i n the thought 
that he has left for us such a wealth of happiness in the shape of 
his imortal st ories. For th e countless happy hours he has broU(l!>t 
to his fans throughout the world for loilB"r than half a century , 
his soul vill surely rest in peace. 

BILL STORY (Toronto) : The unparalleled dean of prolific and inii:rl.t­
able sch ool adventures has left us , but his most cherished mOOlory, 
it may be safe to predict , will continue t o live on ad infinitum, 
for the joy -and deligh t he gave us . I have experienced unt old 
delight from his wonderfully told tal es . He was a man unique in 
his era . 

Eil,IARD THOMSO!i (Edinbur gh) : He opened the gates of Greyfriars , St , 
Jim's, and Rookvood t o us , fo r which we are eternally grateful, 
God Rest His Soul. 

HARRY BROSTER (Kinver ) : The meaory of Frank Richards will be imor ­
talised in his mos t popllar character , Bill y Bunter . The l oss to 
th e entire OBBC world is as great as that of Herbert Leckenby, 
Both inspired , one wit h his writings, the other with hi s leadership , 
That l eadership has been handed on t o a worthy successo r; th e 

,, __ writings of .. Frank _Richards . wiH .. be .. with .us for all time . __ ............. _ ....• 

(cont ' d f rco page 16) •• edic t , bread at teatime eigh t be eaten with 
butt er .Q!'. ja.:i but not both . My Uncl e , of course , found a wey round 
thi s , he had one piece dry and one piece with both butter and jam, 

His l ove of children led my Uncle t o feel sympithy with la.-:ie ducks 
and u."lderdogs generally , and cany i s the tal e of woe that has been 
assuaged wit h a ganerous "tip". To conta:iplate suffering Olade hiJ;i rufl'<r 
and his ready hand was the r e to help i n any pli ght t hat came to his 
attenti on. 

His charact er was established early in childhood and all hi s life he 
ra:iained a "good little boy" seeking t o ple ase , ready with advice and 
help when he felt th ey were needed, lie never beoace middle-aged or poo­
pous; ever meek and at one with youth he would always rep l y to my child­
i sh quest i on "Uncle, how ol d are you? " - "No, my li tt le dear , you should 

ask __ you,: _Old •. Uncle how~ he is"· -·-·-·-·- ···- .. - ........ __ ,.,- ................. -
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A Tribute to FRANK RICHARD'l 

~~~!!!'~ 
\.lien th e news or t he death of our bel o'TI!d Charles Hat:11lton broke Into our Imaa cel e­

bt'flt l on.s her e 1n New Zealand , t f e lt a s ense of deep personal l osa tor Jtve l o"Yed and 
crom ~ with the charact ers he crea t ed s tnc e I fir st CaDe to know thea aYer J8 years ago 
at the t end.er aae ot elenn. · 

The world ls l!llCh poorer t or Fr8lit Rtd'W'(ls ' death, but let us not be t.oo 9Bd at ht a 
pus ln,.. Let us ra t her be thankful that he was spared t.o us fer ao l ong and th a t he kept 
hi s health and enJo)'lDCnt of U te to such a rip e old aae . Could any or ua wtsh 8IQ' more 
tor OUt"MlTes ? Let us alway s r emed>er that Prank Richard s wlll never really be dead N\ll e 
tbe ohe.raoten that he erea.ted lt n on. 

J teel that the.N will be a very .special plaee t or FI"8.m Richard s be,co1 the n ll, 
tor has h o not brought happt noss and jo;y to mill ions or 1oung1ters and maJ1Y' not so 10Wll 
tot' O'fer hal f a c.entur)'. 

It Is gretttylng t o me to rt nd tha t le8dlng newspapers in this cOWltry ban ~ed 
F.R•a passln& wltb F.d:ltortals. The £c:Utor18l Jn Nt"II' Zealand l s l eading dal l,y paper th e 
•Doal nton • s;d>ltsh ed In Wellington , our capital ci ty, Mis headed: •Farewe ll t o Blmter, 
NerrY & co. • Here an a r,,,, extr60ts t ra:a tt: 

· ~t a O"lf'ld bm.ch or ohms Prank Richards created and to Q8Jlf or the taU\er, and 
grendratbers ot ~ t s ,ob.oolbo:rs. tbe news or Fre.nk Rtohnrd s• passtng wUl !\an brought 
baok: wann meaort os or thetr OflD yoathtul reading and th e usoc tatl ons th ey fo rmed Tt cart ­

WSlY "ltb the boys or Greytrtar s through th e pages ot thoH treasurel1 weekltes the Gem 
lllllCM-. 

Mm' al.as the shutters have gone up on th e Greyt rl ara tueksbop for good. lt has sol d 
tu lUt cre am bm, d i spensed tts ftn&l bottle or popl 

Another H.Z. paper headed It s F.dltorlal: 'F arewell to 81111 Bunter-. 
•Pion or u1 can NmCd>er wi th nost.aJ.&la th ose Intriguing yarns ln the Hagnet. With 

lmBt delleht ban yoqstcrs tor more than 50 years N!:ad about 8111.:V B\l'lter• e pai ned. cry 
ot •Yaroc:ti• ,t\en Njeoted to corporal p111t shDent, or hi s dart: DJttertnga about •rot.ton• 
1llhet1 one of his pet aobemes ror obt alnl ng 10C1e gnlb went s.stroy. 

Pem&ps th e greet constd ere.tt on In Richard s • wrltln gs was that hts stories were hanl,­
less and healtlly. It l a o pity there are not core outpOurtn.gs lik e his ncMldaya. The 
Gre1trtara adTentures were tnrtn tt ely ioor e abaorblna; than sane or the oomlc-book trash 

pn,duced - · The Greyt r tar s boYs wore not prudes or snobs . ff\ey were tt.lldament al].y decent 7otq-
stera with t.bose dalhe s ot adVcnture aoo c tsth te r to set th em apart f~ th e Littl e Lord 
Famtl ero)' a or other stori es. ind although the, were written tor the 10Wli they still 
maintained an appeal tor the older, tf\oae boys-at,.heart spir it re li shed the 111llillblted 
l01 or ll'f'tne 1n tbe t a les . • Th.ls editorial ooncltd es •ttter e will be no DION new 
lltfentures about the obeae B1.11ter .. be dted with Frank Richard s.• 

I NO.tire to cmtradlct th e wri ter or the abon t lnal li ne, B111ter and tbe others 
did not die 'ltlen rJ"8ric Rlcbards po.ssed on any more than our cb.1ldren dt e Mb.en we paaa on. 
tNr1k Rtcbord a• char8cters " ere h i s ehlldN!n and will continue to live on so l one a, we 
and others llke us read the 1torl ea that F'rmit Rteh.nrds left behind to perpet uat e bi s 
meoory. 

We tn our lit tle clrel e are t he very tON.mat.e ones for we ban an alr:lost llmltl eas 
to111taln of the grea t ms t ens wri tings t o draw tra:i1 al ao neft ~toles are appeer q all 
th e t tae tn c.o. and s . P,C, abou t our beloved characters. 

No, the bo71 ot Greytrt er s and all Che oth er s ore not dead - they W"lll U n on mah 
lorcer than anr or ua or our children but we are tbe fOl"tunate ones .. we baYe lt'f'td In a 
peri od or tl m ~en tbes e stories were plt>ll~ed and ttien the Wl"1 ttr lived. !bey ban 
be«i a very plMS8flt part ot our Hn s. Let ua be tbanlttul tor that and NIDlllilar tb8' 
Frank .. R labards ltns on .. Ulro1;1h , th e .. D!.1V .. chareo t er s , h• ..,crea,;,,,,, ..... ,-............... ..,. .... .,., .. _ .... , ... ,_.,., 

r:n:::i1t, ~!~!/:;;t~~s~::.,~=.·1~e ~~1~ 


