0

0 :
"'\«E/,‘\\Q/_\ o 9/ e ;, 4

3 | °C’A PRESENT —~ _ /g
‘(_EE{BM BUNTER %
) W o ‘__/\_\/"\./\\// = 3 g

e

ﬁ""l \ 4
¥ v!'/‘ '/,"/

i
A

S

=Py e







=4

COLLECTORS DIGEST
= |ANNUAL| <

‘CHmSTMAs 1990

— FORTY FOURTH YEAR — 2,
; = o — ¢ = - < s —e i~ U/ 'M "%

0o

EDITOR: MARY CADOGAN, 46 Overbury Avenue, Beckenham,
Kent, . BR32PY

(COPYRIGHT. This Annual is non-profit making and privately circulated. The
reproduction of the contents, either wholly or in part, without written permission from the
Editor is strictly forbidden)

FOREWORD FROM THE EDITOR

The season of peace and good-will is once again upon us, and, as always, we are
marking it with another edition of the C.D. Annual, It seems to me that nothing could be
more fitting: as well as its links with the great story-papers and annuals of the past, our
own offering also symbolizes the warmth and good fellowship of the Old Boys' Book
Clubs and our collecting circle in general. Happily this spirit survives resiliently into the
1990s, and I feel sure that it will extend even beyond this.

As you will see, the Annual offers its usual variety of stories, articles, pictures and
puzzles. Our dedicated contributors deserve our sincere thanks and appreciation. Once
again, designs for the cover and for most of the headings have been provided by Henry
Webb, for whose help with the Annual and the monthly I should like to express deep
gratitude.

I think you will agree with me that there is something in the Annual for every
collector; we can join in Bunter's conniving for a luxurious Christmas holiday venue which
offers a glorious range of comestibles, or the St. Frank's juniors on several of their
adventurous Yuletide vacs. Approprlately, admirers of Sexton Blake will find a quiz on
which they can rack their investigative brains. There are other sleuthing mysteries too,
connected with Sherlock Holmes and, a far cry from his Victorian setting, with those
intrepid post-Second World War schoolg1r1 righters of wrongs, the Silent Three.

The assortment of heroes on which we focus includes cowboys and characters from
nursery story-papers and comics; from Charles Hamilton's Jack of All Trades to Richmal
Crompton's Just William. High adventure - with a practical note - is the theme of articles
on W.E. Johns's Biggles, and the Hotspur's Red Circle School, while the more traditional
atmosphere of the Hamilton schools has inspired a new look at the villain of Highcliffe,
and the illustrators of the Rookwood saga. Fetching young females crop up in various
articles, and are especially starred in a feature discussing their enigmatic relationships with
some boy chums, and in a story about the charismatic girl sleuth from the Schoolgirls'
Weekly.

As you can imagine, it has been a great pleasure to prepare this Annual. I now wish
you joy in reading it, and hope that all your Christmas dreams will be fulfilled, as well as
your expectations and hopes for the New Year. Thank you all, for your loyal support of

the C.D. and the Annual.
Atavy Caatggon-

Warmest seasonal greetings from
1




e

Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Page

Pages

Pages
Pages
Page

Pages
Pages

Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Pages
Page

Pages

3- 11
12- 16
17 - 25
26- 29
30- 32
33- 35
36- 38
39- 41
42 - 48
49
50- 51
52- 55
56 - 57
58
59- 62
63 - 66
67- 71
72- 175
76- 179
80 - 84
85- 86
87- 91
92- 94
94
95- 99

Pages 100 - 101

Pages 102 - 103
Pages 104 - 105
Pages 106 - 117
Page 118
Page 119
Page 120

The Never Welcome Guest

The Mystery of Four

Tiger Tim and Co.

The Mystery of Jack Nobody

Just William and Rex Diamond ..

A Tribute to Fawcett Publications

Last Nelson Lee Christmas Stories

Coats of Many Colours .. . .
The Silent Three and the Captam s Gold
Happy Hours Unlimited

Sexton Blake and the Bad, the Not so Bad and the

Beautiful: a picture quiz
Cecil Ponsonby, The Cad of nghchffc
On Collectors and Collections
Guess these Characters' Nicknames
Two Men and a Girl

The Best Picture and Story Paper for Boys
and Girls .

Cedric Hilton & Stephen Pnce . .
Eileen Alice Soper - Artist and Naturalist

Fragments from an Incomplete Autobiography ..

The Rookwood Artists ..

Answers to Sexton Blake Quiz .
Biggles and the Festive Season ..

My Very First Weekly Story Paper
Answers to Characters' Nicknames Quiz
An Adventure of Red Circle School

I Say You Fellows

The River Stowe .

Christmas Scrap-Book .. .

Only Valerie Could Save Their Chnstmas
Norman Shaw

The Howard Baker Stock LlSt and Catalogue
The Greyfriars Club

Leslie Rowley
Ernest Holman
Mary Cadogan

Derek Adley
Rex Diamond
Alan Pratt

E. Grant-McPherson

Leslie S. Laskey
Marion Waters

J.E.M.

Roger Jenkins
E.G. Hammond
Bob Whiter
Dennis L. Bird

Reg Hardinge
Bob Whiter
Norman Wright
J.H. Saunders
Len Hawkey

Jennifer Schofield
Ray Hopkins

Desmond O'Leary
E. Baldock

Jack Greaves

Margery Woods



The Never Welcoine
Guest. By Leslie Rowley.

( BEING A VARIATION ON A FAMILIAR

?{m

CHRISTMAS THEME.) %)

The snow lay thick on branch and bough. It formed a feathery blanket over field and
meadow, and it touched, with magic, the ledge and sill of every casement and window just
as it had the tiles and chimney pots of Wharton Lodge. A series of sharp, cold frosts had
bequeathed the windows a coating of rime that sparkled in the pallid sun of the December
day. Those who ventured out did so with the collars of their overcoats turned up, with
mufflers at their throats, and the stoutest of boots that crunched as they found the
crystalline surface beneath them.

It was the second day of the Christmas hols, and that morning Harry Wharton and his
guests had been busy decorating the hall and library of Wharton Lodge. Sprays of holly
lent the green of their leaves and the red of their berries to enhance the gilt frames that
contained the likenesses of Whartons of times past. Festoons of gaily coloured glass and
paper crossed from corner to corner. The oak panelling of the walls threw back their
reflection of the flames of the fire from the great fireplace. The Famous Five had paid
special attention to the giant Christmas tree, ensuring that its attendant electric lanterns were
working properly before they made their way to Wharton's den for a break in their labours.

- They chattered about the term that had recently come to a close - the battles of the
soccer field or cricket ground. There was serious speculation of the outcome of future
matches, and then the conversation turned to more topical matters of less importance, and
someone mentioned the name of Bunter., William George Bunter was conspicuous - very
conspicuous - by his absence! It was an absence which the fellows felt able to endure
without fortitude, but it was an absence sufficiently important to arouse comment.

"I wonder just how long the Bounder will put up with the fathead before he speeds
his departure from the house n Portman Square", opined Harry Wharton.

"I certainly can't see Smithy standing Bunter for the whole of the vac.," observed
Bob Cherry, "in fact I wonder how he managed to get Smithy to invite him in the first
place!”

"The wonderfulness is terrific, my esteemed Bob" replied Inky, "but the pleasure of
the ridiculous Smithy for his fat guest was lamentably not apparent on the last day of term."

"Remind me to thank Smithy for relieving us of the benefit of Bunter's company"”,
remarked Wharton. Nevertheless one can't help wondering how our prize porker is getting
on among the fleshpots of Mayfair."

d ok oo kook ok ok ok ok

Snort!

There was an abundance of expression in that snort! Distaste and disgust; irritation
and indignation but, most of all, annoyance. Even then, that snort did not do full justice to
the feelings of the person who uttered it! Mr. Vernon-Smith frowned, as though to add
emphasis to that snort, as he gazed on the rotund form of William George Bunter. But
Bunter was too busy, as he breakfasted, and that snort passed him by like the idle wind that
heedeth not. The pig at the trough had nothing on Bunter when it came to taking in a cargo
of food! The relationship between host and guest has been defined at length in numerous
tomes on the subject of etiquette. Perhaps the Bounder's father, busy man that he was, had
yet to find time to read them! It would have availed him little if he had, for those weighty
volumes on savoire faire contained no guidance on how one should treat a guest as
charming as Bunter. If, for this reason, Mr. Vernon-Smith could lay no claim to being the
perfect host, neither, for a multitude of reasons, could Bunter lay claim to being the perfect



guest. In fact, it was extremely unlikely whether Bunter could lay claim to being a guest at
all! Bunter's presence under the roof of the millionaire financier was due to the most
tenuous of circumstances. In Bunter's possession was a letter from a Mr. Joseph Banks
addressed to Smithy. On cheap and beer-stained stationery were recorded certain racing
transactions between bookmaker and schoolboy. As an item of literary merit that letter was
not destined to rank with the deathless prose other men had left behind them. Yet, it was of
some importance to Herbert Vernon-Smith who knew well, only too well, what the
consequences would be should the eyes of Mr. Quelch or Dr. Locke fall upon that letter
and the message it conveyed. Bunter knew that too! Only too often did Bunter know that
which did not concern him, and he was not beyond putting that knowledge to serve his
own ends. Other fellows, on finding such a letter, would have handed it back to Smithy
or, at least, stuffed it down the back of his neck! Not so Bunter! He had used it as a
means to being invited to the Bounder's home as a "guest" for the Christmas hols. That
this might be construed as blackmail did not worry Bunter in the least. His conscience,
always an elastic one, was adaptable enough to convince him that what he was doing was
for the Bounder's own good!

Mr. Vernon-Smith, of course, knew nothing of all this. He had, to say the very
least, been surprised at his son's choice of guest. What little he had previously seen of
Bunter had not awakened within him any desire to extend that acquaintance; rather the
reverse! As Bunter helped himself to his sixth liberal portion of kidneys, bacon and
sausage, Mr. Vernon-Smith regarded that youth with a baleful eye. It had been a pity that
the boy Redwing was spending the vacation on board his father's lugger, Mr. Vernon-
Smith had always rather liked Redwing and, as he now looked at Bunter, he found he liked
Redwing even more! He really must speak to Herbert about Bunter.

"I say!" :

The last of the sausages had followed the last of the bacon and kidneys on that
journey from whose bourne no traveller returns, and Bunter was prepared to improve the
shining hour with some of his enlightening conversation. Mr. Vernon-Smith looked, or
rather glared, in the fat Owl's direction. If his look did nothing to encourage discourse,
Bunter did not notice it. Having eaten enough for six, Bunter felt that he could talk enou gh
for two. He prattled happily on.

"I say", he repeated, "is it right what Skinner says at school, about you having made
your profits out of your bankruptcies? I suppose it costs a bit to keep this place going - not
that it is a patch on Bunter Court, of course. I suppose there has to be some dividing line
between aristocracy and the money lenders. Not that I'm a snob, but breeding counts. I
think that you'll find that Smithy has improved greatly through my taking him up. By
following my example he'll be like that chap in the poem:-

'the noble nature of his friend
won him to virtue in the end'
Of course it will take time, but ---------- beast!"

The financier, whose presence graced a score of board rooms; whose voice
commanded respect at both the Bank and the Exchange, had no time for the opinions
expressed in the Junior Day Room at Greyfriars.

Slam!

Smithy's pater left the room, and the emphatic closin g of the door might have warned
the least sensitive of guest that any welcome which had hitherto existed had now expired.
But the feelings of his host were of little account to the fat Removite. Feeding was! The
supply of bacon, kidneys and sausages, ample though it had been, was now exhausted, but
there was plenty of toast and a variety of marmalade and other preserves deserving
Bunter's attention. He reached for a knife, and soon traces of toast and marmalade joined
others that adorned his sticky and greasy countenance. As he resumed his attack on the
provender, Bunter pondered on the programme for the day. Nothing too strenuous, of
course! Say a trip out into the country. Not that the beauties of Nature had any appeal, but
Bunter knew that there would be racing at one of the provincial courses and he intended to
display his undoubted skill at picking winners and gaining a fortune thereby. It was true
that he would need money with which to place his bets and, since Bunter's resources were



_limited to a French penny, that money would have to come from some other source.
Bunter rather fancied that he knew what that source would be! There would follow a
gargantuan dinner at one of the most expensive places in town where the bill would be of
the same ample proportions as the amount that Bunter intended to consume. After that he
would take in a show - a private box in which to sit and a large supply of chocolates to
gobble as the entertainment unfolded. A rather expensive programme, but then the expense
was going to be no object to Bunter since the sordid question of payment was one which he
intended to leave to the Bounder. Smithy might quibble, in the rather mean and petty way
he had, but he would soon come to heel when Bunter mentioned the letter. Bunter intended
to be quite firm in the matter, not only for that day but for the many to follow. In his
mind's eye the unscrupulous young rascal visualised unlimited extravagance for the rest of
the vacation. It was as well that he enjoyed seeing it in his mind's eye for, unknown to
him, he was not destined to see it in any other!
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While Bunter was travelling through the provender at the breakfast table, Herbert
Vernon-Smith was going through Bunter's possessions. Really, it could not be called a
mammoth task for, when Bunter travelled, he travelled light! He depended on his kind
hosts to supply any change of apparel that might be necessary, and that morning his own
substantial form was clad in Smithy's most expensive lounge suit - with somewhat
disastrous consequences for the suit! Smithy was making the most of the opportunity to
search Bunter's large and rather loud checked trousers and jacket, but the inspection had
produced nothing more interesting that a broken penknife, to which an aniseed ball was
clinging affectionately, and a handkerchief that had long lost any pretence to being clean.
He was about to give up the search in disgust, when a polite cough appraised him that he
was no longer alone. He turned and faced Pilkington the butler.

"The young person by the name of Bunter", (the butler's voice managed to convey
that he found it repugnant to refer to Bunter as a 'young gentleman') "the young person,
sir, borrowed your dressing gown and I would like your permission to send the garment
for cleaning. Tt is in a sticky, a very sticky, condition indeed. I have done my best to
remedy the matter but, even after removing the remains of the veal, ham and egg pie from
the pocket ----- !



"All right, all right!" snapped the Bounder irritably "do as you think best." But the
butler had not finished.

"There is the matter of the letter, sir", continued Pilkington. "Addressed to yourself,
and which I found with the remains of the pie."

He handed over a grubby envelope which Smithy recognised immediately. The
Bounder gave Pilkington a sharp look, but the butler merely bowed deferentially and left
the room. A moment later the incriminating letter from Joey Banks had become ashes in
the bedroom fireplace. Having dealt with the letter, the Bounder now considered dealing
with Bunter. His first inclination was to project Bunter from the premises with the applied
science of a well directed foot. That would have provided some satisfaction, but not
enough! Smithy favoured something lingering with boiling oil in it but, unfortunately, the
laws of the realm had been somewhat modified since those happy days when such luxuries
were permitted. There were, however, more ways of killing a fat cat than choking it with
cream and, during that day, he intended giving further thought to the matter.

Happily unaware of the drastic changes in his fortunes, Bunter had prepared himself
for a day's outing. Those preparations had not been extensive - certainly not extensive
enough to embrace the wash of which Bunter stood sorely in need. Nevertheless, even
Bunter realised that something was expected from the guest of a millionaire, and Smithy's
most expensive overcoat now shrouded the same ample form as did Smithy's lounge suit!
A half an hour having lapsed since finishing breakfast, Bunter was now contemplating
lunch, or something substantial in the way of a snack. He did not mind which, so long as
it materialised soon. If Bunter could have had his way meal times would have been
abolished and continuous eating substituted in their place.” As the Bounder came down the
staircase, Bunter greeted him with an air of unveiled petulance.

"I say, Smithy, this won't do", he complained imperiously, "this won't do at all! I
have actually been kept waiting thirty minutes. This is not the way that we look after our
guests at Bunter Court, I can tell you! I have tried to make allowances for your not having
the breeding of your betters, but there are limits. Sometimes", he added, shaking his head
sadly, "sometimes I despair of you. How fortunate it was that I did not take you home to
Bunter Court, now that the house is full of the nobility, especially as one or two of the
princes are likely to give the place a look in!"

Vernon-Smith, listening to the

- & ' )
fatuous prattle of the Owl of the Remove, ' ‘
could barely restrain himself. As he % .

gazed upon his guest an almost wolfish - rs
expression came into Smithy's glittering A ggilu ﬁ ‘
eyes, and Bunter never knew just how ) ,

near the Bounder was to committing .I
o All Macner BRrabens

mayhem on his fat carcase. With a
supreme effort, Smithy managed to keep
himself under control. Something that
Bunter had said had given him an idea. C

"Come on, old fat man", he said
quite mildly. "How about a spin in the
car, lunch on the way, and then a call on
some people before dinner?"

"I had rather intended putting some
time in at Newbury", retorted Bunter
loftily. I've been giving the jolly old gee-
gees a bit of a study - I'm rather a good
spotter of form, you know, and I fancy I {4
could make quite a killing. Do come, old | e
chap, you might pick up a useful point or F
two from me."

"Please yourself", replied the
Bounder. "T've told you what I'm going
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_to do, but it's a free country and, if you want to go and play the giddy ox", he continued,
regardless that he had often played the giddy ox himself, "I'll drop you off at Paddington
where you can catch the train to Newbury."

Bunter look peevishly at Smithy. In the programme that he had visualised it was
necessary that a large amount, a very very large amount, of that valued item, cash, should
be readily available. Since cash was needed, then it followed that the Bounder was needed
also. Bunter decided that he would have to have a talk with Smithy once they were within
the Rolls, and that talk, in which the letter would be mentioned, would make it abundantly
clear to the Bounder that he would have to toe the line or else!

"Let's have this clear, Vernon-Smith" said Bunter in a threatening tone. "You expect
me to travel by rail whilst you have the use of the Rolls! I think that it is time for us to have
a little talk, but first call the car and let us be on our way. Don't forget that I shall need
some tuck. So, see to it", added Bunter, rather as Caesar of old might have said 'See to it,
Tigellimus!', "See to it that a hamper is put handy on the back seat!"

Vernon-Smith said nothing, but turned on his heel and went to give instructions to the
butler. Minutes later, two servants appeared bearing a large wicﬁér basket which was
placed in the car. This procedure met with Bunter's full approval for it indicated - or so he
thought - that the Bounder was coming to heel. Having previously helped himself to a box
of glacé fruits from one of the dining room sideboards, Bunter settled himself comfortably
into the deep upholstery of the Rolls, a smirk of smug contentment on his fat face. If only
brother Sammy and sister Bessie could see him now, esconced in a luxurious limousine, a
hamper of tuck to hand, and the prospect of a day's racing with other delights to follow.
This was the style to which Bunter often wished - and boasted - that he was accustomed. It
was a style to be maintained for many days to come, or Bunter would want to know the
reason why! Only the slamming of the car door, as the Bounder got in beside him,
betrayed the passion that Smithy was just, but only just, managing to keep in check! But,
then, Smithy was always a bad-tempered beast, and Bunter did not connect this present
display of bad temper with himself. Jenkins, the chauffeur, had apparently received his
instructions for, with the gentlest of purrs, the car got into motion and was soon gliding
through the streets of Mayfair and on to the outskirts of London and beyond. The grey,
leaden, skies had deepened and a fresh flurry of snow drifted lazily past the windows,
bringing with it a promise of a really white Christmas.

Bunter drew the Bounder's best overcoat around his fat frame. With his mouth full
of glace fruit, the fat Removite turned to the fellow at his side.

"I take it that you've given the shuvver instructions to take us to Newbury, Smithy,
and that there will be no more nonsense about my travelling by train. If you wish me to
keep your shady secrets you've got to treat me like a pal. Which reminds me that I'm
temporarily short of funds, so I shall require you to let me have some cash. You needn't
worry", he added with a lofty sneer, "I'll settle out of my winnings later. By the way, I
hope that the servants have packed plenty of grub in that hamper, bearing in mind the kind
of things of which I am fond!"

"You needn't worry, old fat man", the Bounder replied, looking strangely at his
fellow-passenger. "What's in that hamper should be ampFe for your needs ang, if it isn't
exactly what you've been accustomed to in the past, at least it is what I think you will be
accustomed to in the future!"

The car had left the London streets and thoroughfares behind and was now running
through the open countryside. Outside, the flurry of snow had become heavier and fields
and meadows were receiving a deeper blanket of white. Villages and small townships
flashed by, and the broad ribbon of the highway had been exchanged for narrower roads
which, in their turn, gave way to winding country lanes that were little more than cart
tracks. Bunter's attention, hitherto directed at the supply of glacé fruits, was now focussed
on the landscape. The route to Newbury seemed to be a very roundabout one! Suddenly
the car slackened and then stopped. As it did so, Jenkins pushed back the communicating
panel.

"This seems a suitable spot, Master Herbert. The nearest village is some two miles
away, a rather pleasant walk if you are prepared to weather the snow!’



"Quite so Jenkins", agreed Smithy turning to Bunter. "Jenkins and I are whales on
exercise, old fat man. It would do you good to join us in a tramp to the nearest village.
There and back can't be more than five miles. Are you coming?"

Bunter blinked at Smithy indignantly. Exercise of any kind held no attraction for him
at any time, besides he was anxious to reach Newbury and invest some of the Bounder's
cash.

"And what about Newbury?" he enquired indignantly. "T thought I made it clear to
you that I wished to give the races a look in!"

"Nothing about Newbury", the Bounder replied smoothly. "Racing has been
cancelled for the day, according to the BBC broadcast before we left home. Now are you
coming or not?"

Bunter gave Smith a glare that threatened to crack the glass in his specs. Why
Vernon-Smith should expect him even to consider a walk through the snow, when he could
sit back in the comfort of the car and investigate the contents of the hamper, Bunter could
not even begin to comprehend. The fact, of course, was that the Bounder did not expect
Bunter to stir himself. He rather knew his Bunter of old!

"Please yourself", came the terse reply as he and the chauffeur left the car.

The figures of schoolboy and chauffeur were soon lost to sight, and Bunter decided
that it was safe to turn his attention to that outsize in hampers. It was as well, Bunter
considered, that the contents of that hamper be attended to now. After all, there might be
only sufficient grub for one - or at least one of Bunter's appetite! And if there was only
enough for one, that one was going to be W.G. Bunter! The lid of the hamper was
fastened by a twisted length of wire, a very twisted length of wire indeed! How
unnecessary, Bunter thought petulantly. But difficulties were made to be overcome. It
took both time and effort to untwist that awful length of wire but, as he toiled, Bunter's fat
mind dwelt on the good things that would be revealed. Flasks of hot soup to be followed
by cold meats of every description, and then a host of those sticky confections that Bunter
liked best! At long last the wire was straightened enough to be removed and, with
impatient haste, Bunter lifted the lid, an expectant and ecstatic, smile on his chubby face as
he did so. Then, and only then, came a sudden change o'er the spirit of the dream.

"The rotten beasts!"

No flask of hot soup greeted his piggy eyes; no array of meat and pastries. There,
neatly arranged in a bed of straw, lay a loat of bread and a bottle of mineral water. Only
éhat and nothing more, and Bunter gazed at the contents of that hamper in both anger and

ismay.

Bread and water, even mineral water, held no appeal at all for Bunter. He could only
surmise that this was some hideous jape of Vernon-Smith's. Well, the Bounder was going
to learn that he, Bunter - like the good old Queen - was not amused. Bunter could hardly
wait to show his displeasure, but wait he had to! As minute followed minute, so did the
frown on Bunter's indignant brow intensify and the feelings in his fat breast could have
found expression in no known tongue! It was an hour and a half before Vernon-Smith and
Jenkins came in sight through the swirling flakes of snow. They were laughing as they
came, as though they were enjoying a joke together. It was a pleasing picture of the young
master and the not so young servant sharing a moment of festive goodwill - a picture of
goodwill that might have inspired the great pen of Dickens himself, but which failed to
inspire Bunter! For one thing, he did not believe in being familiar with menials and, for
another, what he had to say to Smithy was to be said with emphasis and without delay! As
Vernon-Smith came up to the Rolls and looked in on its fat occupant, Bunter, his face
flushed with indignation, pointed dramatically to the hamper!

"I suppose”, he demanded, his face reﬁistering scorn, "that you consider this some
form of joke. Leaving a fellow for hours with only bread and water! I suppose-----

"Not at all", replied the Bounder blandly. "I said that the hamper contained what
would be ample for your needs, and so it should have been. After aﬁ, chaps have been
known to survive for weeks on bread and water. 1 also said that you would become
accustomed to it in the future. So you will, you fat freak of a blackmailer, when eventually
you go to chokey. Right! get her moving, Jenkins!"



"Right! That does it!" Bunter declared wrathfully. "I take you up. Ikeep your
rotten secrets, and all the thanks I get is to be kept short of grub and to have cheap insults
thrown at me. Well we shall see what your chances are at Greyfriars next term! I rather
fancy that when the Head sees a certain letter, you won't be seeing much of Greyfriars.
Perhaps you'll think it funny when you've got the sack. Now chew on that and, if you
want me to change my mind, the sooner we get to a place for a meal the better!"

"Not my fault if you haven't had the lunch I E}rovided for you. You see, Jenkins and
I had a very good lunch, back at the last village. They do you really well at "The Happy
Trencherman"! You know, the usual stuff, roast turkey, the trimmings, Christmas
pudding, mince pies-----"

"Beast! Just you wait until the Head jolly well gets that letter!"
"What letter is this that you keep burbling about?" enquired Smithy, with interest.

"You jolly well know what I mean", bawled Bunter. "The one that Joey Banks wrote
to you about your shady betting transactions!"” Which was rather cool, coming from

someone who had been planning a day at the races and laying bets with someone else's
money!

At this point in the proceedings Vernon-Smith should have recoiled in fear at the
thought of the Headmaster of Greyfriars receiving such a letter as Bunter had described. At
this point, Vernon-Smith should have begged Bunter's pardon for the spiteful joke of the
bread and water. At this point he should have instructed Jenkins to drive to the nearest
restaurant where Bunter would have been free to gorge himself to his own satisfaction and
at the Bounder's expense. At this point in the proceedings all these things should have
happened and, indeed, Bunter waited for them to happen, a bullying sneer on his fat face
and fire of vengeance in his heart! Vernon-Smith did none of the things expected of him by
Bunter and, as he waited in vain for the Bounder to do so, a feeling of unease came over
the Falstaff of the Remove. He did not like the smile on Smithy's face. It was not a nice
smile, and it did not convey any seasonal message of joy!

"You see, you fat freak, there isn't any letter, and I fancy if you mention any such
matter to the Beak he will call upon you to produce it. I reckon that he might give you a
flogging for wasting his time. Still you're welcome to the flogging and I hope that the

Head lays it on hard!"

Bunter's brain worked in mysterious ways its wonders to perform and certainly at no
great speed. Yet even Bunter could assimilate the fact that something had gone wrong,
dreadfully wrong, with his grand strategy for an expensive Christmas. He gazed at the
Bounder in ever increasing horror as he wondered what was to come next.

"The bread and water diet is what blackmailing johnnies can expect if they get found
out, so be warned. After this you will not be coming back to Portman Square. You've
reminded me enough times of the number of invitations you have had from or sent to, your
nobby friends. Well, I'm going to drop you off at one of their homes. No! Don't thank

me. They are welcome to you: that is, of course, if they want you!"

The miles had been speeding away beneath of the Rolls. It was now mid-afternoon.
Bunter had given scant thought to time and space, but now he realised how important it
was that he should be settled for the night. It was considerate, in the circumstances, for the
Bounder to be dropping him off at the home a friend, although it was extremely doubtful if
the 'friend' would think so!

"I say, Smithy! Do you thing that we will get to Wharton Lodge in time for tea? I'm
famished because of that rotten joke of yours, and I shall be il if I don't have something to
eat soon."

"Who said I was going to take you to Wharton's place? It was only last week that
you were telling Wharton that you couldn't bear staying at his pokey little place.
Something grander is more in your line, somewhere where you won't have to rub
shoulders with the sons of the poor-------- !

"Mauleverer Towers will suit me fine, but let's have some tea before we go on!"

"It's not Mauly's place either," reﬂlied the Bounder, "For you, old fat man, nothing
but the best! I gather these people do their guests rather well in the food line. What's



more, they are likely to give the odd race meeting a look in. There's one drawback,
though! I believe they expect you to wash. That'll be a bit of a novelty for you! Ah! I
think that we are nearly there!"
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The car was running into a small town, the streets of which were thronged with
people doing their Christmas shopping. Jenkins slowed down beside a massive stone wall
and the car came to a halt before some equally massive gates.

"This is where you get out, Bunter," announced Smithy cheerily. "Just in time for
tea - if you get anywhere near it!"

Bunter sat puzzled for a moment. Jenkins was alreaqu opening the door for him, and
the fat Removite stepped out and looked around him. The car door slammed and the
chauffeur returned to his seat as Smithy lowered his window for a word of farewell.

"I-I-1 say, Smithy, where am I!"

"Don't you know? asked the Bounder, "Surely you recognise the home of your
friends? Look over there, perhaps that will refresh your memory!"

Bunter followed the direction indicated by his schoolfellow. Inside the gateway a
wide road wound uphill toward a formidable round tower. From that tower a coloured
standard was fluttering from the top of a flagstaff. Bunter was the despair of his form-
master on the subject of English history, but even Bunter could not fail to recognise the
battlements, the turrets, and the buildings of many centuries that lay ahead of him!

"Smithy! Stop! You can't leave me here. Stop you beast!"

The Rolls was already in motion, the Bounder leaning out for a final word.

"So long, Bunter. Have a good time eating off the gold plate! Don't forget to give
my regards to your old pals, the princes!"

Bunter gazed after the car until it disappeared. For a moment he paused,
undetermined what to do now that he had been cast off by Smithy. When Bunter
eventually moved, however, it was not toward the castle. Bunter had enough neck for
most things, and often a bit over. It had been all right swanking that a couple of the princes
might drop in at Bunter Court. What a couple of the princes might say to Bunter returning
this real - or imagined - courtesy, Bunter did not dare to think! When he moved, he moved
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. toward a distant telephone kiosk in the bustling Windsor High Street. And, as he moved,
he wondered whether anyone at Wharton Lodge would accept a reverse-charge telephone
calll

ok ok ook ok sk ook %k sk ok

The tea that they had taken in Wharton's den was all but over when Wells announced
that Master Harry was wanted on the telephone.

"It is Master Bunter, sir, and I have taken the liberty of accepting the charge for the
call which is, I understand, coming from Windsor. Master Bunter said that he was calling
on a matter of the greatest importance!"

"Thank you, Wells, I will take the call." Harry Wharton looked significantly at the
other members of the Co. and they looked significantly back. The signs and portents were
all too familiar to them! Wharton Lodge was, once more, due to give shelter to the never

welcome guest!

Christmas 1990! God bless us all, fans of the Boys' Schools, of the Girls' Schools, and
of the "World of Comics", each and every one.
BILL LISTER.

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

Yuletide Greetings and All Seasonal Good Wishes for a Merry Christmas and Happy and
Peaceful New Year.

GEOFFREY CRANG, INDIAN QUEENS, CORNWALL

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

Season's Greetings to all friends. Is anyone interested in exchanging duplicates?
KEN TOWNSEND, 7 NORTH CLOSE, WILLINGTON, DERBY, DE6 6EA.
Telephone: Burton-on-Trent 703305

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

WANTED to purchase: H.B. Vols. 26, 'A Bargain for Bunter; 29, "The Mystery of the
Moat House'; 37, 'Billy Bunter's Lucky Day'; 38, ‘Bunter Tells the Truth’ - and H.B.
Book Club: 1, 'The Worst Boy at Greyfriars'; 4, 'Harry Wharton & Co. in India"; 5, "Tom
Merry's Schooldays', and H.B. Book club 7, 'The Greyfriars Crusaders'. All postage
will be paid. Write with offers to:
NAVEED HAQUE, 152 SPADINA ROAD, RICHMOND HILL, ONTARIO,
L4B 2V2, CANADA.
(P.S. I am also interested in Skilton & Cassell's post-war Bunter Books)

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

Season's Greetings to all Hobby Friends old and new. Always interested to hear of Rupert
Items for sale.

JOHN BECK, 29 MILL ROAD, LEWES, SUSSEX
ok sk ok ok ok ok ok sk sk s ok ok ok ok sk sk ok kK ok sk sk sk ok ok sk ok sk sk ok ok Rk R oK ook ok ok Rk R R Ok

Christmas Greetings and best wishes to Madam Editor, Eric, Chris, Norman, Laurie, Les,

Bill, Mac, and Col%ectors everywhere. I still want C.D. Annuals 1947, 1948, 1953, Early

Saints, etc. to swap or sell.

JOHN BRIDGWATER, 5A SAULFLAND PLACE, HIGHCLIFFE, CHRISTCHURCH,
DORSET, BH23 4QP

O N E E EEEEEEEEE EE RN I I R

Happy Christmas and a Prosperous New Year to all Digest readers.
LESLIE KING, CHESHAM, BUCKS

S ok ko ook sk ok ok sk ok ok ok sk sk sk ok ok sk ok ok sk ok ok sk sk sk ok ok ok ok sk sk ok ok ok ok ko sk ok Ok okodeok ok ok sk ok ok
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One of the many places of destruction during the London war-time Blitz was an
'impregnable’ deep Bank Vault in premises at Charing Cross. Amongst the irrecoverable
possessions therein was a travel-worn and battered tin despatch box, with a painted name
upon the lid - that of John H. Watson, M.D., late Indian Army.

Watson, in his chronicles of Sherlock Holmes, tells us that this box was crammed
with papers, most of them concerned with the great detective. Most of them - but what
Watson never revealed were the undoubted private papers of his own life.

They were not considered worthy of much mention in his many Case Books - and in
those days of more rational publishing, the Doctor would not have given any thought to
writing his Autobiography. Unhappily, nobody else was ever able to concoct a 'Life of
John Watson', which is my main reason for assuming, by now, that any available papers
for a researcher would long ago have turned up.

There would have been a great deal of interest today in a Biography of the good
Medico; for, whilst much over the years has emerged relating to Holmes, far less has been
forthcoming about the Doctor's full life. Just what was contained within that tin despatch
box - a treasure trove that vanished for ever fifty years ago?

(Illustrations from the Strand Magazine by Sidney Paget)

A QUESTION FOR THOUGHT

The revelation that would have interested me more than a little would be the truth
behind the four stories of Holmes that Watson DID NOT write. During the last decade of
the Strand Magazine adventures of Holmes, four episodes did not emanate from JHW. I
will take them individually in a moment or so, but before then, I must lay claim to a thought
that a certain aspect of our Hobby might well be applied to the great investigator. I will
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~ dare to say it, moreover, on the basis of a particular type of person reputed to be slow of
intellect but of forward movement - well, I'm no angel! Therefore, I am going to suggest
that the four 'non-Watson' stories were (No, no, Moriarty, not that!) - substitute stories!

So - here goes; let's have a look at the luckless quartet.

ON HIS MAJESTY'S SERVICE

In the September 1917 issue of the Strand appeared a story entitled 'His Last Bow/,
and the reader was further enlightened to the extent that it recorded the War Service of
Sherlock Holmes. Watson appeared as a heavily-built, elderly chauffeur with a grey
moustache. He is not identified until the Von Bork affair is 'sewn up', when he learns
what his old companion has been up to in recent years. He is told the details over a glass
of Imperial Tokay but it is only during the last few paragraphs that anything like a Holmes-
Watson conversation occurs. Holmes describes his old friend as the one fixed point in a
changing age, which before long would see a cleaner, better, stronger land.

We were left to wonder why, with all the facts at his disposal, Watson allowed
someone else to become narrator of his (until then) unbroken sequence of Strand stories.
'His Last Bow' at least did have the merit of being a good story, but written purely as
adventure.

Sight must not be lost, of course, of the fact that at about this time in the history of
the Strand Magazine, Watson's offerings were becoming occasional pieces. Watson
admits, in 'The Second Stain', that the blame for this lay with Holmes himself. With the
detective's retirement to Sussex in 1903, he now became reluctant to a continuance of
Watson's accounts of his Cases.

Grudgingly, he did relax from time to time to permit his Chronicler to produce
another offering - but it was probably hard work indeed for Watson to obtain that sanction.
By 1917, when 'His Last Bow' finally broke the Doctor's succession of writings, Watson
had been allowed to average only about a story once every second year. Perhaps his
ardour cooled somewhat as a result of this 'slowing up'.

THE PYGMALION TOUCH

The next story of Holmes did not appear until 1921 - once again, the teller was not
Watson. Obvious, too, was the fact that the writer of the previous tale had not attempted
'The Mazarin Stone'. The reader must have shaken his head sadly over this one and
wondered 'whatever next'. For years now, the Sidney Paget illustrations had been
finished and now it began to look as if the good Doctor was finished, also - as a story
teller. He was present well enough in 'Mazarin', but this story of Count Sylvius had all the

features of a 'mon-original,, those 'way-off' substitute renderings so well-known to
Hobbyists.

The reader was asked to believe that, with Watson a rare visitor to 221b, the
detective's loneliness and isolation (1?!) were relieved by the presence of Billy, the Page
Boy. No indication is given of the time or period of this adventure - and Billy had first
appeared many years earlier in William Gillette's play 'Sherlock Holmes' (a part once
played by a young actor named Charles Chaplin).

It is Billy who introduces Watson to the 'latest' addition to Baker Street - an effigy of
Holmes. The author of this story does allow Watson to remark that something of the sort
had happened in the past; which, Billy told him, would have been before his time. After
these 'unrealities', the story of Sylvius continues. The ending is as unlikely as many other
parts of the story - the effigy suddenly comes to life, revealing itself as Holmes!

If such events ever took place in Baker Street, I suggest that they were on the
premises of other detectives! "Fortunately, the inadequacies of 'Mazarin' settled the
procedure - Watson was back again reciting the next adventure and he continued so to doat
irregular but unbroken intervals - until .....

13



THE MAZARIN STONE

. v e v N

‘BILLY ADVANCED AND DREW AWAY 'TTHE DRAPERY?

(Illustration by A. Gilbert)

UNACCOMPANIED SOLO

The Strand Magazine for November 1926 presented '"The Blanched Soldier' as the
first adventure ever related by Sherlock Holmes himself! (After reading the story, perhaps
one exclamation mark after the previous statement would seem very inadequate!) As is
well-known by C.D. readers, much has been written about substitute 'howlers'; foremost

amongst them are the ignoring of traditional behaviours, as well as a disregard for dates.
In 'Blanched Soldier' this is very apparent.

The statement that this story took place after the conclusion of the Boer War can be
taken with a large pinch of salt! Above all else, what is one to make of the following:
"“The good Watson had at that time deserted me
for a wife, the only selfish action that I can recall ..."

This, of course, is the unhappy passage that has led so many researchers to take for
granted that Watson had again undertaken matrimony. It is only near the end that any part
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- of the story really calls for mention. Holmes, entirely on his own without his good
companion, comes to the conclusion that the soldier had contracted leprosy.

The unreality of the whole affair, however, occurs when Holmes is told (Holmes is
TOLD - I ask you!) that it is merely a case of pseudo-leprosy or ichthyosis. Perhaps the
author would have been wiser if he had given this 'Teller' a different name than Ensworth!

Written by Sherlock Holmes himself indeed!!

FINAL BRIEF

The last of the four stories in question and the one requiring least in the way of
remarks. It is a moderately readable tale, told with perhaps clinical correctness and
presumably endeavouring to convey that Holmes, in the fifth year of his Sussex retirement,
had not lost his faculties. There isn't really much more to say about 'The Lion's Mane'
other than to use that one-time favourite School Report 'get-out' and describe it as
satisfactory. How many readers remembered Cyanea Capillata?

THE NOUGHT PER CENT SOLUTION

For the remainder of the Strand stories, Watson was responsible - but there were only
three more after 'Lion's Mane',

So - believe it or not, like it or otherwise - for the life of me I cannot see any other
description for the mysterious four stories. They were the work of substitute writers.

We shall never know, now, of course. All details have long since passed. I will say
one thing, though - at least none of the four authors attempted to put the events as seen by
or in the words of Watson. In that respect, they were not, strictly speaking, imitations.

That was simply 'not done’', was it?

EPILOGUE
I floated on to Holmes' Cloud one day with some news.

"Those people 'down there', Holmes" I started off without preamble, "are referring
to THOSE four stories as substitutes!"

. "Poof, Watson!" was the reply in the language of former times. "A substitute writer
is someone who assumes another person's accepted name. No one ever wrote as your
good self, now, did they?"

"True, Holmes", I concurred. "All the same, I don't like to learn of such talk. As
you know, my war wound had affected my writing arm to such an extent that sometimes I
could not hold a pen. The Magazine was very patient with me, but they had to do
something to continue the stories."

_ "Dismiss the whole thing from your mind", suggested the detective. "It is of no great
importance."

"That's all very well", I replied. "Thanks to you, I was allowed to give the
impression that you were the cause of so few stories. You acted very generously, Holmes
and I was always most grateful. I just don't like to know of all that loose talk below."

"I doubt if it is talk, Watson" Holmes remarked. "To me it seems that one

misguided, ill-informed individual is merely starting something for no other reason than
controversy. He is, you see, merely an itinerant nonentity, not even a member of any
recognised Sherlockian Lodge."

I looked straight at him, fixedly.

"Why did Kou cease your efforts, Holmes, in trying to get the first break-through
from here to earth? So much information could be conveyed by us, if only communication
were established.”

He gave a slight smile.
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"I was ready to achieve the impossible - but then it dawned on me that I might have to
visit the place again. Oh, no, Watson, that would never have done!"

"So nobody 'down there' will ever know the truth behind the writing of those four
events", I said, somewhat bitterly. "They ought to know the reasons - and the people who
took on the jobs."

"Nonsense", retorted Holmes. "Besides, out of respect for the gallant scribes who
helped out, not all of them would have welcomed the publicity. Gregson, admittedly, did a
pretty reasonable job on my War Service - but think of the people who knew Lestrade and
his family - surely, at the least, the fact that he wrote "Mazarin' shouldn't be circularised?"

"But Holmes", I added, "even though your own brother was responsible for that
third thing, that should be made known. Why, in one place it was slanderous!"

"Well, well, Watson" - he half inclined his head - "Mycroft was, in his way, a good
fellow. He meant well, mainly - it was just that he was jealous of you. He always felt he
should be 'next' to me. I did take him to task and, if you recall, he had to be persuaded to
attend my funeral."

"At least, Holmes" I said eagerly, "you put everything right with the fourth story. I
felt I could well carry on after that, if my arm would lef me.'

"Well, I did think that at least one of the sixty items of our Saga should be handed to
me. If I may say so", he went on, wryly, "I don't think I made at all a bad fist of it."

"You did not, indeed" I assured him. "Then you think it is - what shall I say - a case
of letting sleeping dogs lie?"

' "Of course, Watson. So many people are always happier to be blissful in the light of
incorrect or insufficient knowledge. isdom, believe me, is not always a desirable
adjunct.”

He rose to his feet and placed a hand upon my now entirely-healed 'Jezail' shoulder.
Slipping his Celestial Briar between his lips, he said, quietly:

"The Feople we left behind haven't our advantages, old friend. After all, THEY are
but mortals!"
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Merry Christmas everyone. Wanted: Howard Baker Vol. 2, Loder for Captain. Write:
DENNIS BEEBY, 27 HILLSIDE ROAD, WELLINGBOROUGH,
NORTHANTS, NN8 4AW
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Season's Greetings to everyone. I still require Bunter Books, Holiday Annuals, Biggles
Schoolgirls' Own Library, Monica Edwards.

GEORGE SEWELL, 27 HUMBERSTONE ROAD, CAMBRIDGE, CB4 1JD
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Best Wishes Everybody, and Good Health.
JIM COOK, NEW ZEALAND
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Christmas Greetings and a Happy Healthy New Year to Eric, Mary, The Staff and all
Readers of Collectors' Digest from

JOSEPH P. FITZGERALD OF MANCHESTER
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The compliments of the Season to all Hobby Friends.
DR.JOHNNY AND BETTY HOPTON, 79 SCALPCLIFFE ROAD,
BURTON ON TRENT

b
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, oo Tiger Tim and Co
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(This article was originally written for BRITISH COMIC WORLD No. 3 in 1984 to
celebrate the eightieth year of Tiger Tim. This engaging
/ Ve character regrettably is no longer featured in a regular
/7. weekly strip, although he and his chums crop up from
; time to time in various comic 'specials’. Let us hope that

24 //, - as in the past - the Bruin Boys will one day again
{_::: become regular, weekly stars!)

OUNCY, beaming and benevolent Tiger Tim
is the long€st running character in British comics.
He first saw the light of day in a DAILY MIRROR
strip by Julius Stafford Baker on 16th April, 1904,
and his engaging exploits continue today in IPC's
nursery comic JACK AND JILL (drawn by Peter Woolco-
ck). There have been one or two gaps during this

eighty year run when Tim and his strangely assorted
group of animal friends have been ‘resting' from regular publication -
but these, happily, have been very brief. Several generations of Tiger
Tim fans now exist, of course, and the RAINBOW's claim during the 1930's
that it was read and enjoyed "from Palace to Cottage" had its basis in
truth. The vast numbers of appreciative letters from widely different
homes throughout the country, Commonwealth and Empire included ocne from
'the little -Princesses' (Elizabeth and Margaret Rose) which was for a
period framed and displayed in RAINBOW's editorial offices.

Tt is interesting to consider just why the charms of Tiger Tim
and the Bruin (originally Hippo) Boys have such wide and long-standing
appeal despite the fact that over these eighty years their 'Co.' has
been subjected to changes in personnel (if that word can accurately be
applied to animals!), and drawn by several different artists. Always,
however, they have retained their original sense of lively but unmalic-
ious mischief, of sheer good fun, and innocence. Animals with human
characteristics (either real or symbolic) have been prominent in fiction
and pictures from AESOP'S FABLES to ANIMAL FARM and WATERSHIP DOWN. They
have sometimes been horrific distortions, occasionally vulgar, decadent
or 'twee', and sometimes comically robust and endearing. Tiger Tim, of
course, fits firmly into the last category.

The story of his origin is intriguing, and possibly apocryphal;

Brian Doyle relates it in his book THE WHO'S WHO OF CHILD-
REN'S LITERATURE in a paragraph on J. Louls Smythe, a
prolific Irish illustrator born in the 1880's:

v &
.'Qﬂlgx

\ NS/ 4




MRS. HIPPO'S KINDERGARTEN,

"Hooray! Mrs. Hippo has left the schoolroom! Now is our time to peep into that treacle-jar," cried
Tiger Tim, jumping up on to a chair to reach the goodies. You may be sure the other pupils didn't
mind - in fact, Willy Glraffe's mouth watered at the thought of so much happiness, And as for
little Peter Pelican, he eyed the jar with rapture in his gaze,

SAVE ME —
SOME ¢ )
) H

"Please, let me have the first taste," piped Master Peter Pelican. "Don't you trust him," squeaked
Freddy Fox. '"Look at his big beak! There would be nothing left for us if he had a mouthful."
Tiger Tim, being the ringleader, was allowed the honour of opening the jar, "See how easy it is,
boys," said he. "I just pull the string, and -"

Then Mrs. Hippo came in! oOh dear, how very awkward! "So you want some spring-medicine, do you, my
little darlings?" Mrs. Hippo remarked. "Well, you shall have it. This jar contains brimstone as
well as treacle." ‘''lgh," sobbed Billy Bruin, "I don't want any brimstonme. I'm quite well, thank
you, Mrs, Hippo!'" But, all the same, you may be sure that Mrs. Hippo served a spoonful to each

pupil, And for many a long day after that no one wanted treacle.

Lﬁpove: Tiger Tim's first appearance in strip format (DAILY MIRROR, 16 April 1904;1
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'Smythe was called upon to picture an incident from

a story. The passage chosen was one in which the
heroine stepped from her carriage and entered a house...
v"followed by her tiger, Tim." And Smythe, unaware of
the fact that in this instance ‘'tiger' signified a
page-boy or youthful attendant, drew instead a small
striped tiger promenading serenely upright upon his
hind legs!'

According to Brian Doyle, the editor who had commissioned
Smythe's drawings, gasped, laughed and mentally noted for future use
this new and attractive character, who would one day become known as
Tiger Tim.

But in fact it was not Smythe but another popular artist,
Julius Stafford Baker (the creator of 'Casey Court' in CHIPS),who first
drew Tiger Tim commercially. Baker used Tim and some animal chums when
he was asked to produce a children's strip for the DAILY MIRROR in 1904.
He made three drawings,under the heading of 'Mrs. Hippo's Kindergarten',
and these appeared in the kiddies' section ('Our children's Pictures')
of the women's page ('Housewives' Bureau').

These first Tiger Tim pictures are approximately 3 inches by
7, in the horizontal format that Baker often favoured for his subsequent
Hippo Boys strips. In black and white, the pictures have great vitality;
Mrs. Hippo, in the mob cap, glasses, flowery blouses and long skirts
that were to become so familiar to young readers is shown as an extreme-
1y large lady. Tim, mischievous from the beginning, finds an enormous
jar marked TREACLE on a shelf. He gets it down onto a chalr to open it,
while Mrs. Hippo is out. But she returns before he can do so - and then
insists on giving each of her pupils a very big, heaped spoonful of the
contents of the jar, which actually contains BRIMSTONE AND TREACLE.

(Tim & Co. hadn't turned the jar round enough to see the rest of the
label.,) Udh! Ugh! Shock! Horror! etc. 'And for many a long day after
that no-one wanted treacle.'

It is appropriate that this very first episode should have
food as its theme; in subsequent adventures, food (Mrs. Hippo's or Mrs.
Bruin's special spreads for the boys; large hampers on their birthdays,
and Porky Boy always trying to get more than his falr share) was a
recurrent motif. Ringleader Tim, of course, figures in every episode of
the saga, but it is interesting to note the changes that have occurred
over the years in his group of chums. 1In addition to Tim, the eighty--
year-old MIRROR strip included the following un-named animals: an
ostrich, a leopard, a parrot and a girl goat (who didn't survive for
very long), plus four named animals, Peter Pelican, Freddy Fox, Billy
Bruin and Willy Giraffe (the last two, of course, changed their names
later on to Bobby and Georgie respectively). Incidentally Tim, though
having the striped head, hands, tail, legs and feet that we always ass-
ociate with him, wore a plain jacket and trousers then, and not those
stripey outfits that he sported later in the series.

Despite its vigour and perkiness, the April 16th 1904 MIRROR
strip was only a once-off affair. Later that year, however, Baker fea-~
tured Tiger Tim & Co. in THE PLAYBOX, a juvenile supplement to a monthly
magazine,THE WORLD AND HIS WIFE. They appeared in Arthur Mee's part-work
THE NEW CHILDREN'S ENCYCLOPEDIA in 1910, in his later CHILDREN'S MAGA-
7INE and MY MAGAZINE, which were really continuations of Mee's Encyclo-
pedia. The goat character soon shed its femininity and became male = S50
our heroes became known as the Hippo Boys. By 1913 (when S.J. Cash had
for a time taken over from J.S. Baker) the group had settled down into
8 of those who have survived to this day - Tiger Tim, Jacko the monkey,
Jumbo the elephant, Joey the parrot, Fido the dog, Georgie Giraffe,
Bobby Bruin and Piggy Wiggy (not known as Porky Boy for some time to
come)., The Ostrich had temporarily faded out, but the-ranks of the
Hippo Boys at this time were swollen by Dicky Duck, Master Lion, Johnny
Bull and the goat mentioned above.
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A strange period in the history of Tiger Tim & Co. was to
follow. When Harmsworth's RAINBOW was launched on February l4th 1914
they became its regular stars, in a J.S. Baker full colour strip that
occupied the front page. However, their adventures continued in Mee's
MY MAGAZINE (also a Harmsworth publication) in the hands of S.J. Cash.
In the RAINBOW they had become the Bruin Boys (attending Mrs. Bruin's
Boarding-School) while in MY MAGAZINE they were still the Hippo Boys,
attending Mrs. Hippo's Kindergarten and living in Hippo Town! All this
must of course have been extremely confusing to any child whose family
bought both publications. (Similarly during the 1930's it was confusing
for girl readers to find that Bessie Bunter of the SCHOOLGIRL, written
about by John Wheway, as 'Hilda Richards', and drawn by T.E. Laidler,
was very different from the Bessie Bunter character in the contemporary
MAGNET, who was authored by Charles Hamilton ('Frank Richards') and
drawn by C.H. Chapman or Leonard Shields.)

The Hippo Boys were still going strong in MY MAGAZINE during
1916 and '17, although during this period J.S. Baker was the artist!
(It is probable that all these strips were repeats of some used earlier
in THE PLAYBOX section of the NEW CHILDREN'S ENCYCLOPEDIA - but the

s BRUINGS

2, And what do you think 7 The boxes contuined two 3. But that was no excuse for them getting very hanghty

high hats, for which Jacko and Jumbo had been saving up  all of a sudden, and refusing to have anything to do with Tini
without saying a word to anybody. They did look smurt.  and the others, was it 7 ' Don't speak to us,” they said as
too, when they put them on, they went out. " We're gents, we are! H'm!™

Above: Extract from Tiger Tim in No.ll of THE RAINBOW (25 April 1914).

parallel existence of Tiger Tim & Co. as Bruin Boys and Hippo. Boys was
bizarre, to say the least. By the way, the ostrich had crept back into
the Co. in the 1916/17 MY MAGAZINE episodes just mentioned, and there
was then also a rabbit chum.

Once the RAINBOW saga got under way, the ostrich (‘'Willie')
became a permanent member of the Bruin Boys, but the pelican - who
suddenly cropped up again - was dropped after the fifth issue. The pig-~
gy character was not featured in RAINBOW until issue no.6, when 'Peter
Porker' - soon to be known as Porky-Boy - arrived to join the establis-
hed 8 Bruin Boys ~ Tim, Jumbo, Jacko, Georgie, Willie, Bobby, Joey and
Fido. This group has survived without additions or depletions ever
since, and still makes up the 'personnel' of Peter Woolcock's strip in
our present-day JACK AND JILL.

The cosy charm of J.S.Baker's drawings in the RAINBOW rapidly
increased tre popularity of the Bruin Boys who, by no.7, had begun to
take over the heading of the comic as well as its front-page strip.
Frequently too they featured in a special cut-out model section at the
back of the comic. The Editor's Chat took over a regular space on page
3 from no.31, with a black and white heading picture showing the Bruin
Boys 'helping' the editor, and Joey finding a place of .his own at the
foot of the letter, adding something pithy to the editor's comments.

In these early issues of RAINBOW J.S. Baker firmly established
a style and mood that were to last for 80 years, with chuminess over-
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 flowing between normally warring and predatory animals. Although we do
not literally see the Lion lying down with the Lamb, we have the even
happier vignette of a tiger pulling a cracker with a bumptious little
parrot (who has always - by every 2rtist who depicted him - been illus-
trated only in profilel!). Of course, 1ife for the Bruin Boys is not
just one long party or picnic; they are supposed to be at school and
the long-suffering Mrs. Bruin tries to make them do sums or learn his-
tory; she is usually kind and motherly, but quite prepared to deflate
their naughtiness by firmly wielding her cane, and sending her charges
to bed for the day when necessary. But, with india-rubber resilience
in abundance, good humour is always soon restored (except sometimes in
the case of Porky Boy, whose greedy villainy adds a welcome note of
astringency to the stories).

The highly gifted artist Herbert Sydney Foxwell took over the
illustrating of Tiger Tim & Co. in the early RAINBOW. At first, to malin-
tain continuity, he closely imitated Baker's style so it is not easy to
be absolutely sure which strip marked Foxwell's debut into the series -
but it appears to be RAINBOW no.25 (1st August 1914). The Bruin Boys
are engaged in yet another of their sunny seaside exploits (one wonders
just how much time altogether they must have spent digging sandcastles,
rowing boats and falling into the sea!) as pierrots, in an episode
entitled 'How They Almost Got Rich'. Looking back at this period of the
RAINBOW's history there is a special poignancy about the date mentioned
above; with hindsight we know that the world of innocence and serenity
that the Bruin Boys then symbolised was three days later to see the
beginning of its own end when the Great War of 1914/18 started on 4th
August. Fortunately, however, Tiger Tim & Co. were fairly untouched by
the terrible disillusion and destruction of the War, and indeed by all
of the more negative aspects of our between-the-Wars society. The Bruin
Boys seemed able always to create thelr own perky, uncomplicated and
glowing world; in this perhaps iies some of thelr charm and resilience.

Foxwell beautifully rounded out Baker's more spiky originals.
He gave the strips more movement, exuberance and - eventually - more
detailed backgrounds. His touch was always masterly, and child readers
wanted even more adventures of the Bruin Boys than the RAINBOW could
accommodate. So Tim & Co. became the stars of another extremely attra-
ctive weekly, which was a cross between a comic and a falry-story paper.
This was TIGER TIM'S TALES, a small page publication which ran from lst
June 1919 to 24th January 1920. In this, as well as adorning the cover
and the cut-out model section, the Bruin Boys were featured in a lively
4 or 5 page text story, in which several pictures of them were inserted.

N[ nolHEHAS
LEFT ONE |
CRACKER,
FORYoU &

NS INTHE
/. pyuudnoomi

Above: Tiger Tilly
from MRS. HIPPO'S ANNUAL 1937.
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Foxwell drew Tiger Tim and his chums for this paper, as he continued to
do when TIGER TIM'S TALES was succeeded on 3lst January 1920 by TIGER
TIM'S WEEKLY, which started with a small page format but became full
tabloid from the end of 1921. Although resembling the RAINBOW in mood
and style, this comic continued to feature the long text story of the
Bruin Boys that TIGER TIM'S TALES had instituted. They also appeared in
one big, dominant picture on the coloured cover, but shared cover space
with other characters who had their own strip - the Bumpty Boys. The
comic ended in the paper shortages of the Second World War on 18th May
1940, when it was incorporated with the still indestructible RAINBOW.

Foxwell also created the sisters of the Bruin Boys for another
RAINBOW~inspired comic, PLAYBOX, which started on 1l4th February 1925 and
ran until 11th June 1955. PLAYBOX was, in a sense, a revival of the
early Arthur Mee supplement, but now vastly different from this in feel~
ing and presentation, even though its dear old Mrs. Hippo was resurrec-
ted to become school-mistress and surrogate mum to the girls - Tiger
Tilly, Gertie Giraffe, Olive Ostrich, Polly Parrot, Baby Jumbo, Jenny
Jacko, Fifi (the dog), Betty Bruin and Pearl Porky. Unlike their bare-
foot brothers, the Hippo Girls wore crisp white socks and shoes, and, on
their heads, mob caps or large ribbons (which could never really have
been threaded successfully through their short fur, hair or feathers).
A nice touch was that the female giraffe, as well as wearing a ribbon on
the top of her head, sported a large one half way up her long,long neck!

The Hippo Girls had their day, but it was shorter-lived than
that of the Bruin Boys. I as a child adored them - but by the fairly
early 1930's they had been removed from the cover spot to the back page.
By the '40's they no longer starred in the Editor's Letter (which had
been for many years written by Mrs. Hippo), and they occupled only one
or two small pictures on the centre page spread of the comic.

Before the mid-thirties, Foxwell was lured away from RAINBOW,

PUBLISNED EVERV FRIDAY, P(IBLISHED
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Above: Extract from MRS. HIPPO'S ANNUAL 1937. . EPT INSIDE, )
Below: Title piece to Peter Woolcock's version it e

of Tiger Tim and the Bruin Boys as they / “I've foundacar!"
appear today in JACK AND JILL. & 2 P

TIGER TIM'S WEEKLY and PLAYBOX by great financial inducements from the
publishers of the DAILY MAIL. He became the successor to the Folkard
brothers on their celebrated TEDDY TAIL strip, which he enlivened with
his customary ebullient style. Fortunately, the Amalgamated Press
found excellent successors to Foxwell in Bert Wymer and others, and
Tiger Tim, Tiger Tilly & their Cos. continued in the happy and heart-
warming Foxwell tradition. Although the Hippo Girls were never revived
after the demise of PLAYBOX in 1955, the Bruin Boys didn't come to an
end when RAINBOW finished on 28th April 1956. The comic was ilncorpor-
ated with TINY TOTS, and Tiger Tim & Co. ran in this for a period from
1956. TINY TOTS ended and merged with PLAYHOUR on 24th January 1959,
and Peter Woolcock carried on Tim's saga then in that publication. In
1964 his version of Tiger Tim and the Bruin Boys began the run in JACK
AND JILL that continues to this day. It is good that, elighty years on,
we can still enjoy thelr exuberant adventures -~ even though there has
been some updating. Mrs. Bruin, for example, no longer wears mob cap
and mittens - and now we actually see several inches of her legs, which
were always completely hidden in RAINBOW! She is a little more spirited
than the 1914 version - confiscating the boys' toys occasionally and
playing with them herself, or taking part with relish in some of their
outdoor activities which are not entirely ladylike. But the boys have
changed very little in their garb except, of course, when they wear
scout uniforms which have had to keep up with the changes of the times.
They seem comparatively untouched by the jet, space and telly agej;their
mischief is still unsophisticated and their pleasures simple. One of
the highspots of their life is still to be at the receiving end of Mrs.
Bruin's home-made cakes, jam-tarts and lemonade! They still love their
visits to the seaside, their skirmishes with Porky-Boy, their picnics
and parties.

»

This article is my tribute to the unguenchable charm of Tiger
Tim and the Bruin Boys, and to the editors and artists who have perpet-
uated their saga - particularly Julius Stafford Baker, Herbert Sydney
Foxwell and Peter Woolcock.
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 The
Jack

By Derek Adley

Similarities have often been suggested between Charles Dickens and Charles
Hamilton, one example being that they both left behind an unfinished work which offered
no clues to the conclusion. Dickens left his Mystery of Edwin Drood and Hamilton his
Jack of All Trades.

There were three Jack of All Trades books, each with a cliff-hanger ending, and with
a somewhat remarkable publishing history. The saga of these books started in 1950 with
the issue of Jack of All Trades by Mandeville Publications.

The story commences with Jack, called Jack Nobody, endeavouring to avoid yet
another session of bullying at the hands of Bill Hatchett. For years he has accompanied the
rascal Hatchett around the country, pushing Hatchett's pedlars cart and always at his beck
and call. Jack dearly wants to gain some education for himself and get away from his life
with this boozy, dishonest, bullying scoundrel. At every opportunity Jack mugs up on any
book that he can get hold of, even including a Latin Dictionary. This of course does
nothing for his relationship with Hatchett.

This latest beating is the last straw and, after a skirmish, Jack takes off for good. On
his way he comes into contact with Lord Cortolvin who is obviously startled at Jack's
resemblance to his son, the Hon. Cecil Cortolvin. The mystery deepens when, shortly
after, there is a meeting, previously arranged, between his lordship and Bill Hatchett. It
transpires that the former has an arrangement with Hatchett to keep Jack under his control
and out of the way. Lord Cortolvin is furious at the boy's escape and orders Hatchett to go
after him and get him back. Meanwhile Jack is fortunate to meet up with the Misses Hilda
Brown and Elizabeth Hunt who are on a caravan tour. He is engaged to assist them with
odd jobs during their travels.

At this time Denvers, Lord Cortolvin's ex-secretary is on the run after stealing £1000
of his lordship's money. He too on meeting Jack is struck by The boy's likeness to Cecil
Cortolvin. After holding Jack a prisoner, Denvers is finally overpowered and captured by
the boy, with the assistance of the two ladies. Lord Cortolvin makes it known that as a
reward to Jack he will have him educated at a good school when he takes his leave of the
caravanners. In fact, his real intention is to return him to Bill Hatchett once he has parted
company with his new friends.

Jack has two further meetings, first with Augustus Brown, Hilda's nephew and a
pupil of Coombe School, who proves himself a thoroughly nasty piece of work, and then
with Cecil Cortolvin, a fellow pupil of Brown's and a really nice chap. The two boys are
amazed to find they look like twins, but apparently that's as far as it goes. Lord Cortolvin
eventually sends his valet Jervis to collect Jack and supposedly take him to one of his
lordship's country seats and then on to a public school. The story ends with the train
taking Jack and Jervis to their destination. It is worth noting at this stage that the year is
1950!

BOOK 2. Jack's the Lad.

_ The year is now 1955, drawing to a close, with Jack and Jarvis still on the train!
This is not meant to be facetious, but simply looking at the situation from the readers’ point
of view because by this time many will have put juvenile reading behind them.

When they leave the train, Jervis delivers Jack straight into the hands of Bill Hatchett
and once again he reverts to being something of a ragged urchin and Bill's lackey. It is at
this point at last that Jack realises there must be a very good reason for Bill wanting to keep
him under his wing, and that Lord Cortolvin is somehow at the back of this. Escaping
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from Bill's clutches yet again, he joins up with Pippers Travelling Circus and is befriended
by the circus clown, Montmorency Cyril Chipmonk, and other circus performers. But he
also makes an enemy inh Dick Kenney, the ring rider who is the circus main attraction,
Kenney hates Jack because of his ability in the ring and his skill with horses. Many
adventures follow, concerning Jack's efforts to keep clear of Bill Hatchett.

Jack is subsequently confronted by Jervis who claims he has been misunderstood and
wishes to take him to meet the Lord, but Jack, who now has a deep distrust for him,
declines. In the closing stages of this book Jervis is pondering on other ways of luring
Jack away.

BOOK 3. Jack of the Circus.

Jack, who now calls himself Jack Free, is still with Pippers Circus, and as the title
suggests the entire book has this circus setting. Interestingly the narrative of the book slips
back to Jack Nobody at one stage. e

Jervis enlists the help of Jack's enemy, Dick Kenney, known as the Handsome Man,
in order to trap him and restore Hatchett's control over him. There are a number of
attempts to disgrace Jack at the circus and get him thrown out, all of which fail, thanks to
the friends he has made. When the circus is booked to appear at the London Hippodrome
Jack is eventually lured to a house in Shepherds Bush, London, and kidnapped.

Jack of the Circus concludes with the kidnapped youth aboard a Dutch ship heading
out to sea and bound for an unknown destination.
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And there we have it! There was no Book 4 and we still do not know why Lord
Cortolvin wanted Jack kept out of sight, nor what was the reason for his twin-like
resemblance to the Hon. Cecil. Charles Hamilton must have envisaged the conclusion to
the story, but was there a script? It is a fact that in the late 1940s Hamilton was
desperately trying out new characters and stories to augment his flagging income. He had
experimented with a number of new schools, but none appealed like Greyfriars and St.
Jim's. "All they want is Bunter" he once lamented, but he was forbidden to write of him
by the Amalgamated Press until Charles Skilton came on the scene.

With Jack of All Trades there were seemingly obvious drawbacks. As long as there
was a mystery surrounding Jack's origins, the tales could be successful, but once this
became resolved then he would have no story. It seemed as if Hamilton would have been
able to go on indefinitely with this mysterious origins theme. On the other hand, was
Hamilton going to try a 'Rags to Riches' theme, with Jack revealed as a long lost heir, and
set up at a brand new school? Could this overworked motif from his golden years be
brought to life again with a whole new generation of readers?

If he had planned a quartet of books and sold these to Mandeville (who published {'ust
the first) possibly the series was not successful. After all, they had ample time to publish
the others before Spring Books took over (see Bibliography below). When the latter
company did commence publishing the Hamilton books they possibly had the scripts of the
next two books in hand, purchased from Mandeville. By publishing the Jack Stories
alongside the Tom Merry books they were probably optimistic that they would sell, as they
were under the Frank Richards by-line. Perhaps they did sell, but Spring Books could
have been more keen to issue Tom Merry books. Or again, they could have proved non-
viable. Whatever the answer it still left an Edwin Drood situation to which we will never
know the answer. Who really was Jack, and what his relationship to Lord Cortolvin and,
of course, the Hon. Cecil? Surely he couldn't have been the latter's twin, but could he
have been the true heir to the estate, kept out of the way - possibly the son of a very close
relative?

Charles Hamilton also wrote a number of short stories featuring Jack of All Trades
which were published in Tom Merry and Billy Bunter Annuals, and there is a likelihood
that these were published out of sequence. The reappearance in 1961 of the character in a
short Story in Billy Bunter's Own Annual, over 10 years after his debut, would seem to
suggest that there was no chance that we would ever read the solution to this mystery.

BIBLIOGRAPHY

1. Sep. 1949  Just Like Jack. Tom Merry's Annual, 8 pages, Mandeville:
(as Jack Free: introducing the boys of
Greyfriars).

2. July 1950 Jack of all Trades. Book, Mandeville.

3. Sep. 1952 A Lodging for the Night ~ Tom Merry's Own Annual, 28 pages,

Mandeville: (as Jack Free: introducing the
boys of St. Jim's).

4.  Sep. 1954 Jack and the Caravanners. Tom Merry's Own Annual, 24 pages,
Mandeville: (With the Misses Hunt and

Brown).

5. ' Sep. 1954  Jack and Jill. Billy Bunter's Own annual, 8 pages,
Mandeville.

6. Dec. 1955 Jack's the Lad! Book. Spring Books.

7. Dec. 1955 Jack of the Circus. Book. Spring Books.

8. Sep. 1961 One Good Turn....! Billy Bunter's Own Annual,

Oxenhoath Press, 9 pages.

(EDITOR'S NOTE: Like Derek Adley and many other Hamilton enthusiasts, I have
often felt frustrated at the irresolution of Jack's problematic situation. After reading this
article I consulted Hamilton's niece and literary executor, Mrs. Una Hamilton Wright,
whose answer is most interesting. She says:

28



'T have looked up the 'Jack of All Trades' typescripts; there are five of them as
follows:

No. 4. Jack on his Own.

No. 5. Jack goes South!

No. 6. Jack in Africa.

No. 7. Jack in Danger.

No. 8. Jack on the Treasure Trail.'

It is good news that Jack was not left to the dismal fate which the end of the third
book suggested, and certainly the last of these titles holds the promise that J ack finds

prosperity in the end. Let us hope that some enterprising publisher may decide to publish
these books so that everything in Jack's saga can be revealed.)

by FRANK RICHARDS

R

A Merry Xmas and A Happy New Year to one and all. Still wanted: 1947 and 1959 C.D.

Annuals.

ALAN DACRE, 7 LEOPARD STREET, WALNEY ISLAND, BARROW-IN-FURNESS,
CUMBRIA, LA14 3QL
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Season's Greetings to Mar Cadol% n, Normans Shaw and Wright, Roger Jenkins and Joe
Marston. Still wanted: Old S.O.L.'s and C.D.'s.

MARK STAFF, 6 ROCKFORD CLOSE, BOURNEMOUTH, BH6 4AZ
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Seasonal Greetings to all readers.
DON AND ELSIE WEBSTER
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I would like to begin by saying I was agreeably surprised to learn that there were so
many people like yourselves still interested in the Just William books and their author
Richmal Crompton, which has brought back quite a few memories of the times in the past
when, I myself, was personally connected with both. 1 don't suppose many people would
remember my name today, although it must have been mentioned five or six hundred times
in the credits of many a radio programme so many years ago. (The reason for this was that
I became one of the few original comedy script writers for the B.B.C. as far back as 1942
and was writing for such popular comedians of the time as Tommy Handley, Jack Warner,
Arthur Askey, Will Hay and many others during and after the war.)

It was in late 1945 that I was called in to help out on the scripts of the Will Hay show
on radio. Although Will Hay became better known in his comedy films in later years, he
was also popular for his Music Hall sketch as the bumbling schoolmaster with his three
young pupils. In this he tries to cover up his own ignorance by relying on the knowledge
of his brightest young student, while trying to evade being shown up by one of the others
during the school lessons. This type of sketch was transferred to the medium of radio as
The Will Hay Show' in which the two pupils mentioned were John Clark as D'arcy, the
clever knowledgeable boy, and Charles Hawtrey as Smart, who kept unmasking the
Schoolmaster's ignorance.

At this time John Clark was only twelve years old and, though Charles Hawtrey was
much older, he sounded like a younger boy. Being one of the script-writers I, of course,
became closely associated with all the cast and especially the Producer, Alick Hayes, with
whom I worked for the next twelve years or so. It was after the Will Hay show ended that
Alick Hayes and I were discussing the Just William books and he suggested the possibility
of radio adaptation. Having read quite a few of the books in the past I realised he had hit
on a great idea if only we could find the right boy to play William. The Alick pointed out
that we already had a 'natural' William in John Clark, who was already experienced in
radio with Will Hay.

The next and most important step was meeting Richmal Crompton. To our relief, she
agreed to our idea of a Just William radio show, and, further, she would be collaborating
and giving final judgement on the way her characters were portrayed for radio. Our final
hurdle was the B.B.C. Programme Planners. At first their reaction was one of doubt but
they eventually agreed to the production of six programmes as a try out, with Alick
producing and myself as the main script-writer. As well as for suggesting John Clark as
William, I gave full marks to Alick for the way he cast the supporting characters of Mr. and
Mrs. Brown, elder brother Robert, sister Ethel and, more important, Ginger, Violet
Elizabeth and Hubert Lane. Especially the latter - portrayed by Charles Hawtrey, who,
after the first series had other commitments and was replaced by Michael Dear as Egbert
Huggins.

For the first three programmes of Just William, Alick and I chose and adapted the
radio scripts as closely as possible to the original written stories from the books,
particularly to please and satisfy Richmal Crompton. However, as I liad feared it needed a
different approach, and we managed to convince her that radio broadcasting was quite a
different medium of expression from that of the written word, and she agreed to the
working out of new and original stories and plots, some of which were based on the book
tales. The reason for this was that, in the first three programmes, we found the supporting
characters of the Brown family were so good on radio that new stories and plots had to be
found which would feature them more than the books did. This applied to Ginger, Violet
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 Elizabeth and Hubert Lane, who had to be projected more in the radio versions. So from a
rather faulty start we finished the first six programmes on such a high note with increasing
listening figures that the B.B.C. gave us another seven or eight programmes to conclude
the first series. By then of course, Just William had an enthusiastic listening audience of a
few million, which by the end of the second series rose to about ten million, with even
more at the end of the fifth and last one. Many were the articles written in newspapers and
magazines on the Just William broadcasts, with critics acclaiming the series as one of the
best radio features of light entertainment.

As a comedy script-writer, I found working on the William scrigts a welcome change
from my previous comedy series in which the biggest headache was having to supply gags
and jokes to make sure of laughs and applause from a studio audience. I was thankful that
Alick Hayes agreed with me that a studio audience was not necessary for the eventual
recordings, so we had the satisfaction of spending a whole day, and often two days, for the
rehearsal and final recording of one of the programmes, more or less as a film is completed
in various separate actions. Here again I gave Alick Hayes full marks as the Producer for
the way he handled the juvenile actors of William, Ginger and Violet Elizabeth, as in the
breaks between recording the studio became almost Bedlam, with John Clark, Tony
Stockman and Jaqueline Boyer running up and down, playing games with a tennis ball and
shouting with excitement. Not only was it tolerance on Alick's part, but as he shrewdly
explained to me, it kept them in the right mood as natural children for the actual recordings.
Although the scripts were the result of team work, with Alick and myself collaborating with
Richmal, the main responsibility lay on my shoulders, more so as Alick relied on me to
work out ideas for original new plots and stories. In between the Just William shows I
was also working on other radio series, and eventually I had to reduce my contributions to
Just William and was kept on as Script Editor, bringing in another writer, Ian Smith, to
help out.

The appeal of Just William on radio was so great that it naturally made many fans for
the individual characters. John Clark himself at one stage had more than two thousand
letters and many more were sent to the Brown family, as well as Ginger and Violet
Elizabeth. Among those sent to Charles Hawtrey, who played the nasty boy Hubert Lane,
was one from Parkhurst prison. In fact Charles recounted that once when he was resting in
the front room of his house one Sunday afternoon, he heard two boys outside discussing
their triumph in having found where that rotter Hubert Lane lived, and throwing a stone
through his window pane before running away. S

When we first began the series it was broadcast at 6.30 p.m. on the assumption that
children would make up most of the listening figures, but letters from adults protesting that
it was too early and that many missed it, meant we eventually moved it to 8 p.m., then
9 p.m. Again, at first we broadcast the Sunday repeat at 2.30 p.m. with the resulting
protest from children who had to miss it because of afternoon Sunday School, so we had to
alter the time to 4.30 p.m.! Personally I was not surprised that Just William would appeal
as much to adults as to children, because I was well into my twenties when I first began
reading and enjoying the books. The radio show made such an impact on the millions of
weekly listeners that, apart from those who were already fans of the books, it brought Just
William to the notice of many others, and almost certainly resulted in a greater demand
from new readers.

It is a sad fact that the B.B.C. did not keep the original recordings of the
programmes, apart, I believe from just one, as I am sure they would have been a popular
item among the cassettes of past popular radio shows now offered for sale. I must confess
to being guilty in that respect, because although I still have about eighty original
broadcasting scripts of other shows I was connected with, most of the Just William scripts
were lost many years ago, apart from three or four still left in my possession. I suppose
that our radio show of Just William was the forerunner of what we now call Situation
Comedy, which has developed so much on present day television.

As well as writing short stories, mostly of a dramatic nature, some of which were
published many years ago, I began writing a children's-book which I completed a short
while back. After re-reading it a couple of times it dawned on me that the story owed a lot
to my past experience with Just William!
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Besides my having had the satisfaction of being part of the success of the radio
series, it was also a pleasure and a privilege to have become a working colleague of
Richmal Crompton herself. Inever ceased to marvel at her accomplishments. Here was a
Lady, and I emphasise Lady, of genteel breeding and kindly nature, unassuming, almost
hiding from any sort of limelight and acclaim, who through her observations of her
brother's and her nephew's boyhood activities, had created a practical form of
entertainment for so many . I counted many of the big stars of the past with whom I
worked as personal friends, and, happily, among these, of course, was Richmal
Crompton.
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Christmas Cheer to all readers and special thanks to the editor and contributors to the
'Digest'.

REG ANDREWS, LAVERSTOCK, SALISBURY
************************************************
Wanted: Weekly issues Girl 1963-64 and some 1956.

SUSAN CHAMBERS, HOLLY HOUSE, BLEASBY ROAD, FISKERTON,
NEWARK, NG25 0XL

****,********************************************
Books from Richards' Library. Signed St. J. Hamilton offers?

LAURENCE S. ELLIOTT, "BOOKS", 17 LANGDON CRESCENT,
LONDON, E6 2PW. Tel: 01-472 6310
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A Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to friends and readers everywhere.

BILL BRADFORD
************************************************
Season's Greetings to all Friars and C.D.A. readers.

ARTHUR EDWARDS
************************************************
Season's Greetings to all readers, es ecially Bob Whiter and familz.

C. WALLIS, 64 OAKWOOD PARK ROAD, SOUTHGATE, LONDON, N14 6QA
Greetings to Hobby Friends. Keen to buy Biggles, Blyton, Artwork for my collection.
NORMAN WRIGHT, 60 EASTBI%RY ROAD, WATFORD, HERTS
************************************************
Wanted: Books by Berkeley Gray, Victor Gunn, Edwy Searles Brooks. Also S.0O.L.s,

B.F.L.s, Thriller, Detective Weekly, Sexton Blake Library, Union Jacks.
A. McKIBBIN, | HUDSON CLOSE, LAMMACK, BLACKBURN, LANCS, BB2 7DQ

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

Happy Christmas everybody. W.E. Johns' Books, Comics, Story Papers wanted.
P. GALVIN. Tel. 0226 295613 :

***********************************>k>k>f<'a‘ca’<********

Christmas Greetings all Hobby Friends.
JOHN BARTHOLOMEW, ROCKHAMPTON, QUEENSLAND, AUSTRALIA

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

Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to all. ,
DEREK BLAKE, THAMES DITTON

************************************************
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- A Tribute to Fawcett

Publications
\ By Alan Pratt‘

In the 40s and 50s names like Roy Rogers, Tex Ritter & Hopalong Cassidy were as
familiar to youngsters as those of their closest friends.

The western heroes of the silver screen provided hours of enjoyment at Saturday
morning matinées, inspiring countless playground games and many requests for cowboy-
style Christmas presents!

Unsurprisingly, the American comic publishers were quick to cash in on the success
of the movie stars and it was a poor "hero" who did not appear, in strip form, in at least
one monthly comic magazine. At that time, of course, American comics were not imported
into the U.K. and it fell to the British publishers to reprint the original strips for the local
market. Most, if not all, of the reprints were published in sixpenny monthly magazines and
(unlike the U.S. originals) usually in black & white.

At first glance, the British magazines appeared to be much of a muchness. They were
nearly all named after a popular star of the day and each magazine carried a movie-style
photograph of the hero on the front cover. The discerning reader soon discovered,
however, that the contents could vary tremendously. Many of the biggest stars of the day,
such as Roy Rogers, Gene Autry and Johnny Mack Brown were featured in Dell comics
reprinted in the U.K. by World Distributors Ltd. The content of these magazines was,
however, generally inferior to those from the Fawcett stable (reprinted in the U.K. by a
small London publisher, L. Miller & Son. Ltd.)

Fawcett boasted an impressive array of western talent with stars like Tom Mix, Ken
Maynard, Lash Larue, Rocky Lane, and Gabby Hayes regularly featuring in their
magazines. Somehow Fawcett managed to re-create, almost perfectly, the charm and
inherent absurdity of the 'B' movies, merging the old and modern west at will and
attributing levels of physical and mental prowess to the cowboy stars that might have left
Superman green with envy!

In general the stories were imaginative and extremely well constructed. Typically a
magazine would run to 28 pages and contain two or three sf}llort complete strip stories of the
cover star, backed up by a few one page 'funnies' or a feature on western lore. Some
titles, such as Western Hero or Six Gun Heroes featured stories of three (or sometimes
four) different stars, clearly an attempt by the publishers to reach those readers who had no
particular favourite, Despite the frequent use of gimmicks and the diverse style of the
different heroes (Hopalong Cassidy stories tended to be ‘cosy', Lash Larue yarns usually
had some detective element etc.) one thing was constant in all stories. Good would
triumph over bad, and the last few frames generally depicted a fist fight in which the black-
hatted baddies would be knocked for six before being carted off to jail.

There were certain quaintnesses about the Fawcett publications which greatly added
to their charm. Heroes never shot to kill or deliberately wound; they would simply shoot
the guns out of the hands of their opponents, thus displaying not only their prowess with a
gun but their strong moral fibre. Larger than life feats, such as re-emerging from a bed of
hardened concrete or shooting a room full of rattlesnakes without appearing to re-load,
were invariably put down to 'the reward of years of clean living'. On re-reading the
magazines I suspect that some of the events depicted must have caused some considerable
merriment to the authors and artists who complemented each others' work so well. There
is no doubt, however, that the magazines were genuinely intended to be wholesome. In
fact each edition contained a statement from W.H. Fawcett Jnr. (the President of the
company) to the effect that this was "Approved Reading and Wholesome Entertainment".

33



ROCKY LANE WESTERN

BUT HE-- SORRY, BENTON !
HE'LL COME, | I'LL HAVE TO

MARSGHAL ! BE LEAVING ! T
YOU'VE GOT /[ THINK You'LlL Be
TO sTAY |, / ALL RIGHT HERE!
WITH me ! \ I

I NEED L )

PROTECTION ¢

L{ RECKON THE FOLKS IN *n
TOWN WERE RIGHT ! BEN-
TON'S JUST OUT TO DRAW
ATTENTION TO HIMSELF !
WELL, A MARSHAL'S GOT
PLENTY MORE [MPORTANT
THINGS TO DO THAN HUMOR-
ING A BROOMIAIL LIKE

| WOULD LEAVE HIS PRINTS |

BUT A ROCKY SADDLES UP ALONG -

SIDE THE HO&W
FOOTPRINTS !

SOMEONE WAS HERE LAST NIGHT
SNEAKING AROUND THE HOUSE | HE
FORGOT THE RAINSOAKED GROUND

I RECKON WHOEBVER IT WAS
LEFT AFTER SEEING T WAS
STILL HERE ! NOW I'M REALLY
PUZZLED | 1S BENTON JUST
A CRANK ---OR ARE THOSE
LETTERS THE REAL THING 22

I SURE DON'T KNOW, BUT I'VE
AN IDEA HOW I MIGHT FIND
OUT THE TRUTH ABQUT THIS

THING ! C'MON, BLACK JACK
WE'VE \‘NGRK .

500N AFTER, IN TOWN --- | WE
KNEW
50 LONG, ERIENDS! T You'o
FOUND OUT YOU WERE REALIZE IT
RIGHT ABOUT BENTON! | YOURSELF,

MARSHAL /!

THE JOKE WAS ON ME !
50 LONG../!

BE SEEING YOU,
SOMETIME !

NOW 1L JusT |
WAIT AND SEE | -
BENTON'S HOLED
UP INSIDE ! IF /
THERE 15 A
KILLER | HE'LL
HAVE TO TRY
TO GET N {

" OM,OH ! 8HOTS ! I'VE
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Sadly, however, even Mr. Fawceit's efforts were insufficient to satisfy the demands
of educationalists in the U.K. who complained bitterly about the substitution of words such
as "you" and "here" by "yuh" and "hyar". Later publications had the offending slangy
words removed and the correctly spelt words clumsily inserted into the speech balloons.
Another Fawcett idiosyncracy was to start a magazine run at number 50, presumably to
create the impression that it was already a firmly established title. This was probably an
unnecessary caution on the part of the company as there is no doubt that they were in the
forefront of the western comic market.

During the fifties, however, that market was to take a severe downturn. 'B' western
movies were not made after 1954 (the spread of television effectively killed the medium)
and many of the Fawcett heroes - like the pop stars of today - having had their run of
success faded into relative obscurity. Fawcett ran into financial problems also as a result of
a legal action taken by the giant D.C. Corporation and Mr. Fawcett's "Wholesome
entertainment" sadly ceased to appear on the book stands.

In 1989, an enterprising American publisher, A.C. Comics, resurrected Tom Mix
Western and started to reprint the old Fawcett strips. This lasted for two issues, the second
containing a message from Bill Black, the editor, regretting the demise of the magazine and
advising readers that "orders were so low that A.C. couldn't afford to print even the cover
in colour". Clearly A.C. "got it wrong" if they believed that there was a substantial market
of old fans like myself, and my hopes of building up a new collection of western monthlies
faded with Bill Black's dream.

~ Nothing can detract, however, from the hours of enjoyment that m%/ schoolboy
friends and I derived from these marvellously over-the-top magazines. I salute Mr.
Fawcett (wherever he is) and offer him my grateful thanks.




Last Nelson Le
Christmmas Stor
By E. Grant- McPherson

CHRISTMAS 1929

We start with the lads of the Remove just leaving the Cinema at Bannington and about
to wend their way back to St. Frank's. Unfortunately the snow that had been falling
lightly, when they entered the Cinema, has turned into a raging blizzard. Church suggests
that Handy leaves his trusty Morris Minor in the garage, which of course is the surest way
of ensuring that he will insist on driving back to the school, so off they go, giving Archie
Glenthorne a lift. All goes well until they come to a very sharp bend, where the wind
catches the little car and they skid into a ditch.

When the rest of the party who
were on cycles, arrive, they help to
dig the car out, and, just as they are
about to start off again, one of the
leaders happens to look down the
railway cutting which they are just
passing, and sees an avalanche occur.
So they take their lamps from the
cycles, and run down the
embankment, to try and stop the train
which is due any minute, However,
they are not quite in time.

Watching the passengers
descend from the train, Nipper
recognises Eileen Dare who is Nelson
Lee's Lady Assistant. She is on her
way to the School to see him,
accompanied by her niece, a little girl
of about 12. The boys help them up
the embankment, Handy drives them
to St. Frank's. When they arrive,
Miss Dare tells Nelson Lee that her
niece is in danger of being kidnapped,
and that she has brought her to the
school for safety.

Unfortunately the fact that the
were on the train ﬁas been reported,
and the crooks arrive in the area, and
make an attempt on the little girl.
Handforth, who is taking a party
home for Christmas, says that they
could join him, at Travis Dene, where
they would not be known. They all
agree to this, and Sir Edward
Handforth tells both his sons and his
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daughter to invite as many guests as Thiitls galore in this reagvificent long complete spreial Christmag,yasn

of the ricery chums of St Frank's.

they like, so that it will be a really
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. successful affair, Handy, afraid that Willy will bring too many fags with him, goes to the
Third Form common room, and tells all the youngsters that the castle is haunted by a
hideous ghost, in an effort to keep most of them away.

The party arrives at Travis Dene, and all goes well; Willy, much to the removites'
amusement, takes quite a liking to Molly, Eileen Dare's niece. That night there is a
disturbance, and some of the boys see the phantom, just as Handy had described it,
Handforth takes his fellow removites to one side, and tells them that there is something
queer afoot. "Why" they say, "you said there was a ghost. "That's just the point, says
Handy, "There isn't. I made it up on the spur of the moment", "That is queer, certainly"
says Travers. Nipper agrees, "We will keep watch tonight, and trap whoever is playing
ghosts."

So the boys conceal themselves about the corridors and wait. Before long a figure
comes creeping silently along the passage. Waiting until it gets into the middle of them,
they pounce, and it turns out to be one of the maids who was taken on for Xmas.

She pleads with the juniors not to be reported, saying that she only wanted to play a
joke on them. When she is asked about the ghost, she says that she has heard the boys
talking about it. They feel that she obviously is in the employ of the kidnappers for, as
Willy Handforth says, if she wanted to frighten them, why was she not rattling her chains,
and why was she heading for Molly's room?

However they let her go, after she has promised not to leave her room again. Later
that night, however, one of the boys, having gone downstairs for something, sees a figure
carrying a bundle and leaving the hall, so he raises the alarm.,

Being aroused, Nelson Lee gets out his car and chases the crooks' car (it having left
clear tracks on the snow covered roads). He catches up with the crooks, he and the boys
overpower them, and take them to the nearest police station.

Later, after all has quietened down, Eileen Dare explains that Molly is not really her
niece, but the daughter of some friends, and was to be held for ransom: but all is now well
and the party ends with a good time being had by all, and, especially, Willy and Molly.

Christmas 1930 ' BUMPER XMAS NUMBER—

Although this was a really bad period v
for the Nelson Lee, this particular Christmas
number was really first class. While not a
true double number it was described as a
bumper issue, having 10 more pages than the
ordinary number; also it appeared on the 6th
of December and not in Christmas week, as
was more usual. But, to the story itself!
Kirby Keeble Parkington, a comparative
newcomer to the Remove, has invited a
number of his schoolfellows plus some of the
Moor View girls to spend Xmas with him.

Edward Oswald Handforth and his two
chums meet K.K. with his brother Vincent
and his wife Beryl, accompanied by another
lady, on the platform, where they learn that
because she had been a chorus girl, Sir
Trevor (K.K.s father) has refused to allow :
his elder son's wife to join them for the
holidays. Handy, impetuous as usual,
suggests that Beryl takes the place of the
other lady, Miss Harrington, who was to
have been Sir Trevor's secretary (neither of
the ladies being known to K.K.s father), to
which plan Vincent agrees. So Beryl arrives
at the house as Miss Harrington, the Filin e

the cheery chumy
New Earies No. 46, ouTr ot WEDN

it
c. b ng histmas yarn, featuring
s ol St. Franl's, complete inside,

Ay, December 014, 1820,

37




secretary, to try and prove to Sir Trevor that she is not really so black as she has been
painted.

Soon after they arrive at the house, the party learns that there is a family ghost, a Sir
Rufus, who is reputed to haunt the house at Christmastime. This gives Handy an idea; he
decides to dress up as the phantom and haunt Sir Trevor into accepting his elder son's
wife. Unbeknown to him Baines, one of K.K.s chums, has the same idea, and when they
both meet at midnight, you can imagine the result! Fortunately however, Nipper and Nick
Trotwood, the ventriloquist of the Remove, have rather better luck, when Nick makes a
painting of Sir Rufus talk, at dinner on Xmas Eve.

On Christmas Day Sir Trevor is beginning to waver. Then, while skating on the
frozen lake after lunch, Ke falls through a weak patch of ice, and Beryl, who happens to be
nearest, rescues him. He finds out who she really is, realises his antipathy was
unfounded, and takes her to his bosom so to speak. Allis well, and a very happy Yuletide
is enjoyed by all.

Christmas 1931

By now the Nelson Lee was struggling a bit. This Christmas offering was not really
very good, and terribly involved, lasting over four weeks. Jimmy Pott's Uncle Ben arrives
from China under threat of death from a Chinese Tong which he has displeased. The
agents of the Tong trace him to St. Frank's where he is attacked. So Handforth invites
them both to join his party, who are spending the Xmas holidays at his home Travis Dene.
Unfortunately, the Tong members follow them there, so the whole party goes to Treggellis
Castle, where Sir Montie also has a party, and had previously invited them.

Again, the Tong arrives, so the entire party changes house once more, this time
joining the Duke of Somerton's party at Somerton Abbey. Would you believe it, yet again
the Tong turns up, but this time so does Lord Dorrimore, who asks the entire assembly to
come to Dorrimore Castle with him. When they arrive there, Nelson Lee appears again
(unbeknown to all except Nipper, he has been following the party, in various disguises,
ever since they left St. Frank's).

The Tong agent is caught. He turns out to be "Uncle Ben', who is not really Uncle
Ben, but the leader of the Tong, who is after Sir James Potts inheritance!

Not a very good story; much too long and involved.

Christmas 1932

Once again, a not very impressive series, lasting three weeks this time. Archie
Glenthorne's Aunt is in the clutches of a charlatan named Nerki, so Archie takes a party of
his school chums down to her house in the New Forest for Christmas, in the hope that he
can cure her.

Again, a very involved story, full of ghosts, goblins and secret passages, plus a
gigantic Russian, who spends most of his time throwing tables and cgairs about. Of
course, in the end Nelson Lee, with the assistance, again, of Lord Dorrimore and also
Umlosi, the giant Kutana, sorts it all out. The crooks are sent to prison, and all ends
happily. Quite a good cops and robbers' yarn, but not really a seasonable story.

This was the the last Christmas that the Nelson Lee would see; the last number of the
poor old Lee was published on August the 23rd, 1932.

Rttt R ettt

Yet again, Seasonal Greetings and Good Health to all C.D. readers from
LEN HAWKEY, 3 SEAVIEW ROAD, LEIGH-ON-SEA, ESSEX, SS9 1AT
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% Coats of Many Colours
. Gem | By Leslie S. Laskey

Triumph

::"‘ _ . = .
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Probably most readers of the COLLECTOR'S DIGEST will clearly remember those
long gone popular magazines PICTURE POST, THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS,
EVERYBODY'S and JOHN BULL. Even when their contents have long been forgotten, a
clear mental image remains of their front covers when they were displayed on the
bookstalls. If they reappeared today, in their same covers, we would recognise them
instantly.

Their covers were the magazines' "overcoats", as it were. They were all that was
visible on the bookstall racks. %‘hey were all different. Each magazine created a visual
image different from the rest. That was what the publishers intended, of course. An
attractive and eye-catching cover would appeal to potential buyers more than a dull and
uninspiring one.

In our youth, our sharp eyes were able instantly to pick out that favourite story-paper
or comic in the paper-shop. We know exactly what 1ts cover looked like, angyit was
expected to have its familiar appearance every week - always. Thus it would come as
something of a shock when the favourite weekly's appearance suddenly underwent a
complete change. Children are basically very conservative, and they tend to resent and
distrust sudden changes.

Readers of the MAGNET received a bit of a shock one day in November 1937 when
the familiar blue and orange cover was exchanged for one of a strange pink shade, which I
had vaguely associated with racing papers. The Editor has told us that readers had
complained that the MAGNET was not as distinctive in its two-coloured coat as it had been
in its original orange cover. Frankly, I had béen puzzled. As far as I could see, the cover
was already orange and blue. When the new one arrived it wasn't orange - it was pink,
and I didn't care for it at all.

The Editor had been right, of course, when he had said that the two-coloured cover
made the MAGNET less conspicuous on the bookstalls; but this was largely because two
other Amalgamated Press weeklies, MODERN BOY and the SCHOOLGIRL, were dressed
in the same colours, blue and orange. The new MAGNET certainly looked different from
the other papers now, in its salmon-pink overcoat.

The issue blew up all over again, a few weeks later, when they did the same sort of
thing to the GEM. This time the page size was reduced, in addition to the change of cover.

The Editor assured us that we would find the new page size more convenient, and he
emphasised that we would be getting eight extra pages. Then there were to be two new
(minor) features as well. The Editor was obviously trying very hard to sell this new GEM
to us. Perhaps he had some misgivings about how we were going to take it all. The new
buff-coloured GEM cover turned out to be rather dull and drab-looking. However, its
contents were as good as ever. That was what mattered most.

A good deal of thought must presumably have gone into the designing of the covers
when the story-papers were launched. The more magazines there were on the market, the
more difficult it would become to put out a distinctive cover that would set a paper apart
from all the others.

The introduction by the A.P. of two-coloured covers for their weeklies provided
more scope for variety. Before 1914 most story-magazines had tinted paper for their
covers, with black or dark blue print. A few were printed throughout on tinted paper.

Pink appears to have been the moit/rpo ular choice of colour. Wearing pink coats, at
various times, were the BOYS' REALM, the HALF-PENNY SURPRISE (published by
Edwin J. Brett), the VANGUARD LIBRARY (Trapps, Holmes and Co. Ltd.), the BOYS'
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MAGAZINE (E. Hulton & Co.), the UNION JACK and CHEER, BOYS, CHEER; also
the BOYS' JOURNAL, this paper, containing stories by such writers as Capt. Charles
Gilson, John Finnemore and Horace Phillips, being a paper of distinct quality which
deserved to have had a longer life-span.

The BOYS' FRIEND (weekly) was printed throughout on pale green paper, while the
DREADNOUGHT had similarly-coloured covers.

The GEM was blue, the early (half-penny) UNION JACK was straw-coloured, but
PLUCK's cover was simply printed blue on white paper.

There were some multi-coloured covers. Aldines' various Libraries had full-coloured
covers. Cassell's NEW BOYS' WORLD also sported a multi-coloured one.

After the Great War ended, two-colour covers soon came into general use, and it
became easier to provide a magazine with a distinctive cover. However, the A.P., for
some reason, adhered largely to just two colour schemes, either blue with orange, or blue
with red, with the result that many of their magazines had a somewhat similar appearance.

The MAGNET, the SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN, MODERN BOY, the TRIUMPH and
the FOOTBALL AND SPORTS FAVOURITE all appeared in blue and orange. Later, the
SCHOOLGIRL adopted the same colours, while SPORT AND ADVENTURE was blue
and yellow.

There were even more Egﬁers with blue and red covers, including the Nelson LEE,
the MARVEL, the SCHOO RLS' WEEKLY, the GEM, the CHAMPION, YOUNG

BRITAIN, the POPULAR and, later, the RANGER and the GIRLS' CRYSTAL, while the

TRIUMPH eventually changed over to blue and red. George Newnes Ltd. put out their
BLACK BESS LIBRARY in the same colours.

The SCHOOL FRIEND, comin% out in 1919 to publish the first stories of CIliff
House School, had a front cover which was printed in blue and red in some weeks, and
blue and green in the others.

One paper whose cover was strikingly different was the BOYS' WEEKLY (James
Henderson and Sons Ltd.). This weekly had large pages like the BOYS' FRIEND. The
cover was white paper with the title and illustrations on both back and front covers printed
in black and bright red. '

D.C. Thomson and Co. quite cleverly manipulated the three basic colours of red, blue
and yellow to give all their “boys' papers a distinctive look. An exception was their
VANGUARD which was printed in black and red on orange-tinted cover-paper. The title
"WIZARD" was printed in bold red lettering on a yellow background. ADVENTURE used
the same two colours but had its title in an arch-shaped panel. The ROVER's title was red
on a white background, while the SKIPPER'S was yellow on blue. The HOTSPUR's
name appeared in blue lettering, edged with white, on a red background. Each of the
Thomson covers could be instantly recognised, even from a little distance. The same
designs remained in use for many years, although from 1938 the ROVER made some
changes to its cover design and introduced some green into its colour scheme.

When the A.P.'s PILOT arrived on the scene, in 1935, the publishers gave it a
mainly red and yellow cover and title. The addition of brown helped to distinguish it from
the WIZARD. It was quite an attractive cover but, unfortunately, the PILOT's contents
made no great impact and it closed down in 1938.

The CHAMPION became a four-colour paper in the 1930s when yellow and green
were added to the red and blue, the unusual combination of red with green giving the
CHAMPION's cover a sharp identity. However, the CHAMPION was no longer the
excellent paper that it had been under the Editorship of F. Addington Symonds in 1922-24.
Then its authors had included Eric W. Townsend, Henry St. John, Alfred Edgar, Allan
Blair and Michael Poole, while various sports and hobby features were included as well.

(Collectors will be interested to see the following reader's advert. which appeared in
the CHAMPION (No. 132) in 1924:- "For Sale:- 55 MAGNETS, 110 g)(OUNG
BRITAINS, 60 GEMS, 45 POPULARS, 100 BOYS' FRIENDS and 30 mixed books, all

in good condition. Price 8d. per dozen or would exchange 200 for a good
cinematograph".)
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By the late 1930s there was little to distinguish the CHAMPION's contents from
those of the D.C. Thomson papers, for the stories were often of a similar type. The tales
of "Fireworks' Flynn, the Shake-'em-up Sports Master", could have come straight from
the HOTSPUR.

Wartime conditions decimated the A.P. story-papers in 1940, leaving the
CHAMPION as the sole-surviving boys' story-paper at Fleetway House, while Thomsons
closed down their SKIPPER in 1941, The wartime magazines progressively shrank in size
as their page numbers were reduced. The GIRLS' CRYSTAL shrank to such a degree
that, by 1943, the first story was being printed on the front cover. The green and yellow
disappeared from the CHAMPION's cover, leaving it just red and blue once more.

The austerity measures dragged on for some years after the War had ended. By 1950
the CHAMPION had a rather tired look about it. For many years it had relied a great deal
on its stories of "Rockfist" Rogan, R.A.F., and its resident detective, Colwyn Dane. Now
it seemed that the CHAMPION no longer had anything new or original to offer its readers.
It was a paper which appeared to be just coasting along towards an inevitable demise.

When the long-running CHAMPION had finally faded away, few of the bright
galaxy of pre-war front covers any longer graced the bookstalls. In th television age, the
new breed of picture-papers was taking over. The GIRLS' CRYSTAL, the only girls'
paper during the War years, eventually succumbed. In turn, ADVENTURE, which had
begun in 1921, the WIZARD and the HOTSPUR all disappeared from the Thomson House
output by the early 1960s, leaving only the ROVER, which then took on a new lease of
life.

The ROVER's pages had expanded to 32 in number, four more than pre-war. Its
type-face was enlarged and set in four columns instead of three. The stories were up to
date and well written. A space-travel story, set in the year 2169, owed a good deal more to
known scientific fact and possible future developments than the story, "Last Rocket to
Venus", in the 1940 HOTSPUR. In the light of current knowledge of the surface

conditions on the planet Venus, the latter story would be so utterly unbelievable that no
editor would publish it in 1989.

The ROVER printed some interesting stories of wild-life, readers' letters, and sports
articles. On the back cover an interesting feature presented historical or scientific facts,
illustrated by full-colour drawings. The paper sported a bright new cover in red, blue and
green, with the title "ROVER" once again printed in bright red on white as it had been forty
years earlier.

The ROVER completed its half-century in 1972, the only pre-war boys' story-paper
to reach the age of decimal currency. Its price in 1972 was three new pence, and it appears
to have been good value for money.

When the ROVER closed down in 1973, it was the end of an era which had begun in
1893 when Alfred Harmsworth launched the HALFPENNY MARVEL.

The era of the juvenile story-papers.... We shall not see their like again.

N R e U SN GRI VaENVNOR SsS

With Xmas in sight
A gift to excite
is "C.D." all right
so, Try as you might
Get "C"adogan's "D"elight.
HAPPY CHRISTMAS - JOHNNY BURSLEM
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( ILLUSTRATED by MARILYN WHITE )
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It was a pleasant spring day in the early 1950s. In her study at Tsland School, Betty
Roland re-read the letter she had just received:

"Dear Betty,

An old friend of mine, Captain Bristow, has suffered a serious theft from his home.
It would be embarrassing for him to report the matter to the police, so I think it is a task for
the Silent Three. It is a baffling problem, but I think that you may be able to solve it. 1
have arranged for the three of you to meet the Captain af my home on your next half-
holiday.
Love, Rose".

Betty passed the letter to her two chums, Joan Derwent and Peggy West, so that they
could study it for themselves. Joan's attractive face creased into a frown as she studied the
document.

"Captain Bristow, isn't he one of the school governors?" she asked. "The seniors
call him 'Captain Nemo' because of his black beard", chuckled Peggy.

"Rose says that it is a task for the Silent Three", reflected Betty.

The three friends fell silent for a few moments while they considered those fateful
words. Some years earlier, while pupils at their previous school, the girls had formed a
secret society known as the 'Silent Three' to fight an unscrupulous prefect. Since coming
to Island School, they had taken part in a number of adventures wearing the green robes
and hoods which they used to conceal their identities while acting as a secret group. Rose
Molloy had been a member of the school's domestic staff, falsely dismissed for theft. Her
good name had been restored, and a scheming mistress exposed, thanks to the efforts of
the Silent Three. The activities of the secret society had on several occasions mystified

Island School. No one on the island except Rose knew the identities of the girls who made
up the hooded group.

The chums exchanged puzzled glances. "There is nothing we can do until we meet
the Captain at Rose's home", said Joan. "I'm still puzzled as to why Rose thinks that we

42




_ can solve the mystery rather than the police," commented Peggy."We will just have to wait
and see", replied Betty, with a thoughtful look on her attractive face.

Later that week the Silent Three travelled across to the mainland to meet Captain
Bristow at Rose's home. The chums alighted from the ferry, and made their way through
the tiny fishing village of Langthwaite to Rose's cottage, which was located on the cliffs
above the village, with a view over the sea and of the island where their school was
located. Rose greeted them warmly, and ushered them into her sitting room where her
guest was waiting. Captain Bristow, DSO and bar, DSC and bar, RN (retired), was a
small stocky man, with a naval style beard that was beginning to turn grey. His manner
was courteous, but it was obvious that he was a very forceful character. Rose retired to the
kitchen to prepare tea, while the Captain spoke to Betty and her friends.

"I'm not sure what you will make of my story", he said. "Also I'm not certain that I
should get you involved in what may be a very setious business. But Rose has told me
how you cleared her name last year, so I'm going to place the facts before you, and leave
you to judge for yourselves". The three friends listened carefully while the Captain
continued. "I served in the Navy during the Great War, and decided to continue my service
in peacetime. I travelled all over the world during the inter-war period, being
commissioned just before the outbreak of war in 1939. After Dunkirk I was given
command of the 'Richmond', which was an old American 'four stacker' class destroyer of
WW1 vintage. A hideous looking ship, but well suited to convoy duty in the Atlantic".

"Like the 'Cambelltown' in the film 'Gift horse'?" asked Peggy. "Exactly", replied
the Captain. "Like many of her sisters, the Richmond had wrethed engines, we had
frequent breakdowns, but she never let me down in an emergency. She was a lucky
ship..... BEarly in 1942, we had become separated from the convoy, due to the usual
breakdown. We had patched up the trouble and were hurrying to regain our station when
we encountered a large U boat, in a badly damaged condition, wallowing on the surface.
Her crew didn't put up much of a fight, having been badly knocked about while attacking a
convoy the previous night. They were glad to be rescued, but, before she sank, I put a
search party on board".

£

g
|

!
. B

II A (1S T / 7
. il : ez W Ve YR €
7// V ’—_ 7 ,& Z 3 A / V
ml"f‘m" i il ‘ 7 T ¢ : — s m&“‘l ;hn I
, mmm] "' ) y 2 ) :‘1 1 ; \ ;

S 2
A R
T

SIS

MARILYN WHITE

’9"/7?,.
¢ /;Z/ f://;/%%f?-%%»




"To search for code books and similar things?" asked Joan. "Correct", replied the
Captain. "We found no intelligence material; obviously the Germans had dropped them
over the side. But we did find six boxes of gold bars". "Gold!" gasped the Silent Three.
"Yes, girls, pure solid gold", said Bristow. "As you can imagine, we hauled it on board
and locked it away safely”. "But what was it doing there?" asked Peggy.

"We never discovered the real reason. All the submarine's officers had been killed or
wounded in the first engagement, and the enlisted men had no knowledge of their secret
cargo", answered the Captain. "Some Nazi bigwig building up his secret hoard in South
America?" suggested Joan. "What became of the gold?" asked Peggy. The Captain's face
was grim as he replied. "When we returned to Liverpool, the gold was handed over to the
authorities. But I retained one gold bar from each box for myself". The girls gasped at this
revelation, and he added: "I know that you may consider me a thief. But consider the
matter from my point of view. I had given all my adult life to my country's service. I
knew that once the war was over there would be no place in the peace-time navy for a
lower deck man like myself. I would be on the beach. I had no money of my own, and
the pension of a Captain RN isn't exactly generous”. There was a pause, and then Peggy
said in her blunt, outspoken way. "I would have done the same myself". The Captain
continued with his narrative. "When I retired from the Navy, I used the gold as a security
in buying my farm. When I had paid the debt, the gold remained in the bank's strong
room. Only the bank manager knew of its existence, and even he didn't know the full
story." "What happened next?" asked Joan.

"In recent years my affairs have ﬁrospered. I didn't need the gold any more, so I
decided to return it. I have been in touch with the West German embassy in London. The
gold was to have been returned to Germany. If its original lawful owner could not be
traced, it would have been donated to a worthwhile cause. It was stored in the safe of my
home. Then my house was burgled, and the gold was stolen”.

"Obviously someone knew all about it," said Betty, "Could the bars be identified?"
asked Peggy. "There were markings on them - lettering in Hebrew and the Star of David.
I guess that the gold had once belonged to a Jewish banker", replied Barstow. "Why don't
you report the matter to the police?” asked Joan. The Captain gave the fair haired girl a
stern look. "Can you imagine the outcry --'War Hero steals German gold' -- there would
be a great deal of fuss. I am a prominent man in the neighbourhood; my reputation would
be harmed by the affair",

Betty looked thoughtful for a moment, then she spoke up. "It would appear that
someone is trying to blacken your character. Have you any idea who it could be?" "A man
in public life always makes enemies", he answered.

"As you know, I hold several public offices; a number of people dislike my 'no
nonsense' attitude. However, what really put the fat in the fire was when I was elected to a
seat on the county council. There was a lot of ill-feeling, not so much from the other
political parties, but from a failed candidate within my own party, who didn't consider me

toit

to be a 'gentleman’,

There was an interval while Rose served tea. Then Betty outlined a plan of action.
"We would like to spend some time in the vicinity of your farm, so that we can make
enquries”, she said. "Could we spend our next half term holiday working on your farm?
That would give us a reason for being in the area”. "Leave the details to me", replied the
Captain, as the girls prepared to return to school.

A couple of weeks later, Island School broke up for the half-term holiday. Instead of
travelling to their respective homes, the Silent Three made their way quietly to the vicinity
of Captain Bristow's farm, where accommodation had been arranged for them in one of the
farm cottages. They dealt with their own shopping and housework, and spent the
remainder of their time explored the area, keeping their eyes and ears open. They paid
particular attention to the estate which adjoined Captain Bristow's farm. This was the
home of Mr. Loder, a prominent man in the district, who had been the Captain's rival in the
council election and obviously bore him a grudge. On occasion the girls saw Mr. Loder
exercising his horses. He seemed a stern-looking, arrogant man..."Real friendly looking
type", muttered Peggy.
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At first, the Silent Three had no success in their mission. However, luck came to
them one evening, when Betty and Peggy had made their way into the village of Robin
Hood's Bay to buy fish and chips for their supper. The girls paused for a moment to
admire the view over the sea when Peggy's sharp ears picked up a conversation coming
from the walled garden of a nearby pub.

"Just think", said a man's voice, "all that lovely gold hidden safely away. We could
nip off to London and enjoy ourselves for a long time on that lot". "Not so fast", hissed a
woman's voice. "We pinched the gold for 'His Lordship'. He would soon shop us to the
police if we tried to double-cross him". Peggy could hardly believe her ears! At the
mention of the word 'gold', she gripped Betty's arm in tense anticipation. Carefully,
Peggy made her way towards the garden, and positioned herself so that she could see over
the wall without attracting attention to herself. A middle aged couple were there. The man
was rough, but the woman was of smart appearance, though rather hard faced. Peggy
made careful note of their appearance, hoping to identify them later.

At the earliest opportunity, Peggy described what she had seen to the Captain. His
face creased into a scowl:. "The man would be Ben Shaw, a local ne'er-do-well and a
petty criminal”, he replied. "He has served a term in prison, and is suspected of burglaries
in the area". "But what about the woman?" asked Betty. "There you have surprised me",
remarked their host. "She appears to be Mrs. Hatton, a respected figure in the
neighbourhood. A rather prim and proper type, much too upright and honest to mix with a
shady character like Ben Shaw".

"They spoke of 'His Lordship', said Betty. "Who would that be?" "I think they
were refering to my old rival, Mr. Loder", the Captain with a grim smile. "He has a very
high opinion of himself, and likes to act the part of the local squire. He considers me to be
a vulgar upstart. I understand that he spent the war years in a reserved occupation. You
know the type".

The girls chuckled at this, then Joan asked, "Is Mrs. Hatton connected with Mr.
Loder at all?" "Not as far as I know", replied the Captain. "Loder owns a lot of property
in the area, so it is possible that he is her landlord, but that is just a guess”. "It seems that
Ben Shaw has stolen your gold, and that it is hidden, awaiting Mr. Loder's instructions",
said Betty. "But we have no proof whatsoever", responded their host.

The Silent Three kept a close watch on both Ben Shaw and on Mrs. Hatton from then
onwards. Ben lived in miserable lodgings in a shabby part of the village and it seemed
unlikely that the stolen gold was hidden there. Mrs. Hatton lived in a neat villa overlooking
the sea, which appeared a much more likely subject for their investigations. That evening,
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three robed and hooded figures made their way through the twilight to the rear of the
house. The Silent Three were able to observe Mrs, Hatton and her rather dull looking
husband through a chink in the curtains, but they learned nothing useful from their
conversation. Peggy gently tested the rear door of the house, and found it to be unlocked.

"Would you like me to have a look around inside?" she asked. "Not yet", replied
Betty firmly, "we will wait until we have something more definite before we look round the
place".

The following day, Betty was keeping watch on Mrs. Hatton's house on the outskirts
of the village of Robin Hood's Bay. Shortly after mid-day, Mrs. Hatton left her home, and
walked briskly towards the railway station. The woman was smartly dressed, and it
appeared that she intended setting off on a journey. Keeping a discreet distance behind her.
Betty hurriedly checked her purse to make sure that she had enough money to purchase a
ticket if necessary. Her handbag was a large, old-fashioned one, large enough to contain
her secret society robe which was folded neatly within the bag.

Mrs. Hatton didn't enter the station, but she continued along the lane, past the
church, and left the village. Betty was forced to keep well behinf her, otherwise she
would have been spotted, and her mission would have failed. Luckily Betty could easily
hear Mrs. Hatton's shoes 'tapping' on the road surface, so she knew that her quarry was
ahead of her, even if she couldn't actually see her. "High heels always give the game
away", chuckled Betty to herself, as she moved noiselessly in her soft soled shoes. When
clear of the village, Mrs. Hatton turned down a lane, her pace slackened and it was obvious
that she was intending to meet someone.

Betty took refuge in the gateway leading to a field, quickly sliEping on her robe. She
always felt a thrill of excitement as the romantic garment enfolded her body. She fastened
the sash, and then drew the hood over her head, adjusting the mask so that she could see
clearly. "At least if she sees me, I won't be recognised", said Betty to herself.

The hooded girl crept quietly forward. Mrs. Hatton was waiting beneath an oak tree
situated a short distance from the edge of the lane. As Betty watched, a large car drew up,
and a smartly dressed man got out. This was Mr. Loder, the rival of their friend Captain
Bristow. The two adults were soon engaged in an animated conversation, and they failed
to notice Betty creeping closer. The hooded girl soon learned that they were discussing the
subject of the stolen gold.




: "Ben and I want a bigger payment for looking after the gold", said Mrs. Hatton
firmly.

"You will have what I promised you, and not a genny more", snapped the man. "In
that case we will keep the gold for ourselves", said the woman. "Ben has friends in
London who will dispose of it for us". "You wouldn't dare", replied Mr. Loder angrily.
Mrs. Hatton's tone was jeering when she replied: "You can't do a thing about it, you can't
tell the police, or we would drop you right in the soup".

The conversation continued in the same tone, but Betty was able to learn that the gold
was concealed in the cellar of Mrs. Hatton's home.

She decided that she had heard enough, and turned to leave. Then, as bad luck
would have it, Mr. Loder looked up and caught sight of her. "Hey, you! Stop!" he yelled,
as Betty took to her heels. The plotter set off in pursuit, Betty hitched up her robe and ran
as fast as her legs would carry her. She was able to outdistance her pursuers, and managed
to avoid a stone which Mr. Loder threw at her. When Beity's robed figure had vanished
among the trees, her pursuers stopped to regain their breath.

"Who the devil was that?" gasped Mr. Loder, his face red with anger. "Someone
snooping round listening to our conversation", replied Mrs. Hatton. "I've had enough.
You must collect the gold from my house tonight, or I shall drop it over the cliff". "I will
see you immediately after dark", replied Mr. Loder gloomily.

Having escaped from her pursuers. Betty concealed her robe, and hurried back to the
village. As quickly as possible she summoned Joan and Peggy, and related to her chums
what had happened. "The stolen gold is hidden in the cellar of Mrs. Hatton's home",
Betty explained. "It looks as if the crooks are falling out among themselves".

Later that afternoon, Mrs. Hatton was working in the kitchen at the rear of her house.
She was amazed to see a slim figure in a green robe enter her garden, by the gate from the
cliff path. "You cheeky young madam”, she snapped as she pursued the hooded girl.
While the enraged woman was chasing Betty and Joan along the clifftop, Peggy emerged
from the bushes and proceeded to search Mrs. Hatton's abode. She made a thorough
search of the cellar, but could find no trace of the gold. She was about to search the rest of
the house when she spotted a footsore Mrs. Hatton, her face white with anger, returning
from her failed pursuit of Betty and Joan. Peggy quickly left the house, and concealed
herself in the bushes once more.

For the remainder of the afternoon, the Silent Three kept close watch on the Hattons'
home. Later the rough looking Ben Shaw visited the house. "He looks a real nasty piece
of work", said Joan. "We shall have our hands full if all three crooks are present”, added
Peggy. "We had better phone the Captain and let him know how things are going", replied
Betty.

As dusk was falling, Mr. Loder made his way quietly to the rear of the Hattons'
home. In a sheltered spot by the cliff edge, he met Ben Shaw and Mrs. Hatton, who
carried a stout looking briefcase, which made a heavy metallic 'clunk’ when it was placed
on the ground. In the darkness the masked and hooded figures of the Silent Three were
observing their every move. "The gold must be in that briefcase", said Joan, "It looks very
heavy". "It's probably filled with scrap iron, just to fool us", smiled Peggy.

It soon became obvious that all was not well with the three plotters, and that a violent
argument had developed. Ben Shaw was demanding a much higher payment for his part in
the burglarly, while Mrs. Hatton just wanted to get rid of the gold at any cost. Ben raised
his fist in a threatening manner, while Mr. Loder countered with a gesture from his walking
stick. "Time for action", said Betty, her eyes sparkling through the slits in her mask. The
two men were so busy arguing that they didn't notice the three figures bearing down on
them. Swiftly, Betty seized Mrs. Hatton from behind, pinning her arms to her sides. "Oh,
no you don't", said Betty as she held the struggling woman tightly. Mrs. Hatton screamed
wildly, but by this time Peggy had snatched the briefcase. Giving Mrs. Hatton a push, the
Silent Three fled into the darkness. "Stop, you young hooligans", roared Mr. Loder, as

the girls raced along the cliff top path. Their quarrel forgotten, the crooks raced off in
pursuit.
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In normal circumstances, the Silent Three would have easily outdistanced their
pursuers, but they were hampered by their burden. The gold was very heavy, and even the
rugged Peggy had difficulty in carrying it. Ben Shaw was an agile man; he soon caught up
with them. Roughly he thrust Joan aside, and attempted to wrest the briefcase from Peggy.

"Let go, or I'll throw it over the cliff", warned No. 3 of the Silent Three. "You little
varmit", roared the enraged man. Mr. Loder joined Ben and attempted to seize the case.
Betty attempted to stop him but she was thrust aside. Suddenly a stern voice called out.
"Stop, take your hands off that girl!" The stocky figure of Captain Bristow loomed out of
the darkness. "I'm not giving up that gold for anyone", snarled Ben, as he advanced on
the Captain. "Stay where you are", ordered Bristow in his best quarter deck manner. He
moved his hand to his jacket pocket, making a distinct, metallic sound. Ben's face went
pale.

"You wouldn't dare", he snapped. "One false move and you will be feeding the
fish", warned the Captain. Ben wasn't well provided with courage. Muttering threats, he
slunk off into the darkness. The Captain then turned to Mr. Loder. "I think that your little
game to blacken me has failed, Loder", he said firmly. "The gold is back in my
possession, if you want to make an issue of it, I shall call the police. I think we can prove
your involvement in burglary and attempted blackmail". With further abusive remarks, Mr.
Loder also left the scene, accompanied by Mrs. Hatton.

"Your gold", said Peggy as she handed the briefcase to the Captain, "with the
compliments of the Silent Three". "I can't thank you enough", replied the Captain.
"Tomorrow the gold will be on its way back to Germany. I shall also write to your
headmistress, drawing attention to all your help in this matter!" "Oh, please, don't",
chorussed the Silent Three. "Miss Garfield mustn't know who we are". Have you a gun
in your pocket?" asked Peggy. "No just a waterproof case for my pipe and tobacco",
smiled the Captain. "Made of best naval brass, it makes a nice metallic sound when you

touch it, and it fooled the ruffians a treat". "It stopped a good rough house", chuckled
Betty.

The Silent Three accompanied the Captain back to his car. While the girls removed
their robes, he opened the case and displayed the six gold bars. Each was marked with the
star of David, and various letterings in Hebrew.

"T'll bet these gold bars could tell a few tales if they could speak”, said Joan. "I
would think that a fair amount of blood has been spilt over the years in order to gain
possession of them", added Peggy with a shudder.

As the girls were driven back to the farm, Betty said. "I wonder how Mr. Loder
found out that you had the gold in your possession?" The Captain smiled and said, "I
have been making a few enquiries of my own. Mrs. Hatton used to work at the bank
where my gold was deposited as a security, so she must have learned of its existence. She
owed money to Mr. Loder, and may have suggested that the gold be stolen to give him a
chance to embarrass me, and to cancel out her own debt. The gold couldn't be stolen from
the bank's strong room, but when it was returned to my own home, they hired Ben Shaw
to steal it".

"But the crooks fell out among themselves”, said Peggy‘ "To our advantage", added
Joan. The gold was conveyed safely to London, and the Silent Three returned to Island
School, with another daring mission satisfactory completed.

Tl SRRSO

Merry Christmas to fellow collectors, particularly Eric Fayne, Norman Shaw and the
Editor. Wanted: Champion Libraries by Rupert Hail and Herbert Macrae.
J. ASHLEY, 46 NICHOLAS CRESCENT, FAREHAM, HANTS, PO15 5AH
Telephone 0329 234489

************************************************
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A HAPPY CHRISTMAS
AND A
PROSPEROUS NEW YEAR

e 28 Ze Zs 28

TO ALL READERS
OF THE COLECTORS' DIGEST

% * * % *

WITH SPECIAL THANKS
TO ALL THOSE WHO HAVE
SUPPORTED US WITH
THEIR ORDERS AND
WORDS OF ENCOURAGEMENT

* * * % *

Have you received our Number 13 catalogue of new and second-hand
books? If not and you would like a copy then please write to us -
we shall be happy to send you one.

HAPPY HOURS UNLIMITED
37 Tinshill Lane LEEDS LS16 6BU England
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SEXTON BLAKE AND THE BAD, THE NOT SO BAD,
AND THE BEAUTIFUL: A picture quiz by J.E.M.

How many of these adversaries of Sexton Blake -
famous and otherwise - can you identify?
(Answers on pages 85 and 86)
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Highcliffe was most unusual as a subsidiary school. St. Jim's and Rylcombe
Grammar School were on terms of friendly rivalry, as were (at a later date) Rookwood apd
Bagshot, but it was made clear from the first mention of Highcliffe in Magnet 109 that quite

a different situation existed in respect of that school:

The cap belonged to a fellow from Highcliffe school, a college some distance up
the coast, beyond Cliff House. Highcliffe was too far from Greyfriars for the boys to
come much in contact; but when they did happen to meet, it was not in a friendly

fashion.

The fellow in the cap was Vavasour, then junior captain of Highcliffe, and at one stage he
went to Dr. Locke to complain about the behaviour of the Removites, although his own
conduct would not bear strict examination. The only other Highcliffe junior named in that
story was Hilton, but it was not long before Ponsonby himself put in an appearance. In
No. 138 the Greyfriars juniors came across Vavasour, Ponsonby, Merton, and Gadsby,
but in the following paragraph they were referred to as Ponsonby, Merton, and Gadsby,
but in the following paragraph they were referred to as Ponsonby & Co., and it was quite
clear that Vavasour was now relegated to an inferior status. It was Ponsonby who
challenged the Remove to a football match and then brought along three Old Boys in the
team, but Wharton had been forewarned and obtained a local professional footballer to play
for his team. Ponsonby's roguery, deceit, malice, and pride were all evident from the very

beginning.

Anyone who attempts to compile a map of Greyfriars and its surroundings has to
reconcile a mass of contradictions. For example, by January 1914, in Magnet 311,
Highcliffe had moved near enough to Greyfriars for Mr. Mobbs to walk there twice in
order to make complaints to Dr. Locke. This particular number entitled "Trouble with
Highcliffe" mentioned that school in the title for the first time, and a number of detailed
scenes were set at that school. Ponsonby was referred to as "The Hon. Cecil Ponsonby",
Monson was mentioned as playing Bridge in the study as well as Merton and Gadsby, and

Vavasour was also there. There were also a few sentences about their form-master:

Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Fourth, was gifted with infinite tact, and he was not
likely to happen along when he was not wanted. Mr, Mobbs hoped for great things some
day from the influence of Ponsonby's father, a noble earl; and nothing would have induced
him to find out anything that would have got the Honourable Cecil into trouble.

It was never made clear exactly what Mr. Mobbs hoped the noble earl would do for him,

but his partiality and his spirited defence of his favourite were always in evidence:

"Then they burst into Ponsonby's study!" exclaimed Mr. Mobbs, "and forced that

highly-born and delicate lad to enter into a brutal fistical encounter with a rough brute -"

As a matter of fact, Ponsonby was not a coward, but fair fighting played no part in his
outlook on life. Incidentally, this story introduced Gadsby's celebrated gold pocket watch,

which was almost as famous as Ponsonby's diamond pin.

By September of that year, Ponsonby's full villainy was on detailed view in No. 344
"Ructions at Highcliffe". He arrived at Greyfriars to pick a fight with Nugent, against
whom he had a grudge, and left his diamond pin with the point sticking on the inside of
Nugent's jacket. It was the Bounder who noticed that Ponsonby had left without his pin, it
was the Bounder who initiated a search, and it was the Bounder who made the sensible
suggestion of handing it to Dr. Locke without making accusations against Ponsonby that
could not be proved. When Mr. Mobbs came soon afterwards with his accusations of theft
and threats of calling in the police, he was astonished to find the pin with Dr. Locke. As

Mr. Quelch later said to the Head:
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"It seems impossible that a lad of Ponsonby's age could be guilty of such
wickedness."

The remainder of the story related the revenge taken. A car driven by Ponsonby's
chauffeur at excessive speed knocked down Clare, a new boy at Highcliffe, and he
suffered from concussion. Squiff, who was new to Greyfriars, went to Highcliffe
pretending to be Clare, and held his own against three of Ponsonby's friends, Merton,
Tunstall, and Drury. Mr. Mobbs placed Squiff in a study with Smithson and Benson, two
non-aristocratic juniors. Ponsonby was astonished to find himself in all sorts of
humiliating situations, and Squiff even caned Mr. Mobbs before he left and before the real
Clare recovered sufficiently to take his place at Highcliffe.

These Magnet stories were in a manner of speaking the overture to the two justly
famous Highcliffe stories that appeared in the 3d Boys' Friend Libraries, "The Boy
Without a Name" and "Rivals and Chums". Clare arrived as a new boy, but obviously not
the same Clare who was in Magnet 344, though it is odd that Charles Hamilton should
have forgotten that he had recently used the same name at Highcliffe. The new Clare was a
Council School boy who was coming to Highcliffe on a scholarship. The most noticeable
feature of these two stories, however, is the introduction of de Courcy, the Caterpillar, a
remarkable piece of characterisation and never referred to in the Magnet so far. De Courcy
had impeccable aristocratic connections, but he was not inclined to support Ponsonby in his
objections to the newcomer. An important personage in this saga was Major Courtenay, a
very wealthy man who was Ponsonby's uncle and likely to make Ponsonby his heir, a fact
very much in Ponsonby's mind, though why such a wealthy young aristocrat should dwell
on this is rather a curious circumstance. Ponsonby's feud with Clare reached its climax in
chloroforming him and making him appear to be drunk, but Major Courtenay intervened
and it turned out that Clare was his own son, thought drowned at sea, and was thus
Ponsonby's cousin. The sequel in the second volume was even better than the first story,
and Ponsonby's villainy included deliberately attempting to lose a match with Courtenay as
captain and conspiring to get de Courcy expelled.

Ponsonby's motivation was never clearly explained. He was one of Charles
Hamilton's few evil characters that were quite well-known but scarcely credible in view of
his youth. A good deal of background information was supplied, about the dry rot in the
school, the snobbery of wealthy boys with aristocratic backgrounds and impressive names,
their shady pursuits, and their malicious natures. Ponsonby was always the leader, and
occasionally his excesses were too much for some of his less resolute followers, like
Vavasour, who crumbled in the investigation about Clare's alleged drunkenness. On the
whole, it might be true to say that his activities were of two main kinds: chance spitefulness
towards a single Greyfriars character who might fall into Highcliffe hands; and complicated
plots to get someone disgraced or expelled.

An example of a minor escapade can be found in Magnet 1215 when Ponsonby
catapulted Mr. Quelch, for which he was punished by Wharton:

"Did you - h'm - did you administer a severe castigation to the Highcliffe boy,
Wharton?"
"Yes, rather, sir. I mean certainly, sir.”
"] cannot, of course, approve of anything of the kind", said Mr. Quelch, coughing.
“But you are sure that the castigation was severe?"
Ponsonby's vengeance was achieved when Wharton was gagged and tied to a tree from
which he was not able to escape until the small hours, an incident in the plot of the
Lancaster series: Wharton was in a position to overhear the Wizard talking to a confederate,
but not able to make his presence known. ot

The diamond pin was used twice more by Ponsonby in attempts to bring disgrace
upon his victims. In Magnet 798, when Levison had returned to Cgreyfriars or a short
while, Ponsonby attempted to persuade him to sabotage the Greyfriars cricket match with
Highcliffe and, when Levison refused, the diamond pin, already planted among Levison's
belongings, was ready for an accusation of theft, but unfortunately for Ponsonby Bunter
had witnessed him planting it. This affair was settled by the juniors themselves, but in
magnet 1067 when Captain Marker was attempting to bring Wharton into disgrace, a
similar method was used. Luckily Bunter found t