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(THE EDITOR CHATS WITH HIS READERS)

To the sessions of sweet silent thougnt
Summon up remembrance of things past.
Shakespeare,
TWO HUNDRED UP
There's magic in numbers - but on the face of it there is nothing

particularly magical in the figure two hundred, We have heard of
folk who think only of Number One. We are told that Two's company,
Three's a crowd. The most famous schoelboys in juvenile literature
were Five in number.

. Seven is supposed to be lucky. Thirteen is notorious as an un-
lucky number. When a young men reaches Twenty-one his father gives
hin a gold wetch and the key of the door, A cricketer gets a round
of applause when he is Fifty-up. There is great excitement when a
hunan being approaches the age of One Hundred.

But after One Hundred, the magic departs. Once the figure One
Hundred is on the board the song is ended but the melody lingers on.

Which is all a lot of mumbo-jumbo leading up to the TWO HUNDREDTH
issue of COLLECTORS' DIGEST which is now in your hands. And because
so many of our loyal readers think that there IS something outstanding
in our reaching the figure TWO HUNDRED we have made it a Double Number.
Many thanks to the large numbers who have sent in their messages of
congratulations at this time.

At a moment like this, we think with gratitude of Herbert Leckenby
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who started it all, and who produced no less than one hundred and
fifty-four of our two mmndred issues. We think of the contributors,
the writers and artists, who have made two mundred issues possible.
And we think of the loyal band of enthusiastic readers who have made
those two mundred issues worth while.

And now that the Two-Hundredth is in your hands, your editor is
gitting back to take things easy for a brief space - feeling and
looking Two Hundred.

In the words of the grand old papers which we love so much - the
next issue of Collectors' Digest will be the usual size and price,

SEXTON BLAKE YESTERDAY:
Last month, when we were reviewing the final issies of the Sexton

Blake Iibrary, we mentioned that, in case any readers had been unable
to obtain these issues, we had acquired a number of each, and these
were available at cost price plus postage.

Within a few days our supply was exhmsted, and we found our-
selves in the position of having to write to plenty of our hopeful
readers to tell them so. A number of readers told us that, though
they had a standing order with their newsagents, the latter were still
unable to supply them,

It rather reminds us of london's last tram day, Londoners
turned out in their thousands, on that summer Saturday in 1952, for a
last ride on the trams, The last day had received plenty of publici=-
ty, and special tickets had been printed to mark the occasion. One
would have expected that the entire fleet of cars would have been put
in service to cope with the crowds. But throughout the entire day
cars were being turned, one after the other, into the scrap yard at
Charlton - while hindreds of people wanited at every tram stop between
the Embaniment and Abbey Wood = waited for cars which never came,

When I drew attention to the matter in the Evening Standard,
London Transport replied that they had been caught napping - they had
never expected such crowds. What an excusel! What a way to run a
public service!

We seem to have wandered from the subject of the disappointed
readers of the Sexton Blake Iibrary. Or have we?

THE EDITCR

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

WNTED: Magnets 751, 752, 753, Good loose coples or volumes eontaining same, Also
wanted: Early Penny Popular Noss 12, 13, LS, L7, 184

ERIC FAYNE, EXCELSIOR HOUSE, OROVE ROAD, SURBITON, SURREY,




Somewhere a telephone bell was ringin;

Mr, Buddle stocd for & moment, his
fingers still gripping the handle of his
stody door, For a moment he thought that
the bell was ringing in the study which he
had just left, but he realised almost at
once that the sound came from further along
Masters! Corridor,

He glanced up and down the corrider,
Hobody else was in sight, By that time in

the evening all the resident members of the !

Blade staff were either in the staff lounge
or enjoylng a 1light meal in the staff
dining rocm,

The ringing of the bell was coming from

one of the studies further on towards the
grezn balze deor which led to the Head-
masterts private quarters,

Froming a 1ittle, Mr, Buddle moved
slowly along the corridor, He stopped at
the last study In the line, the study of
the Headnaster of Slade. From within, the
telephone was sending out 1ts urgent call
for attenticn,

Ir, Buddle stood in uncertainty,
Normally at this time in the evening the
Headmaster's telephone was switched through
to the extension in his cwn flat, The
usual procedure had been neglected on this
particular Wednesday evening, for Mr, and

i ceased for a moment, and

: this evening,

i here.

;Mrs, Scarlet had gone to Exeter to meet

ome old friends and were not expected to
return to the school until the next day,.

The shrill ringing of the telephone
then resumed with
seeningly Increased vigour,

Mr, Buddle grunted, sniffed, looked
down the deserted corridor, and shrugged
his shoulders, He opened the door of the
Headraster's study, switched on the light,
and crossed to the telephone which stood
on ir, Scarlet's desk. Mr, Buddle lifted
the instrument,

"8lade Collegel™ he said,

"Thank heavensl™ It was a female volce,
ulr.hery, and with the suggestion of a whine,
"I'n sorry to disturb you, Mr, Scarlet —i

Mr. Buddle interrupted,

"The Headmaster 1s away from the college
Can you ring hin tomorrow?®
"How vexingl® The lady sounded cross,

"Who 1s speaking? Who are you?®

"My name 1s Buddle,

Can I help you?®
"Ch, it's Mr, Buddlel" The volce
reverted to 1ts whine, "This Is Miss
Honeycomb, Mr, Buddle, I regret that I have
to make a report,*

Mr, Buddle said something expressive

under his breath, He knew Miss Honeycomb,
Everybody at 8lade knew Hiss Honeycomb,

1 am 2 master

:Bhe was the postmistress In the village of
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Everslade, and she mistock for a sense of
duty the mentality of a busybody. As soon
as she mentioned her name Mr, Buddle knew
that she would be making a report. GBhe
pade @ report, which was another name for
a cuplaint, to the Headmaster of Slade at
least once every week of term. Some boy
had been rude to her In the post-office;
sor boy had nearly knocked her down with
a bicycle; some boy had slouched round
Everslade with his hands in his pockets;
some boy had been seen with a cigarette in
hfs mouth, Miss Honeycomb!s reports were
many and varied

moments, He glanced at the clock on the
mantelplece, It was twenty ninutes to ten.
Mr, Buddle had been on his way to enjoy
a 1ight supper In the staff dining-room
before retiring, He wished he had set off
on that mission a few minutes earlier,
Then he. would have been beyond' earshot when
the & teleph d to
rings
Mr. Buddle was a conscientious school-
master, If Slade boys had actually gone In-
to the Palais de Deanse in Everslade at that
time of night it was a serious matter,
Itr, Buddle did not believe that the dance

.
wihat Ls the trouble, Miss Ho
demanded Mr, Buddles

®] regret to say," came the dithery
yoice, "that I have seen Uwo boys enter the
Palals de Danse in Everslade, That place,
Mr, Buddle, should be closed,
of iniquity, It 15 a hot~bed of irmoral-
{ty. Two boys from Blade have gone Into
that den, [ am sure of it, I saw then
with my own eyes, With oy omn eyes, Mr,
Buddle, as [ was on ry way home to ry
burgalow after working late at the post~
office, A half-an=hour ago, before It wes
quite dark. Brazenly, impudently, the two
poys entered that so-called Palais de
Danse.®

Mr. Buddle breathed hard,

#How can you be sure they were Slade
boys, Hiss Honeycorb? Were they wearing
school caps, the Blade blazers?®

Sonething 1ike a snort came over the
1ine,

"They were not}y Would they be llkely
to go In that den of vice wearing school
uniforms? Be your age, Mr. Buddlel But I
can sense Slade boys when I see them., I
an sure they were Slade boys. Big boys,
too. Not children, Boys who should know
better,"

Mr, Buddle made a grimace.

®Thank you for letting us know,
madan,”

#mYou will institute enguiries, Mr,
Buddle? You will go into the matter at
once? Do you promise pe that??

"] will conduct an enquiry at once,®
promised Hr, Buddle, He would have
proised anything to be rid of that un=
pleasant, self=righteous volce.

After he had rung off, Mr, Buddle
staod gnawing his

It 1s a sink;

hall, so ically named, was a sink
of iniquity as Miss Honeycomb had deseribed
it, But it was certainly out of bounds for
all Slade boys, It was undesirable for
schoolboys to attend dance halls. It was
strictly forbidden for boys Lo leave the
school premises after the maln gates were
locked, Any boy caught in the commission
of such a breach of the school regulations
would be certain to be dealt with severely,
Mr, Scarlet would be unlikely to take a
lenient view of anything of the sort,

All the same, 1t was not really Mr,
Buddle's responsibility. In the absence of
the Headnmaster, decisions were made by the
Housemaster, But Mr, Fromo, the Housemaster,
was a married man, and it was almost a
certainty that by this time he would have
gone to his own quarters in another part of
the school bulldings, He would not welcome
Hr, Buddle dropping in his lap a report
which might put him to a good deal of
bother and inconvenience, and, possibly,
send him out on a wild goose chase,

tr, Buddle was tempted to ask Antrobus,
the captain of Slade, to run into Everslade
on his motor=cycle, and mske enquiries at
the dance hall, But Mr, Buddle shock his
head as the thought occurred to him, It
wes too much to ask of any prefect.

After a few moments! further thought
Mr, Buddle 1ifted the telephone agaln and
rang up Everslade railways station. With
luck there might be a taxi waiting there
on the offchance of picking up a fare from
one of the late trains, A taxi was avail-
able and Mr, Buddle asked the driver to come
to the side gate of the college as fast as
he could,

Then, realising that he would inevit=

gbly miss his supper in the staff dining”..




room, he put a call through to the house=
keeper to request that cocoa and a sandwich
should be left in his study in readiness
for his returm.

Five minutes later, Mr, Buddle, wear-
ing a 1ight raincoat and a trilby hat, was
standing in the starry gloom of the July
evening, walting for the arrival of his
taxi In the lane outside the college
grounds.

Mr. Buddle's 1ips were compressed,
Everslade was nearly two miles from the
school. A pleasant enough walk through the
winding Devonshire lanes in daylight, but
not a nice prospect for a middle-aged
gentleman after dark, Mr, Buddle was glad
that he had been sble to secure a taxi,

A few minutes more and & glow of light
dancing in the leafy trees anncunced the
approach of the taxi, Mr, Buddle stepped
into the lane and raised his arm,

"Mr, Buddle?™ enquired the driver,

"Quitel" sald Mr, Buddle, "1 wish you
to drive me to the Palals de Danse In
Everslade,"

He clicbed Into the vehicle, If the
driver was surprised to learn the destina-
tion of the middle-aged little school-
master, it was too dark for Mr, Buddle to
see the expression on his face. The taxi
reversed, and set off on its journey.

Everslade was 1ittle more than a
village, but it prided itself on being
progressive as well as plcturesque, Years
ago 1t had been a dead spot after darkness
fell, but nowadays, with electricity pro=
vided by the grid system, 1t succeeded
fairly well In turning night into day. The
Palals de Danse in the High Street - it had
once been knomn as the Corn Exchange, though
Hr, Buddle had never learned what activities:
went on in a Corn Exchange - was a blaze of
light when the taxi drew up cutside, A

muober of young people stood in the doorway |

chatting in the warm evening,

"Wait for me{" sald Mr, Buddle to the
taxi-driver, ®I shall want you to drive me
back to 8lade.*

consclous 1little man as he made his way into
the vestibules. a band was playing
a lively dance tune, The elatter of drum
and cymbal filled the hot air,

It was well after ten-thirty,
Mdlemmtedh}rmwnlmwln
his study, staring out into the darkness,
A troubled frown corrugated his brow,

Ten minutes or more had elapsed since
Mr, Buddle returned from his brief visit
to the Palais de Danse in Everslade, Back
in his study he had consumed his cocoa and
a beef sandwich. Now he was waiting for
the boy to whom he had spoken in the dance
hall, He had left the boy to returm to
the school on his bicycle. Mr, Buddle had
come on shead in his taxi,

A few more minutes slipped by, The
hands of the clock were creeping towards
eleven,

There was a tap at the door, and Mr,
Buddle called out:

"Come in."

The boy who entered wes a sixth=former,

iHe was tall, with a shock of Towecoloured
ihalr,
iprepossessing.

His features were rugged LUt not un=
He wore the 8lade blazer of
mauve, piped with white, over an open=
necked shirt.

"Close the doorl® sald Mr, Buddle,

The tall boy closed the door, then
moved a few paces into the room, He stood
staring at the form-master,

Mr, Buddle rose to his feet,

"You have changed your attire since I
53R you in that dance palace, Vanderlyn,"
he observed drily.

The boy locked self-conscious.

"Yes, sir."

"When 1 found you there you were
wearing & sports jacket and a somewhat
gaudy necktie," said Mr. Buddle. "You
looked considerably older than when in your
school attire. You cut quite a dashing
figure, which was no doubt your intention,®
The boy gave just the slightest shrug

:of his shoulders,

*Did you have any pass to pm-ml: you
to be out of gates after 1

"You know I didntti"

"You are well aware that a dance hall
is strictly out of bounds for all Slade
Boys."

Vanderlyn slipped a hand into his
trousers pocket. He locked over Mr,
Buddle's head.

"Of course,”

*Vanderlyn,® sald Mr, Buddle mmzy,

"you are not a prefect, but you are a




to have a sense of responsibility,
What on earth induced you to visit such a

aixm—;tom boy = a senior, You are old
encugh

ack
Vanderlyn lowered his cyes and stared
at Mre Buddle,

"] get bored at school, I'm seventeen;
sir. I'm too old to be here, I'm wasting
my :ime, I want to get ocut Into the world
= doing things.®

"That s for your parents to declde,
retorted Mr, Buddles

"]tve had dancing lessons, I'm a
good dancer, When [*m home I go dancing,
and oy perents know about it. 1'm no good
at games, I1'm third-rate at class work,

1 shall never pass any exams., But I'm a
good dancer = it's the one thing I can do
well.t

L.y Buddle spoke curtly.

®That s all beside the point,
Vanderlyn, and you know 1t. In going to a
danct palace you have been guilty of a
sarious breach of school regulations, It
1s certain that Hr. Scarlet will take a
scrious view of the matter when I inform
hin to-morron.”

V anderlyn nodded dismally.

I knew the risk I was running, sir.
I've no kick coming.”

"It astounds me that a bay of your
intelligence should run such a risk," said
Mr. Buddle. "You had better get to bed
nowa"

The bay turned &away.

*Vanderlynt®

The boy looked back with his hand on
tae dors

"Sirer

Hr. Buddle regarded hinm thoughtfully.

"You had your bicycle with you, It
has not been unknovn for boys to scale the
achool walls after the gates are locked,
but you can scarcely have taken your
bicyele over the school wall.”

Nanderlyn peused perceptibly before
replying, Then he sald:

*] went through the door in the wall,*
"You mean,® sald Mr, Buddle, "that
you used the gate to which only the masters
and the prefects have keys,"

"Yes, sir, BSomecna had left the gate
unfastened,"

Mr, Buddle. stared hard at him, and

Vanderlym did not meet his gaze.

"1t was an odd circumstance, Vander—

1yn, that the gate should be left um
fastened on the wery evening when you were
to break bounds,®

®Very odd, sir."

"Where 1s your bicycle now, Vanderlyn?®

Hr, Buddle's stare was penetrating,
The boy shifted uneasily,

*In vhe cyele racks, sir,®

®I thought it might be,* sald Mr,
Buddle, ®Good=night, Vanderlyn,"

After the door had closed behind the
sixth~former, Mr, Buddle meditated, The
clock on the mentelplece chimed eleven,
and Mr, Buddle stirred, But he did not go
into the bedroom which adjoined his study,
He sat down again In the chair against the
window, He leaned back, It was as though
Mr, Buddle was walting for something to
happen,

A mimute or two more ticked by, and
then Mr, Buddle rose to his feet, He
moved across to the bust of Shakespeare
which stood on his man iece,

*I wonder, Willlam," sald Hr, Buddle,
"whether 1 have made a psychological
erTor,*

There was a tap on the door, Mr,
Buddle patted Shakespeare affectionately,
and turned round,

"Come In," he called,

The door opened and a senior boy cane
into the study, He was followed by
Vanderlyn,

The senlor boy who entered first was
dark, A good=locking boy who
had & friendly face and a wide, agreeable
amile, There was no smile on his face now,
He locked worried and ashamed, He was
Michael Bearlet, the son of the Headmaster
of Blade, Owing to that relationship,
Bearlet of the Bixth was known to all and
sundry at Slade by the nickname of Pinky-
M,

Pinky-t11 was wearing a sports jacket
and grey slacks,

Hr, Buddle ralsed his eyebrows In
elaborate surprise,

"What is it, Scarlet?®

Pinky=! drew a deep breath, Colour
flooded his face. He spoke In & low volce,

"You didnit see me, sir, but I was
with Vanderlyn at the Palaise de Danse
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to-night,"

"You, Scarlet? You were at that
dance hall?®

Mr. Buddle sounded incredulous,

Vanderlyn broke in, His dinreu was
wvery obvious,

*The stupld fooll He would come to
you, sir, It wasnft Pinky-M1's fault, sir,
I ragged him into going with me. I fairly
bullied him into It, He didn't want to go.
He doesn't dance. He was bored stiff."

Pinky=ti smiled faintly.

"Clear off Van, there!s a good chapi®
he sald,

"He only went to keep an eye on me,"
persisted Vanderlyn, "Sir, don't let the
Head know about 1t, He!ll skin Pinky-Hi

alive," .
» Buddle shook his head and raised
a hand,

"You mst not speak of the Headmaster
in those terms, Vanderlyn. Please go to
bed now, Remain for a few moments,
Scarlet,”

Vanderlyn shrugged his shoulders
despairingly. After a quick, lugubricus
glance In Pinky-tit's direction, he left the
room, closing the door quietly as he went,

"8it down, Scarlet," said Mr, Buddle,

Pinky-Hi seated himgelf cn a chalr
against the table.
lower sash of the window, drew the cur—
tains, and sat down In his armchalr, He
regarded the boy!s troubled face,

"Bearlet," said Mr. Buddle, "I would
have thought you the last boy at Slade who
would break bounds to visit a dance hall,
and I would rather have known that any boy
at Blade went there than you."

Pinky<i did not speak.

"It was an Incredible act on your
part," mittered Mr. Buddle. "Why, Scarlet,
in heaven's name did you do such a

The boy pressed the palm of his right
hand against his forchead and slowly moved
his fingers up intc his dark hair,

"Ennui, 1 supposel” he said
indifferently.

}1:-. Buddle knitted his brows with

'Ju:t. exactly what do you mean by that
contemptible and stupid remark, Scarlet"
he sald sharply.

Piniy=t1 was silent, and Mr.
expression softened,

"Vanderlyn said that he ragged you
into going with him, Is that the truth?*

"I suppose it i, sir, I didn't want
to gos I don't dance = dancing isn't much
in my 1ine, It's no excuse for me, of
coursée 1'm not making any excuse,®

"No, there 1s no excuse," said Mr,
Buddle. "I dread to think of your
father's distress and anger, I cannot
imagine what steps he will take. On the
face of 1t, your conduct is all the worse
because your parents are amey from 8lade,
You knew the Headmaster would be away from
the school to-nighte?®

"Yes, [ knew," admitted Pinky-t11, *1
might have gone In any case, but my father
will think I wes taking advontage of his
absence "

"You can hardly blame him for
thinking so,* said Mr, Buddle, "You are a
prefect, Vanderlyn 1s not, Even though
he may have been the Instigator of this
mad act, you are the most culpable,®

®1 know," sald Pinky=1l miserably.

He was very pale now; he locked
blotchy under his sun tan, Mr. Buddle
gazed hard Into the pale face, An
Impatient anger at Pinky-¥i's folly fought
a losing battle with the natural kindness
of Mr, Buddle's heart. Mr, Buddle had
known Pinky<t{ a long time,

Once he had been a pupil In Mr,
Buddle's own form, and Mr, Buddle had
always felt sorry for Piniy-Hi. It was
far from honey to be the son of the Head-
master of Slade. Mr, Scarlet had always
expected so much of the boy, yet had secmed
to give so 1little in the way of affection
or encouragement, Mr, Scarlet, perhaps
inevitably, had always been the school=
mester first and the father second,

It had been clear tc Mr, Buddle for
years that Pinky=Hi would have done better
at another school where he would have pro-
gressed scholastically and soclally as the
result of his own natural gifts, and would
not have been handicapped by having his
father as his Headmaster, Possibly it was
understandable that Mr, Scarlet could not
conceive of his son having a better Head=
master than himself.

"You may wonder how I came to visit

: that place to-night, Bcarlet,” sald Mr.
Buddlets :
: Everslade postmistress,

Buddle, "4 report was made to me by the
Bhe claimed she
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sgw two Slade boys enter the Palais de
Danse, wrich she described as a sink of
niquity.?

®It's not that, sir,
was never young herself.
everything, sir.?

Mr, Buddle noted the stiff 1lip, the
sad, resigned eyes,

"From the 1ittle [ saw of that hall it
seems reasonably well run, but that is
imuaterial, Bcarlet, You, a prefect,
trusted, and with privileges, have flouted
the school regulations In the company of a
boy to whom you should have displayed a
better example,"

®] know, sir,?

"ihat puzzles me, Scarlet,® said Mr.
Buddle slowly, "is why you were in the
eompany of Vanderlyn at all. You figure in
all the school games and sporting activi-
ties. Vanderlyn does not. He 1s a strange
fellon In some ways =alrost a misfit In
school 11fe, One who will posaibly be more
suecessful when he gets out into the
world."

"Van is a good chap, sir,' sald Pinky-
Hi gruffly. ®I 1ike hin a lot,*

*1 should have assured, fron general
observation, that Antrobus, the school
captain, was your clogest friend at Slade,"

"0h, he is, sir = but Antrobus was
digging to-night.?

*You mean he was studying,®

"Yes, sir,
digging, this would never have happened,
1 was at a loose end, 50 I went with Van,
I let him call the tune,”

"] presume that Antrobus had no
knowledge of this escapade?®

"Good lord, no, sird® Pinky=Hi
grimaced wryly, "He'll have a pink fit
when he hears about it,"

Miss Honeycomb
8he sees evil In

Hr, Buddle almost writhed with
impatience.

"Because Antrobus is studying hard for
an imminent examinaticn, you turn to a boy
with whom you have nothing at all in cormon,
You let Vanderlyn call the tune, Bcarlet,
but you will have to pay the piper. You
have displayed a deplorable weakness, and
your father will not regard weakness as
any excuse,"

"No, sir.® Pinky-H1 spoke with a i
tracc of bitterness, "The Head could never -
make allowance for weakness of any sort,

 turned round again,

especially In his son.®

"Be silent, Scarlet," salid Mr. Buddle
angrily, "It Is to adopt such an
attitude, Your father is a fine man, He
will be utterly distressed,"

"He will be more angry than distressed,®
sald Pinkgy=H1i,

Mr, Buddle rose to his feet and paced
the room, Pinky-Mi stocd up, staring
stralght ahead,

Mr, Buddle came to a standstill at
last before the senlor, He cleared his
throat uneasily,

"You let Yanderlyn take his eycle out
through the door to which you, as a prefect,
have a key, When 1 apprehended Vanderlyn
in the dance hall 1 intended to bring him
home with me In my taxi, He sald that he
had his cycle with him and would follow me
at once, Naturally I reached the school
ghead of him, 1 locked the door in the
wall, leaving him to re-enter the school
precincts by the same method he had used in
leaving. Presumably you, too, had your
cycle with you, and you admitted him with
your key.*

"Yes, sir."

"What an abysmal plece of follyl®
burst out Mr, Buddle, his anger getting the
better of hime "It is beyond bellef,
Scarlet, that you, with so much to lose,
could act in this way. Inevitably you will
forfeit your prefectship, at the very least."

Colour flooded into Pinky-Mi's face.

"These things happen,® he mittered.

"Yes - these things happen = to pecple
who have jelly mhere their backbone cught
to be,* Mre Buddle glared at him resent-
fully, "You don't know it, perhaps, but
both Antrobus and I fought with the Head
o terms ago to galn you your prefectship,
1 hoped for so mich from you, Searlet, I
hoped, one day, to see you captaln of 8lade
wihen Antrobus goes, I shall never see that
now,?

Pinkyt{ caught his breath, He spoke
in a miffled volce:

"You can't think any worse of me than

i1 think of myself,®

He wurned and walked to the doors He
"Is there anything else, sirt®
"Walt, Bcarleti® Mr, Buddle stocd in

painful thought, IT was as though he were

struggling to come to a decisions
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"The Headmaster must know, Bcarlet,
It uw:mwcommnhelmma.

f course,® sald Pinky=tl wearily,

'ne dces not return to Slade till noon
to=morrow, Nobody in the school knows that
1 was called to that dance hall to-night,”

Mr, Buddle seemed to be musing aloud,
‘The boy waited,

"If T say nothing = If you and Vander- ;
Un jn to him when he returns, and tell him :

has happened == He would assume that
yxm were making a confession of your own
free will, A visit to a dance = it Is
reprehensible but not heinous = he might
well take a lenient view. You must not, of
course, tell him any falsehcods =t

Pinky-Hits 1ipa quivered. He drew a
deep breath,

"Do you think that Vanderlyn will have
told any other person that I apprehended
him at the dance hall, Scarlet?®

Pinky-Hi's face was a 1little brighter,

"I'm sure he won't, sir.® Pinky-ti
spoke quickly. ®All the S8ixth are in bed by
this time, Van has his own bed sitting=
1%11 drop In and speak to him on my
way to bed."

Suddenly Mr, Buddle felt very tired,

He wanted to be alone, to puzzle out the
problen in his own way.

"['m not quite sure yet what I feel,
Scarlet," he sald gravely. "1 wish to

spare your father what pain I can, yet ft is
clearly my duty to make the report to him,
If Vanderlyn had been alone, I should have
made such a report. I am not justified in
acting differently just because vhe Head=
master's son was also a partner in this
dreary escapade, I may withhold my report,
on the understanding that you and Vanderlyn
make your confessions to the Headmaster to=
Horrow, Come to me after breakfast in the
morming, and I will give you oy decision
then,*

Pinky-H{ stood in silence for a moment,:
He opened his 1ips to speak, and then
changed his mind,

"Go to bed," snapped Mr, Buddle,

Ten minutes later, Hr, Buddle performed’

his abluticns, and rolled into his omn bed
in his adjoining rcom, He was far from

hap
Pinky-Hi alternated in his mind,

: and lay back on his pillow,
: entitled "Cast Out From The Scheol® and it
: told of the misadventures of a new boy

i named Talbot,

to think of the scene in the Headmasterts
study the next day when the schoolboy

approached his father, Mr, Bearlet might
show mercy to any other boy in the school.
On principle, he would have no mercy to

i show to his own sone

Normally Mr, Buddle read the current
issue of the Cem in bed on Wednesday
evenings. It was his weekly relaxation,
i The latest Gem had been delivered to him
that-morning by his newsagent, but Mr.
Buddle did not feel inclined for it
to-night.

A1l the same, Mr. Buddle took a Gem
to bed with him, It was an old copy, one
published many years earlier. Mr. Buddle
had confiscated that old Gem from Meredith
of his form, Meredith was a lad with a
penchant for reading the Cem when he
should have been doing other things,

Meredith's father was a wneﬁbm- al’
Gems, a of Cems, B
believed that the Cem was good for bn:n,
he frequently sent scme early coples to
his hopeful son at Slade with the strict
Injunction that the hopeful son was to
take great care of them.

the Gem in class or when he should have
been doing his evening preparetion, that
Gem was confiscated. Mr. Buddle then read
that Gem with great enjoyment, and 1n due

i course it was returned to Meredith, It
: was a falrly regular happening Iin the

i cycle of events,.
: that Mr, Buddle had a weakness for the Cem,

Whether Meredith knew

Mr, Buddle was not sure, He suspected

| that Meredith guessed,

Mr, Buddle adjusted his bedside larp
This Gem was

Mr, Buddle had read 1t
before, & few weeks earlier, and greatly

i enjoyed 1t, He regarded it as a fine
i dramatic story, snd he now turned to the
: closing chapter which fitted fn with his

"Talbot}® IT was the Head, He swept

 towerds the white=faced junior, his brows
P¥e Exasperation with and compassion for'
He dreaded:

contracted, his eyes flashing, Never had
the Bt, Jim's fellows seen their headmaster
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look 8o angry and indignant, "Wretched
boyt®

Mr, Buddle wriggled uneasily between
his sheets. Talbot was suspected of theft,
which was far more serious than the
thoughtless escapade of Bcarlet of the
Bixth, But Pinky=H1 was a prefect, and his
escapade was all too serfous, When Pinky-
ML faced his father the next morning, Mre
Scarlet would not have flashing eyes. He
would be utterly bitter and cold in his
condemation.

Mr. Buddle resumed reading.

There was a shout on the stairs, Toem
had been in his study. He came tear=
ifg down the stalrcase, his face 1ighting

‘ wTalbot, cld mn, You've come back,
1 fnew you would,”
SHerryl® thundered the Head, "Stand
.
“But = but, sir —*
wgilencel Do fot dare to approach the
whetched boy, I forbid you to touch him =
J. speak To him®
i

Mr, Buddle raised his eyes from the
yrinted pages and stabed for a few moments
‘gt the black patch of the window, The sash
vas wide open at the bottom, admitting the
o0l night air,

Hre e meditated, The Head of Bt.
Jin's In the story had forbidden Talbot's
closest friend to spesk to him, Would Mr.
Bcarlet exclude from his son the friendship :
of anyone like Antrobus who had passed
through 8lade with hin? It seemed only too

1ikely to Mr, Buddle just then,

Again Mr, Buddle turned to the story.

"Have you no shame = no sense of
uecency?" thundered the Head, "Do not tell
me falsehcods, boys You cannot decefve me
now, 1 amnot to be imposed upon a second
time, You have taken advantage of oy trust,
and betrayed it, TYou have disgraced your
You will go st once."

The great door swung

closed,
shut off the IMI bﬁ!ml him = and lim

the light, hopel

It was melodrama, and Mr, Buddle
loved it, When he firgst reed the story,
he had enjoyed 1t Immensely, as he always
enjoyed the Gem, Now it filled him with a
sense of foreboding,

Was it possible that Mr, Bcarlet would
expel his omn son for visiting the Palais
de Danse in Eversladei It was possible,
“Pour encourager les autres? as a French
cynic once said in connection with the
shooting of Admirel Byng.

4s a consclentious man and a strict
disciplinarian, Mr. Buddle knew that
Pinky-Hi deserved punishment, But did he
deserve an lonally severs
= "pour encourager les autres® - because
fate had made him the son of the Headmaster
of Slade?

Hre Buddle felt '.bal 1ife had been a
1ittle unfalr to Pinky-Mi, It was long
before Hr, Buddle slept that night

It was the next morning after breakfast,
It sti1l wanted thirty mirnutes before
morning classes,

Mr, Buddle was standing in his study
with his back to the [ireplace, 2

"Close the docr, Searlet,® he sald,
"SIt down,®

Piniy=H{ did as he wes bid, He
crossed one long leg over the other and

H leaned forward a little,

Mr, Buddle scanned: the
thought » Somehow it !nu!md umu'
this morning = lined am harassed with
care and embarrassment

Hr, Buddle ylnked hla words, speaking
slowlye

*Bearlet, please answer me frankly.
Had you ever been to that dance hall bel’ure
last night?®

"Never, sir,®

"Are you soquainted with any person,
cutside the school, who 1s a patron of the
Palals de Danse at Eversladep®

Pinkyii shook his head,

"Nobody, sir," He shrugged his
shoulders wretchedly, *I haven't really
any friends or acquaintances cutside the
school®

"1 accept your assurence on that
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point, S8cerlets What about Vanderlym?®

Pinky-+1 pauseds Then he said in a
low volce:

"] pan't speak for Vanderlyn, sir,®

Mr, Buddle sighed. He walked over to
the window and stood looking cut into the
sumer sunshine, He turned round.

*1 am not sure, Scarlet,” he sald
heavily, "shether 1 am doing right or wronga:
1 have decided that this matter shall end
here, No report will be made to the Head-
master,?

Pinky=M! caught his breath, His eyes
opened wide,

®Gosh, sirl® he muttered,

Mr, Buddle smiled very faintly.

"I do not disguise my cpinlen, Scarlet,
that your acticn last evening was shocking.
You deserve punishment, but, beceuse you
are the son of the Headmaster and he 1s a
man of very high principles, I think that
your punishment night be a little greater
than you deserve, 1f the matter came to his
notice,

= and upset = intc the 1life of your father
and mother whom I respect highly.”

Pinky=M1 stared at his feet,
trembled, He swallowed,

"From the lock on your face this
morning, 1 wonder vhether you may not have
been punished sufficiently already,
Scarlet," Mr, Buddle sald gently,

Pinky=tl looked up.

"] have, siri® he sald, almost
inaudibly,

Mr, Buddle clasped his hands behind
his back,

"Before you £0 to your class, Bearlet,
1 have time to tell you something,®

Pinky-11 stoed up, and M, Buddle went

His 1lips

on,

"When [ arrived at the Palals last
evening [ tock a ticket, and from behind the!
velvet curtains which were dramn across the
doorway, I scanned the dance hall, There
were a number of couples dancing, and a band
was playing ¢n the stage, In a corner, near:
the stage, I saw a Blade boy seated at a
small table, He did not lock particularly
happy, He locked, In faect, worried and
bored, He was watching the drummer, and
his feet were tapping to the rhythm of the
mstie,”

Pinky=Mifs lock was Incredulcus,

"You saw me, sIr?v

®1 saw you, Scarlet, Then I saw
Vanderlyn dancing with a young person, 1
passed into the dance hall, and inter—
gepted Vanderlyn. -1 ordered him back to
school, and told him to report to me as
s00n as he arrived.?

Colour was flooding into Pinky=Mi's
face,

"Vanderlyn reported to me as I had
instructed him. He did not implicate yous
1 walted for you to come t¢c me of your own
accord, though you did not know that I had
seen you,"

There was almost affection in the look
which Pinky=ti gave Mr, Buddl

"You expected me to come to you and
make a clean breast of 1t, sire®

"Under the circumstances I felt sure
that you would come, Scarlet, The fact
that you did = well, never mind, That is
one of the reasons why no report will be
made to the Headmaster."

Pinky=H1 seemed almost at a loss far
wordse

"You're a - grand chap, sir," he seid
impetuously.

Mr, Buddle shook his head.

"You did me = shall we call it a good
turn = oncey Scarlet® he sald,

"Did 1, sir? I don't remember?®

"No, I don't suppose you would remem—
ber,* observed Mr. Buddlc, "but there was
an occasion when you helped me a good deal

- by introducing your father to the
perfodical called the Gem”

Pinky-Hi chuckled awkwardly,

"Ch, that} It wes nothing, sir,”

Mr. Buddle shrugged his shoulders.

"You will give me your assurance that
you will never visit that dance hall agaln
while you are a pupil at Slade,” he said
stiffly.

®] wouldn't go again for a fortune,®
ejaculated Pinky-til,

"Quite so, 1 am more concerned about
Vanderlyn, As a prefect, you will keep an
eye on him, Scarlet, You will inform him
that the matter is closed, but you might
add a warning as to the narrow escape he
has had,"

"1'11 de that all right, sir," said
Pinky-1 sturdlly,

*Finally," went on tir, Buddle, "I hope
you will both understand that my decision
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has not been an easy one to make, If your . The
father should ever learn of my action, he first
will not be grateful to me, He will regard i
it as a breach of my duty. He will be ) ssue
intensely angry with me, [t may cost me my of the
post at 8lade. 1 hope that you and Vander— origi-
1ym will remember that, if you are ever VAL l‘d
tempted to boast. Fortunately we are very
near the end of term,® by "Grey-
Mr. Buddle walked across the study and friars
opened the doar. "
"get ready for your morning class, Herald
Scarlet,® he saide He lowered his voice a HOPPERTON was my
tone. "It pay be that on this occasion I . intro-
heve not acted in a manner worthy of = ), duction
chall we say = Mr, Railton," uctiol
He gave a sour, 1ittle smile. to that
Pinky=H1 stood in the doorway. He fascina-
wanted to say something but mere words meant )
so0 1ittle, and they did not come easily. . _tmg
¥He sald at last, huskily: school, and I remember it with
®No, sir, not 1like Mr. Rallton., More gratitude. It was also my intro=
1ike = Tom Herry = maybe.® % ke
duction to "The Pride of the Ring",
LRI by "Mark Linley", of which my

After Pinkyt1t had gone lir. Buddle ;recollecnon was so d.un_that not
went arross to his beloved bust of Shekes- :©Ven subsequent possession of

peare on t.h: ml‘.elaiec;.‘ mtfacnedljyhh:d :another Nos 1 could revive ite I
moved his flngers over the &5 co] ead.
ut cFs WILl1an," De mused, "Wiether wish I could remember what effect

that boy reallses we are not cut of the wood:"The Pride" had on me as a young-
yet. That woman might declde to ask awkward ster: its impact on me as an
questiens, Let's hope she doesn!t," ad.ult is terrific.

IE; Juddny stond for arhtia oy Tt ie now no secret that "Merk

m. last he said, a little wistrully: L:Lnley“ was Mr. G. R. Samways.
"1f the good Lord had seen 1t Lo bless:

Now, there has been some
we with a son 1ike that, I would, I think G
have made sure that he never wan:. in l'ur. criticism of Mr. Samways' style
of his father." as a sub author, but let us be both

The clock chimed ‘fai :
"Calanityt® yapped Mr. Buddle, *1tm fair and reasonable. o writer

1ate for class,® could possibly enhance his reputa-
‘tion in such a job, writing without
# # % ® * * * % * ‘ayen the credit of a by-line about
characters not his own and in imitation of Charles Hamilton. "The
Pride of the Ring", however, is Samways pure, simple and unobstructed.
By it he must stand or fall.

The style shall speak for itself, but a word about the plot is
indicated. ~ If you look at a Hemilton story, it is constructed as if
- mentally, at least — the begimming and end had been contrived
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first and sufficient relevant intermediate material woven to bring it
to the required size. Against this, "The Pride" is a curious collec~
tion of oddments, and most things appertaining to the more sensational
school stories have been jammed into it, sometimes more than once. It
is certainly not unique in this, but it reads as if the original idea

tered out too early and chunks of additional matter were clagged on
that's a good Northern expression!) to spin it outs

It begins: "Put up your hands! Put 'em up, and by jiminy, I'11
give you the thrashing of your lifel" Samways had not only mastered
the Hamiltonian trick of beginning with an arresting bit of dialogue;
he had bettered ites Hamilton rarely succeeded in sinking his teeth
into the startled reader in this fashion. Note too the two exclamation
marks in the first couple of sentences: there are lots more to come.

The speaker is Neddy Walsh, who has just arrived at Barlingham
Scheol to find a "hefty lout" twisting a fag's arms. Barker, the
bully is described on Page 1 as both a Fourth and a Fifth-former, and
in his first three speeches he stammers, shrieks, and splutters
furiously. As Neddy incontinently thrashes him, he has some justifica-
tions The bystanders, being "conceited fops and unprincipled cads"
mob Neddy and one "Dolly" Gray comes to his rescue. The melee is
broken up by the arrival of the Headmaster, Dr. Mundy, who demands an
explanation.

Barker, now demoted to the Fourth again, gives ite "If you please,
sir", he said meekly, "we were endeavouring to teach this new boy -
Squelch or something his name is = the error of his ways. He came in
at the school gates smoking a particularly vile brand of cigarette, and
on locking in his coat pocket I found this," holding up 2 small bottle
of spiritse The Head concurs in Barker's oblique deprecation of Wood-
bines, because: "Good heavensi" gasped Dr. Munday. "You astound me,
Barkery Drink, and in one so young! How revolting! This is doubt-
less the result of an upbringing in the slums of London, where the
wretched boy was taught to drink almost as soon as he could speaki"
"Boyi" thundered the Head. "Disreputable scoundrel and premature
drunkard! Come to my study at oncel! Barker, you will kindly see
that the intoxicating liquor you confiscated from the new boy is thrown
away." "Certainly, sir" said Barker promptly. "Drinking is a thing
we don't encourasge, sir." This is so axiomatic that the Head doesn't
bother to reply as he hales Neddy away, and the printer took advantage
of the break in the conversation to send out for a fresh supply of
exclamation marks.

"The wrworthy Head prided himself on the fact that he could make a
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Jjunior howl for quarter after three strokes." lNot our Neddy, how=
ever, who absorbs twelve without wincings "Therel" panted the Head
at last, "Let that be a lesson to you, reprobatel”

For some obscure reason, Neddy is now discontented with Earling-
ham and he and Dolly decide to run away. Barker gets another hiding
for obstructing them and they run into their Form-master, "Boyl!"
shouted Mr. Cuttle. "Depraved blackguard! You dare to threaten me
with personal violencel” ("Corl" groaned the printer. "Another of
than} Boyl More i1lis") Cuttle was even more surprised a few
moments later when "he lay prostrate, emitting dire groans of anguish",
while Neddy and Dolly make for London to look for jobs in a boxing
booth.

It is already clear that Samwaysland was the deaf men's paradise.
Speaking was at a discount: in five pages characters have found it
tough on their vocal chords as they have stammered, shrieked,
spluttered, panted, roared, muttered, snarled, rumbled, gmsped,
thundered, shouted and snapped.

Boxing booths not realising what they are missing, the chums have
to seek work in odd jobs befors Neddy meets that pug who taught him
boxing, Bob Sullivan, end Bob fixes a fight for Neddy at the Ring.

Just as he is polishing off a pro fly-weight there comes "in loud,
resounding tones", "Stopl Stop this fight instantly!" You can tell
by the exclamation marks whom it is, and when the officials and cash
customers resent the interruption: "Fellowl" roared Dr. Mundy. "I
want none of your insolencel No hooligan hands shall be lzid on mel™
He bears his prey "with black and bitter feelings" back to Earlingham,
where he has just had Neddy hoisted for a record flogging when Sullivan
and one Chumley (Wh\y not Gholmozﬂeley’?), the editor of "Fair Play",
burst in. "Put that birch down, you beetle~browed bullyl"

They question the boys, find huge weals on Hobbs Minor's back,
who "had received a castigation such as not even the galley-slaves of
old were accustomed to experience", and by threatening exposure in the
press compel Dr. Mundy to reprieve Neddy and apologise to the as led
schools After this the Head has a stroke, and I don't blame him.

Hr. Cuttle is appointed Head, Sullivan is made drill-sergeant, and
a Mr. Fenn is brought in as Master of the Fourth, Neddy now announces
that he is going Yo stamp out the prevalent smoking and boozing. "Who,
pray," sneered Barker, "appointed you Captain of the Fourth?" "I
appointed myself," said Neddy calmly, and to vary the monotony of
bashing Barker solus, he proceeds to ratify his appointment by taking
on Barker plus Lomax and Lee and walloping the lote Barker gets
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trimmed again for attempted pub-haunting and Neddy contimues with the
reformation of the schoole

Barlingham was in such a bad state that it did not play games, but
Neddy sends a challenge to Greyfriars, receiving Wharton's acceptance
on a Friday for a match next daye Only then does he begin to collect
a teams He rakes up five people who played before coming to Earling-
ham and ekes them out with six who have never played — including
Barker, whose sole asset is "I've got a rough idea of the rules of the
game, thoughs" Neddy puts them through their paces on the Friday
afternoon, and the great day dawns. Now, this just shows you how much
attention you can pay to Frank Richards! He had been bragging for
years about the Remove's football prowess, and the first time we get
any independent, outside information on the matter we find Neddy's
scratch mob run rings round Wharton and Co to draw 3-3.

The juniors now rest on their laurels while the seniors take over.
Cuttle, the new Head, rousts up four masters in the dead of night.
"Come at oncel” he said excitedly. ™I have been grossly assaulted by
Hobbs (the School Captain) who was endeavouring to break bounds at this
unseemly hour essees It is essential that we should lay that desperate
scoundrel by the heels, ere he proceeds to further acts of violencel”
They burst open Hobbs' bedroom door and settle down to await the
roisterer. The Head finds a bottle which he opens and sniffs.
"Brandyl" he cried aghast. "Our worst fears, my dear Snope, are
confirmeds I 1little thought to see the day when the vile malpractices
of the gin palace were introduced to Barlinghami" "To do Hobbs justice,
he had only kept brandy in his bedroom in case of emergency". The Head
doesn't stop to thinic that this is usual and reasonable among school=-
boys: he hurls the stuff from the window and "Yoopl What fathead
threw that?" roared Hobbs' voice from the quadrangles

"Hobbs was a curious kind of fellow.," He must have been!  After
bowling over the Head to get out, he had nonchalantly proceeded to the
Peal of Bells and now, drenched with brandy, he calmly swarmed up the
ivy to his rooms His nonchalance was dissipated when Mr, Snope set
about him with a cricket stump and, after spending the night roped to
his bed, he was expelled to "a unanimous roar of protest", "Shamel"
Verney of the Sixth "sprang from his place". "This is monstrousi"
"It's grossly unfaird" contimued Verney hotly. T"Hobbs is a jolly good
fellow and you have no right to expel him,"

Sad to say, Mr. Cuttle is impervicus to this closely-reasoned
rhetorics he not only can expel Hobbs but does. The Sixth revolt,
and after parading the village with banners inscribed "Dowm With Tyrannyl"
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"Three Cheers for Hobbsi" and "Freedom for Bverl" bar out in a cafe.
Neddy rescues Barker, who has fallen through the ice, and “with some-
thing like a sob, Barker extended a limp and dripping hand. 'You're
a white man, Welsh', was all he could say; but his look of gratitude
spoke volumes." Tha Sixth drive off the masters and polics with a
barrage of rotten eggs. Molly Femnn (a sort of Cousin Ethel) is kid-
napped by gypsics and rescued by Sullivan, to whom the Head promises
any reward he wishes. He asks for the re-instatement of Hobbs, which
the baffled Head grants but balances it by expelling the entire rest
of the Sixth. Tho whole of the school rises in wrath and Cuttle
backs downe

Barker's gratitude to Neddy now gives way at the welts and our
hero finds him with five cronies (1i‘terally) belting Prince, a fag.

He strews them to the ground and rushes off with the kid in his arms,
This must have been one of Neddy's off-days, because "inch by inch the
cads of the Fourth gained on their prey." Assisted by the hot-foot
arrival of Dolly and a pal, the bullies end up thrashed again, while
Prince has been so maltreated that he ends up in the san., where Barker,
overcome by contrition, offers: "I'll be your friend for ever and a
day - if you'll have me, that is." The fag goes to sleep holding
Barker's hand. This is not, as you might suppose, a precautionary
measure, because he had "a happy smile playing about his lips. As
for Barker, he felt a different being. New and nobler thoughts were
passing through the bully's mind as he kept his all-night vigil by the
bedside of the slumbering fage"

Neddy is now matched with Ben Barnmes, a touring schoolboy boxer,
and on the day of the contest a Bunterish new boy arrives at Barling-
hom whose name turns out to besseses Wait for itl .... BEN BARNES!

Once the confusion is sorted out, Neddy knocks out the boxing Barmes,
Another newcomer is Benjamin Bartholomew Beraduff Binks, and what
should he be with a name like that but Skimpole-and-water? If he
doesn't excite the reader, he does the staff. '"Boy! Binks! Idiot!
Depraved blackguardl" raved the Form-master, beside himself with
passioni' The pedagogue was obviously out of place at Barlingham: he
should have been at Eton or Harrows Barker demonstrates his new and
nobler thoughts by bullying Binks only to be -—— Don't blame me but
here it comes again — thrashed by Neddy. Most people would have
been overcome by the monotony before now, but Barker was a sticker.
Binks runs away and is kidnapped by a couple of toughs. His mates, I
regret to say, had no more sense than to rescue him and bring him back.

Barker, still being new and noble, causes a rift between Neddy
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and Dolly by spinning a pack of lies, and inveigles Dolly into o
smokdng and gambling party which Neddy breaks up. And what happens
to Barker? That's right!

Chapter 29 - the last - is headed "The Conquering Hero" and deals
with the Public Schools Boxing Tournament. Tom Merry gets pushed out
early, and the lightweight final has Robert Cherry, Greyfriars, ondeee
who else but Neddy? But Neddy's faoce "was now drawn and haggard, and
his eyes had a lack-lustre looks" In the fourth round "the Earling-
ham fellow's face was positively ghastly by this time." Dolly Gray
mitters: "dhat ever's come over poor old Neddy?" He was no mug,
this Dolly, to ask such a question. It had not escaped his attention
that "Neddy's left arm hung limpy by his side." Greyfriars boxing
was evidently as big a fraud as Greyfriars football, because Neddy
knocks out Bob Cherry regardless, and then faints. Bob Sullivan
leaps in the ring for a hasty cxeamination, 'Gentlemen," he said, with
just 8 suspicion of huskiness in his voice, "Neddy Welsh has fought
right through the final with a sprained wrist."'

With that, Mr, Somways very wisely decided to call it a day, as
anything even he could have added in continuation must have been a
crashing anti-climaxe But he had done enough, and I unhesitatingly
proclaim "The Pride of the Ring" to be magnificent, the most superbly
bad school story I have ever read. He was quite young when he wrote
it, and it clearly reveals what a pity it was that he ever allowed the
lombent flame of his developing genius to be cribbed, cabin'd and
confined in the shackles of substitute authorship. If he had gone on
his way ushampered, there is no saying what form the school story might
have ultinately developeds Certainly it would never have been the
same againe

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

FOR SALE: Two parcels of periodicals, all dated 1949-1952. Pmei One contains
approxinately 20 Eagles including Nos, 1 = 113 Girl No, 13 12 copies Boyst Favourite
Library; 3 Arrow Schoolboy series; School Cap No. 13 School Friend Nose 1 & L 26
Charplons] 2 Hotspur; Ly Comets containing Oreyfriars stories; ®The Human Bat® by E. R.
Home=Gall, P contains spproximately: 56 Adventures; 39 Rovers; 1 Radlo Fun;
Lion Nos, 1 & 2; 1 Beanos 3 Film Funs; 1 Knockout; 2 Dandy.

£1 per parcel plus postage, 8.AE., first please,
ERIC FAYNE, EXCELSIOR HOUSE, OROVE ROAD, SURBITON, SURREY,

'HANTED. IN CLEAM CONDIT1QH:
S. PERRY, 27, THE MEADWAY, CUFFLEY, HERTS,

7, LEOPARD STREET, WALNEY ISLAND, BARROW-IN-FURNESS, LANCS,
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Nelson Lee Colum

n
BBBBBEBBEEBEEEEE FE LB

As we have a real bumper feast of good fare from a variety of chefs this menth, my
ovn remarks will be brief, But [ can hardly let the great occaslen = 200 not out =
pass without a few comments,

Pirst then, due tributes to the late Herbert Leckenby, who gave the Innings so
strong an opening foundation, and to my predecesser, Bob Blythe, for his equally solid
contribution through this particular section of C.D.

Secondly, thanks to our editer, Eric Fayne, and to the host of familiar contributors
from among the Leeltes, for their eontinuing sound batting which has kept the score
moving steadily along towards what may well be a new record totals

4nd thirdly, my thanks to all those patient writers and readers who have walted so
long to see their work in print, or for a reply from me, In apologising agaln for my
failures to answer correspondence, 1 can only say It is entirely due to pressure of work
which, as a working journalist, necessitates dutles at all hours and no regular lelsure,

1 am, however, on the telephone, and available most evenings between 6 p,m. end
7 Pelle Or 10,45 palle and midnight 1f anycne wants to ring me up — reverse the charges {f
really necessaryl Always glad to hear from you, And now, here's to the 300th editiond

STICKING MY NECK OUT By ROSS STORY

Being a comparative newcomer to the ranks of the 0.B.B.C. it is
sometimes difficult for me to assess just how much has been written
about the Nelson Lee Library over the past fourteen yearsl Perhaps
it is for this reason I often hesitate to write on any aspect of it,
for I feel sure thot whatever I may want to say has been s2id before,
and far more efficiently. I enjoy all the contents of the C.D. but
naturally the contributions which interest me most are those dealing
with St. Frank's, St. Jin's and Greyfriars (in that order). And be-
cause I have enjoyed the works of both Edwy Scarles Brooks and Charles
Hamilton I have often been intrigued and amused at the fierce rivalry
which exists between the two campss However, it is a healthy rivalry
(without it the C.Ds might perhaps be likened to bread without saltl)
g0 I now propese to stir it up a little more by stating just why 1
think Brooks was a better writer than Homiltons

Perhaps the difference can be summed up in one sentence: Hamilton
was an excellent writer of boys! stories; Brooks was an excellent
writer who wrote boys' stories. It is surprising, locking back, to
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find hiow matire his writing was and certainly not difficult to see how
easily he made the transition from school stories to novels when the
folding of the Nelson Lee Library forced him to turmn to the adult
maricets Hamilton was fortunate in that he was able to contime
writing his school stories long after the market had closed to his
contemporaries - could he, however, have slid so smoothly and success—
fully from one sphere of writing to another, as Brooks did? I think
not, ond this along I think emphasises the point that Brooks was,
technically speaking, a much better writer than Hamilton.

For example, what about this?

Stevens was not quite so halting. He was speaking more freely,
with a great confidence. And with every moment his self-conscious—
ness grow lesss  Mre Noggs and Browne had become a blur, the whole
auditorium was a mere spaces Stevens didn't quite kmow whether it
was filled or emptye

And then it ceased to be even a spaces It became nothinge
Mr. Noggs and Browne vanisheds The footlights disappeared. Stevens
found himself living in the actual scene portrayed in his father's
play. And it was here that he revealed his genius as a true actore
He forgot where he was, and threw himself into his part so thoroughly
that for the time being he became the individual he representeds

The test was a severe one, o terrible onc.

But this mere boy of eighteen overcame the drawbacks. Absolute-
1y alone, without any audience to play upon, without any stage support,
he delivered that speech with overwhelming success. His gestures
were superb, his expressions remarkeble. Even his voice, untroined
as it was, contained such inflexions and cadences that Mr. Noggs sat
there, amazed.

He came back to earth; he knew that he was once agein upon
this cold stages And his awlwerdness returned. Flushed, breathless,
he stood there for a moment. Then he leaped over the footlights and
Jjoined the others.

This is the kind of writing that does not need to have one word
or sentence altered to fit the contemporary scene. It comnveys in a
few short, expressive parographs - with almost terrifying realism - the
mental agony which any and every actor must have experienced at some
time in his career, Put this story once more into print and between
hard covers and I am willing to swear that it would hold its own any
day with the best of them, either adult or juvenile. Brooks never
'wrote down' to his readers; in truth, I do believe that once he
started to write he never stopped to consider that he was writing for
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a (supposedly) juvenmile market - which is perhaps the reason so many
adults read the Nelson Lee in its hey-day ?:nd still dol)

Hamilton and Brooks both were great writers of schoolboy stories
- how else would the Magnet and the Gem and the Nelson Lee have
endured for so long, not only in our memories but in cold hard print?
But unlike Hamilton, Brooks never at any time made the mistake of
sacrificing quality to quantity. I well aware that in saying this
I am "sticking my neck out" - in fact, I can almost hear the sound of
¥nives being furiously sharpened by enraged Hamiltonians - neverthe-
less, I stand by what I says Brocks was a better writer than Hamilton
- and I think the above extracts (taken from No. 562 0ld Series) go a
long way towards proving it.

I shall now sit back and wait for the storm to break!

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS By NORMAN PRAGNELL

No, 1: The Destretion of St, Franks

1 wonder what would have happened, if, on one bright merning in 1930, thousands of
ardent Magnet readers, having Invested their weekly tmopence, found that before they
were half way through the story, Greyfriara College was no more, and that Harry Wharton
and Co. had been to London, and roars of anger as hundreds of
pens scribbled their protests to Frank Richards and to the Editor of the Magnetl And
rightly so of coursel

But 1t never happened to Greyfriars, 8, Frank's was the unlucky school to suffer
such a fate, Why, oh why, did 1t have to happen to our own favourite school? The
writer of these notes would not have been unduly perturbed over the fate of Creyfriars,
or Bt. Jim's, come to that, but on that Wednesday morning of January 25th, 1930, he was
extremely upset, There was his beloved 8t, Frank's in flames, with a burning alrship
straddled right ooross it, Professor Zingrave was on the march again and St, Frank's
Was no more.

For an explanation of these events It 1s necessary to go back a few months and note
the changes that were already ocourring in the Nelson Lee Library. Those brilliantly
dramatic stories such as the first Ezra Quirke series, the 8t, Frank's in Disgrace, and
the Sahara series, and many others that had appeared between 19231926 were no longer
being written. In their place had come such rather nondescript series and single
stories, llke those dealing with the rivalry between St. Frank's and the River House -
8chool, and the %ingora" series, = quite good In their way, but lacking the bite of
those stories previously mentioned, Various hints dropped by both Brooks and the
Editor foreshadowed the changes that were to come, Full scale detective stories were
on the way, and had these changes been efficlently carried out they mould, we believe,
have been suecessful and led to an Increase In the Nelson Lee's circulation, Whoever
made the decision to destroy Bt. Frank's must bear the responsibility for the further
decline of the Nelson Lee Library. Brooks wrote the story In which the destruction of
St, Frank's was recorded, but 1t is doubtful if he was very happy about doing It. His
own mords on this subject are as follows: "The decision to destroy Bt. Franksi 1
can't remember exactly, but most likely It was e Editor's idea, [ had to agree with
2 lot of things which went against the grain.* ‘

A far better idea would have been to have given the Nelson Lee two corplete stories,
one a school story, the other, a story dealing with the detective acadeny. With no
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short sterles for serials, both stories by Brooks could have been full length and readers
would have had the best of both worlds. The continuity of the 6T, Frank's stories would
have been carried on, while those readers who wanted the detective stories would have
been wel] satisfied, However, these ideas were not to be, and the Nelson Lee suffered
as the result, Brooks cannot be blamed, nor cen the readers, although without doubt
meny of them wanted some change. The blame must be put squarely on the shoulders of
the Editer at that time, No doubt he could not have cared less, To use a modern slang
vhrase, What & pity, when a nore thoughtful and enlightened editorial pollicy might
have prolonged the life of the Nelson Lee Library for some years.

In our next article we shall discuss the effect that we belleve Kenneth Brookes®
11lustrations had on the Nelson Lee,

UNLOSTI
By Neil Beck

One of Lord Dorrimore's oldest and most faithful friends was an
Africen native called Umlosi., Umlosi, the giant chieftain of the
Kutana tribe, was a mighty warrior; a great friend but a terrible
enemy.

It was in the 'Ivory Seekers' (DS 105), when we first made the
acquaintance of Umlosi, that he succeeded to the chieftainship of his
tribe by defeating his rascally half-brother, Fatoomba, in combate

This wes also our first meeting with Lord Dorrimore although we
were told that Nelson Lee already knew him. Straight away Umlosi
christened Nelson Lee as 'Umtagati' gbouause Umlosi believed he had
magical powers), Nipper as 'Manzie' (meaning 'water' because of his
sparkling eyes, and Dorrie as 'N'Kose'.

Umlosi had many remarkable characteristics, including his
phenomenal strength and his tigerish fighting qualities, but the most
remarkable of all was his 'snake', as he himself called ite This was
a sixth sense and was a sort of crystal ball; it told Umlosi of
imminent danger, at which times he claimed that he saw ‘red mists! - a
true sign of forthcoming bloodshede

His 'snake' was instrumental in rescuing Lord Dorrimore and Mr.
(1ater Sir) Hobart Mamners out in South Africa. Dorrie and his
companion were attempting a Cape-to~Cairo flight in Mamners' aeroplane
'The Wanderer of the Skies's The 'plane had been seen over
Bloemfontein but had disappeared between there and Johannesburge The
days passed and no news was heard and all hope was given ups Nelson
Lee believed that the 'plane had gone off course and had been forced
to land in the Kalahari Desert.

Umlosi's 'snake'! said otherwise; it told him in his dreams that
his beloved H'Kose was near at hand on the Veldt. Lee and Umlosi,
accompanied by some Removites, journeyed to Vierstad and found Dorrie
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and Manners imprisoned on an ostrich farm owned by a diamond-smuggler
called Vanhoeke Vanhoek had lured Dorrie into landing and had stolen
his 'plane so as he could use it to take his diamonds to Europe.
Needless to say, Vanhoek got his just reward.

Another of Umlosi's attributes, his great strength, saved Nelson
Lee's life in El Dorado, the city of the White Giants, in the wilds of
Amazonian Brazil, The Ciri-Ok-Baks, the enemies of the friendly
Arzacs, attacked El Torado and one of their mumber climbed over the
barricade and advanced on the unprepared Lee with his axe raised.
Thensss "he (Umlosi) grapsed the mud mom round the waist, whirled him
aloft, as though he had been & mere child, and sent him flying down
over the battlements." Truly a rival fur Hercules or even the mighty
Samson himself.

His fighting qualities were magnificently described in 'Kassker's
Ammada' (1st NS 39) when the usual St. Frank's party visited Northestria
for the first time. When the enemy Gothlanders attacked, Umlosi
"fought like a man possessed." FHis mighty spear wreaked great havoc
among the invaders; "the enemy fell back before him, aghast, and the
ground was littered with dead." From this it is obvious that no man
was Unlosi's equal with a spear - he had no faith in modern instru-
ments of war.

Umlesi, as black as coal, as tough as tesk, as strong as an ox,
was a great and mighty warrior and a true and faithful friend.

‘M though on the very friendliest of terms with all the St. Frank's
‘fellows his greatest friend was Dorrie - N'Kose — with whom he went
through meny a stirring adventure in the four cormers of the world.
Their travels together took them to both Poles, the South Seas, India,
China, South America, the Sahara among other places.

411 his qualities make Umlosi a very worthy leader of the Kutana
tribe - a noble and honourable race who live in the dense forests in
Central Africa - although it is doubtful whether he spent much time at
home if he travelled all over the world.

A LETTER FROM ST. FRANK'S JIM COOK

St. Frank's College,
Bellton, Bussex,
The River House School has won a resounding victory over their 8t, Frank's rivals,
The mystery of the smoke seen 1ssuing from one of the chimeys at Moat Hollow has been
gently explained in a letter from Hal Brewster. You will recall that Nipper examined
Hoat Hollow throughout in his investigation after suoke had been reported being seen at
this famous and eerie old house but although a very careful search had been made there
was no evidence of anybody having occupled m: Hollow, The Remove were mystified and
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Quirke's name cropped up again as it always does when unexplained events ooccur, But
Quirke wasn't to blame at all, It was merely Hal Brewster of the River House paying
Bt. Frank's a trifle owed them,

The astute Nipper was fooled up to The eyebrows and the Remove Is clamouring for
some reprisals. And 1t was all so simple, Hal states in his letter to Nipper =
which suddenly appeared on the notice board oné morning — that it was really Cyril
Grgham's idea and credit must go to him,* Nevertheless it was a great victory for the
River House and 1f the juniors of the Lower School at St. Frank's are a little peeved
at Nipper's Inactivity, who can blame them, St Frank's, and the Remove In particular,
want action, Of late, the River House, led by Hal Brewster, have notched up quite a
few scores in thelr friendly rivalry against St. Frank's and this recent display of
superiority 1s smarting the Remove to action of any kKind but Nipper still dallies.

The Remove captaln's policy of walt and see has elways paid dividends but with the
juniors In ferment after this latest jape 1 wonder how poor old Nipper is going to
appease them,

In spite of the fortress that is Meat Hollow it seems there are chinks that any
Junior can squeeze through for Craham, a comparatively new comer to the district, man-
aged to get in and put an object up & chimey. It was what is commonly known as a
smoke bomb which Graham had made in the school laboratory and having wedged it up one
of the Moat Hollow chimneys and fired it he had quickly disappeared and returned to the
River House to awalt developuents, He had not long to walt for the smoke was seen by
myself as 1 trudged through the snow on my way to 8T, Frank's, But other juniors had
reported it as Moat Hollow can be seen from the upper windows of the Anclent House and
I think Cecll DeValerle had remarked on the strange occurrence, Nipper had insisted
there was no smoke without fire and his diligent but abortive investigations Into the
mystery and the subsequent sclution that crackled in Brewster's letter led to shouts
demanding his resignation, But Nipper wasn't worried, He had gone through a period
such as this many times before and no doubt, would do so again, Microbes like Teddy
Lorg, Bnipe and Gore=Pearce shouted louder than most although one wonders how these
Juniors consider themselves involved.

Up to the time of writing Nipper has not retaliated and I have nothing to report
on any scheme he has In mind, The awful winter is over and the countryside is shedding
its blezkness and bursting out In colour. In faet, we were well Into Spring when I
left for London and Moat Hollow set In its gloomy and forbidding scene seems a thing of
the past.

1t was left to Reggle PILt to extract revenge on the River Heuse, In a letter to
me he tells me Nipper has left Bt, Frank's with Nelson Lee for a time, They have flown
out to New Guinea in response to an urgent call by Lord Dorrimore, Dorrie is in no
danger but the fact that Nelson Lee called at 10, Downing Street before leaving London
glves Reggle to think Lee's meeting up with Dorrie 1s political. Recent disturbance
in New Guinea was mentioned by Nipper to Reggle's enquiry about a telegram sent by Lond
Dorrimore to Lee, but Dorrie quoted "official assistance” and did not refer to trouble,
As 1s usual when Nipper 1s unable to continue as skipper Pitt assumes the captaincye
He tells me that Nipper had promised him that the River House was going to be rudely
awakened very shortly and Nipper had thought of an idea to wipe out that terrible Moat
Hollow affair, But what Nipper!s plan was we shall perhaps never know.

But Pitt cleared the slate and 1t may be some time before Hal Brewster and Co.,
get 1deas of pitting their wits sgainst the 8t, Frank's fellows. Reggie thought of
the idea when he read in the Bannington Gazette that Farmer Holt was applying for help
on his farm, An unusual amount of sickness had fallen on Holt's lsbourers and the
passing bad weather demanded attention to the farm at once. So Reggle, out of the
goodness In his heart, wrote to Farmer Holt and suggested his schoolfellows would assist
in any work the farmer needed, 4&nd Pitt signed the letter Hal Bremstor of Thet

River House Bchool.
Brewster, freguently prote

,.,,a.,.,..ﬂ'ﬂﬂre trom let
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to him on sports fixtures and having typed the letter on the typewriter In the senfor
ted 1% to Farmer Holt, As much as he hated the idea of helping the
Holt, he felt the occasion was in ald of higher principles and let it

go at thats

Thus it was that the next day being a Wednesday = and a very nice day too = several
juniors eould be seen during all the afternoon digging up Farmer Holt's potato fleld.
The mechanlcal plough stood inert in a cornmer of the field, a victinm of the very severe
frosts, And the juniors battled on with their forks and spades much to the delight of
a orowd of 8t, Frank!s cheps who watched the angry forks and the sullen spades smite the
ground, Dr, Hogge, of the River House, had been highly pleased that several of his
boys had volunteered to assist Mr, Jeremish Holt In his predicament. Holt had phoned
at once when he read PITt!s letter and the farmerts attitude to schoolboys suddenly rose.

It rose to an affectionate level of fatherly love towards the River House boys.

It wavered when the St, Frank's juniors sppeared and cheered Brewster and Co, but strict=
1y speaking Mr, Jeremish Holt really should have thanked St. Frenk's for this wonderful
asslatance to his very depleted labour force,

Poor Hal had succumbed at the onset for the letter Dr, Hogge had afterwards
received from Holt was in Hal's authorised signature and a beaming headmaster congratu=
lated a somewhat surprised crowd of juniors In their Cormon Rooms er had
fmmed{ately seen Nipper's hand in the scheme but on this occasien he was m He was
not atare of Kipperts departure from 8t, Frank!s,

ind & reluctant crowd of juniors gathered In the quad under the benevolent eye of
Dr, Molyneux Hogge and marched out to hand=plough Farmer Holt'!'s potato field. Just as
they reached Pelton's Bend the Hon, Aubrey de Vere Wellborme & Co. who had been included
in the party made a sudden dash and ran through the hedge, But Handforth & Co., had
spotted them and they were brought back and handed over to Brewster, Hal was feeling
petter at the thought that the honourables had not escaped the digging, The exercise
would do them good although he couldn't see them being thankful,

A very tired and weary party left Holt's Farm as dusk descended and 1like the plough=
pan in the poem slowly wended their way over the meadows back to the River House School.
St, Frank's had wiped out that terrible stain and a1l things were left equal, Hal
Brewster & Co, were too tired even to think of reprisals but 1t behoved St, Frank's to
be very careful from that moment for the River House were bent on revenge,

In the meantine Nipper s away with Nelson Lee and thelr absence is felt, I may
have news in my next letter,

* * * * * ¥* * * * * * * * * * * * *

PORTY-THREE YEARS AFTER
By Frank Hancock

Recently I advertised for old boys books in a monthly Northern
magazine, and received a letter from a Mr, W. Wells, of Luddenden,
Halifax. He writes:

"One of my warehousemen found the enclosed copy of the 'Boys Realm!
tucked away under a beam over what was usually a wool bin, where
apparently a young woolsorter had lain on top of the wool pile and
tucked the paper away for safety when he heard the foreman coming.

The wool in the bin was then probably sent to scour, and there would be
no way of retrieving the paper, where it has laid since 1915 till now."

The "Boys Realm' is No. 690, dated (contimicd on page 34).
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Chips - in the year 1916

Bv LEONARD PACKMAN

The year 1917 = at which time I was a boy of twelve - is what I
¢all my "purple period". To me, the juvenile publications of that
particular year had a something sbout them (maybe the stories had
more appeal, or perhaps I was taking a kecner interest in them) that
was never surpasseds The BOYS OWN PAPER, CAPTAIN and CHUNS, although
very fine publications, had never interested me very much, but even

they had a special attraction that year.

CHIPS AS IT WAS IN 1916

Incidentally, magazines
such as STRAND, WINDSOR,
PEARSONS, BYSTANDER etce,
scemed to have that same
"something" that years

Therec is, however,
one special publication
which has always held
pride of place above my
"purple period", and thet
is CHIPS for the year 1916
- ILLUSTRATED CHIPFS to
give it the correct title.
This publication, as I
have mentioned in previous
articles, was the very
first paper I ever read;
indeed, at the age of five
I could not read, but I
enjoyed looking at the
drawings, and that which
my little brain failed to
grasp was soon interpreted
by my dear mothers

As I have also stated
before, from the day I saw
my first copy until its
demise in 1953 CHIFS was
the only link with my boy-
hood that remesined
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completely unbroken through the years of adult life (and the responsi-
bilities, pleasures and sorrows that come with itd)

The reason for my exceptional interest in this comic paper for
the year 1916 is primarily because of the wonderful serial that ran
from YNo. 1322 (Jan 1st) to No, 1365 (Oct. 28th) titled THE SCHOOL BELL.
Those of you who read CHIPS at that time will remember that this
serial - written by "John Bdmund Fordwich" (Harold Garrish) was about
a mmber of boys and girls who went to 'Bernard Street! Council School.
The central characters were: Joe Peters (the main character), Arthur
Selby, Edie Selby, Elsie Nobletts, Harold Rabbits and Percy Perks (the
boy detective and his invisible bloodhound "Elakey")-

The theme around which the story is written is that Joe, Peter's
father is in prison for a crime which had not been intentional, and
throughout the story both he and his mother have many ups and downs.
Of course, everything turns out all right in the end, and with the two
families, the Selbys and the Peters, both leaving this country for
Canada, we find the story finishing like this:

"The final scene represcnts a ship leaving the shore of the Good
01d Countrye

"lio one can ever experience seeing the home-land fading away into
the distance without emotion - poignant emotion in many cases. For
once one then experiences the love that inspires true patriots, lot
them belong to what lend they may. *

"It was growing dusk nov, and a boy and girl leant upon the stern
rail watching the lights of England sinking down into the sea.

"They had but a few mimutes ago come up from below, having seen
all luggage stowed away and everything made shipshape for their stay
on board.

"Their parents, with the other members of their families, were on
the upper docke.

"The wash of the waves gleamed away into the dim mystery of even-
ing over the sez.

"They said nothing, but somchow gradually grew closer and closer
to each other, drawn together by mutual affection in the midst of the
great solitudes ¢

"The boy's hand then gently took hold of the girl's, and so they
remained, and so the great ship bore them away to their new life,
hand-in-hand, and their parents, just catching a glimpse of them,
smiled at each other."

Thanks to my good friend Tom Lambert for recently supplying the
complete run of this paper for the year 1916 (I have sought it for

i3
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over forty yearsl), I have
been able to read the whole

7/ HLE‘MS%""‘?@ story once again after 47
> years = and with an enjoyment
, I never really expected to

find the same as I did when &
boy.

Tho story has of course
been reprinted twice = in
YOUNG BRITAIN end BOYS FRIEND
WEEXLY. In both cases, how-
ever, it was abridged, and
without the original illustra-
tionse

And now let us go through
the year and pick out scme of
the "attractions".

In Noe 1322, a "Happy New
Year" issue, another serial
commences in addition THE
SCHOOL BELL. The title is
THE HAUNTED HO()R. Writtan
by "He Be Richmond", this
; serial ran to No. 1349 (8 Ju1y),

and was very goods

CHIPS AS IT waS IN l¥vo Tug Wilson 'tec (and PCe
Harry Screams) is a short,
complete weekly story-feature
that runs all through the year. It is headed DETECTIVE STORY-SERIES
OF SCOTLAND YARD!  For those of us who had read stories of these two
characters in past years in a series cnlled THE BLUE LAMP, the new
tales had a great attraction.

Another favourite feature (Speshul Every Weke) was MI KOLLUM, by
Philpott Bottles (Orfis Boy to CHIPS)s The illustrations, as well
as the text, were delightfully amusing.

Every wee.k of course relates on page one THE SCREAMING ADVENTURES
OF WEARY WILLIE AND TIRED TIM, THE WORLD-FAMED TRAMPS, This was the
main cartoon attraction of the paper, and each weck found them with a
new bright idea which nearly always had for ite cbject the making of
easy moneys

The back pege featured THE CASEY COURT NIBS (1%%13“9 Uy
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In the autumn of 1946 the late Herbert BY THE I
Leckenby was toying effectionately and con-
tinuously with the idea of starting a magazine to cater for the
interests of story-paper collectors. The main reason, as he stated
in the first issue of the Digest, was the illness of Mr. W. H. Gander
which had caused the suspension of the delightful and famous Story
Paper Collector, the magazine which had been posted off regularly
from Canada by Mr, Gander for a mmber of years.
But, though the suspension of the Story
Paper Collector was the main reason, it was
not the only reason for the appear-

ance of Collectors' Digest.
I had been corresponding -
with Herbert since the out-

break of war, and he had

often mooted the idea of

starting a magazine as soon as Lo}

the paper supply got easier. [xd

I think it was inevitable that

Herbert should father an English z e

magazine in due course. Be
Herbert Leckenby was the 0

ideal man for the jobs In fact, <

I think it would be reasonable to )|

say that, at that time, he was the ;

only man for the jobe m
For any magazine to make a fair

start, a mucleus of readers was ™

essential. Herbert had that nucleus )

of readers within calls The clubs

did not exist at that time. The = 8%

merest gossamer linked a few people, ‘D .

with similar nostalgic interests. But »

Herbert Leckenby was a prodigious letter- m ®

writer. He maintained a continuous -

correspondence with a mumber of people

who remembered the old papers, and he was

always adding to that number by one means

or another. His correspondents were to be

the first readers of the new magazine.




The London Club {s fortunate in having Bob Whiter to provide us with a draw
ing of Eric Fayne, and all colleectors are fortunate In having Eric as editor of the
Ccllectors' Digest.

When Herbert died, there were many anxieties about the future of his magazir
but he had chosen hls successor wisely, and 1t 1s no disparagement to Herbert to say the
the C.D. 1s now better than ever. The editor must have time, patience, tact, flrmness,
originality, wit, drive - and an ever-cpen purse. The Londcn Club is proud to honour
Eric Fayne in this special inset, and to have this opportunity to sing the praises whicl
he has deserved so richly., Long may he occupy the editorial chalri
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lusive phantoms, half-forgotten joys,

eceding further with the fleeting days,
mperial treasures which were ours when boys,
ollectors' Digest calls from out Time's haze,
anfares the darling buds of bygone Mays.
biding link for those alone and mute,

ielding warm contact in long cherished ways,
e'er flag this journal, love's devoted fruit.

ric Fayne! with heartfelt thanks, your
labours we salute!




ntrancing shades our memories hold in store,
ecalled, revived, in every lustrous page,
nsist that we on youth re-ope the door,

ollectors"

Digest still defies Time's rage,
ading from mind each month the cares of age.
nd all of us, whom that enjoyment lures,

our guiding hand we pray will hold the stage,
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or lose that happy touch that thus ensures,

1=

ric Fayne! for all your work, our
gratitude endures!




The Editor sat in his swivel chair

A sweaty face and tousled hair

With a muttered curse he threw down his pen
And balefully glared round the editorial den.

There's a letter here from Leytonstone

A waste of a stamp, if the truth be known
Another requires Gem number one

Oh dear! Oh dear! what glorious fun!

As through the post he glibly tore
The queries piled up more and more
He looked around and saw with shock
That it was nearly eight-o=clock,

His desk now locked a sorry sight

He'd have to stay up half the night
And in the midst of all that muddle
Tt was his task to churn out Buddle!

* * *

Our Editor raised his weary head

And found that he was safe in bed

He yawned and stretched and thought with glee
Thank Goodness, I've finished the next C,D.

To dream like that is an Editor's fate
The greatest fear the deadline date
In spite of all the trouble and strife
They really enjoy their busy life.

And so it is that we ordain
To give our thanks to ERIC FAYNE.

R. J. G,
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EDITOR In the autumn of 1946 I
was immensely enthusiastic over
the ideas Throughout the
twenty years that I knew
Herbert, we always exchanged
at least one letter every
week, and usually more. In
late 1946 most of our
letters were concerned with
the proposed magazinee
I liked everything
about it with the
exception of the proposed
A titles In that I fore-
saw a difficulty if ever
t“ the magazine should be-
come well-knowns In
O fﬂ fact, the ambigwity of
a our title has produced
a problem in later
(o) yeazs.
However, no
ﬂ such difficulty
w existed in 1946 -
or for a long time
after.
Plenty of
pecple in all
phases of life
think they

@so would find it rather
fascinating to run an
amateur magazine, Plenty of people

do so - in schools, clubs, and the like.
00 But plenty fall on stony ground, where they have
' not much earth .. and because they have no root they
wither away.
It is one thing to start a magazine; it is quite another to keep
it goings The editor must never allow his steampipe to grow colds
The magazine must take precedence over all other interests; it must be
beyond holidays; it must be above the summer sunshine which calls one
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into the open air to take things easy, and above the spot of flu or
lumbago which lays low many a person but never the editor. The great
essential for the success of any magazine is regularity. After
Collectors' Digest began in 1946 it appeared at two-monthly intervals
for a short time, but since the early Spring of 1947 it has never
missed a month of issue.

There was no fear of Herbert Leckenby's steampipe growing cold.
Collectors! Digest was the consumation of his life. It could be
said that life begen for him in 1946.

True, in the very early days he was able to run it as a hobby.

A few years were to skip by before it became - as it is to-day - a
full-time job, and an unpaid full-time jobe But an unpaid full-time
job which has ample recompense for every unpaid minute in the love
and loyalty of its readers which are now found in every corner of the
English-speaking world.

Herbert Leckenby launched Collectors' Digest in association with
Mr. Maurice Bond of Cardiff, though it is quite obvious that Herbert
did all the work, and Fr. Bond's share was limited to a few articles
and a varying degree of enthusiasm.

It is indeed hard to see, at this distance, just how Mr. Bond
came to be associated with Herbert in the matter at all. Certainly
Mr. Bond put down £5 against any possible loss on the first Digest
Anmual, His £5 was forfeit, for the first Annual lost a good deal
more than that.

According to an early Who's Who, lr. Bend was a young man of 36
vhen the Digest was launcheds In a Sexton Blake article which
appeared in "The Saturday Book" for the year 1946 we find reference
to "that foremost authority, Mr. Meurice Bond of Cardiff.".

It seems that lr, Bond operated a mobile library as his mode of
earning o living. As a hobby, he ran what he termed "The Sexton
Blake Correspondence Club"e 1In the first issue of the Digest he
published the nemes and addresses of his 21 members, and I quite
astonished to find that my own name figures as No. 21 on this list.

I have no recollection of ever joining the club, and can only assume
that my name was included on the strength of some letter or other
which I wrote to !ir. Bond.

In the early days Mres Bond conducted our Blakiana Column, but
after a few years his enthusiasm seems to have waned and he disappeared
from the magazine, It is indeed odd that a man who was described in
a printed book of 1946 as "that foremost authority" should be sunk
without trace a few years later. It is, at any rate, a very long

P
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time since we heard anything about him.

WIEE COLLECTORS DIGEST" No. 1 was dated November 1946. 4s is
the case with most Number Ones, it is purely of novelty interest to-
day, nearly 17 years later. In fact its amateur status was painfully
obvious from any viewpoint. Yet, to those readers who are lucky
enough to possess a copy, it is a pearl beyond pricce

It consisted of 26 duplicated pages, including the covers

Roger Jenkins, whose magnificent articles have been a big part
of the backbone of the magnzine down the years, was represented in No.
1 by "Reprinted Picces" - a review of tho Schoolboys' Own Library.

Tom Armitage wrote "a short description of the Monster Library". "The
Three Musketeors of Boys' Papers" was ascribed to "The Veteran,"
probably Herbert Leckenby himself. Blaldana comprised a few newsy
items, and a crossword by Maurice Bond.

The "Letter Box" contained two letters which strike an odd note,
and which give the impression that there will be plenty of controversy
in the futurc. Both were from writers who used nom—de-plumes.

"Path wrote: "Let me make a pleas Don't have too much in the
magazinc sbout those over-rated papers, the Gem and Magnet. I could
pever understand why there was so much fuss about thems Think of the
padding in them with lines merely consisting of "Ha, ha, ha," "Bump,"
Hogroff" and the like. 4s for plots, why the same old ideas were
served up about every three months. And surely there was far too
much about that egregious ass Bunter. He was hardly a fit specimen
to be a leading character."

Even more caustic was "Disgusted" who made the following comment:
"Why should that washout John Hunter be allowed to disgrace the name
of Sexton Blake?"

In our Yours Sincerely column, in the recent June issue of the
Digest, a reader protested ngainst what he termed "the growing amount
of conclusory evidence of the old stories." It seems to us that
readers were no less scvere in their criticisms of the old stories, in
C.Ds Noa 1, than they are in the Digest of 1963

The early issues of the Digest cost 1/1d including postages It
is a thought that the Digest could be mailed in those days for one
penny. In March 1951 the price of the magazine was increased to 1/6d.
In Jaruary 1961 it became 2/—, but by now C.De had been increased to
a permanent 32 pages.

Early in its career the Digest made history with its supplementary
issue, No. 3a, dated March 1947. This issue was to warn readers of
the presence of fraud in the collecting worlde With same courage
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Herbert Leckenby listed details of various cases of which he had
received report, and some time later one of these "get-rich-quick"
gentlemen was sent to prison as the result of evidence which Herbert
supplied to the polices Fortunately, that large-scale type of fraud
secms to have disappeared in recent years. Probably collectors are
less gullible than they used to bee

Gentle, warm-hearted Herbert Leckenby was an excellent editor.
His own interests were periodicals of late-Victorian and early-
Edwardian times, and he held the scales with entire fairness among
his readers whose main interests were with later publications. EHe
wuilt Collectors' Digest into the magazine it is to-day, with links
all over this country and all over the world.

Paradoxically the Digest has never looked back - yet it is look-
ing back all the time. We believe that, in the specia. cormer of
Heaven reserved for really nice people, Herbort Leckemby is proud of
his brain child and of what it has attaineds Collectors' Digest is
a living memorial to 2 splendid Yorkshireman.

TR R K KKK KKK E__K_K__®R KK __*__*

FORTY-THREE YEARS AFTHR (contimued from page 27)sses

215t August, 1915, rather grubby, but intacte On the front page is
an illustration from the serial, 'True Blue,' by David Goodwin, and
there are also sporting serials by Ae S. Hardy, 'The Vhite Hope,'
(boxing), 'Teddy Lester, Captain of Cricket,' by John Finnemore, and
'The Rival Athletes,' by Captain Malcolm Arnold. Also a serial of
achool life, 'The Schoolboy Impostor,' by Andrew Gray, and 'Against
the Odds,' which is described as an industrial serial, by Max Hamilton.
There is a complete cricket story, 'Last Man In,' by Melton Whyte,
quite a long editorial chat, and a football article = a very good
pennyworth.

One can imagine the youth, comfortably settled on a pile of wool,
esgerly reading this feast of boy's fiction, and shoving it hastily
out of sight when he heard the foreman's footsteps. So after 43
years, it finds its way into my collectionl

I sent Mr. Wells some modern Blskes in exchange, and hope he finds
them of intereste

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
VINTED: Rockmood B.0,L15 170, 17k 162, 198, 202, 206, 2205 200, 308, Can offer §
Fiim Funs 1939; Ll Perry Masons; Creyfriars 8.0,L1s 67, 85, 99y 1214 123 129, 131
THOMPSON, 53, WALLASEY PARK, BELFAST 1L
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Conducted by JOSEPHINE PACKMAN, 27, Archdale Rd.,
East Dulwich, London S.E.22

NAME THE AUTHOR}
By Walter_Webb

Part 4 WHO WAS SINGLETON POUND?

The last nemed in GROUP D. - Singleton Pound = presents some—
thing of a problem in so far as the Blake field is concerned, and,
whilst it is highly probable that he wrote some Sexton Bloke stories
in the very early days, it has not been possible to obtain concrete
evidence to this effect.

Quite famous some five decades ago, contributing regularly to
all three well-known publishing houses - the AP, Cassells, and
Pearson's - Pound is surprisingly not recalled by any editor, or any-
body once connected with any of the three firms, so probably the name
was a pseudonyme

Specialising in full-blooded adventure tales set in foreign
lands, which he desecribed with any amount of vigour and meaty dialogue,
Pound had his photograph reproduced in an early U.J. - or, rather, it
would be truer to say that an artist was given the job of drawing it
as faithfully as possible from the photograph, for, in those days, it
was not possible to reproduce straight from the print because of the
inferior quality of the papere The fact that Pound had his likeness
inserted in the paper at all seems to indicate that he was by no means
an unlmown member of the staff, for his features appeared in the dis—
tinguished company of such well-known writers as Henry St. John Cooper,
W. Show Rae, S. Clarke Hook, Harry Blyth, Alec G. Pearson, and John G.
Rowe, all of whom have been written about at some time or another in
the various collectors' magazines. Of them all Pound seems to be
the forgotten man. - Yet, his work suggested that he was o quite
worthy member of that star team of late Victorian writers.

Who was Singleton Pound?

MORE CLUES ON AUTHORSHIP
A clue to a late author's identity may sometimes be discovered
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by noting the way he interpreted the smoking habits of the famous
cnaracter ho was commissioned to write abouts Was Blake primarily a
cigar smeoker, a cigarette smoker, or was he addicted chiefly to his
beloved briar?

Various authors have each had their own idea of what Blake par-
ticularly liked to smoke in the furtherance of mental relaxation or
inspiration of thoughte We lMurray Graydon, gave him his briar or a
cigarette, whilst Norman Goddard, John W. Bobin, and Robert Murray all
seemed of the opinion that Blake was a much fitter man mentally when
smoking innumerable cigars, from which, accerding to Geddard, at
least, he was constantly "flicldng off the ash"s On some of these
occasions he was guilty of being quite careless of where it fell, much
to the indignation of Pedro, who sometimes got the benefit before it
had sufficiently cooled to be rendered harmless, and doubtless to Mrs,
Bardell's wrath as well when she discovered the spray on her best
carpets.

Generally speaking, it was a toss-up in those days whether it was
the old briar or a cigarette which was chiefly to be found between
Blake's lips - authors probably endowed the detective with their own
individual smoking habits, and, if such was the case, the pipe smokers
and the cigarette smokers among his old chroniclers must have been
pretty well equally divideds The cigar smokers were definitely in
the minority here, as was the solitary author who tried to give him a
new look - with an old meerschaumi

It can pay the researcher well to take particular note of the
dialogue that took place between Blake and Tinker in those far-off
dayse There is not much to learn from Tinker's, perhaps, for practi-
cally every writer had him addressing Blake as "guv'nor" or "sir",
although there have been isclated instances when the assistant has
departed from this mode of address and referred to his employer as
"iir, Blake", This conventicnality on Tinker's part can be found in
the work of Alec G. Pearson and Herbert Maxwell, who were given the
job of resuscitating his ambitious comeback in the new, enlarged UNION
JACK.

There was one author who departed so far from tradition as to
have Tinker addressing Blake as "master". This reference is tc be
observed in the story, "The Stolen Gainsborough," (U.J. No. 191), on
page 20« "What's the next move master?" asked Tinker: and, so
unusual a departure was this from the usual trend that it forms quite
a vital clue in the identification of other Sexton Blake stories by
this writer, particularly as, via editorial channels, he has been
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discovered as being Arthur S, Hardy.

Regarding Elake's dialogue, Tinker was the recipient of various
expressions, such as "my boy," "my lad," "lad," and "young 'un,". The
first two, being in more common use, can hardly be regarded as clues:
but an author who came across with such exclamations as "Be careful,

" warned Blake: or "Be careful, young 'uni" does command the
researcher's attention, for the simple reason that they would only be
found in the work of a select few.

No doubt the affectionate term, "young 'wn" will put those who
remember their St. Frank's stories in mind of Edwy Searles Brooks, who,
time and time again, used the expression on the occasions he had lelson
Lee talking to Nippers Brooks of course adopted exactly the same
procedure in his UJ and SBL stories, and often had Blake addressing
Tinker in the same waye But, a careful survey of those early U.J's.
prove that E. S. Brooks was not the only author whe used the expression,
tyoung 'un." As a matter of fact, Herbert Maxwell used the term for
the very first time, and was followed by Cecil Hayter. Two other
authors who used it were Bdgar Joyce Murray and Harry Gregory Hill.
Apart from these five writers, I know of no others who used the term.

The use of the word "lad" was used a lot by Stanley Gordon Shaw,
and, I am confident, too, that Cicely Hemilton used this address in
the few Sexton Blake stories she wrote before the popularity of her
first successful play elevated her to heights which retarded her from
further contributions of Sexton Blake, the writing of which she
obviously had no further time for, and, if she had, would not have
benefited her financially anywhere near the extent her stage work and
ploywriting dide

The expression "laddie" is also to be observed in sentences of
dialogue on occasions when Blake is spealdng to Tinker, and would
obviously be used in the case of a Scottish author writing Sexton Blake
storiess The only known Scot who wrote Elake's was William Bayfield;
but it would be risky to assert that he was the only one to have done
g0 in those early days. There was a Scottish writer who wrote many
stories for the BOYS' HERALD, FRIEND, and REALM, who may have contribu-
ted a few Blakes in his time. An editor who used his work tells me
that he adopted a variety of pen-names, but, after such a long lapse of
time, cannot recall even one of them. The name of this author will
mean absolutely nothing to the collector, for, on not one occasion, as
far as can be ascertained, did he ever use his real nome.

What, then, were the pen-names of WARD MUIR?

(To Be Continued)
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LOSELY AND @BAHGU
By W. T. Thurbon

That master writer of adventure stories, about whom so little
appears to be known, Cecil Hayter is of particular interest to Blakiana
as the creator of those two attractive characters Sir Richard Losely
and Lobangu. Until recently I had always believed Losely and Lobangu
to belong purely to the Blake saga. Even in the serial in the 1918
Union Jack "In the hands of the Head Hunters" (1ater reprinted as
BoF.La Nos. 429 and 433), Blake is always "off stage" and appears at
the end to rescue Losely and Lobangue But I have now found a Hayter
serial introducing Losely and Lobangu which does not include Sexton
Blake.

This serial is "In Search of the City of Gold" and it appears in
volume 2 of Cheer Boys Cheer, published in 1913. (Cheer Boys Cheer,
a brown-covered weekly later changed its nsme to "The Boys J n
and became a casualty of the first War)s. The volume I have contains
mmbers 28 to 52, and the opening mmbers contain the last six instal-
ments of the serial.

Apart from Losely, who is a ceptive in the hands of the Senoussi
and Lobangu, the remaining heroes are Eustace Dent, an Explorer, and
his companion, a youngster named Aubrey Stone, nicknamed "The Imp".

I have seen only the last six instalments, but from the introduc-
tion to the first of these it is possible to complete the following
synopsis of the story. Losely has been captured by the Senoussi and
is held captive in their desert city of Kupras Dent and The Imp set
out to rescue him, and after various adventures join Lobangu in the
desert. Disguised as Arab traders they make their way to Kupra;
captured themselves by treachery they escape and make contact with a
mysterious priests They discover a civil war is raging between the
priests, the real rulers of the Scnoussi, and the remainder of the
tribesmen, led by the Emir and his lieutenant, the Caid, (& man educa-
ted at an English University). Already the priest has rescued Losely
from the Emir and he makes a bargain with Dents If Dent will capture
the Enir for him he will relesse Sir Richard, Through secret passages
Dent, The Imp and Lobangu make their way to the Emir's palaces There
Lobangu fights a lion in the courtyard of the palace and with a pro=-
digious leap seizes the Emirs. Covered by Dent and The Imp he bears
him away, and finally they take the captive Emir to the priest in the
temples The Caid and his followers attack the temple. The Imp
succeeds in blowing up the Caid's reserve store of ammunition. The
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Caid challenges Dent to a duel which Dent winss The priest keeps his
promise and releases Sir Richard, and after a visit to the secret
Senoussi City of Gold the party are guided safely across the desert to
civilisations

This is an interesting Hayter pieces The character of Dent
reminds me very much of Stern in Hayter's several times reprinted tale
the "Quest of the Red (or Ruby) Scarab". B.F.L. 83, and printed at
least twice in "Pluck" - the last time in 1913. The desert setting
and the introduction of the Senoussi also show a resemblance to this
tales

But the character of "The Imp" raises an interesting speculation.
There is quite a dash of Tinker about hime Is it possible that Hayter
originally intended the story for a Union Jack Lobangu yorn, and that
it was adapted either at his own or an editor's suggestion, as the
Cheer Boys Cheer serial? And that "Dent" and "The Imp" were adapta-
tions from an original intended to be Blake and Tinker? We shall
probably never know, but it is an interesting line of thoughte Does
any reader of the Digest know whether Hayter wrote any other tales in
which Lobangu and Sir Richard Losely appeared without Sexton Blake?

1 CEOFFREY AN'DR.EH HURRAY! = KY H. D. G, Lofts

Walter Webb queries this name as given In the 1959 C.D. Annual article 'Sexton
Blake Authors Who's Who! = as the real name of the writer 'Andrew Murray! who penned the
tanous Carlac, Kew, and Lawless yarns in the 8.B.L. and UuJ. and wants to know on what
basls this was compiled.

Well, this name was given as the writer of the stories fram official sources — and
it was assumed at the time (1958) that this was the real full name of tho author, In=
deed, several authors that I have met = stated that for some reason 'Andrew Murray®
1liked to be known as Geoffrey Murray and this seemed to confirm the officlal data. How=
ever, as Walter too has obtained fivm an official souree that his full name was Andrew
Nicholas Murray It 1s accepted as fact, .l can well mmsr the son of Henry St. John
coopm‘mlngmammbookmu-enhy' Islay' - of Andrew Murray,

Why on earth Andrew Murray liked to be called Geoffrey is uaﬂal.nly a mystery = many
storles were written under that name in other boys' fiction - maybe it was something to
do with income-taX purposes, or an eccentric whim on his part = Murray as Walter has
stated meny times In the past became insane and died quite young.

Whilst on the Murray question, 1t 1s amazing how many writers named Murray were in
evidence in the 1900-30 period, and it is 1ittle wonder how much confusion there is to—
day on the actual authorship of stories, I have not as yet found the author's actual
Christian names of the A, C. Murray, who wrote the very rirst Nelson Lee Library story,
and 1ike Andrew Murray wrote stories of a military nature, fSidney Drew! was of course
Edgar Joyce Murray, Whilst the two Graydon!s, William Murray and Robert Murray were
known as a rule by their second christian names, and the latter especlally wrote under
it.

PRTICRAL %' D: B.B.L. (2] 596, 617, 63, 657, 671; Tumbers by Jobn B, Brandon,
1 ets 1313, 1511, 1515, 1556, 1561, 1673. Good condition essentials
Num@rous exchanges available, Write: O, H, WILDE, 145 WENSLEY DRIVE, LEEDS 7.
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CHIPS™= YEAR 1916 (contimed from peage 29)sess

Baggs), and each week found them up to some lark that was topical,
Another regular feature of this page was MacHAGGIS.

The centre pages had six regular cartoon features: TODDLES (the
big-booted comedian), HOMELESS HECTOR (the tail of a lost dog), TOM
BOWLINE (our jolly Jack Ter), THE ARTFUL ALLIES (drawn by our soldier
artist) and IKE AND MIKE (they're both alike).

No. 1338 is the EASTER HOLIDAY mmbers Philpott Bottles receives
2 love letter from his girl friend Sharlot Skroggins, in which she
says she has made a now costume and would like him to call round that
evening and see it on here The illustration shows Sharlot wearing a
sack with the words "coke bag" printed on it!{ Casey Court has an
Baster Fair, whilst Weary Willie and Tired Tim are having a short
holiday on the South-Bast coast - zepps or no zeppsi

No. 1345 is the WHITSUN HOLIDAY mumber, wherein the CASEY COURT
NIBS go to Ca 2l-on-Soa (which was at the back of the Court) in the
BARKING BELLE to get a whiff of the briny. (They do - and several
other flavours too, including the soap works, bone factory and glue
factory all lending their aidl

In addition to the conclusion of the serial THE HAUNTED MOOR, No.
1349 also sees the commencement of & new serial THE GRIPPING HAND, by
Harry Hughes (author of "The River Police" and "Lonesome" )«

No. 1353 is the SUMMER HOLIDAY mumber, with all the fun of the
seaside.

In Noe 1361 we have the opening instalment of the sequel to THE
GRIPPING HAND, titled THE GOLDEN GIRL or FOR LOVE AND JUSTICE.

Another serial (folluwing the conclusion of THE SCHOOL BELL)
titled THE GREAT UNKNOWN, by Eubert Trelawmey, begins in No. 1366. We
also have Firework Fun in Casey Courtl

No. 1369, dated 25.1141916, is CHIPS XMAS DOUBLE NUMBER (1d).
Weary Willie and Tired Tim are at Coughdrop Castle; Casey Court has a
Merry Christmas; Fhilpott Bottles has a DUBBEL KRISMUS KOLLUM; Tug
Wilson and Harry Screams feature in a story called THE CHRISTMAS
CROOKS. There are an additional three short stories, "An Xmas
Experiment", "The Christmas Kit", and "Their Lucky Dey". Needless to
say the other resident characters all feature in Christmassy episodes.

Nos 1373 is the XMAS HOLIDAY mumber, with the Christmas adventures
of Weary Willie and Tired Tim driving and conducting a tram. (Tram
fans would like thiss They would also like the illustration from the
Tug Wilson story called SPRINGHEEL JACK showing a man changing from
the top of one tram to another going in the opposite d:i:ection.) The
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Casey Court Nibs are given a
grand Christmas Ball by Squire
Baggs, in which all the gentry
of Casey Court are there, in-
cluding Lord and Lady de Smith,
Mlle Sallino de Trottaire and
the Marquis de Dustbini

The final issue for the
year (Noa 1374) unfortunately
leaves the serials THE GOLDEN
GIRL and THE GREAT UNKNOWN un-
finished. However, Philpott
Bottles cheers us up by telling
us about a party given by lrs.
Slapcabbidge in her 'Ot Drink
Serloon, which includes the
following folk well-kmown to
readers of MI KOLLUM: Horatio
Pimple (Funny Wonder Office
Boy), Sebastian Ginger (Comic
Cuts Office Boy), Jerry Jinks,
Diclkde Dorber, Tubby Tomlinson,
Sharlot Skroggins, Martha IHiggs,
Tilda Tabs, Lil Lobjot, Miss
Beller Bottin (the dorter ov
Mrse Bottin, the wel-noan and-
larndriss) end Jimmy Durdles (the sun ov Mister P.C. Durdles, the wel=-
noan rozzer wot lives neckst dor 2 me in Biffins Kart).

0f course, I enjoyed everything in this wonderful 4d pink comic
paper, but WEARY WILLIE AND TIRED TIM came first, with CASEY COURT a
close seconde This series was really cleverly thought out, and topi-
cality was the keynotee Here are a few themes in which the artist
excelled himselfs

Casey Court Winter Sports, Xmas Pantomime, College for Young
Gents, Munitions Factory, Poultry Farm, Academy of Music (C.Ds reader
TeJs would love to see thisi), Fashion Parade, Lawn Tennis Club, Circus,
Dairy-Fam, Waxworks and Lord Mayor's Show.

Having road CHIPS for so many years, I honestly think that quite
apert from my personal feelings this perticular period of the paper's
life (1916=17) was the very bests

And now, to wind up, here are a few of the advertisements

THE FINAL ISSUE OF CHIPS IN 1953
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K‘g;ﬁr?oughout the year, some of which will perhaps bring back happy
memoriess

THE WONDER LIERARY: lNo. 1 The Red Rovers; No. 2 The Prison
Chaplain; Noe 3 The Blue Lamp; Noe 4 The Pride of the Potteries; No.
5 The Outlaw Princess; Nos 6 It's Never Too Late; No. 7 The Girl from
Gaol; No. 8 Hinton of the Rovers; Noe 9 The Heart of No Man's Land (vy
J. E. Fordwich); Fo. 10 A11 Sorts (by H. B. Richmond); No. 11 The
Ti cket=of-Leave-Man (by J. E. Fordwich; No. 12 The Heart of the Slums
(by He B. Richmond); Nos 13 The Grand Adventure; No. 14 The River
Polices

"HARLENE" HAIR DRILL featuring the Misses Ellaline Terriss,
Yvorne Arnoud, Phyllis Dare and Shirley Masons

PUCK, CHUCKLES (Breezy Ben and Dismal Dutchy), FUNNY WORDER
(Cherlie Ghaplin), Comic Cuts (Tom the Ticket-of-Leave-Man - later the
Menagerie Man), BOYS REALM, FAMILY JOURMAL, GIRLS FRIEND, ANSWERS
(featuring "Robinson, V.C."), BOYS FRIEND (featuring John Travers
Corrwell), MERRY AND BRIGHT (Little Tich and Phil Ray), RAINEOW,
SEATON BLAKE LIERARY (No. 21 The Golden Belts and No. 22 The Case of
the Cashiered Officer).

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

ARE WE ALL BUNTERS? by Frank Shaw

Ted Ray once szid to me that no comedian could be a success who
did not rouse some sympathy in his audiences When, after thought, I
named a successful comic with whom one could scarcely have any fellow-
feeling, Ted was able to show points where he did rouse this.

In the Creyfriars stories, we have heard, there was a boy with
whom each young reader could identify himself. This was largely true.
I ¥mow I was the Bounder for three terms and we had at least two Bob
Cherries in the Fourth Form; doubtless Alonzo Todd had his secret
real-life twin.

0f Bunter could it be true? He was just there to be laughed at
ard advance, by his villainies, the plot. He was, during the years I
read about him, whatever of before or since, o character with no
obvious redeeming features

I have been studying the "baddy" in literature (no, not for the
STRAND, Mr. Hopperton, thot magazine is no more - and don't mutter
"eause and effect" - and, nothing to do with this, Mr. Hopperton! it
was not Sir Winston who said “exuberance of his own verbosity" but
Disraeli). I have found points of encounter for the reader in the
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worst fictional characters.

Quilp has his sardonic humour, Raffles his cricket, Iago - welll

- Dracula, uml But you get the points

. It is o fascinating study. Bunter yielded something to the
research, not only answering Why do boys like him after al1? but also
why do we still like him in our nonage? His school-fellows whom he
lied to and cheated, forgave him and he went with them to their
stately homes, to Paris, to the Congo, to London, and was barred from
no festivity or special occasion.

I am a modest chap myself but I like to tell stay-at-homes about
my holidays abroad, though some were rather wearying, or to describe
that big dinner which for some reason I spoke at, though it was deadly
dull, to the lads at the canteen. Bunter was boastful. Do boys
never give their fathers unpossessed heroic virtues or make their own
surburban villa almost have the glamour of Bunter Court?

In the thinnest of men there is a fat boy trying to get outs The
carnival is soon over, life is a long Lent. The fast should be, in
imagination at least, broken by a feast, if only a dormitory spread
or a study tens If the feast be undeserved, as is Bunter's, so much
the better, on this occasion, though normally we must deplore such
anti-social conducte

To the anarchist in all young boys, this success of the undeserv-
ing has an even greater appeal.

When the villainy was detected and punished another emotion was
satisfied, the feeling, which dies hard, that, there should be justice
in 211 things. Yet we feel sorry for the victim since our own
deserving schemes arc so often foileds

We do not lie, like Bunter, but masters have often misunderstood
us when we were being truthful - in our own way - as, indeed, Bunter
ise Throughout life we find so many liars who are successful that it
is comforting to find one caught and suffer for ite But really his
lies aren't so bad, after all, they do no real ham.

Bunter is conceited, with little reason. Yet = those disguises,
that very clever ventriloguism? We too have talents others connot
guess at, we always have had. He was a duffer at games but thought
he was & champion, Welle—, He was always going to fight but ran
aways What's the sense in staying to get a good hiding from a bully?
He even thought he was good-looking, that was why Wharton was jealous
of hime Uncomely oneself, there were, one felt, unperceived good
features; in later years, recoiling from the shaving-mirror, one yet
asks, What has Cary Grant got, after all—? (contimed on page 47)ee
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Bed ts from ts D 0! i

At the end of the summer term I did not get a very hot report, I got by all right
with y English, but for the rest they sald I was a bit of a dreamer, The Taths master
said 1 was an expert at the art of two and Uwo making five. 5t111, my batting average
was 5,3, and 1'm beglnning to shine with off=breaks and daisy-cutters, so I don't
complain.

Early in August we went off for our summer heollday, and we went to Southarpton this
year as Dad wanted to see some of the yachting, My brother Doug is In the middle of
one of his love affairs, this time with a girl called Frede, He told Dad he thought
e would stay at home but Dad sald he thought he wouldn't, Doug sald all right, then,
he'd go, but he'd be leaving his heart behind, and Dad said that was all right with him,
8o all four of us went to Scuthampton,

We tock the train from Waterloo, and 1t was a very nice journey through Woking,
Basingstoke, and Winchester, We had our lunch in the restaurant cary and it was pleasant.

On the train, Doug had the summer double mumber of the Unlon Jack, It was colled
#The Yellow Sphinx® and it contalned a great waming of the peril the white people are
in froz the Chinese, It seens that in a few years time the world will be over-run by
the yellow racess The story featured Yvomne, @nd a Chinese called Wu Ling,

1n Southarpton we had some rooms in a house which was owned by a friend of Dad's,
on the Shirley Road, It was a large and very nice house,

1 loved riding on the open tops of the trams in Southampton, The seats are back-
toeback down the centre, called knife-board seats for some reason, It was very exclting
going under the Bar Cate on the top of a tram, The electric wires come down very close,
and passengers are warned not to touch the wires,

We all went for the opening of Cowes Week, salling from Southampton to Cowes on a
steamer. 1t was fairly smooth, but Mum 1S not a very goed sailor, We saw the King
win his first yachting victory with his old royal cutter "Britannia’,

1 had two ericket stories published this month in the Boy's Friend 3d Library.

The first cne was "The School Under Canvas® which was a serial in the Gem not long ago.
1 had read it before, but it was nice to have it in bock form, The other was "King
Cricket® which Doug says was once & serial in Plucke Thal, Loo, 1s a very good story,
The odd thing is that the first one was by Prosper Howard, and the second one by a man
called Charles Hamilton, but I am quite sure that they are both written by Martin
clifrford, Doug says It is quite possible, as authors often work under different names,
But fancy Mr. Clifford meking up names like Howard and Hamilton, Of course, I may be
WIONge

1 loved going on the Comxcn in the evenings at Bouthempton., There is a lake cn
the Comon vhere pecple sall thelr model yachts, and Dad bought me a nice model and Doug
helped me wo sail it, Nearly all the models, like mine, had electric 1lights inside,
with torch batteries, As dusk fell it was a lovely scene with the model yachts
{1luminated on the lake, while the brightly-1it troms ren along the main road in the
distance,

Dadts friend took us to the docks one day and we locked over the liner "Olympict
which 1s the sister ship of the "Titanic® which went down last year. It was very
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Interesting indeed, and we were able to have our lunch in one of the ship's dining=-roams,
Another afterncon we sat on the Cormon in deck cheirs, and Mum had two papers. One
was called The Weekly Friend, and it had a serial called "The Cinema Queen,®”, It also
had an article about Maurfee Costello and Florence Turner, the big and beautiful film
stars,
The other paper Mun had was The Girl's Home, and I donft see why she shouldn't, for

Mun is far prettier and far nicer than girls 1ike Doug's Freda, Mum was reading a
story In The GIrlfs Home called "Little Miss Millions", all about a rich girl who went
to a free council school,

. I had Lot=0=Fun which had Dreary Danlel In a seaside adventure on the front, It
contained a serial called "The Boy with the Magie Ring® by A. E, Bull. This was about
a boy who found a magic ring while he was walking over Hayes Common, near Croydon, The

boy changed himself
into his Headmaster

BRARY” STORIES. "% B neo mimscir, ana e

sald 1t was cbvious=
1y based on a famous
hard-cover st
called "Viee Versa®
by a man named Anstey,
One evening we
went to the Grend
Theatre and saw *The
GIrl Who Took the

very dramatic, and a
lot of ladies wept
coperouslys

Te
excitement during

ger, made sn atterpt

to win the Daily Mail

£5,000 for a sea=

Plane flight round

Britain, After

1600 miles in 72 hours

the plane fell in the
. sea near Dublin,

Mr, Hawker, who is

22, has alre

remalning in the air
for 8% hours, and he
also set up a British
altitude record,
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good month in the Magnet., There have been 5 issues this month, and 1 had three of them
while [ was at Southampton. The first was called "The Sports of the School® and It was
all about horse-riding. Dutton, the deaf boy, is the champion horseman, and he played
a big part in the story. 4 new series of Greyfriars Lyrics started this month, some
very good poetry. The first poem was on Harry Wharton.

The next story was "Self Denial Week at Creyfriars®, and Lord Maulevererts uncle,
Bir Reginald Brooke, decided to start a fund to build e cottage hospital at Friardale.

Then came the Magnet's Summer Double Number, with a coloured cover, There was a
very long Creyfriars story entitled "Shunned by The Form?, in.which a new boy named
Brandreth came to the school, But Bnoop recognised him as a boy whose father was on
the run from the police for theft, In the end it tumed out that S8nocp's ovn father
was the thief, and he was sent to prisen, You couldn't help feeling sorry for Snoop,
though he Is an awful rotter, Also in the Double Number was shother long story "For
Fame and Fortune® by Peter Bayne; an Instalment of the serial "Mysteris?, and five
pages of cemic pletures,

Then came *The Nut of Creyfriars®. Mr, Quelch was away from the school, and his
place was taken by a lively man named Mr, Knutt, But he was really Lord Charles, who
nas a student being trained by the real Mr. Knutt.

Finally "The Schoolboy Shopkeepers™ in which Mrs. Mimble had to close her tuckshop
because her small son had influenza. Bo Fisher T. Fish started a shop, and sold bad
food which he had bought uo cheap.

ThePrime Minister has not been very enthusiastic about a new schemé for a Chamnel
Tunnel, He thinks it would be risky for security, and It would cost 16 million pounds.

At the end of our stay at Bouthampton we saw the new ship which the London, Brighten,
and South Coast Rallway has bullt to run on the Newhaven=Dieppe service, It 1s called
"The Paris®, and it is clalmed to be the fastest and most comfortable ferry boat in the
world, IT "ai1 carry 968 passengers, and will do the trip in 2} hours.

On the dey before we came home we had a trip by train to Bournemouth for the dw.
It is a lovely tom, with green and yellow open=topped, narrow-gauge trams, Part of
this tramway is on the conduit system, like the London trams, and I had an interesting
ride out on cne of them, Doug and I went in the sea,toc, which was quite warm,

And then we came home, with our sumer holidays over for another year, [ had a
lovely time and got very brown,

There was a rallway accldent at Yeovil station when an express ran into the back of
an excursion train from Paddington to Weymouth, The express was moving very slowly,
bot two people were killed and eight badly injured,

Five stories In the Gem this month = all of them goods

"friends Divided® told of a new boy called Rook, and Monty Lowther made fun of him
because he had red hair, It caused trouble among the Terrible Three, but in the end
Rook saved Lowther who had fallen In a quarry on the moors

*Playing to Wir®, a cricket story, was excellent, Cutlts had a bet on the game
that 8t, Jin's was to play against "The Wallables", A villain named Crewe injured
Langton so that Knox would play and be able to throw the game, But Kildare played
Fatty Wynn, end he helped St. Jim's to win with his bowling, There 15 a new serial in
the Gem called "The Corinthian" by Brian Kingston.

mFigginst Foe" was the scholarship boy, Dick Brocke. Figgins was jealous because
Brooks seemed very friendly with Cousin Ethel, but Brooke was only coaching in Creck a
boy called Hutton who was a kind of protege of Cousin Ethel, I wasn't so keen on this
story, really, as it was a bit too sloppy.

"Wally on the Warpath® was another tip—top cricket story, about Wally trying to
play In the house match, which he did in the end, "Figgins! Foe' and ™Wally on the
Warpath® were both illustrated by an artist called Warwick Reynolds, 1 suppose Mr,
Maedonald 1s on holiday.

The last story of the month was "The Message of Mystery® and 1t was very good and
very exciting, Tom Merry's uncle, Ceneral Merry, visited him, with a warmning about a
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dangercus Hindu called Hurree Das.

There has been no Summer Double Number in the Gem, I suppose the Cem doesn't
need freakish things to make it sell,

Boon after we got home we had a letter from ry grandmother who lives at Layer
Marney, near Colchester, Bhe had been to see the traditional opening of the oyster
season at Brightlingsea, a custom over 900 years old, The Mayor of Colchester who is
named Counclillor Coats Hutton (what a name}), wearing his robes, led the proceedings by
slinging the first dredge overboard in Pyefleet Creek. B

And 30 ny sumer holiday is over, bub there are several weeks yet before school
starts sgain, While Doug was away, Freda found another tennis partner, and Doug is
heartbroken, [ must lend hip oy Cems, The Gem is better than any Freda,

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

ARE WE ALL BUNTERS? (contimied from page 43)...

Bunter's ability to cock and enjoy food may strike a welcome
chord in many of all ages. Surely, too, though the other fellow's
love affair is often funny, but yours never, we feel most for the fat
Owl when he falls for Cora Quelch and the other fellows chortle?

Also he couldn't spell or construe Livy. Can you? .

As for his laziness are there not times we ourselves hide from
("Hullo, hulle, hazllo") Bob Cherries who want us to play tennis, or
take a brisk walk or make a fourth at bridge. I kmow I'm yawning at
the moment. Are you?

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

IT was
" a warm,
More News from ‘Rose Lawn'  suw
by ROCER M, JENKINS afternoon
in June
when John
Wernham and I drove down to Kingsgate last, At the bottom of Percy
Averme the sea was dancing with specks of white, and a ship was to be
seen gliding serenely towards the Continent. It was not difficult to
see why Charles Hamilton found this comparatively secluded spot so

We were going to be introduced to an elderly lady who had lmown
Charles Hamilton quite well in recent years, and who had paid him
regular visits to discuss Latin authors which had formed a topic of
mtual interest. We were doomed to disappointment here, as she was
talken ill unexpectedly, but we called on Miss Hood, as arranged, and
our journey was far from profitless.

liss Hood knew lir, Hamilton when she was a child of nine at
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Hawkinge. He was staying over the Post Office when he returned from
the Continent in 1914, and he alternated between Hawkinge and a cott—
age in Bucks, There were many troops stationed near Hawkinge at this
time, and even when walking across the fields one might be challenged
with "Halt! Who goes there?" — words that often found their way into
contemporary Magnets and Gems.

It was Mr, Hamilton who later asked Miss Hood if she would like
to act as nursemaid to his niece who was then at Sandgate, an offer
which she accepted. Charles Hamilton contimued to visit Hawkinge,
and after the war he had a bungalow built which he called 'Apple Trees'
because of its fine orchard.

'Rose Lawn' was purchased in 1926, and the solitude it afforded
was no doubt instrumental in bringing about the Golden Age of the
Magnet which began at this time. Miss Hood succeeded the previous
housekeeper in 1931, and they were both there all the time until the
outbreak of war, with the exception of Christmas visits and certain
trips to Hawkinge. Charles Hamilton had an impetuous nature at
times, and would often decide to go to Hawkinge or return to Kingsgate
on the spur of the moment. He would telephone for a car (he never
drove himself) and off they would go.

i Collectors do not need to be informed that Mr. Hamilton loved
country life. He delighted in caravans, and the freshness of the
river always eppealed to him. As a boy he found great pleasure in
floating down the Thames at Kew on a tree trunk, He also cycled, but
this pursuit was ended during the last war, when all Kingsgate resi-
dents who were not obliged to reside there because of their work were
ordered to leave, He returned to Hampstead Garden Suburb (houses
were easily obtainable in London at that time), but he found the
traffic conditions t0o harassing: he ignored a policeman and cycled
across a busy cross-roads, only to be hauled back by an irate con-
stable. After that, the bicycle was superarmated.

Until the war, Charles Hamilton worked steadily at 'Rose Lawn'
every morning and afternoon, Sundays excepted. There does not seem
to be any evidence to support the view that the Amalgamated Press
supplied him with details for his plots. Mr, Down visited him only
occasionally, and though his publishers certainly wrote to him regular-
1y, and often suggested what type of series should follow the one
then current, they did not provide him with skeleton plots. In any
case, & man as gifted as Charles Hamilton was not likely to accept
guch detailed suggestions, Quite apart from a justifiable pride, he
hed a lively mind, and could work out probable sequences of action very
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rapidly, Miss Hood says that often, when she was recounting some
incident to him, she was interrupted by Mr. Hamilton who could tell her
how the story was going to end.

Miss Hood could see a little of all his characters in him - he
even had a sweet tooth, like Bunter. He was not fond of alcohol, but
he was a great pipe-smoker, and she used to get him a pound of tobacco
every week before the war. His short-sightedness may have been what
is called tobacco-blindness, according to John Wernham, It is amusing
to note that he talked occasionally of converting the house into flats
when he grew old and was unable to walk upstairs.

We took stock of his collection of Magnets and Gems which had been
up to London in 1940 and then back again later. Collectors may like
to lmow exactly which complete series of Magnets he retained for him-
self, These were: the India series, Southern Seas series (as he
called it), da Costa, Hollywood, Ravenspur Grange, Kidnapping of Fish,
China series, Cavandale Abbey, Lancaster, Kenya series, Mystery of No,
1 Study, Hiking, Hazeldene's Uncle, Stacey, Warren, Brazil series,
Muceolini's Circus, Tracy, Bertie Vernon, and Eastcliff Lodge.
Obviously; the later ones were more likely to survive than the earlier
ones, and the holiday series were special favourites with him: if
these are excluded, the few term-time stories that remain assume a
greater significance, It should also be recorded that the following
series were complete but for one elusive copy: Carboy series, Court-
field Cracksmen series, 1932 Wharton v. Quelch, Flip, Valentine,
Smedley, and Portercliffe Hall., There were hardly any Gems, and no
Populars or Boys' Friends.

I have mentioned in an earlier article how badly many of the
Magnets were treated: the author would obviously not treasure them as
would a collector. Nevertheless, it was disturbing to see such
treasures defaced by having covers removed and pages ripped out
(probably to serve as spills to light a pipe). Some were creased when
their short-sighted author sat on theml

We also looked through the collection of gramophone records, and
Gwen Catley's version of the Mozart variations provided a pleasant
background on the acoustic gramophone as we contimued with our task
of sorting. We noticed some Latin records, and also learned that the
12" L.P. record that Mr, Hamilton made a few months before he died
will be issued in the Autumn, This will include some songs with Latin
words, and also a recorded interview with Denzil Batchelor in which he
explained how he came to write school stories. Illustrations by
Mr. C. H. Chapmen will complete what should (contimied on pages57 )e..
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As a very welcome change from the poor attendance at last meeting there was a full
mster of members to give the new Chalrman for 1963/L a good start. Thirteen may be
unlucky but on this cccasion we were jolly glad there was that number, Norman Gregory,
£yself, Tom Porter, Ted Davey, Jack and Madge Corbett, Win Brown, Win Partridge, Ray
Bennett, Jack Bellfield, George Chatham, Gerald Price and Joe Marston. We were
glad the last two mentioned had put in an appearance as we had heard that Gerald had 111-
riess at home end Joe found It more amkward than in previous years, There was a good
prograrme arranged but no quiz. The collector's ftems brought along by Tom were (f) A

27 Magnet bearing the day and month of the meeting (11) The last two Issues of the 8,B,L.
as a contrast two very early B.B,L. Needless to say there was more interest shown In
last two, both 1n perfect conditlon for all their age, Refreshments came along early
ight and during that period the library raffle was drawn Gerald Price winning first

1ze and myself the second one, Guess the number competition was won by the chairman,

ter refreshments there was a talk by the Becretary comparing two groups of authors,
rirst = Talbot Baines Reed, Michael Poole, Warren Bell, Gunby Hadath etc, etc,, who
Becretary sald In his opinion gave a more realistic account of school life and whose
aclers, masters and boys, were more feasible than those of the other group headed by
¢harles Hamilton and Edwy Searles Brookes, It was agreed afterwards that an account of
gchool 1ife needed to be far-fetched to atiract the youthful reading public the stories
vere intended for, Who could give them anything better than Frank Richards and Brookes
w0 could meke the fentastic digestible and readable, Even their freaks = and they used
d few = were not so far-fetched as they could have been coming from other and less
talented authors, The group headed by Reed and Warren Bell did not use freaks, nor were
their yarns fantastic but the secretary maintained they were very readable and very
popular, What yarn of school 1ife has ever excelled "The Fifth Form at 8t, Doninies®?
As very few present had ever read that or any of the authors mentfoned in the first group,
1 e afrald xy polnts were lost, But It provoked a long discussion and was much enjoyed.
There was another discussion Introduced by Jack Corbett but details of that will have to
wait till next repart - 1 had to leave early,

" LERSEVSIDE & NORTHERN JOINT VEETING
Mmﬂieﬁﬂ. July Bth, E§§
ty=seven ent. asts from Leeds, Manchester, York, Liverpool and London gathered

at the New Millgate Hotel for an extremely fine get-together, The party from Liverpool
met those from Leeds at the Exchange Btation and within a few minutes we were chatting in
the hotel lounge, Lunch over we took our places in the very comfortable room arranged
for us by the hotel, Geoffrey Wilde and the writer presided as joint chairmen, and the
meeting was opened by Geoffrey welsoming all present., A special welcome was given to
Bill Lofts whose arrival = at least to the writer = was most pleasing as many of us had
not met him before. The writer, Norman Pragnell, then presented a amall gift to Frank
Case who, after thirteen years with the Merseyside Branch, has had to leave us to live at
Nottinghan,

Normen Pragnell then presented a quiz based mainly on Nelson Lee and 8t, Frank's
lore, This was of the straightforwerd question and answer type and caused quite a few
fronns on some faces. This was won by Bill Lofts who knows his 8t. Frank's well,

HARRY BROSTER




Page ‘51

An excellent Hamiltonian talk was given by Gerry Allison, This was well rece ived with
many a chuckle, Gerry certalnly knows his Charles Hamilton,

The writer was then given one of the well known *0ffice Boy" letters so popular in
pre-ser comics to read, The spelling as always was ten degrees worse than anything
Bunter wrote, and our problem was to write part of this letter as the office boy spelt
it, This caused many a laugh and two of the HMerseyside members were among the winners,
both being presented with prizes,

in article by Bill Loft on Edward Oswald Handforth was read by the writers This
was extremely Interesting, The controversial aspect of Handforth's character as to
whether he was a bully or not raised some considerable discussion, The writer who
belleves that Hendforth was a bully was obviously in a minority, but is prepared to risk
the wrath of one of our well known members on the Bouth coast.

The last item came again from Gerry who gave us an amsing quiz based on the titles
of stories from the Unfon Jacks, Nelson Lee and the Magnet,

Five otclock saw tea being brought in and animated discussions soon broke out In
all parts of the rocm until seven ofclock when most of us started TO make our ways to
our respective home towns,

Altogether a most interesting and enjoyable day, enjoyed by everybody with an added
result of three new members being made,

We all look forward to another get-together In Hanchester,

NORMAN PRAGNELL
Chairman, Merseyside Branch 0.B.B.C.

MORTHERN

Baturd, 1
El?uem Eﬁ'ﬁ turmed up at 239 Hyde Park Road for our July meeting, and chairman

geormy Wilde expressed his satisfaction at this very good attendance for our Sexton
lake D!

After the minutes and the treasurer-librarisn's repart, the secretary gave a short
account of the very successful meeting with the elub at M the
previous Sunday. Displayed in the clubroom were some attractive drawings of the Grey=
friars scene by Alfred Hanson, and some reproductions of the same by Cliff Archer = two
new members who made themselves known to us at Manchester,

Gerry Allison then gave us the news and correspondence of the month, among which
was & letter from Bill Lofts of the London Club saying how much he had enjoyed the
Manchester meeting, Bi1l being able to make the journey from Birminghem, where he was
staying for the week=end, The chlef item of news, however, cast a depression over us
all = the death of Vera Nicholls {nee Coates), one of our founder-members, after a long
11lness following a serious accident, Bo another old stalwart has gone,

Jack Wood then reminded us that the last Bunter book §s due to be published on 12th
December next - unless there are some more in manuscript form which we do not imow of.
There wes a discussion on this subject, and also on the Wack of all Trades’ mxmscripts
and the possibility of these ever being published,

Molly Allison then tock the chair and read us two short Sexton Blak
by Vera Coates and the other by Gerry Allison; thus meking it quite .2 the
Northern club!s Interests are by no means confined to Hamiltoniana - Georfrey
Wilde took over and read us extracts from four Blake stories, vt~ !iterasting, but of
necessity short, We had to guess the author from the style of the writing, and Ernest
Whitehead was the winner, these being O. H. Teed, Cecil Hayter, Rex Hardinge, and Anthony
Bkene, The last item of this very interesting programme was provided by Jack Wood In
the form of an ingenious quiz = the names of fourteen characters from the Sexton Blake
stories, whose nationality we had to guess, and elght titles minus one word, the missing
word being a colour, which we had to fi1l in, This toock us on to 9,15 when the meeting

terminated.
Next meeting, Baturday, 10th August. F. HANCOCK Hon, 8s0s

crles = one
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LONpON

Aptly named *Greyfriars®, situated amidst the pine woods of Berks, an ideal meeting
place for the eighteen enthusiasts who met there on Sunday, July 21st, With Caversham
not far away, host Eric Lasrence duly fetched the famous "Magnet® artist, C. H, Chapmen,
over to grace the meeting with his presence, Roger Jenkins, after reporting very
excellent progress with his Hamiltonian library read a very amsing chapter from "Hagnet®
996, "Bunter's Bralnstort®, this story was, as all Haniltonians know, reprinted twice in
#3,0,L* 209 and 237, The chairman, Bob Blythe, not to be outdone, gave excellent news
about the expanding Nelson Lee section of the library and followed it up with an equally
amsing chapter from "Nelson Lee® 513, "Fooling the School®, This featured one of
Brockes most famous characters, William Napoleon Browne, A 200th C.D. Quiz, conducted
by Ben Whiter was won by B1ll Lofts and afterwards Bill told of his grand time with the
Leeds and Liverpool club's combined meeting in Manchester, Good progress was reported
on the preliminaries of the Sexton Blake catalogue, This from Len Packman who after—
wards stated that he would be pleased to see a good atténdance ab his August 15th
meeting at 27, Archdale Road, East Culwich, London, 5.E,22, 'phone TOWnley 284l. Let
him know 1f intending to be present,

Thus a happy meeting and homewards in one of the rare fine summer evenings, after
thanking the hosts, Eric and Betty Lamrence, UNCLE BERTAMIN

AETRALLA

As anticlpated, the July meeting held on Thursday 18, proved to be a standing-
room only affair with a grand roll up to welcome Tom Dobson of Vietoria,

It was good Lo have one of the foundation members Bruce Fowler back with us again
after an all toc long absence,

After Tom Dobscn had made a suitable reply to the welcome extended to him by the
secretary, merbers discussed the possibility of a revival of the Melbourne 0,B,B,C,
which had functioned a few years ago under the leadership of the late Bheila Stevens,
Present indications are nmot hopeful but there is always the possibility that Tom's own
enthusiasn may bring about this event,

An interesting proposition was put to members by Don Harkness who 1s an @thysiastic
photographers  Els suggestion to photograph collections and rare Items in colour,
elther for sllde or movie projection received a most enthusiastic reception from his
fellow members,

Blake enthusiasts were well catered for so there was quite a great deal of corres-
pondence dealing with the final issues of the 8,B.L.

From another Blake enthusiast in West Aust, Gordon Bwan there were four letters to
provide a focol point for further discussion. Gordon has asked that all 0,B.B.C.
supporters write to Fleetway Productions in an effart to secure an occaslonal appearance
of Blake in their other publicatfons and this proposition was put to the members, some
of whom have already acted on this sugsestion,

Members were treated to a display of rare blue cover "Gems" dating back to 1908 and,
starting at No, 3, These had been brought from Victoria by Tom Dobson and the enthusiasm
digplayed certainly showed how much the Sydney members appreciated his thoughts, Another
diverting item was then passed for perusal and discussion, Our postal member Arthur
Holland of Wellington, had sent along "Eton and All That" from the Australasian Post end
this set off discussion on Interesting points of comparison with life at school as pore
trayed In the Hamilton yarns,

After the usual half hour in the local coffee shop as a fitting climax to a
memorable evening, members wished Tom Dobson a pleasant journey home and voted this
peeting the most enjoysble of this year's grand get~togethers,

B, PATE  Secretary,
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CAN YOU READ THIS PICTURE-STORY OF PUSS IN BOOTS! s close, the

OUR POPULAR ONE.WEEK COMPETITION FOR BOYS AND GIRLS! Tuck Hamper
Competition

solution which originally won the prize,
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CONTROVERSTAL ECHOES
No. 67 THE ERANCH LINE:

RON CROLLIE: Can we say categarically whether any of Charles Hamilton's brench lines
‘Werc not worth while? I am not at m:mnmnm-taaerthe old West, so obvicusly
1 don't eonsider the Rio Kid stories worth while, Cedar Creek was, of course, delight-
ful, I can still recapture the old thrill by re-reading "How Father Christmas Came to
White Pine,* I agree that the Benbow storles were not marvellous, but I enjoyed read=
ing Drake and Rodney!s adventures at Oreyfriars,
One branch 1ine you do not mention = the Crimslade stories In the Ranger, Perhaps
the less sald sbout them the better,

mﬁil\g FRIME: I take the view that the substitute stories were necessary during that
very long run of = what was 1t? = over thirty years, I don't think any writer could do
what you suggest without a few breaks quite apart from occcasional lapses in henlth, so

I think we should have had substitute s'l.orlas even without the brench lines, Occasional
substitute stories were a good Idea = the trouble 1s that there were far toc many of
them, Most Hamiltonians, I consider, take too harsh a view of them, But I 1tke
several substitute stories, Pentelow's, I suppose, being the best, "A Very Gallant
Gentleman® was a fine tale, not by any means over-sentimental, Burely a good sub

was better than a poor Hamilton one, "A Very Gallant Gentlemar® Seemed to get that
dark, terrible mood of the spring of 1918.

B. % The miracle of Charles Hamilton's work 18 that he had the ability to
te 116 branch 1ines, Any other author would regard these as Main Lines,
qulue Justiriably, too.
4s there must be close on 1500 Greyfriars stories and a similar number of St. Jim's,
To reascnsble person can claim that the Main Lines were neglected to bulld the branch
1ines, Even Pentelow was a small price to pey for *King of the Islands,®

RAY HOPKINS: I greatly enjoyed "The Branch Line,® 1 had never before thought of
Charles Hamilton's work in this conneetion but how true 1t is that had the brench lines
not been run on to, so to spesk, then the sagas of Greyfriars and Bt, Jim's would have
been "all his own work® without those long arid spaces where the substitute writers were
called In to fill the gaps. lhd.ve sneaking hunch that I have a friendly leaning to=
wards the Cedar Creek storles, anJ.y recall reading them in the "thin® Holiday
Bnlalﬂutwmm,amtneverdld e them in any other form, I know some smaller
tomns in Washington State which have a Duﬁ.aln 1ikeness to the Cedar Creek backirop,

4lso there 1s that feeling that we are resding of events that really did happen, This
15 only because the leading character {s called Frank Richards, It has nothing to do
with the fact that we know Charles Hemilton never set foot in Canada in his life.

%g FAEE adds:  There would not be much point in any reasonable person claiming that
e Hain Lines were not neglected In favour of the branch lines, for all the evidence
shows that they were, IT is immaterial whether the substitute stories were good or bad.
The point 1s that, Charles Hamilton's cutput being the phenomenon it was, there need have
been none,  Whether that would have been desirable s beside the point, Grimslade was
not mentioned in "The Branch Line" as it had no effect at all on the substitute question,
the last substitute story having appeared earlier, "King of the Islands® was certainly
u branch pertinent to the matter, but space only allowed us to consider the three branches
to 1llustrate the argument,

In the interesting article which follows, Cerry Allison points out that there was at
least one substitute story In the Cedar Creek ssga, He is right, of course, I daresay
there were g few others, too. It 1s so long since 1 read the complete serfes that I had
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SUB WRITER VISITS CEDAR CRERKI
by GERRY ALLISON

In a most percipient article in 'C.D. No. 198', Walter Webb shows
how it is possible to detect a substitute writer of Hamilton stories in
six wordss As a matter of fact, I once spotted a sub Rookwood yarn in
five words.

Again quoting from the same mmber of 'Collectors' Digest' this
time from "Let's be Controversial”™ - THE BRANCH LINE - Eric Fayne says
~ "In 1917 Charles Hamilton branched yet again, this time to Cedar
Creek, writing every one of the 205 stories." And again: "Every story
was excellent of its class, and Charles Hamilton wrote the lot."

Now Cedar Creek was a sheer joy, and a most worth-while '"Branch
Line', Confusion to any Dr. Beeching who would close it down. But
alas, amongst the travellers on this line, we must include the - to me
- obnoxious substitute writerl

1 would refer you to the story "WANTED - A POET" in Nos 933 of
the Boy's Friend, dated April 26th, 1919. When I read this tale, the
cinder crunched between my teeth at the second line, I swear that
this is trues The story begins:-

"Read 1t again, Frenk,”

Bob Lawless spoke quite exeltedly.

Sounds ordinary, doesn't it? But the girlish gush of that 'quite
excitedlyd' thudded like a lead half-crown. I read on, but soon the
familiar depression settled down on me. Long before the ludicrous
ending came, I knmewl I Knewd! I KNEWI}

T could prove what I say by a hundred quotations, but take this
points To Charles Hamilton, every character about whom he wrote was
alive. Again and sgain his people just come to life as one reads.
How could Gussy do anything mean?

Now one of the most fascinating boys at Cedar Creek is Vere
Beauclerc - the son of an English wastrel, sent abroad as a 'remittance
man' by the aristocratic relations he has disgraced by his dissipated

.

But Vere himself is as much a real English gentleman as Lord
Hauleverer — and he never forgets it. His speech is guiet and polite,
and in invarisbly correct, almost polished English, spoken with
courtesy and restraint. He is a proud, somewhat reserved lad, and a
wonderful contrast to Frank Richards' other friend — the boisterous Bob
Lawless — son of a Canadian rancher, Hamilton has thought him out
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completely - a subtle character, almost as complex as Vernon-Smith of
Greyfriars. And this is how he appears in the story under discussion.

"] ought to do rather well at that,' observed Vere Beauclerc, who completed the
third of the famous trio at the little schools (4s if we didn't know that after two
yearsl) "You want to talk about soft carpets of pine=needles and warbling birds and
niffy hemlocks———~

"Ha, ha, hal" laughed Frank Richards,

"Well, you know what I meanl" growled Beauclere, "I guess you want to harp on
about a full blooded canter in the invigerating air of a morning = "

"Cut it out, Cherubl® advised Bob, grinning.

"I tell you wefve got to ccllar that prizel" the Cherub snapped. "You don't seem
to have got that notion into your thick cabeza yet{*

See what I mean? That growling, snapping character, with his
"I guess," and "harping on," and "thick cabeza" might perhaps be
Fisher Te Fish, but is certainly not the refined Cherub.

But none of the speakers are in character. Take these:-

"There is only one other school in the district, and," she added with
a touch of pride, "you ought to be able to beat them."

When did Miss Headows speak like that? Or even in one word:
"Galoots!" added Eben Hacke furiously.

ind now for the 'plot's For some reason, Mr. Gunten - or '01d
Man Gunten' as he is referred to throughout - decides to boost Hill-
crest Schools He inserts an advertisement in the "Thompson Press"
asking for poems to be written by scholars in the "backwoods schools".
These have to be submitted to the 'Chicago Daily Monitor!. Thers is
to be a prize - unspecified, but described in the advert as 'A bully
gift for nixi"

Eventually the prize turns out to be a hamper of tuck, and 0ld
Mon Gunten promises his son Kern that he shall win it. For the
result is to be amnounced and the prize awarded by a 'prominent local
man's

Frank Richards leaves the entries from the Cedar Creek scholars
with Mre Gunten - sorry, 01d Man Gunten. At last the prize day
arrivess A crowd of townspeople, all the roughs from the 'Red Dog'
saloon, and the entrants assemble to hear the result,

We read:- "In 01d Man Gunten's hand was a bunch of papers. He
had gone to great trouble to type tham all out, so that the writing
should not announce the real identity of anyone. (What a subtle ideal)

At the last moment he changes his mind about letting his son Kern
have the prizes He reads out one poem - the one sent in by Frank
Richards - and ammounces that the winner is a Hillerest boy - as he
had hoped.  "His name is -is Richard Bird}"

Of course, Kern Gunten 'shrills! "Why, you promised that I should
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01d Man Gunten is then "solemnly bumped' by the enraged crowd,
end Cedar Creek and Hillcrest share the hamper of tucke As much
resemblance in the story to the local, rounded Hamilton plot as in the
dialogues Whether any other sub-writer visited the Thompson Valley,
I can't say yet, but one did. And as he was a writer with a gift for
versification perhaps you can guess who he was. I canl

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

MORE NEWS FROM 'ROSE LAWN' (contimued from page 49)ess
be a most interesting acquisition for any collectors

We passed Friends' House on our way back. This mansion was the
original of Portercliffe Hall in the 1935 Magnet series. There is no
doubt that there is much in the neighbourhood that is associcted with
the Greyfriars stories. 4 fruitful mine of information lies waiting
to bo excavated by the industrious researcher,

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

8, 3 100 8choolgirl?s Weeklies Mint, Collectors item The Schoolgiri

T House opedias B.F.L. 3d, Birds of Prey, Silver Dwarf, Missing Heir, Nelsan
Lee's Rival, Football Detective, Maxwell Scott. Football Fortune, Rivals of St, Kits,
Becret of St. Winifreds, Charles Hamilton, Chums of Wycliffe, Larty & Co, Jack North,
Bexton Blake's Honour, Woolwich Arsenal Mystery, Sexton Blake in Siberia, The Sleep=
walker, Tiller & Tideway, Sexton Blake Clerk, Bexton Blske!s Trust, The Coster King, The
Mammoth Hunters, The Merryn Mystery, all Sexton Blake, Many others before Noe 200
by Henry Bt, Jahn, Clark Hook, A. 8. Hardy, S8idney Drew, Cecll Hayter, etc, Scouts
1908-11  1930-5, Congratulations to C,D, on No, 200, Long may 1t continue to bring
happy memories to us each month,
VERNON LAY, _ 52, QAKLEIGH GARDENS,  WHETSTONE, _LONDON, N.20
m bound volumes or consecutive monthly parts for 1921, 1923, 1925,

RUSSELL STREET BOUTH AUSTRALIA,

. 2 » BT, »

HUNTED: Hegnets Nos, 829, 873, 975, 882, 884, 888. B.0.L's Nos. 60 and &8,
DR. Re mmmc, 100 BRD(!‘LF‘.IEUJ HDI-D, G.ABGCH. N.1-
%ﬂ Good 10082 mniea or bound vo‘.lmaa nontu[n!rg any of the following Magnets =

s 524 131 to 149 inclusive, 195, 205, 237, 238, 23, 271, 318, 319, 353, 400, W17, k22,
g2l 8y 925, 038, 910y 2y SIG, Sy 519, 551, 965, %67, 568, - S Rt Bt
between 821 and 890, 900, GEMB = many issues between 40O and 500, Many issues between
800 end 879, Also mumbers 935, 953, 95k, 956, 975, 980, 985, $8I, 990, 992, 933, 998,
1129, 1150, 98k  POPULARS = 183, 190. 3704 385, 39, 52, 155, U6, ljl. ~ Advertiser
has complete sets of Gem, Magnet and Popular but "needs pmy good Teplasement coples
before having final binding work done,
ERIC_FAYNE, _ EXCELSIOR HOUSE, GROVE ROAD, ~ SURBITON, ~BUBREY.
W aext.m Blak.e lerary ua.ur. serles} No. lﬁé Deed Han''s Denir.q. Nu. 359 F‘righmad

AEAIRE., Y9, P, 08 BORE )n... PAVEES y,.... 710 ELOCH ROAD,  KINGSWOCD, =~ BRISTOL.
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(High Wycombe): I have dis-
. covel t Reginald Kirkham (under the
names of Joan Vincent and Hilary Marlow)
L’/ had quite a 1ot of his work published In
The Schoolgirl?s Weekly during the twentles
and thirties, This paper appears to not
have had a "resident® school which be
Inte:euting Items from the reason for its not befng mml&j‘vw
the Editor's I-etter -Bag its readers, It contained school stories
(run as serials) but never with a repeti-
tion of the same school. However, it did
repeat humorous serials or rather I should say that It printed mmorous serials sortain—
ing characters who had appeared in other light~hearted adventures, Apparently Reginald
Kirkhen made a speciality of this humorous-type narrative. I wish that I could have
discovered his name before he dieds 1 rather shy amay from "oelebrity-honting® but I
think that I would have written to him to tell him of my appreciation of his works I
dor:'t put hin In the same category et all as Charles Hamilton and feel that probably he
(Kirkhem) was one of the unknorn Ammlgamated Press writers, It is just that he made me
langh when I was a kid that I feel that he was under-rated, I should 1like to know If
he wrote eny storles for boys and what pen=name or napes he used.

Y“ﬁm (Herne Bay): ®Sexton Blake" passes{ What can cne say? 1 had not
for nearly forty yeers when I took out a subscription for the new serles,
I; uems uka meeting an old, old friend only to have him taken away by *1ll=health®
when I was beginning to enjoy his company again, I wonder if we can look forward to
seeing hin agaln in ancther publication at some future date?

WBEHM!: May 1 take this opportunity to congratulate you and all
oon tors upon the high standard of the old paper, BSome of the articles that
appear from time to time are really magnificent, May You be spared to continue the
good work for peny years,

%(Bma) 1 an looking forward eagerly to our Bumper 200th Number, and

t a marvellous job you have made of cur 1ittle monthly, I should not Say
"little?, for C,D. has grown fat with "goodies®, almost a Bunter in fact, Re the recent
eriticians of the conterts = this annoyed me intensely, [ wonder if our members realise
the diffieult and arducus task {t mst be to produce the Digest, not forgetting the
Amnual, 8o Hooray for "Buddle®, Hooray for "Late Summer Felly", and down with all
malcontents, Yahl Rottersi

By E, 1 (Bootle): It is indeed sad -
to think that Sexton Bleke has finished, I
started reading him about 1948 and finished
In 1956 when Blake was given a face 1ift
which didn't appeal to me, I started
getting the Library again about 6 months
ago and enjoyed the stories although no=
where so0 good as say those written 15 years
egrlfer, A£lso in my opinion there is no
artist to touch Eric Parker, When he
stopped drawing the covers in 1956 it was a
sad loss, I don't think we have seen the
last of Bexton Blake,

Rugmr). The Digest for June

was grand except for the announcement of the
demise of the 8,B.L, Far me, the real .
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Boxton Blake went when the Library wag changed some
years Bgo, Only the name was the same, nothing elsa,
As for Tinker, or "Mr, Carter,” he didn't mean a thing
in the new seriaes,

{Burton=on=Trent): It locks as though

e end of the swbstitute run in the Gem,
before the reprints began, one of the sub authors somes
how got rid of Aubrey Racke, as wel) as dismissing
My Linton and edding Cyrus K. Handeock to Tom Merry
& Co, In some of the tales of 1930 the cads of the
Bhell were Eiriett and Croocke, While not joining in
the general condemmation of the substitute apthars, I
think this sort of thing was going tco fare Change
for changets sake}

W&:mﬂm): 1 was interested o ses
e els recently on Tiger Tim. 1 worder if any
of your readers remember Biily and Dolly Jumbo that
ran in the Home Cirele, 50 years sgo, 1 just loved
those two 1ittle c¢lephanta then and would love to see
then againg
{Nigeriak The July issue is splendid, What enjoyable reading 1t nokes,
and many excellent {llustratfons which are now appesring make it a very good twoe
bobst=worth, The article ®On the Ball® by J, R. Murtagh brought me happy memortes, This
was our o1d school sang {Feflding Agricultural High School N.Z,) and needless to say it
was frequently sung with greal gusto for 1t had a reslly rousing tune,
%[Lmdﬂn): In the July 1ssue {as good as ever) [ note Pater Hangerts letter
out Wizard reaching its 2000th {ssue, I['ll admit the numbering hasn't peached
there yet, but No, 1 was published Beptember 1922 (not 1923 as he sald). That gives us
L0 years 9 manths which makestabout 2116 wecks, During the war the Wizard, Adventure,
Rover and Hotspur came out alternate weeks, Then In 1947-8 three times a month, From
March 26th, 1949 every week, Scout and Chums each reached over the 2000th issue, The
B40,P, ended 1ts weekly Issues In 1913, and counting on with Itz monthly 1ssues we have
well over 2000 = nearer 200, If the Mognet had gone on with publication 1t would now
have reachad 2860 Issues, Makes cnefs mouth water,
(North Finchley}: Jdbn Upton's article on the Bunters wns excellent, Comr
gratulations on IMr. Chapmen's splendid portralt of Skimner, It was terrific, Danny is
better than ever, mch to our delighty

Mo ha W (Upper Crmbran);  Faseinating) That 1s mot the only complimentary word to
escr] s DUt ItYs the first one to come to mind as | turn the pages of the Digest,
Each page reveals some new pleasure, May I compliment you on the layout of the magazine.
The variety of type, headings, and overell neatness and good taste certalniy emhance the
fine articles, May its monthly wave of nostalgla continue to swoep over me.
s r;" WARK (Duncop}s Looking back on sporting stories I used to read, I have hoped in
vain for an article during the past year on such yarns ad a discussion on the authors
who turfied them out, For footboll yerna, 4.8, Herdy, Edwards and John Hunter were Lops’
In my estimatlon, Horler was too bizarre in hls approsch to sich writings and the
phrases used In his deseripticn of a soccer match lsughable, The County ericket stories
were best presented by Richard Rendolph = Pentelow, 1 think = using this pen name, Hom
I enjoysd "Young Yardley®, *Carden of Cardenshire® and *Emith of Roekladshire’, to
mention but a few, In my lmble opinlon E. 8, Brocks! description of cricket was terrible.
Compared with Randolph, Fimmemore end Hadath he just was in the also ren class in this
gphere of writings
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by We O Ga Lofts
On Friday, June 14th, a party was held down Fleet.Street to bid
farewell to Sexton Blake, on his retirement, ard to drink his health
on his coming marriage to Miss Pauln Dans. Host was the genial
editor of THE SENTON BLAKE LIERARY W. Howard Baker (Peter Saxon) and
guests included - Arthur Mclean (and his half-brother 'Desmond Reid')
Arthur Kent, Rex Dolphin, and many others who have played a big pert
in the presentation-of the S.B.L. in recent years. After a slow
start, the perty got into its stride; and things livened up & great
deal by the arrivel of Eric Parker, complete with blue ‘flower in his
button-hole. Eric, wham I kmow quite well, locks as young as ever,
and 1t's hard to believe that he drew his first cover over 40 years
ago in the UNION JACKs (1922 'Eyes in the Davk' by Andvew Murray)s
Copies of the first issues of Blake stories wers studied during
the course of the evening, and compared with the very.last iassues,
and many interesting stories were told of experfences in writing, and
illustrating Sexton Blake through the years, and it may be possible to
relate some of them in future articles. An interesting face brought
to light was that Eric Parker baged his interpretation of Blaké on a
commercial traveller he once knew at a clube This man looked the
ideal Englishman, tell, lean, with slightly receding hair, Erio
read many of the stories himself, and thought his favourite author was
Rex Hardinge followed by G He Toeds ' :
Later, the old traditional candle-lighting ceremony was held, in
which the famous bust of Blake was placed in a suitable position,
candles 1ighted, and a toast drunk to the King of Detectives, Sexton
Blake. :
What wonderful memories I have of the last ten years, and my
active comnections with Sexton Blake (I heve played & bigger pext bo-
hind the scenes in Sexton Blake Investigations then most pecple could
ever realisel) and of traciing down manmy of the elusive amthors.
tPiorre Quiroule® tall, lean, and light blue eyes, clad in blue dress-
ing gown, and loolkdng very much like Blake himself — and of meeting
the daughter of the late *Gilbert Chester' after many years of search-
ings Although Blake's mdventures will no longer be recorded, at
least he is'stil) with us in spirit. Lastly, our thanks to W. HOWARD-
BIKER for his grest efforta’these lmat few years, and success in his
new ventures THE COLOUR-BACK Librariese :
e ted by i< Fiyiey EXSGLBIOF HoUSE, GFOVE Roady BUFDItony BUITEFe
Dplicated by Tork Dwplioating Bervices, 12a The Shables, York




